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B HACTOAIIIEM HOCO6I/II/I Hpe)ICTaBJ'IeHBI TCKCThI U3 XYHO}KeCTBeHHBIX HpOI/ISBe)IeHI/Iﬁ Ha
AQHTJIMHACKOM SI3BIKE pa3HBIX IHCATEICW W TO3TOB, a TAKXKE JOIOJHUTEIBHBIC TEKCTBHI JIJIS
nepeBo/ia.

[Tocobue MoxkeT OBITH HCIIOJIB30BAHO KaK CTYJACHTAMH, MAarucTpaHTaMH, TaK |
MPENoJaBaTe)IIMA ~ TMPU  MOJATOTOBKE K TMPAKTHUYCCKUM 3aHATHIM TI0 XYIAO0XKECTBEHHOMY
MIEPEBOTY.



INPEJANCJIOBHUE

XyIOKECTBEHHBIH TMEPEeBOJ SBISCTCS OJHUM U3 CIOXHBIX BHJOB IEPEBOJAA, KakK IO
KOMMYHHUKAaTHBHOHN HAIPaBICHHOCTH, TaK U TI0 COAEPIKAaHUIO.

Bo Bpems mepeBoja XyJOXKECTBEHHBIX MPOM3BEICHHH TMEPEBOJUUKY TMPUXOAUTCS
BBICTYIIaTh B POJIHM THCATENsS M TO3Ta, COaBTOpa Mpou3BeaeHus. [lepeBoa XymoKeCTBEHHBIX
TEKCTOB TpeOyeT OT MEepEeBOJYMKA OMPEACICHHBIX 3HAHWH, YMEHHH W HABBIKOB, KOTOPBIMH
MOXXHO OBJIAZICTh B TIPOLIECCE WM3YYECHUS TEOPETUYECKOTO0 M IMPAKTHYECKOTO KypCOB
XYI0KECTBEHHOTO I1EPEBO/IA.

HyXHO OTMETHTB, 4TO OCOOYIO TPYAHOCTH UIS MEPEBOAA MPEICTABISIOT MMOITUYECKUE
MPOU3BEICHUS, YTO OOYCIIOBJICHO JIEKCHYECKHMMH, TPAMMATHYECKUMH W CTUIMCTHYCCKUMHU
O0COOEHHOCTSIMH CaMHX TOJTHYECKUX TPOMU3BENCHUH, TAaKKe IIOCIOBHIBI M TOTOBOPKH,
yCTOMUMBEIE (Ppa3eosIoTU3MBL. TpPYyIHOCTH TEepeBOAa TaKUX  TEKCTOB JIOBOJBHO YacTo
HETIEPEBOIUMBI.

YyeOHoe mnocoOue paccuutaHo Ha 135 wyacoB aymuTopHbIX 3aHATHH u 90 dYacoB
CaMOCTOSITENIbHOM pabOTHI.

[TocoGue cocTOUT M3 TEKCTOB Ha aHTJIMHCKOM SI3bIKE JIJIS IEpeBOJia U 3aJJaHUM K HUM.

TexkcTel TOMOOpaHBl M3  3apyOSKHBIX M PYCCKUX KIACCHYECKHX XYH0KECTBEHHBIX
MPOU3BEICHUI U TTOCOOMIA 110 TIEPEBOTY.

O0BbEeKTOM XYy/J10:KeCTBEHHOr0 IepeBO/ia SBISIETCS XYA0KECTBEHHAsl JUTeparypa.
OTnUyuTEeNbHON YepTON XYA0XKECTBEHHOTO MPOU3BEACHHUS SIBJIIETCS 00pa3HO-3MOIMOHAIHLHOE
BO3/ICHICTBME HA YHTATENs, YTO JOCTHTAETCS IYTEM HCIOJIB30BaHUS OIPOMHOTO KOJIHYECTBA
pa3HoOOpa3HbIX SA3BIKOBBIX CPEICTB: OT AMHUTETa (KPacoOYyHOrO ONpENENeHHs) U MeTaopbl
(MepeHOCHOTO 3HAYEHHMS) 10 PUTMHUKO-CHHTAKCUUYECKOTO MMOCTPOCHUSI (Ppassbl.

IIpousBeneHns Xymo>KECTBEHHOM JIMTEpaTypbl MOYKHO pa3feiuTh Ha aBTOPCKHE H
(GONBKIOpHBIC: NMPO3aMYecKHe: POMaHbl, MOBECTH, PACCKa3bl, MOITHYECKHE: IIECHU, CTHUXH,
0J1bl, OACHM, HalMCaHHbIE MUCATEISIMUA U O3TaMHU, U (POJILKIOPHBIE: CKa3KH, Oayuiajbl, MECHH,
0acHM, CTUXH, IOCJIOBUIIBI U IOTOBOPKH.

IIpu mnepeBose C MHOCTPAHHOIO S3blKa HA PYCCKUH INEPEBOJUUK CTAJIKHUBAeTCAd C
po0seMoll MOHMMAHUs TEKCTa M B MEHbILICH cTerneHu ¢ nmpobiaeMoil oopMileHHs] TEKCTa Ha
ponHoM s3bike. Ilpu mepeBose ¢ poJHOrO si3blka HAa MHOCTPAHHBIA MEPEBOJYMK B MEHbLICH
CTENEHU CTAJIKUBAETCS C MpoOJeMON MOHMMaHUS TEKCTa HAa POJHOM s3bIke M B OoJbILEH
CTENIEHU C MNpoOJEeMOM €ero InepeBoja Ha HMHOCTPAHHBIM, TakuM 0Opa3oM, Ha IepeBOAYHMKA
XY/0’KECTBEHHBIX MPOU3BEICHUIN JIOKUTCS OOJblIas OTBETCTBEHHOCTh 3a Iepenady (opMbl U
CoJIepKaHUs IEPEeBOIUMOTO TEKCTA.

Hacrosimmee mnocobue CHaOXEHO TPEHUPOBOYHBIMU TEKCTaMH, KOTOpbIE JAIOT
BO3MOKHOCTh OBJIaJIeTh HAaBbIKAMHM IHMCBMEHHOIO W YCTHOTO IIE€peBOJa XYJ0’KECTBEHHBIX
TEKCTOB.

B 3aBucuMocTH OT ypOBHS HOJATrOTOBKU OOy4aeMbIX 0 YCMOTPEHHIO IperojaBaTels,
IUIL pa3BUTHUS HAaBBIKOB XYA0XKECTBEHHOI'O IE€PEBOJA MOXKHO HCIIOJIb30BaTh JIOOBIE Jpyrue
TekcThl KazaxcTaHCKMX M 3apyOeKHBIX MUCaTeNeil ¥ 03TOB.



Ilenu u 3a0auu oucuyuniumnsl

Llenv  usyuenuss  Oucyunaunvl  «lIpakmuxa — XyoodcecmeeHHO20 — nepesooay
OOmexkynbTypHOE OOOrameHne OyaylmMX CHEIHaTUCTOB MO  XYIOKECTBEHHOMY IEPEeBOAY
dbopMmupoBarre y 00y4aeMbIX HEOOXOAWMMOW UIsi TPO(ECCHOHANBHOW  JIESATEIbHOCTH
IIEPEBOYECKOM, IMHIBUCTUYECKON U MEXKYJIBTYPHO - KOMMYHUKATUBHON KOMIIETEHIUH.

Ocnogubimu 3a0avamu oucyuniunvl «llpakmuxa xyooorcecmeennozo nepesooa» SIBISETCS
cnenrpuka npodhecCHOHaTBHOMN EATETHHOCTH MEPEBOTYNKA XY0KECTBEHHON JIUTEPATYPHI.
- O3HAKOMJIEHHUE C 3aKOHOMEPHOCTSIMHU NIOCTPOEHUS XYJ0’KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa U €r0 OCHOBHBIMU
GYHKIHSIMUY;
- 03HAKOMJIEHHE C TEOPETUUYECKUMH OCHOBAMHU XY/I0KECTBEHHOT'O IIEPEBO/IA;
- CO3J]aHME€ CHCTEMHOTO MPEACTABJICHUS O 3aKOHOMEPHOCTSIX, CII0CO0ax, CPEeCTBAX M MPHEMOB
peoOpa30BaHUsl A3bIKOBBIX €MHMIL B ITPOLIECCE XYI0’KECTBEHHOTO MEPEBOA;
- pa3BUTHE MPAKTUYECKHUX HABBIKOB XYyI0’KECTBEHHOT'O MIEPEBO/IA;
- OBJaJeHHE OOy4aeMbIMH CIIOCO0a TIPEOJIOJICHUS JICKCUYECKUX, TpaMMaTHYECKUX U
CTHJINCTUYECKHUX TPYAHOCTEH BOSHUKAIOLIUX B MPOLIECCE XYI0KECTBEHHOTO EPEBOA;
- TodsTanHoe (opMHpOBaHHE HEOOXOAMMBIX [UIsl MEPEeBOAYECKON KOMIETEHIIMM YMEHUH H
HaBbIKOB;
- pa3BUTHE CIIOCOOHOCTH K XYA0XECTBEHHOMY IE€pPEBOAY B MEXKYJIbTYpPHOM KOHTEKCTE C
onopoit Ha popMHUpyEMbIE TEOPETHUECKHUE U PAKTUUECKUE 3HAHUS U YMEHUS
B pesynbmame usyuenus oucyunaunst «llpakmuxa xyooocecmeeHno20 nepesooa
00JICeH 3HAMb.!
- POJIb XYA0KECTBEHHOIO MIEPEBO/Ia B MEKKYJIBTYPHOU KOMMYHHUKAIINH;
- COLMOKYJIBTYPHYIO 00YCIIOBIEHHOCTb XY0KECTBEHHOTO NEPEBOIA;
- 3aKOHOMEPHOCTHU TIOCTPOEHUS XYI0KECTBEHHOT'O TEKCTa M €r0 OCHOBHbIE (DYHKIINU;
- IPUHIUIIBL, TPUEMBI U METO/IbI XyJ05KECTBEHHOTO MEPEBO/IA;
- pa3nuYHbIE BUbI IEPEBOAYECKON CTpaTeruy;
- YPOBHHU MEXbSI3bIKOBOTO MEPEKOIUPOBAHUS B XYA0KECTBEHHOM IE€PEBO/IE;
- FpaMMAaTUYeCKHE, JIEKCUYECKUE U CTHIIMCTUUECKUE acTIeKThI XyJ0’KECTBEHHOTO MePeBO/Ia;
- OCHOBHBIE MOJENU TMepeBoJa, IepeBoJueckue TpaHchopMaluu U CIOCOOBI  UX
WCIIOJIb30BAHUS MIPU aHAJIHN3€ XYI0KECTBEHHOT'0 TIepeBOa U €ro Pe3yJIbTaToB.
00J1JICEH YMemb.
- clenoBaTh ~ 3aKOHOMEPHOCTSIM  IIpollecca  XYyIOKECTBEHHOTO  IepeBoja U
MEePEeBOTYECKIX COOTBETCTBUH B XY/10)KECTBEHHBIX TEKCTaX;
- OIpeAensaTh OOIIYI0 CTPATETHIO MEPEBOAA C YIETOM €ro 1IeJId U TUIIa OpUTHHANA;
- BBISIBJISITH KYJIBTYPHBIA M CTHJIMCTHYECKUN KOJbI, peaTu30BaHHbIE B TEKCTE OpUTHHANA U
nepeBoa;
- aHaTU3HUPOBATh S3BIKOBBIE YPOBHU IOCTPOCHMSI TEKCTa OpUTHMHAIa M KOMIUIEKCHOMN
MOJIeNU TIepeBO/a;
- MPUMEHATH JIEKCHYECKHEe TpPaMMaTHUYeCKUe U CTUIMCTUYECKUE MPHEMbl B KOMIUIEKCHOMN
MOJIeNU TIepeBOa;
- BBISIBJISITh U KOPPEKTUPOBATH HECOOTBETCTBHS M OIIUOKU B XYI0’KECTBEHHOM IIEPEBOJIE;
- OCYILECTBJIATH MEPEBOJ XYA0KECTBEHHBIX TEKCTOB C YUETOM UX KAHPOBOH CrIEUPUKHU U
KOMMYHHUKATHBHO - IparMaTH4YeCcKO 11eNH;



Tema Nel.

Tasks:

1. Translate the text;

2. Think over the concepts of the text and try to connect them in Russian in the form of a
coherent text.

3. Compare your text with those of other translators.

4. Comment upon the difference in translation principles.

5. Analyze the text. Discuss the results.

Dostoyevsky “Crime and punishment”

CH. 1

On an exceptionally hot evening early in July a young man came out of the garret in
which he lodged in S. Place and walked slowly, as though in hesitation, towards K. bridge.

He had successfully avoided meeting his landlady on the staircase. His garret was under
the roof of a high, five-storied house and was more like a cupboard than a room. The landlady
who provided him with garret, dinners, and attendance, lived on the floor below, and every time
he went out he was obliged to pass her kitchen, the door of which invariably stood open. And
each time he passed, the young man had a sick, frightened feeling, which made him scowl and
feel ashamed. He was hopelessly in debt to his landlady, and was afraid of meeting her.

This was not because he was cowardly and abject, quite the contrary; but for some time
past he had been in an overstrained irritable condition, verging on hypochondria. He had become
so completely absorbed in himself, and isolated from his fellows that he dreaded meeting, not
only his landlady, but anyone at all. He was crushed by poverty, but the anxieties of his position
had of late ceased to weigh upon him. He had given up attending to matters of practical
importance; he had lost all desire to do so. Nothing that any landlady could do had a real terror
for him. But to be stopped on the stairs, to be forced to listen to her trivial, irrelevant gossip, to
pestering demands for payment, threats and complaints, and to rack his brains for excuses, to
prevaricate, to lie--no, rather than that, he would creep down the stairs like a cat and slip out
unseen.

This evening, however, on coming out into the street, he became acutely aware of his

fears.
"I want to attempt a thing _like that_ and am frightened by these trifles," he thought, with an odd
smile. "Hm... yes, all is in a man's hands and he lets it all slip from cowardice, that's an axiom. It
would be interesting to know what it is men are most afraid of. Taking a new step, uttering a new
word is what they fear most.... But | am talking too much. It's because | chatter that | do nothing.
Or perhaps it is that | chatter because | do nothing. I've learned to chatter this last month, lying
for days together in my den thinking... of Jack the Giant-killer. Why am I going there now? Am |
capable of that ? Is that_serious? It is not serious at all. It's simply a fantasy to amuse myself;
a plaything! Yes, maybe it is a plaything."

The heat in the street was terrible: and the airlessness, the bustle and the plaster,
scaffolding, bricks, and dust all about him, and that special Petersburg stench, so familiar to all
who are unable to get out of town in summer--all worked painfully upon the young man's already
overwrought nerves. The insufferable stench from the pot-houses, which are particularly
numerous in that part of the town, and the drunken men whom he met continually, although it
was a working day, completed the revolting misery of the picture. An expression of the
profoundest disgust gleamed for a moment in the young man's refined face. He was, by the way,
exceptionally handsome, above the average in height, slim, well-built, with beautiful dark eyes
and dark brown hair. Soon he sank into deep thought, or more accurately speaking into a
complete blankness of mind; he walked along not observing what was about him and not caring



to observe it. From time to time, he would mutter something, from the habit of talking to himself,
to which he had just confessed. At these moments he would become conscious that his ideas
were sometimes in a tangle and that he was very weak; for two days he had scarcely tasted food.

He was so badly dressed that even a man accustomed to shabbiness would have been
ashamed to be seen in the street in such rags. In that quarter of the town, however, scarcely any
shortcoming in dress would have created surprise. Owing to the proximity of the Hay Market,
the number of establishments of bad character, the preponderance of the trading and working
class population crowded in these streets and alleys in the heart of Petersburg, types so various
were to be seen in the streets that no figure, however queer, would have caused surprise. But
there was such accumulated bitterness and contempt in the young man's heart, that, in spite of all
the fastidiousness of youth, he minded his rags least of all in the street. It was a different matter
when he met with acquaintances or with former fellow students, whom, indeed, he disliked
meeting at any time. And yet when a drunken man who, for some unknown reason, was being
taken somewhere in a huge waggon dragged by a heavy dray horse, suddenly shouted at him as
he drove past: "Hey there, German hatter" bawling at the top of his voice and pointing at him--
the young man stopped suddenly and clutched tremulously at his hat. It was a tall round hat from
Zimmerman's, but completely worn out, rusty with age, all torn and bespattered, brimless and
bent on one side in a most unseemly fashion. Not shame, however, but quite another feeling akin
to terror had overtaken him.

"I knew it," he muttered in confusion, "I thought so! That's the worst of all! Why, a stupid
thing like this, the most trivial detail might spoil the whole plan. Yes, my hat is too noticeable....
It looks absurd and that makes it noticeable.... With my rags | ought to wear a cap, any sort of
old pancake, but not this grotesque thing. Nobody wears such a hat, it would be noticed a mile
off, it would be remembered.... What a matter is that people would remember it and that would
give them a clue. For this business one should be as little conspicuous as possible.... Trifles,
trifles are what matter! Why, it's just such trifles that always ruin everything...."

He had not far to go; he knew indeed how many steps it was from the gate of his lodging
house: exactly seven hundred and thirty. He had counted them once when he had been lost in
dreams. At the time he had put no faith in those dreams and was only tantalizing himself by their
hideous but daring recklessness. Now, a month later, he had begun to look upon them differently,
and, in spite of the monologues in which he jeered at his own impotence and indecision, he had
involuntarily come to regard this "hideous™ dream as an exploit to be attempted, although he still
did not realise this himself. He was positively going now for a "rehearsal” of his project, and at
every step his excitement grew more and more violent.

With a sinking heart and a nervous tremor, he went up to a huge house which on one side
looked on to the canal, and on the other into the street. This house was let out in tiny tenements
and was inhabited by working people of all kinds--tailors, locksmiths, cooks, Germans of sorts,
girls picking up a living as best they could, petty clerks, etc.

There was a continual coming and going through the two gates and in the two courtyards
of the house. Three or four door-keepers were employed on the building. The young man was
very glad to meet none of them, and at once slipped unnoticed through the door on the right, and
up the staircase. It was a back staircase, dark and narrow, but he was familiar with it already, and
knew his way, and he liked all these surroundings: in such darkness even the most inquisitive
eyes were not to be dreaded.

"If I am so scared now, what would it be if it somehow came to pass that | were really
going to do it?" he could not help asking himself as he reached the fourth storey. There his
progress was barred by some porters who were engaged in moving furniture out of a flat. He
knew that the flat had been occupied by a German clerk in the civil service, and his family. This
German was moving out then, and so the fourth floor on this staircase would be untenanted
except by the old woman. "That's a good thing anyway," he thought to himself, as he rang the
bell of the old woman's flat. The bell gave a faint tinkle as though it were made of tin and not of
copper. The little flats in such houses always have bells that ring like that. He had forgotten the



note of that bell, and now its peculiar tinkle seemed to remind him of something and to bring it
clearly before him.... He started; his nerves were terribly overstrained by now. In a little while,
the door was opened a tiny crack: the old woman eyed her visitor with evident distrust through
the crack, and nothing could be seen but her little eyes, glittering in the darkness.

But, seeing a number of people on the landing, she grew bolder, and opened the door
wide. The young man stepped into the dark entry, which was partitioned off from the tiny
kitchen. The old woman stood facing him in silence and looking inquiringly at him. She was a
diminutive, withered up old woman of sixty, with sharp malignant eyes and a sharp little nose.
Her colorless, somewhat grizzled hair was thickly smeared with oil, and she wore no kerchief
over it. Round her thin long neck, which looked like a hen's leg, was knotted some sort of flannel
rag, and, in spite of the heat, there hung flapping on her shoulders, a mangy fur cape, yellow with
age. The old woman coughed and groaned at every instant. The young man must have looked at
her with a rather peculiar expression, for a gleam of mistrust came into her eyes again.

"Raskolnikov, a student, | came here a month ago,” the young man made haste to mutter,
with a half bow, remembering that he ought to be more polite.

"I remember, my good sir, | remember quite well your coming here,” the
old woman said distinctly, still keeping her inquiring eyes on his face.

"And here... | am again on the same errand,” Raskolnikov continued, a little disconcerted and
surprised at the old woman's mistrust. "Perhaps she is always like that though, only I did not
notice it the other time," he thought with an uneasy feeling.

The old woman paused, as though hesitating; then stepped on one side, and pointing to
the door of the room, she said, letting her visitor pass in front of her:

"Step in, my good sir."

The little room into which the young man walked, with yellow paper on the walls,
geraniums and muslin curtains in the windows, was brightly lighted up at that moment by the
setting sun.

"So the sun will shine like this _then_ too!" flashed as it were by chance through Raskolnikov's
mind, and with a rapid glance he scanned everything in the room, trying as far as possible to
notice and remember its arrangement. But there was nothing special in the room. The furniture,
all very old and of yellow wood, consisted of a sofa with a huge bent wooden back, an oval table
in front of the sofa, a dressing-table with a looking-glass fixed on it between the windows, chairs
along the walls and two or three half-penny prints in yellow frames, representing German
damsels with birds in their hands--that was all. In the corner a light was burning before a small
icon. Everything was very clean; the floor and the furniture were brightly polished; everything
shone.

"Lizaveta's work," thought the young man. There was not a speck of dust to be seen in the whole
flat.

"It's in the houses of spiteful old widows that one finds such cleanliness,” Raskolnikov thought
again, and he stole a curious glance at the cotton curtain over the door leading into another tiny
room, in which stood the old woman's bed and chest of drawers and into which he had never
looked before. These two rooms made up the whole flat.

"What do you want?" the old woman said severely, coming into the room and, as before,
standing in front of him so as to look him straight in the face.

"I've brought something to pawn here," and he drew out of his pocket an old-fashioned flat silver
watch, on the back of which was engraved a globe; the chain was of steel.

"But the time is up for your last pledge. The month was up the day before yesterday."

"I will bring you the interest for another month; wait a little."

"But that's for me to do as I please, my good sir, to wait or to sell your pledge at once."

"How much will you give me for the watch, Alyona Ivanovna?"

"You come with such trifles, my good sir, it's scarcely worth anything. I gave you two roubles
last time for your ring and one could buy it quite new at a jeweler's for a rouble and a half."



"Give me four roubles for it, | shall redeem it, it was my father's. | shall be getting some money
soon."

"Arouble and a half, and interest in advance, if you like!"

"Arouble and a half!" cried the young man.

"Please yourself"--and the old woman handed him back the watch. The young man took it, and
was so angry that he was on the point of going away; but checked himself at once, remembering
that there was nowhere else he could go, and that he had had another object also in coming.
"Hand it over," he said roughly.

The old woman fumbled in her pocket for her keys, and disappeared behind the curtain
into the other room. The young man, left standing alone in the middle of the room, listened
inquisitively, thinking. He could hear her unlocking the chest of drawers.

"It must be the top drawer,” he reflected. "So she carries the keys in a pocket on the right. All in
one bunch on a steel ring.... And there's one key there, three times as big as all the others, with
deep notches; that can't be the key of the chest of drawers... then there must be some other chest
or strong-box... that's worth knowing. Strong-boxes always have keys like that... but how
degrading it all is.”

The old woman came back.

"Here, sir: as we say ten copecks the rouble a month, so I must take fifteen copecks from a
rouble and a half for the month in advance. But for the two roubles I lent you before, you owe
me now twenty copecks on the same reckoning in advance. That makes thirty-five copecks
altogether. So I must give you a rouble and fifteen copecks for the watch. Here it is.”

"What! only a rouble and fifteen copecks now!"

"Just so."

The young man did not dispute it and took the money. He looked at the old woman, and
was in no hurry to get away, as though there was still something he wanted to say or to do, but he
did not himself quite know what.

"I may be bringing you something else in a day or two, Alyona Ivanovna--a valuable thing--
silver--a cigarette-box, as soon as | get it back from a friend..." he broke off in confusion.

"Well, we will talk about it then, sir."

"Good-bye--are you always at home alone, your sister is not here with you?" He asked her as
casually as possible as he went out into the passage.

"What business is she of yours, my good sir?"

"Oh, nothing particular, I simply asked. You are too quick.... Good-day, Alyona Ivanovna.”

Raskolnikov went out in complete confusion. This confusion became more and more
intense. As he went down the stairs, he even stopped short, two or three times, as though
suddenly struck by some thought. When he was in the street he cried out, "Oh, God, how
loathsome it all is! And can I, can | possibly.... No, it's nonsense, it's rubbish!" he added
resolutely. "And how could such an atrocious thing come into my head?

What filthy things my heart is capable of. Yes, filthy above all, disgusting, loathsome,
loathsome!--and for a whole month I've been...."

But no words, no exclamations, could express his agitation. The feeling of intense
repulsion, which had begun to oppress and torture his heart while he was on his way to the old
woman, had by now reached such a pitch and had taken such a definite form that he did not
know what to do with himself to escape from his wretchedness. He walked along the pavement
like a drunken man, regardless of the passers-by, and jostling against them, and only came to his
senses when he was in the next street. Looking round, he noticed that he was standing close to a
tavern which was entered by steps leading from the pavement to the basement. At that instant
two drunken men came out at the door, and abusing and supporting one another, they mounted
the steps. Without stopping to think, Raskolnikov went down the steps at once. Till that moment
he had never been into a tavern, but now he felt giddy and was tormented by a burning thirst. He
longed for a drink of cold beer, and attributed his sudden weakness to the want of food. He sat
down at a sticky little table in a dark and dirty corner; ordered some beer, and eagerly drank



off the first glassful. At once he felt easier; and his thoughts became clear.

"All that's nonsense," he said hopefully, "and there is nothing in it all to worry about! It's simply
physical derangement. Just a glass of beer, a piece of dry bread--and in one moment the brain is
stronger, the mind is clearer and the will is firm! Phew, how utterly petty it all is!"

But in spite of this scornful reflection, he was by now looking cheerful as though he were
suddenly set free from a terrible burden: and he gazed round in a friendly way at the people in
the room. But even at that moment he had a dim foreboding that this happier frame of mind was
also not normal.

There were few people at the time in the tavern. Besides the two drunken men he had met
on the steps, a group consisting of about five men and a girl with a concertina had gone out at the
same time. Their departure left the room quiet and rather empty. The persons still in the tavern
were a man who appeared to be an artisan, drunk, but not extremely so, sitting before a pot of
beer, and his companion, a huge, stout man with a grey beard, in a short full-skirted coat. He was
very drunk: and had dropped asleep on the bench; every now and then, he began as though in his
sleep, cracking his fingers, with his arms wide apart and the upper part of his body bounding
about on the bench, while he hummed some meaningless refrain, trying to recall some such lines
as these:

"His wife a year he fondly loved His wife a-a year he-fondly loved."”
Or suddenly waking up again:
"Walking along the crowded row He met the one he used to know."

But no one shared his enjoyment: his silent companion looked with positive hostility and
mistrust at all these manifestations. There was another man in the room who looked somewhat
like a retired government clerk. He was sitting apart, now and then sipping from his pot and
looking round at the company. He, too, appeared to be in some agitation.

Tasks:

1. Translate the text;

2. Figure out the major concepts of the text.

3. Compare the choice of words in the source and target texts and see the difference in the
range of meaning and stylistic value that may occur in the translation.

4. Point out the added and omitted components in the translation and comment on their
causes and effects.

5. Evaluate the source and target texts in general.



DRACULA by Bram Stoker
1897 edition

Ch. 1
Jonathan Harker's Journal

3 May. Bistritz.-Left Munich at 8:35 P.M., on 1st May, arriving at Vienna early next
morning; should have arrived at 6:46, but train was an hour late. Buda-Pesth seems a wonderful
place, from the glimpse which | got of it from the train and the little I could walk through the
streets. | feared to go very far from the station, as we had arrived late and would start as near the
correct time as possible.

The impression | had was that we were leaving the West and entering the East; the most
western of splendid bridges over the Danube, which is here of noble width and depth, took us
among the traditions of Turkish rule.

We left in pretty good time, and came after nightfall to Klausenburgh. Here | stopped for
the night at the Hotel Royale. | had for dinner, or rather supper, a chicken done up some way
with red pepper, which was very good but thirsty. (Mem. get recipe for Mina.) | asked the
waiter, and he said it was called "paprika hendl," and that, as it was a national dish, I should be
able to get it anywhere along the Carpathians.

| found my smattering of German very useful here, indeed, |1 don't know how | should be
able to get on without it.

Having had some time at my disposal when in London, I had visited the British Museum,
and made search among the books and maps in the library regarding Transylvania; it had struck
me that some foreknowledge of the country could hardly fail to have some importance in dealing
with a nobleman of that country.

| find that the district he named is in the extreme east of the country, just on the borders
of three states, Transylvania, Moldavia, and Bukovina, in the midst of the Carpathian mountains;
one of the wildest and least known portions of Europe.

| was not able to light on any map or work giving the exact locality of the Castle Dracula,
as there are no maps of this country as yet to compare with our own Ordance Survey Maps; but |
found that Bistritz, the post town named by Count Dracula, is a fairly well-known place.

| shall enter here some of my notes, as they may refresh my memory when |
talk over my travels with Mina. In the population of Transylvania there are four distinct
nationalities: Saxons in the South, and mixed with them the Wallachs, who are the descendants
of the Dacians; Magyars in the West, and Szekelys in the East and North. | am going among the
latter, who claim to be descended from Attila and the Huns. This may be so, for when the
Magyars conquered the country in the eleventh century they found the Huns settled in it.

| read that every known superstition in the world is gathered into the horseshoe of the
Carpathians, as if it were the centre of some sort of imaginative whirlpool; if so my stay may be
very interesting. (Mem., I must ask the Count all about them.)

| did not sleep well, though my bed was comfortable enough, for | had all sorts of queer
dreams. There was a dog howling all night under my window, which may have had something
to do with it; or it may have been the paprika, for I had to drink up all the water in my carafe, and
was still thirsty. Towards morning | slept and was wakened by the continuous knocking at my
door, so I guess | must have been sleeping soundly then.

| had for breakfast more paprika, and a sort of porridge of maize flour which they said
was "mamaliga”, and egg-plant stuffed with forcemeat, a very excellent dish, which they call
"Impletata”. (Mem., get recipe for this also.)

| had to hurry breakfast, for the train started a little before eight, or rather it ought to have
done so, for after rushing to the station at 7:30 | had to sit in the carriage for more than an hour
before we began to move.
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It seems to me that the further east you go the more unpunctual are the trains. What
ought they to be in China?

All day long we seemed to dawdle through a country which was full of beauty of every
kind. Sometimes we saw little towns or castles on the top of steep hills such as we see in old
missals; sometimes we ran by rivers and streams which seemed from the wide stony margin on
each side of them to be subject ot great floods. It takes a lot of water, and running strong, to
sweep the outside edge of a river clear.

At every station there were groups of people, sometimes crowds, and in all sorts of attire.
Some of them were just like the peasants at home or those | saw coming through France and
Germany, with short jackets, and round hats, and home-made trousers; but others were very
picturesque.

The women looked pretty, except when you got near them, but they were very clumsy
about the waist. They had all full white sleeves of some kind or other, and most of them had big
belts with a lot of strips of something fluttering from them like the dresses in a ballet, but of
course there were petticoats under them.

The strangest figures we saw were the Slovaks, who were more barbarian than the rest,
with their big cow-boy hats, great baggy dirty-white trousers, white linen shirts, and enormous
heavy leather belts, nearly a foot wide, all studded over with brass nails.

They wore high boots, with their trousers tucked into them, and had long black hair and
heavy black moustaches They are very picturesque, but do not look prepossessing. On the stage
they would be set down at once as some old Oriental band of brigands. They are, however, | am
told, very harmless and rather wanting in natural self-assertion.

It was on the dark side of twilight when we got to Bistritz, which is a very interesting old
place. Being practically on the frontier-for the Borgo Pass leads from it into Bukovina-it has had
a very stormy existence, and it certainly shows marks of it. Fifty years ago a series of great fires
took place, which made terrible havoc on five separate occasions. At the very beginning of the
seventeenth century it underwent a siege of three weeks and lost 13,000 people, the casualties of
war proper being assisted by famine and disease.

Count Dracula had directed me to go to the Golden Krone Hotel, which | found, to my
great delight, to be thoroughly old-fashioned, for of course | wanted to see all | could of the ways
of the country.

| was evidently expected, for when I got near the door | faced a cheery-looking elderly
woman in the usual peasant dress- white undergarment with a long double apron, front, and
back, of coloured stuff fitting almost too tight for modesty. When | came close she bowed and
said, "The Herr Englishman?"

"Yes," | said, "Jonathan Harker."

She smiled, and gave some message to an elderly man in white shirtsleeves, who had

followed her to the door. He went, but immediately returned with a letter:
"My friend.--Welcome to the Carpathians. | am anxiously expecting you. Sleep well tonight. At
three tomorrow the diligence will start for Bukovina; a place on it is kept for you. At the Borgo
Pass my carriage will await you and will bring you to me. 1 trust that your journey from London
has been a happy one, and that you will enjoy your stay in my beautiful land. Your friend,
Dracula.”

4 May - | found that my landlord had got a letter from the Count, directing him to secure
the best place on the coach for me; but on making inquiries as to details he seemed somewhat
reticent, and pretended that he could not understand my German.

This could not be true, because up to then he had understood it perfectly; at least, he
answered my questions exactly as if he did.

He and his wife, the old lady who had received me, looked at each other in a frightened
sort of way. He mumbled out that the money had been sent in a letter, and that was all he knew.
When | asked him if he knew Count Dracula, and could tell me anything of his castle, both he
and his wife crossed themselves, and, saying that they knew nothing at all, simply refused to
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speak further. It was so near the time of starting that | had no time to ask anyone else, for it was
all very mysterious and not by any means comforting.

Just before | was leaving, the old lady came up to my room and said in a hysterical way:
"Must you go? Oh! Young Herr, must you go?" She was in such an excited state that she
seemed to have lost her grip of what German she knew, and mixed it all up with some other
language which I did not know at all. I was just able to follow her by asking many questions.
When | told her that I must go at once, and that | was engaged on important business, she asked
again:

"Do you know what day it is?" | answered that it was the fourth of May. She shook her head as
she said again:

"Oh, yes! | know that! 1 know that, but do you know what day it is?"

On my saying that I did not understand, she went on:

"It is the eve of St. George's Day. Do you not know that tonight, when the clock strikes
midnight, all the evil things in the world will have full sway? Do you know where you are
going, and what you are going to?" She was in such evident distress that | tried to comfort her,
but without effect. Finally, she went down on her knees and implored me not to go; at least to
wait a day or two before starting.

It was all very ridiculous but I did not feel comfortable. However, there was business to
be done, and | could allow nothing to interfere with it.

| tried to raise her up, and said, as gravely as | could, that | thanked her, but my duty was
imperative, and that | must go. She then rose and dried her eyes, and taking a crucifix from her
neck offered it to me.

I did not know what to do, for, as an English Churchman, | have been taught to regard
such things as in some measure idolatrous, and yet it seemed so ungracious to refuse an old lady
meaning so well and in such a state of mind.

She saw, | suppose, the doubt in my face, for she put the rosary round my neck and said,
"For your mother's sake," and went out of the room.

I am writing up this part of the diary whilst I am waiting for the coach, which is, of
course, late; and the crucifix is still round my neck.

Whether it is the old lady's fear, or the many ghostly traditions of this place, or the
crucifix itself, I do not know, but | am not feeling nearly as easy in my mind as usual.

If this book should ever reach Mina before I do, let it bring my goodbye.

Here comes the coach!

5 May. The Castle.-The gray of the morning has passed, and the sun is high over the
distant horizon, which seems jagged, whether with trees or hills I know not, for it is so far off
that big things and little are mixed.

I am not sleepy, and, as | am not to be called till | awake, naturally I write till sleep
comes.

There are many odd things to put down, and, lest who reads them may fancy that | dined
too well before | left Bistritz, let me put down my dinner exactly.

| dined on what they called "robber steak™--bits of bacon, onion, and beef, seasoned with
red pepper, and strung on sticks, and roasted over the fire, in simple style of the London cat's
meat! The wine was Golden Mediasch, which produces a queer sting on the tongue, which is,
however, not disagreeable.

I had only a couple of glasses of this, and nothing else.

When | got on the coach, the driver had not taken his seat, and | saw him talking to the
landlady.

They were evidently talking of me, for every now and then they looked at me, and some
of the people who were sitting on the bench outside the door-came and listened, and then looked
at me, most of them pityingly.

| could hear a lot of words often repeated, queer words, for there were many nationalities
in the crowd, so | quietly got my polyglot dictionary from my bag and looked them out.

12



| must say they were not cheering to me, for amongst them were "Ordog"--Satan,
"Pokol"--hell, "stregoica"--witch, "vrolok" and "vlkoslak"-both mean the same thing, one being
Slovak and the other Servian for something that is either werewolf or vampire. (Mem., | must
ask the Count about these superstitions.)

When we started, the crowd round the inn door, which had by this time swelled to a
considerable size, all made the sign of the cross and pointed two fingers towards me.

With some difficulty, I got a fellow passenger to tell me what they meant. He would not
answer at first, but on learning that 1 was English, he explained that it was a charm or guard
against the evil eye.

This was not very pleasant for me, just starting for an unknown place to meet an
unknown man. But everyone seemed so kind-hearted, and so sorrowful and so sympathetic that |
could not but be touched.

| shall never forget the last glimpse which | had of the inn yard and its crowd of
picturesque figures, all crossing themselves, as they stood round the wide archway, with its
background of rich foliage of oleander and orange trees in green tubs clustered in the centre of
the yard.

Then our driver, whose wide linen drawers covered the whole front of the box seat,--
"gotza" they call them--cracked his big whip over his four small horses, which ran abreast, and
we set off on our journey.

I soon lost sight and recollection of ghostly fears in the beauty of the scene as we drove
along, although had 1 known the language, or rather languages, which my fellow-passengers
were speaking, | might not have been able to throw them off so easily. Before us lay a green
sloping land full of forests and woods, with here and there steep hills, crowned with clumps of
trees or with farmhouses, the blank gable end to the road.

There was everywhere a bewildering mass of fruit blossom-apple, plum, pear, cherry.
And as we drove by I could see the green grass under the trees spangled with the fallen petals. In
and out amongst these green hills of what they call here the "Mittel Land" ran the road, losing
itself as it swept round the grassy curve, or was shut out by the straggling ends of pine woods,
which here and there ran down the hillsides like tongues of flame. The road was rugged,
but still we seemed to fly over it with a feverish haste.

I could not understand then what the haste meant, but the driver was evidently bent on
losing no time in reaching Borgo Prund. | was told that this road is in summertime excellent, but
that it had not yet been put in order after the winter snows. In this respect it is different from the
general run of roads in the Carpathians, for it is an old tradition that they are not to be kept in too
good order. Of old the Hospadars would not repair them, lest the Turk should think that they
were preparing to bring in foreign troops, and so hasten the war which was always really at
loading point.

Beyond the green swelling hills of the Mittel Land rose mighty slopes of forest up to the
lofty steeps of the Carpathians themselves. Right and left of us they towered, with the afternoon
sun falling full upon them and bringing out all the glorious colours of this beautiful range, deep
blue and purple in the shadows of the peaks, green and brown where grass and rock mingled, and
an endless perspective of jagged rock and pointed crags, till these were themselves lost in the
distance, where the snowy peaks rose grandly Here and there seemed mighty rifts in the
mountains, through which, as the sun began to sink, we saw now and again the white gleam
of falling water. One of my companions touched my arm as we swept round the base of a hill
and opened up the lofty, snow-covered peak of a mountain, which seemed, as we wound on our
serpentine way, to be right before us.

"Look! Isten szek!"-"God's seat!"--and he crossed himself reverently.

As we wound on our endless way, and the sun sank lower and lower behind us, the
shadows of the evening began to creep round us. This was emphasized by the fact that the snowy
mountain-top still held the sunset, and seemed to glow out with a delicate cool pink. Here and
there we passed Cszeks and slovaks, all in picturesque attire, but I noticed that goitre was
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painfully prevalent. By the roadside were many crosses, and as we swept by, my companions all
crossed themselves. Here and there was a peasant man or woman kneeling before a shrine, who
did not even turn round as we approached, but seemed in the self-surrender of devotion to have
neither eyes nor ears for the outer world. There were many things new to me. For instance, hay-
ricks in the trees, and here and there very beautiful masses of weeping birch, their white stems
shining like silver through the delicate green of the leaves. Now and again we passed a leiter-
wagon--the ordinary peasants’ cart-with its long, snakelike vertebra, calculated to suit the
inequalities of the road. On this were sure to be seated quite a group of homecoming peasants,
the Cszeks with their white, and the Slovaks with their colored sheepskins, the latter carrying
lance-fashion their long staves, with axe at end. As vening fell it began to get very cold, and the
growing twilight seemed to merge into one dark mistiness the gloom of the trees, oak, beech, and
pine, though in the valleys which ran deep between the spurs of the hills, as we ascended through
the Pass, the dark firs stood out here and there against the background of late-lying snow.
Sometimes, as the road was cut through the pine woods that seemed in the darkness to be closing
down upon us, great masses of grayness which here and there bestrewed the trees, produced a
peculiarly weird and solemn effect, which carried on the thoughts and grim fancies engendered
earlier in the evening, when the falling sunset threw into strange relief the ghost-like clouds
which amongst the Carpathians seem to wind ceaselessly through the valleys. Sometimes the
hills were so steep that, despite our driver's haste, the horses could only go slowly. | wished to
get down and walk up them, as we do at home, but the driver would not hear of it. No, no,"” he
said. "You must not walk here. The dogs are too fierce." And then he added, with what he
evidently meant for grim pleasantry-- for he looked round to catch the approving smile of the
rest--"And you may have enough of such matters before you go to sleep.” The only stop he
would make was a moment's pause to light his lamps. When it grew dark there seemed to be
some excitement amongst the passengers, and they kept speaking to him, one after the other, as
though urging him to further speed. He lashed the horses unmercifully with his long whip, and
with wild cries of encouragement urged them on to further exertions. Then through the darkness
| could see a sort of patch of grey light ahead of us, as though there were a cleft in the hills. The
excitement of the passengers grew greater. The crazy coach rocked on its great leather springs,
and swayed like a boat tossed on a stormy sea. | had to hold on.

The road grew more level, and we appeared to fly along. Then the mountains seemed to
come nearer to us on each side and to frown down upon us. We were entering on the Borgo
Pass. One by one several of the passengers offered me gifts, which they pressed upon me with an
earnestness which would take no denial. These were certainly of an odd and varied kind, but
each was given in simple good faith, with a kindly word, and a blessing, and that same strange
mixture of fear-meaning movements which | had seen outside the hotel at Bistritz- the sign of the
cross and the guard against the evil eye. Then, as we flew along, the driver leaned forward, and
on each side the passengers, craning over the edge of the coach, peered eagerly into the darkness.
It was evident that something very exciting was either happening or expected, but though I asked
each passenger, no one would give me the slightest explanation. This state of excitement kept on
for some little time. And at last we saw before us the Pass opening out on the eastern side. There
were dark, rolling clouds overhead, and in the air the heavy, oppressive sense of thunder. It
seemed as though the mountain range had separated two atmospheres, and that now we had got
into the thunderous one. 1 was now myself looking out for the conveyance which was to take me
to the Count. Each moment I expected to see the glare of lamps through the blackness, but all
was dark. The only light was the flickering rays of our own lamps, in which
the steam from our hard-driven horses rose in a white cloud. We could see now the sandy road
lying white before us, but there was on it no sign of a vehicle. The passengers drew back with a
sigh of gladness, which seemed to mock my own disappointment. | was already thinking what |
had best do, when the driver, looking at his watch, said to the others something which I could
hardly hear, it was spoken so quietly and in so low a tone, | thought it was "An hour less than the
time." Then turning to me, he spoke in German worse than my own.
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There is no carriage here. The Herr is not expected after all. He will now come on to
Bukovina, and return tomorrow or the next day, better the next day.” Whilst he was speaking the
horses beganto neigh and snort and plunge wildly, so that the driver had to hold them up. Then,
amongst a chorus of screams from the peasants and a universal crossing of themselves, a caleche,
with four horses, drove up behind us, overtook us, and drew up beside the coach. | could see
from the flash of our lamps as the rays fell on them, that the horses were coal-black and splendid
animals. They were driven by a tall man, with a long brown beard and a great black hat, which
seemed to hide his face from us. | could only see the gleam of a pair of very bright eyes, which
seemed red in the lamplight, as he turned to us.

He said to the driver, "You are early tonight, my friend."The man ammered in reply,
"The English Herr was in a hurry."To which the stranger replied, "That is why, | suppose, you
wishedhim to go on to Bukovina. You cannot deceive me, my friend. I know too much, and my
horses are swift." As he spoke he smiled,and the lamplight fell on a hard-looking mouth,with
very red lips and sharp-looking teeth, as white as ivory.One of my companions whispered to
another the line from Burger's "Lenore"."Denn die Todten reiten Schnell.” (“For the dead travel
fast.")

The strange driver evidently heard the words, for he looked upwith a gleaming smile.
The passenger turned his face away,at the same time putting out his two fingers and crossing
himself."Give me the Herr's luggage,” said the driver, and with exceedingalacrity my bags were
handed out and put in the caleche.Then I descended from the side of the coach, as the calechewas
close alongside, the driver helping me with a handwhich caught my arm in a grip of steel. His
strength musthave been prodigious.

Without a word he shook his reins, the horses turned, and we swept into the darkness of
the pass. As | looked back I saw the steam from the horses of the coach by the light of the
lamps, and projected against it the figures of my late companions crossing themselves. Then the
driver cracked his whip and called to his horses, and off they swept on their way to Bukovina.
As they sank into the darkness | felt a strange chill, and a lonely feeling come over me. But a
cloak was thrown over my shoulders, and a rug across my knees, and the driver said in excellent
German--"The night is chill, mein Herr, and my master the Count bade me take all care of you.
There is a flask of slivovitz (the plum brandy of the country)underneath the seat, if you should
require it."l did not take any, but it was a comfort to know it was there all the same. | felt a little
strangely, and not a little frightened. 1 think had there been any alternative | should have taken
it, instead of prosecuting that unknown night journey. The carriage went at a hard pace straight
along, then we made a complete turn and went along another straight road. It seemed to me that
we were simply going over and over the same ground again, and so | took note of some salient
point, and found that this was so. | would have liked to have asked the driver what this all meant,
but I really feared to do so, for I thought that, placed as | was, any protest would have had no
effect in case there had been an intention to delay. By-and-by, however, as | was curious to know
how time was passing, | struck a match, and by its flame looked at my watch. It was within a few
minutes of midnight. This gave mea sort of shock, for | suppose the general superstation about
midnight was increased by my recent experiences. | waited with a sick feeling of suspense. Then
a dog began to howl somewhere in a farmhouse far down the road, a long, agonized wailing, as if
from fear. The sound was taken up by another dog, and then another and another, till, borne on
the wind which now sighed softly through the Pass, a wild howling began, which seemed to
come from all over the country, as far as the imagination could grasp it through the gloom of the
night. At the first howl the horses began to strain and rear, but the driver spoke to them
soothingly, and they quieted down, but shivered and sweated as though after a runaway from
sudden fright. Then, far off in the distance, from the mountains on each side of us began a louder
and a sharper howling, that of wolves, which affected both the horses and myself in the same
way. For | was minded to jump from the caleche and run, whilst they reared again and plunged
madly, so that the driver had to use all his great strength to keep them from bolting. In a few
minutes, however, my own ears got accustomed to the sound, and the horses so far became quiet
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that the driver was able to descend and to stand before them. He petted and soothed them, and
whispered something in their ears, as | have heard of horse-tamers doing, and with extraordinary
effect, for under his caresses they became quite manageable again, though they still trembled.
The driver again took his seat, and shaking his reins, started off at a great pace. This time, after
going to the far side or the Pass, he suddenly turned down a narrow roadway which ran sharply
to the right.

Soon we were hemmed in with trees, which in places arched
right over the roadway till we passed as through a tunnel. And again great frowning rocks
guarded us boldly on either side. Though we were in shelter, we could hear the rising wind, for it
moaned and whistled through the rocks, and the branches of the trees crashed together as we
swept along. It grew colder and colder still, and fine, powdery snow began to fall, so that soon
we and all around us were covered with a white blanket. The keen wind still carried the how
ling of the dogs, though this grew fainter as we went on our way. The baying of the wolves
sounded nearer and nearer, as though they were closing round on us from every side. | grew
dreadfully afraid, and the horses shared my fear. The driver, however, was not in the least
disturbed. He kept turning his head to left and right, but I could not see anything through the
darkness.

Suddenly, away on our left | saw a fain flickering blue flame. The driver saw it at the
same moment. He at once checked the horses, and, jumping to the ground, disappeared into the
darkness. | did not know what to do, the less as the howling of the wolves grew closer. But
while |1 wondered, the driver suddenly appeared again, and without a word took his seat, and we
resumed our journey.l think I must have fallen asleep and kept dreaming of the incident, for it
seemed to be repeated endlessly, and now looking back, it is like a sort of awful nightmare. Once
the flame appeared so near the road, that even in the darkness around us | could watch the
driver's motions. He went rapidly to where the blue flame arose, it must have been very faint, for
did not seem to illumine the place around it at all, and gathering a few stones, formed them into
some device. Once there appeared a strange optical effect.

When he stood between me and the flame he did not obstruct it, for I could see its ghostly
flicker all the same. This startled me, but as the effect was only momentary, | took it that my
eyes deceived me straining through the darkness. Then for a time there were no blue flames, and
we sped onwards through the gloom, with the howling of the wolves around us, as though they
were following in a moving circle. At last there came a time when the driver went further afield
than he had yet gone, and during his absence, the horses began to tremble worse than ever and to
snort and scream with fright. 1 could not see any cause for it, for the howling of the wolves had
ceased altogether. But just then the moon, sailing through the black clouds, appeared behind the
jagged crest of a beetling, pine-clad rock, and by its light I saw around us a ring of wolves, with
white teeth and lolling red tongues, with long, sinewy limbs and shaggy hair. They were a
hundred times more terrible in the grim silence which held them than even when they howled.
For myself, | felt a sort of paralysis of fear. It is only when a man feels himself face to face with
such horrors that he can understand their true import.

All at once the wolves began to howl as though the moonlight had had some peculiar
effect on them. The horses jumped about and reared, and looked helplessly round with eyes that
rolled in a way painful to see. But the living ring of terror encompassed them on every side, and
they had perforce to remain within it. | called to the coachman to come, for it seemed to me that
our only chance was to try to break out through the ring and to aid his approach, I shouted and
beat the side of the caleche, hoping by the noise to scare the wolves from the side, so as to give
him a chance of reaching the trap. How he came there, | know not, but I heard his voice raised
in a tone of imperious command, and looking towards the sound, saw him stand in the roadway.
As he swept his long arms, as though brushing aside some impalpable obstacle, the wolves fell
back and back further still. Just then a heavy cloud passed across the face of the moon, so that we
were again in darkness.
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When | could see again the driver was climbing into the caleche, and the wolves
disappeared. This was all so strange and uncanny that a dreadful fear came upon me, and | was
afraid to speak or move. The time seemed interminable as we swept on our way, now in almost
complete darkness, for the rolling clouds obscured the moon. We kept on ascending, with
occasional periods of quick descent, but in the main always ascending. Suddenly, | became
conscious of the fact that the driver was in the act of pulling up the horses in the courtyard of a
vast ruined castle, from whose tall black windows came no ray of light,and whose broken
battlements showed a jagged line against the sky.

Tasks:

Translate the text;

Think over the concepts of the text;

Comment upon the difference in translation principles;
Analyze the text;

Discuss the results;

Make a Glossary.

oakrwdE

Arthur Golden
Memoirs of a Geisha

Ch.1

Suppose that you and | were sitting in a quiet room overlooking a gar-1 den, chatting and
sipping at our cups of green tea while we talked J about something that had happened a long
while ago, and | said to you, "That afternoon when I met so-and-so . . . was the very best
afternoon of my life, and also the very worst afternoon.” | expect you might put down your
teacup and say, "Well, now, which was it? Was it the best or the worst? Because it can't possibly
have been both!" Ordinarily I'd have to laugh at myself and agree with you. But the truth is that
the afternoon when I met Mr. Tanaka Ichiro really was the best and the worst of my life. He
seemed so fascinating to me, even the fish smell on his hands was a kind of perfume. If | had
never known him, I'm sure | would not have become a geisha. | wasn't born and raised to be a
Kyoto geisha. | wasn't even born in Kyoto. I'm a fisherman's daughter from a little town called
Yoroido on the Sea of Japan. In all my life I've never told more than a handful of people
anything at all about Yoroido, or about the house in which | grew up, or about my mother and
father, or my older sister-and certainly not about how | became a geisha, or what it was like to be
one. Most people would much rather carry on with their fantasies that my mother and
grandmother were geisha, and that | began my training in dance when | was weaned from the
breast, and so on. As a matter of fact, one day many years ago | was pouring a cup of sake for a
man who happened to mention that he had been in Yoroido only the previous week. Well, | felt
as a bird must feel when it has flown across the ocean and comes upon a creature that knows its
nest. |1 was so shocked I couldn't stop myself from saying: "Yoroido! Why, that's where | grew
up!" This poor man! His face went through the most remarkable series of changes. He tried his
best to smile, though it didn't come out well because he couldn't get the look of shock off his
face. "Yoroido?" he said. "You can't mean it."

| long ago developed a very practiced smile, which I call my "Noh smile" because it
resembles a Noh mask whose features are frozen. Its advantage is that men can interpret it
however they want; you can imagine how often I've relied on it. | decided I'd better use it just
then, and of course it worked. He let out all his breath and tossed down the cup of sake I'd
poured for him before giving an enormous laugh I'm sure was prompted more by relief than
anything else. "The very idea!" he said, with another big laugh. "You, growing up in a dump
like Yoroido. That's like making tea in a bucket!" And when he'd laughed again, he said to me,
"That's why you're so much fun, Sayuri-san. Sometimes you almost make me believe your little
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jokes are real.” | don't much like thinking of myself as a cup of tea made in a bucket, but I
suppose in a way it must be true. After all, | did grow up in Yoroido, and no one would suggest
it's a glamorous spot. Hardly anyone ever visits it. As for the people who live there, they never
have occasion to leave. You're probably wondering how | came to leave it myself. That's where
my story begins.

In our little fishing village of Yoroido, I lived in what | called a "tipsy house.” It stood near
a cliff where the wind off the ocean was always blowing. As a child it seemed to me as if the
ocean had caught a terrible cold, because it was always wheezing and there would be spells when
it let out a huge sneeze-which is to say there was a burst of wind with a tremendous spray. |
decided our tiny house must have been offended by the ocean sneezing in its face from time to
time, and took to leaning back because it wanted to get out of the way. Probably it would have
collapsed if my father hadn't cut a timber from a wrecked fishing boat to prop up the eaves,
which made the house look like a tipsy old man leaning on his crutch. Inside this tipsy house |
lived something of a lopsided life. Because from my earliest years | was very much like my
mother, and hardly at all like my father or older sister. My mother said it was because we were
made just the same, she and I-and it was true we both had the same peculiar eyes of a sort you
almost never see in Japan. Instead of being dark brown like everyone else's, my mother's eyes
were a translucent gray, and mine are just the same. When | was very young, | told my mother |
thought someone had poked a hole in her eyes and all the ink had drained out, which she thought
very funny. The fortunetellers said her eyes were so pale because of too much water in her
personality, so much that the other four elements were hardly present at a}}-and this, they
explained, was why her features matched so poorly. People in the village often said she ought to
have been extremely attractive, because her parents had been. Well, a peach has a lovely taste
and so does a mushroom, but you can't put the two together; this was the terrible trick nature had
played on her. She had her mother's pouty mouth but her father's angular jaw, which gave the
impression of a delicate picture with much too heavy a frame. And her lovely gray eyes were
surrounded by thick lashes that must have been striking on her father, but in her case only made
her look startle.

My mother always said she'd married my father because she had too much water in her
personality and he had too much wood in his. People who knew my father understood right away
what she was talking about. Water flows from place to place quickly and always finds a crack to
spill through. Wood, on the other hand, holds fast to the earth. In my father's case this was a
good thing, for he was a fisherman, and a man with wood in his personality is at ease on the sea.
In fact, my father was more at ease on the sea than anywhere else, and never left it far behind
him. He smelled like the sea even after he had bathed. When he wasn't fishing, he sat on the floor
in our dark front room mending a fishing net. And if a fishing net had been a sleeping creature,
he wouldn't even have awakened it, at the speed he worked. He did everything this slowly. Even
when he summoned a look of concentration, you could run outside and drain the bath in the time
it took him to rearrange his features. His face was very heavily creased, and into each crease he
had tucked some worry or other, so that it wasn't really his own face any longer, but more like a
tree that had nests of birds in all the branches. He had to struggle constantly to manage it and
always looked worn out from the effor When | was six or seven, | learned something about my
father I'd never known. One day | asked him, "Daddy, why are you so old?" He hoisted up his
eyebrows at this, so that they formed little sagging umbrellas over his eyes. And he let out a long
breath, and shook his head and said, "I don't know." When | turned to my mother, she gave me a
look meaning she would answer the question for me another time. The following day without
saying a word, she walked me down the hill toward the village and turned at a path into a
graveyard in the woods. She led me to three graves in the corner, with three white marker posts
much taller than | was. They had stern-looking black characters written top to bottom on them,
but | hadn't attended the school in our little village long enough to know where one ended and
the next began. My mother pointed to them and said, "Natsu, wife of Sakamoto Minoru."
Sakamoto Minoru was the name of my father. "Died age twenty-four, in the nineteenth year of
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Meiji." Then she pointed to the next one: "Jinichiro, son of Sakamoto Minoru, died age six, in
the nineteenth year of Meiji," and to the next one, which was identical except for the name,
Masao, and the age, which was three. It took a while to understand that my father had been
married before, a long time ago, and that his whole family had died. | went back to those graves
not long afterward and found as | stood there that sadness was a very heavy thing. My body
weighed twice what it had only a moment earlier, as if those graves were pulling me down
toward them. With all this water and all this wood, the two of them ought to have made a good
balance and produced children with the proper arrangement of elements. I'm sure it was a
surprise to them that they ended up with one of each. For it wasn't just that | resembled my
mother and had even inherited her unusual eyes; my sister, Satsu, was as much like my father as
anyone could be. Satsu was six years older than me, and of course, being older, she could do
things I couldn't do. But Satsu had a remarkable quality of'doing everything in a way that seemed
like a complete accident. For example, if you asked her to pour a bow! of soup from a pot on the
stove, she would get the job done, but in a way that looked like she'd spilled it into the bowl just
by luck. One time she even cut herself with a fish, and I don't mean with a knife she was using to
clean a fish. She was carrying a fish wrapped in paper up the hill from the village when it slid out
and fell against her leg in such a way as to cut her with one of its fins.

Our parents might have had other children besides Satsu and me, particularly since my
father hoped for a boy to fish with him. But when | was seven my mother grew terribly ill with
what was probably bone cancer, though at the time | had no idea what was wrong. Her only
escape from discomfort was to sleep, which she began to do the way a cat does-which is to say,
more or less constantly. As the months passed she slept most of the time, and soon began to
groan whenever she was awake. | knew something in her was changing quickly, but because of
so much water in her personality, this didn't seem worrisome to me. Sometimes she grew thin in
a matter of months but grew strong again just as quickly. But by the time | was nine, the bones in
her face had begun to protrude, and she never gained weight again afterward. | didn't realize the
water was draining out of her because of her illness. Just as seaweed is naturally soggy, you see,
but turns brittle as it dries, my mother was giving up more and more of her essence. The one
afternoon | was sitting on the pitted floor of our dark front room, singing to a cricket I'd found
that morning, when a voice called out at the door: "Oi! Open up! It's Dr. Miura Dr. Miura came
to our fishing village once a week, and had made a point of walking up the hill to check on my
mother ever since her illness had begun. My father was at home that day because a terrible storm
was coming. He sat in his usual spot on the floor, with his two big spiderlike hands tangled up in
a fishing net. But he took a moment to point his eyes at me and raise one of his fingers. This
meant he wanted me to answer the door. Dr. Miura was a very important man-or so we believed
in our village. He had studied in Tokyo and reportedly knew more Chinese characters than
anyone. He was far too proud to notice a creature like me. When | opened the door for him, he
slipped out of his shoes and stepped right past me into the house.

"Why, Sakamoto-san," he said to my father, "I wish | had your life, out on the sea fishing
all day. How glorious! And then on rough days you take a rest. | see your wife is still asleep,” he
went on. "What a pity. | thought I might examine her." "Oh?" said my father. "l won't be
around next week, you know. Perhaps you might wake her for me?" My father took a while to
untangle his hands from the net, but at last he stood. "Chiyo-chan,” he said to me, "get the
doctor a cup of tea." My name back then was Chiyo. | wouldn't be known by my geisha name,
Sayuri, until years later. My father and the doctor went into the other room, where my mother
lay sleeping. | tried to listen at the door, but I could hear only my mother groaning, and nothing
of what they said. | occupied myself with making tea, and soon the doctor came back out rubbing
his hands together and looking very stern. My father came to join him, and they sat together at
the table in the center of the room.

"The time has come to say something to you, Sakamoto-san,” Dr. Miura began. "You
need to have a talk with one of the women in the village. Mrs. Sugi, perhaps. Ask her to make a
nice new robe for your wife." "I haven't the money, Doctor," my father said. "We've all grown
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poorer lately. I understand what you're saying. But you owe it to your wife. She shouldn't die in
that tattered robe she's wearing." "So she's going to die soon?" "A few more weeks, perhaps.
She's in terrible pain. Death will release her.” After this, | couldn't hear their voices any longer;
for in my ears | heard a sound like a bird's wings flapping in panic. Perhaps it was my heart, |
don't know. But if you've ever seen a bird trapped inside the great hall of a temple, looking for
some way out, well, that was how my mind was reacting. It had never occurred to me that my
mother wouldn't simply go on being sick. | won't say I'd never wondered what might happen if
she should die; | did wonder about it, in the same way | wondered what might happen if our
house were swallowed up in an earthquake. There could hardly be life after such an event. "I
thought | would die first,” my father was saying. "You're an old man, Sakamoto-san. But your
health is good. You might have four or five years. I'll leave you some more of those pills for your
wife. You can give them to her two at a time, if you need to." They talked about the pills a bit
longer, and then Dr. Miura left. My father went on sitting for a long while in silence, with his
back to me. He wore no shirt but only his loose-fitting skin; the more | looked at him, the more
he began to seem like just a curious collection of shapes and textures. His spine was a path of
nobs. His head, with its discolored splotches, might have been a bruised fruit. His arms were
sticks wrapped in old leather, dangling from two bumps. If my mother died, how could I go on
living in the house with him? I didn't want to be away from him; but whether he was there or not,
the house would be just as empty when my mother had left it. At last my father said my name in
a whisper. | went and knelt beside him. "Something very important,” he said. His face was so
much heavier than usual, with his eyes rolling around almost as though he'd lost control of them.
| thought he was struggling to tell me my mother would die soon, but all he said was: "Go down
to the village. Bring back some incense for the altar.” Our tiny Buddhist altar rested on an old
crate beside the entrance to the kitchen; it was the only thing of value in our tipsy house. In front
of a rough carving of Amida, the Buddha of the Western Paradise, stood tiny black mortuary
tablets bearing the Buddhist names of our dead ancestors. "But, Father . . . wasn't there anything
else?" | hoped he would reply, but he only made a gesture with his hand that meant for me to
leave.

The path from our house followed the edge of the sea cliffs before turning inland toward
the village. Walking it on a day like this was difficult, but | remember feeling grateful that the
fierce wind drew my mind from the things troubling me. The sea was violent, with waves like
stones chipped into blades, sharp enough to cut. It seemed to me the world itself was feeling just
as | felt. Was life nothing more than a storm that constantly washed away what had been there
only a moment before, and left behind something barren and unrecognizable? I'd never had such
a thought before. To escape it, I ran down the path until the village came into view below me.
Yoroido was a tiny town, just at the opening of an inlet. Usually the water was spotted with
fishermen, but today | could see just a few boats coming back-looking to me, as they always did,
like water bugs kicking along the surface. The storm was coming in earnest now; | could hear its
roar. The fishermen on the inlet began to soften as they disappeared within the curtain of rain,
and then they were gone completely. | could see the storm climbing the slope toward me. The
first drops hit me like quail eggs, and in a matter of seconds | was as wet as if I'd fallen into the
sea.

Yoroido had only one road, leading right to the front door of the Japan Coastal Seafood
Company; it was lined with a number of houses whose front rooms were used for shops. | ran
across the street toward the Okada house, where dry goods were sold; but then something
happened to me-one of those trivial things with huge consequences, like losing your step and
falling in front of a train. The packed dirt road was slippery in the rain, and my feet went out
from under me. | fell forward onto one side of my face. | suppose | must have knocked myself
into a daze, because | remember only a kind of numbness and a feeling of something in my
mouth | wanted to spit out. | heard voices and felt myself turned onto my back; | was lifted and
carried. | could tell they were taking me into the Japan Coastal Seafood Company, because |
smelled the odor of fish wrapping itself around me. | heard a slapping sound as they slid a catch
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of fish from one of the wooden tables onto the floor and laid me on its slimy surface. | knew |
was wet from the rain, and bloody too, and that | was barefoot and dirty, and wearing peasant
clothing. What I didn't know was that this was the moment that would change everything. For it
was in this condition | found myself looking up into the face of Mr. Tanaka Ichiro.

I'd seen Mr. Tanaka in our village many times before. He lived in a much larger town
nearby but came every day, for his family owned the Japan Coastal Seafood Company. He didn't
wear peasant clothing like the fishermen, but rather a man's kimono, with kimono trousers that
made him look to me like the illustrations you may have seen of samurai. His skin was smooth
and tight as a drum; his cheekbones were shiny hillocks, like the crisp skin of a grilled fish. I'd
always found him fascinating. When | was in the street throwing a beanbag with the other
children and Mr. Tanaka happened to stroll out of the seafood company, | always stopped what |
was doing to watch him. | lay there on that slimy table while Mr. Tanaka examined my lip,
felling it down with his fingers and tipping my head this way and that. All at once he caught
sight of my gray eyes, which were fixed on his face with such fascination, | couldn't pretend |
hadn't been staring at him. He didn't give me a sneer, as if to say that | was an impudent girl, and
he didn't look away as if it made no difference where | looked or what | thought. We stared at
each other for a long moment-so long it gave me a chill even there in the muggy air of the
seafood company.

"I know you," he said at last. "You're old Sakamoto's little girl.”

Even as a child | could tell that Mr. Tanaka saw the world around him as it really was; he
never wore the dazed look of my father. To me, he seemed to see the sap bleeding from the
trunks of the pine trees, and the circle of brightness in the sky where the sun was smothered by
clouds. He lived in the world that was visible, even if it didn't always please him to be there. |
knew he noticed the trees, and the mud, and the children in the street, but | had no reason to
believe he'd ever noticed me. Perhaps this is why when he spoke to me, tears came stinging to
my eyes. Mr. Tanaka raised me into a sitting position. | thought he was going to tell me to leave,
but instead he said, "Don't swallow that blood, little girl. Unless you want to make a stone in
your stomach. I'd spit it onto the floor, if I were you." "A girl's blood, Mr. Tanaka?" said one of
the men. "Here, where we bring the fish?" Fishermen are terribly superstitious, you see. They
especially don't like women to have anything to do with fishing. One man in our village, Mr.
Yamamura, found his daughter playing in his boat one morning. He beat her with a stick and
then washed out the boat with sake and lye so strong it bleached streaks of coloring from the
wood. Even this wasn't enough; Mr. Yamamura had the Shinto priest come and bless it. All this
because his daughter had done nothing more than play where the fish are caught. And here Mr.
Tanaka was suggesting | spit blood onto the floor of the room where the fish were cleaned. "If
you're afraid her spit might wash away some of the fish guts,” said Mr. Tanaka, "take them home
with you. I've got plenty more.” "It isn't the fish guts, sir." "I'd say her blood will be the cleanest
thing to hit this floor since you or | were born. Go ahead,"” Mr. Tanaka said, this time talking to
me. "Spit it out.” There | sat on that slimy table, uncertain what to do. | thought it would be
terrible to disobey Mr. Tanaka, but I'm not sure | would have found the courage to spit if one of
the men hadn't leaned to the side and pressed a finger against one nostril to blow his nose onto
the floor. After seeing this, | couldn't bear to hold anything in my mouth a moment longer, and
spat out the blood just as Mr. Tanaka had told me to do. All the men walked away in disgust
except Mr. Tanaka's assistant, named Sugi. Mr. Tanaka told him to go and fetch Dr. Miura. "I
don't know where to find him," said Sugi, though what he really meant, | think, was that he
wasn't interested in helping. | told Mr. Tanaka the doctor had been at our house a few minutes
earlier. "Where is your house?" Mr. Tanaka asked me. "It's the little tipsy house up on the
cliffs." "What do you mean . . . 'tipsy house'?" "It's the one that leans to the side, like it's had too
much to drink." Mr. Tanaka didn't seem to know what to make of this. "Well, Sugi, walk up
toward Sakamoto's tipsy house and look for Dr. Miura. You won't have trouble finding him. Just
listen for the sound of his patients screaming when he pokes them.” | imagined Mr. Tanaka
would go back to his work after Sugi had left; but instead he stood near the table a long while
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looking at me. | felt my face beginning to burn. Finally he said something | thought was very
clever. "You've got an eggplant on your face, little daughter of Sakamoto.” He went to a drawer
and took out a small mirror to show it to me. My lip was swollen and blue, just as he'd said.
"But what | really want to know," he went on, "is how you came to have such extraordinary eyes,
and why you don't look more like your father?" "The eyes are my mother's,” | said. "But as for
my father, he's so wrinkled I've never known what he really looks like." ™You'll be wrinkled
yourself one day." "But some of his wrinkles are the way he's made," | said. "The back of his
head is as old as the front, but it's as smooth as an egg." "That isn't a respectful thing to say
about your father," Mr. Tanaka told me. "But | suppose it's true." Then he said something that
made my face blush so red, I'm sure my lips looked pale. "So how did a wrinkled old man with
an egg for a head father a beautiful girl like you?" In the years since, I've been called beautiful
more often than | can remember. Though, of course, geisha are always called beautiful, even
those who aren't. But when Mr. Tanaka said it to me, before I'd ever heard of such a thing as a
geisha, | could almost believe it was true. After Dr. Miura tended to my lip, and | bought the
incense my father had sent me for, | walked home in a state of such agitation, I don't think there
could have been more activity inside me if I'd been an anthill. I would've had an easier time if
my emotions had all pulled me in the same direction, but it wasn't so simple. I'd been blown
about like a scrap of paper in the wind. Somewhere between the various thoughts about my
mother-somewhere past the discomfort in my lip-there nestled a pleasant thought I tried again
and again to bring into focus. It was about Mr. Tanaka. | stopped on the cliffs and gazed out to
sea, where the waves even after the storm were still like sharpened stones, and the sky had taken
on the brown tone of mud. | made sure no one was watching me, and then clutched the incense to
my chest and said Mr. Tanaka's name into the whistling wind, over and over, until I felt satisfied
I'd heard the music in every syllable. I know it sounds foolish of me-and indeed it was. But | was
only a confused little girl. After we'd finished our dinner and my father had gone to the village
to watch the other fishermen play Japanese chess, Satsu and | cleaned the kitchen in silence. |
tried to remember how Mr. Tanaka had made me feel, but in the cold quiet of the house it had
slipped away from me. Instead | felt a persistent, icy dread at the thought of my mother’s illness.
| found myself wondering how long it would be until she was buried out in the village graveyard
along with my father's other family. What would become of me afterward? With my mother
dead, Satsu would act in her place, | supposed. | watched my sister scrub the iron pot that had
cooked our soup; but even though it was right before her-even though her eyes were pointed at
the thing-l could tell she wasn't seeing it. She went on scrubbing it long after it was clean.
Finally I said to her: "Satsu-san, | don't feel well." "Go outside and heat the bath,"” she told me,
and brushed her unruly hair from her eyes with one of her wet hands. "I don't want a bath," I
said. "Satsu, Mommy is going to die-" "This pot is cracked. Look!" "It isn't cracked,” | said.
"That line has always been there." But how did the water get out just then?" "You sloshed it
out. | watched you." For a moment | could tell that Satsu was feeling something very strongly,
which translated itself onto her face as a look of extreme puzzlement, just as so many of her
feelings did. But she said nothing further to me. She only took the pot from the stove and walked
toward the door to dump it out.

Tasks:

1. Read more about author’s work;

2. Analyse the stylistic and conceptual feathers of the source text and choose the key
words in it;

3. Point out the special features of author’s syntax and their connections with the
characters and situation;

4. Point out the major components and type of the rhythm of the source text including
vocabulary, syntax, style, and cultural background.
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Hemingway Ernest
The Killers

The door of Henry's lunchroom opened and two men came in. They sat down at the counter.
"What's yours?" George asked them.
"I don't know," one of the men said. "What do you want to eat, Al?"
"l don't know," said Al. "I don't know what | want to eat."
Outside it was getting dark. The streetlight came on outside the window. The two men at the
counter read the menu. From the other end of the counter Nick Adams watched them. He had
been talking to George when they came in.
"I'll have a roast pork tenderloin with apple sauce and mashed potatoes," the first man said.
"It isn't ready yet."
"What the hell do you put it on the card for?"
"That's the dinner,” George explained. "You can get that at six o'clock.”
George looked at the clock on the wall behind the counter.
"It's five o'clock.”
"The clock says twenty minutes past five,” the second man said.
"It's twenty minutes fast."”
"Oh, to hell with the clock," the first man said. "What have you got to eat?"
"I can give you any kind of sandwiches,” George said. "You can have ham and eggs, bacon and
eggs, liver and bacon, or a steak."”
"Give me chicken croquettes with green peas and cream sauce and mashed potatoes."
"That's the dinner."
"Everything we want's the dinner, eh? That's the way you work it."
"I can give you ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver-"
"I'll take ham and eggs,” the man called Al said. He wore a derby hat and a black overcoat
buttoned across the chest. His face was small and white and he had tight lips. He wore a silk
muffler and gloves.
"Give me bacon and eggs,” said the other man. He was about the same size as Al. Their faces
were different, but they were dressed like twins. Both wore overcoats too tight for them. They sat
leaning forward, their elbows on the counter.
"Got anything to drink?" Al asked.
"Silver beer, bevo, ginger-ale,” George said.
"I mean you got anything to drink?"
"Just those | said."”
"This is a hot town," said the other. "What do they call it?"
"Summit.”
"Ever hear of it?" Al asked his friend. "No," said the friend.
"What do they do here nights?" Al asked.
"They eat the dinner," his friend said. "They all come here and eat the big dinner."
"That's right," George said.
"So you think that's right?" Al asked George.
"Sure."
"You're a pretty bright boy, aren't you?"
"Sure," said George.
"Well, you're not," said the other little man. "Is he, AI?"
"He's dumb," said Al. He turned to Nick. "What's your name?"
"Adams."
"Another bright boy," Al said. "Ain't he a bright boy, Max?"
"The town's full of bright boys," Max said.
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George put the two platters, one of ham and eggs, the other of bacon and eggs, on the counter.
He set down two side dishes of fried potatoes and closed the wicket into the kitchen.
"Which is yours?" he asked Al.
"Don't you remember?"
"Ham and eggs."
"Just a bright boy," Max said. He leaned forward and took the ham and eggs. Both men ate with
their gloves on. George watched them eat.
"What are you looking at?" Max looked at George.
"Nothing."
"The hell you were. You were looking at me."
"Maybe the boy meant it for a joke, Max," Al said.
George laughed.
"You don't have to laugh,” Max said to him. "You don't have to laugh at all, see?"
"All right," said George.
"So he thinks it's all right.” Max turned to Al. "He thinks it's all right. That's a good one."
"Oh, he's a thinker," Al said. They went on eating.
"What's the bright boy's name down the counter?” Al asked Max.
"Hey, bright boy,” Max said to Nick. "You go around on the other side of the counter with your
boy friend."
"What's the idea?" Nick asked.
"There isn't any idea."”
"You better go around, bright boy,” Al said. Nick went around behind the counter.
"What's the idea?" George asked.
"None of your damned business,” Al said. "Who's out in the kitchen?"
"The nigger."
"What do you mean the nigger?"
"The nigger that cooks."
"Tell him to come in."
"What's the idea?"
"Tell him to come in."
"Where do you think you are?"
"We know damn well where we are," the man called Max said. "Do we look silly?"
"You talk silly,"” Al said to him. "What the hell do you argue with this kid for? Listen,” he said
to George, "tell the nigger to come out here."
"What are you going to do to him?"
"Nothing. Use your head, bright boy. What would we do to a nigger?"
George opened the slit that Opened back into the kitchen. "Sam," he called. "Come in here
a minute." The door to the kitchen opened and the nigger came in. "What was it?" he asked. The
two men at the counter took a look at him. "All right, nigger. You stand right there," Al said.
Sam, the nigger, standing in his apron, looked at the two men sitting at the counter. "Yes, sir," he
said. Al got down from his stool. "I'm going back to the kitchen with the nigger and bright boy,"
he said. "Go on back to the kitchen, nigger. You go with him, bright boy." The little man walked
after Nick and Sam, the cook, back into the kitchen. The door shut after them. The man called
Max sat at the counter opposite George. He didn't look at George but looked in the mirror that
ran along back of the counter. Henry's had been made over from a saloon into a lunch counter.
"Well, bright boy," Max said, looking into the mirror, "why don't you say something?"
"What's it all about?"
"Hey, Al," Max called, "bright boy wants to know what it's all about."
"Why don't you tell him?" Al's voice came from the kitchen.
"What do you think it's all about?"
"I don't know."
"What do you think?"
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Max looked into the mirror all the time he was talking.

"I wouldn't say."

"Hey, Al, bright boy says he wouldn't say what he thinks it's all about."”

"I can hear you, all right,” Al said from the kitchen. He had propped open the slit that dishes
passed through in. to the kitchen with a catsup bottle. "Listen, bright boy," he said from the
kitchen to George. "Stand a little further along the bar. You move a little to the left, Max." He
was like a photographer arranging for a group picture.

"Talk to me, bright boy,” Max said. "What do you think's going to happen?"

George did not say anything.

"I'll tell you," Max said. "We're going to kill a Swede. Do you know a big Swede named Ole
Anderson?"

"Yes."

"He comes here to eat every night, don't he?"

"Sometimes he comes here."”

"He comes here at six o'clock, don't he?"

"If he comes.”

"We know all that, bright boy,” Max said. "Talk about something else. Ever go to the movies?"
"Once in a while.”

"You ought to go to the movies more. The movies are fine for a bright boy like you."”

"What are you going to kill Ole Anderson for? What did he ever do to you?"

"He never had a chance to do anything to us. He never even seen us."

And he's only going to see us once,” Al said from the kitchen:

"What are you going to Kill him for, then?" George asked.

"We're Kkilling him for a friend. Just to oblige a friend, bright boy."

"Shut up,” said Al from the kitchen. "You talk too goddamn much."”

"Well, I got to keep bright boy amused. Don't I, bright boy?"

"You talk too damn much," Al said. "The nigger and my bright boy are amused by themselves. |
got them tied up like a couple of girl friends in the convent."”

"I suppose you were in a convent."

"You never know."

"You were in a kosher convent. That's where you were."

George looked up at the clock.

"If anybody comes in you tell them the cook is off, and if they keep after it, you tell them you'll
go back and cook yourself. Do you get that, bright boy?"

"All right,” George said. "What you going to do with us afterward?"

"That'll depend,” Max said. "That's one of those things you never know at the time."

George looked up at the dock. It was a quarter past six. The door from the street opened. A
streetcar motorman came in. "Hello, George," he said. "Can | get supper?"

"Sam'’s gone out," George said. "He'll be back in about half an hour."

"I'd better go up the street,” the motorman said. George looked at the dock. It was twenty minute,
past six. "That was nice, bright boy," Max said. "You're a regular little gentleman."

"He knew I'd blow his head off," Al said from the kitchen.

"No," said Max. "It ain't that. Bright boy is nice. He's a nice boy. I like him."

At six fifty-five George said: "He's not coming."

Two other people had been in the lunchroom. Once George had gone out to the kitchen
and made a ham-and-egg sandwich "to go" that a man wanted to take with him. Inside the
kitchen he saw Al, his derby hat tipped back, sitting on a stool beside the wicket with the muzzle
of a sawed-off shotgun resting on the ledge. Nick and the cook were back to back in the corner, a
towel tied in each of their mouths. George had cooked the sandwich, wrapped it up in oiled
paper, put it in a bag, brought it in, and the man had paid for it and gone out. "Bright boy can do
everything," Max said. "He can cook and everything. You'd make some girl a nice wife, bright
boy."
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"Yes?" George said, "Your friend, Ole Anderson, isn't going to come."
"We'll give him ten minutes," Max said.
Max watched the mirror and the dock. The hands of the dock marked seven o'clock, and then
five minutes past seven.
"Come on, Al," said Max. "We better go. He's not coming."
"Better give him five minutes," Al said from the kitchen.
In the five minutes a man came in, and George explained that the cook was sick.
"Why the hell don't you get another cook?" the man asked. "Aren't you running a lunch-
counter?"' He went out.
"Come on, Al," Max said.
"What about the two bright boys and the nigger?"
"They're all right."
"You think so?"
"Sure. We're through with it."
"I don't like it," said Al. "It's sloppy. You talk too much."
"Oh, what the hell," said Max. "We got to keep amused, haven't we?"
"You talk too much, all the same,” Al said. He came out from the kitchen. The cut-off barrels of
the shotgun made a slight bulge under the waist of his too tight-fitting overcoat. He straightened
his coat with his gloved hands.
"So long, bright boy," he said to George. "You got a lot of luck."”
"That's the truth,” Max said. "You ought to play the races, bright boy."
The two of them went out the door. George watched them, through the window, pass
under the arc-light and across the street. In their tight overcoats and derby hats they looked like a
vaudeville team. George went back through the swinging door into the kitchen and untied Nick
and the cook.
"I don't want any more of that,” said Sam, the cook. "I don't want any more of that."”
Nick stood up. He had never had a towel in his mouth before. "Say,"” he said. "What the hell?"
He was trying to swagger it off.
"They were going to kill Ole Anderson,” George said. "They were going to shoot him when he
came in to eat."
"Ole Anderson?"
"Sure."
The cook felt the corners of his mouth with his thumbs.
"They all gone?" he asked.
"Yeah," said George. "They're gone now."
"I don't like it," said the cook. "I don't like any of it at all"
"Listen," George said to Nick. "You better go see Ole Anderson."
"All right."
"You better not have anything to do with it at all," Sam, the cook, said. "You better stay way out
of it."
"Don't go if you don't want to," George said.
"Mixing up in this ain't going to get you anywhere," the cook said. "You stay out of it."
"I'll go see him," Nick said to George. "Where does he live?" The cook turned away.
"Little boys always know what they want to do," he said.
"He lives up at Hirsch's rooming-house," George said to Nick.
"I'll go up there."
Outside the arc-light shone through the bare branches of a tree. Nick walked up the street beside
the car-tracks and turned at the next arc-light down a side-street. Three houses up the street was
Hirsch's rooming-house. Nick walked up the two steps and pushed the bell. A woman came to
the door.
"Is Ole Anderson here?"
"Do you want to see him?"
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"Yes, if he's in."

Nick followed the woman up a flight of stairs and back to the end of a corridor. She knocked on
the door.

"Who is it?"

"It's somebody to see you, Mr. Anderson," the woman said.

"It's Nick Adams."

"Come in."

Nick opened the door and went into the room. Ole Anderson was lying on the bed with all his
clothes on. He had been a heavyweight prizefighter and he was too long for the bed. He lay with
his head on two pillows. He did not look at Nick.

"What was it?" he asked.

"I was up at Henry's," Nick said, "and two fellows came in and tied up me and the cook, and they
said they were going to kill you."

It sounded silly when he said it. Ole Anderson said nothing.

"They put us out in the kitchen," Nick went on. "They were going to shoot you when you came
in to supper.”

Ole Anderson looked at the wall and did not say anything.

"George thought | better come and tell you about it."

"There isn't anything | can do about it," Ole Anderson said.

"I'll tell you what they were like."

"I don't want to know what they were like,” Ole Anderson said. He looked at the wall. "Thanks
for coming to tell me about it.”

"That's all right."”

Nick looked at the big man lying on the bed.

"Don't you want me to go and see the police?"

"No," Ole Anderson said. "That wouldn't do any good."

"Isn't there something I could do?"

"No. There ain't anything to do.

"Maybe it was just a bluff.”

"No. It ain't just a bluff."

Ole Anderson rolled over toward the wall.

"The only thing is," he said, talking toward the wall, "I just can't make up my mind to go out. I
been here all day."

"Couldn't you get out of town?"

"No," Ole Anderson said. "I'm through with all that running around."

He looked at the wall.

"There ain't anything to do now."

"Couldn't you fix it up some way?"

"No, I got in wrong." He talked in the same flat voice. "There ain't anything to do. After a while
I'll make up my mind to go out.”

"I better go back and see George," Nick said.

"So long," said Ole Anderson. He did not look toward Nick. "Thanks for coming around."

Nick went out. As he shut the door he saw Ole Anderson with all his clothes on, lying on the bed
looking at the wall.

"He's been in his room all day," the landlady said downstairs. "I guess he don't feel well. | said to
him: 'Mr. Anderson, you ought to go out and take a walk on a nice fall day like this," but he didn't
feel like it."

"He doesn't want to go out."

"I'm sorry he don't feel well,” the woman said. "He's an awfully nice man. He was in the ring,
you know."

"I know it."

"You'd never know it except from the way his face is," the woman said.
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They stood talking just inside the street door. "He's just as gentle."

"Well, good night, Mrs. Hirsch," Nick said.

"I'm not Mrs. Hirsch," the woman said. "She owns the place. | just look after it for her. I'm Mrs.
Bell."

"Well, good night, Mrs. Bell," Nick said.

"Good night,"” the woman said.

Nick walked up the dark street to the corner under the arc-light, and then along the car-tracks to
Henry's eating-house. George was inside, back of the counter. "Did you see Ole?"

"Yes," said Nick. "He's in his room and he won't go out."”

The cook opened the door from the kitchen when he heard Nick's voice.

"I don't even listen to it," he said and shut the door.

"Did you tell him about it?" George asked.

"Sure. | told him but he knows what it's all about.”

"What's he going to do?"

"Nothing."”

"They'll kill him."

"I guess they will."”

"He must have got mixed up in something in Chicago."

"I guess so0," said Nick.

"It's a hell of a thing!"

"It's an awful thing," Nick said.

They did not say anything. George reached down for a towel and wiped the counter.

"I wonder what he did?" Nick said.

"Double-crossed somebody. That's what they Kill them for."

"I'm going to get out of this town," Nick said.

"Yes," said George. "That's a good thing to do."

"I can't stand to think about him waiting in the room and knowing he's going to get it. It's too
damned awful."

"Well," said George, "you better not think about it."

Tasks:

1. Read the text and study the characters and situation.

2. Analyse the language they use: choice of words, structure of sentence, emotional
background provided by the author’s remarks;

3. Point out the places most difficult for translation;

4. Comment upon them.

LORD OF THE RINGS
JRR TOLKIEN

BOOK |
A Long-expected Party
When Mr. Bilbo Baggins of Bag End announced that he would shortly be celebrating

his eleventy-first birthday with a party of special magnificence, there was much talk and
excitement in Hobbiton. Bilbo was very rich and very peculiar, and had been the wonder of the
Shire for sixty years, ever since his remarkable disappearance and unexpected return. The riches
he had brought back from his travels had now become a local legend, and it was popularly
believed, whatever the old folk might say, that the Hill at Bag End was full of tunnels stuffed
with treasure. And if that was not enough for fame, there was also his prolonged vigour to
marvel at. Time wore on, but it seemed to have little effect on Mr. Baggins. At ninety he was
much the same as at fifty. At ninety-nine they began to call him well-preserved, but unchanged
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would have been nearer the mark. There were some that shook their heads and thought this was
too much of a good thing; it seemed unfair that anyone should possess (apparently) perpetual
youth as well as (reputedly) inexhaustible wealth. ‘It will have to be paid for,’ they said. 'lt isn't
natural, and trouble will come of it!" But so far trouble had not come; and as Mr. Baggins was
generous with his money, most people were willing to forgive him his oddities and his good
fortune. He remained on visiting terms with his relatives (except, of course, the Sackville-
Bagginses), and he had many devoted admirers among the hobbits of poor and unimportant
families. But he had no close friends, until some of his younger cousins began to grow up. The
eldest of these, and Bilbo's favourite, was young Frodo Baggins. When Bilbo was ninety-nine, he
adopted Frodo as his heir, and brought him to live at Bag End; and the hopes of the Sackville-
Bagginses were finally dashed. Bilbo and Frodo happened to have the same birthday, September
22nd. "You had better come and live here, Frodo my lad,' said Bilbo one day; 'and then we can
celebrate our birthday-parties comfortably together.' At that time Frodo was still in his tweens, as
the hobbits called the irresponsible twenties between childhood and coming of age at thirty-
three. Twelve more years passed. Each year the Bagginses had given very lively combined
birthday-parties at Bag End; but now it was understood that something quite exceptional was
being planned for that autumn. Bilbo was going to be eleventy-one, 111, a rather curious number
and a very respectable age for a hobbit (the Old Took himself had only reached 130); and Frodo
was going to be thirty-three, 33) an important number: the date of his ‘coming of age'. Tongues
began to wag in Hobbiton and Bywater; and rumour of the coming event travelled all over the
Shire. The history and character of Mr. Bilbo Baggins became once again the chief topic of
conversation; and the older folk suddenly found their reminiscences in welcome demand. No one
had a more attentive audience than old Ham Gamgee, commonly known as the Gaffer. He held
forth at The Ivy Bush, a small inn on the Bywater road; and he spoke with some authority, for he
had tended the garden at Bag End for forty years, and had helped old Holman in the same job
before that. Now that he was himself growing old and stiff in the joints, the job was mainly
carried on by his youngest son, Sam Gamgee. Both father and son were on very friendly terms
with Bilbo and Frodo. They lived on the Hill itself, in Number 3 Bagshot Row just below Bag
End. 'A very nice well-spoken gentlehobbit is Mr. Bilbo, as I've always said,' the Gaffer
declared. With perfect truth: for Bilbo was very polite to him, calling him '‘Master Hamfast', and
consulting him constantly upon the growing of vegetables - in the matter of 'roots’, especially
potatoes, the Gaffer was recognized as the leading authority by all in the neighbourhood
(including himself). 'But what about this Frodo that lives with him?" asked Old Noakes of
Bywater. ‘Baggins is his name, but he's more than half a Brandybuck, they say. It beats me why
any Baggins of Hobbiton should go looking for a wife away there in Buckland, where folks are
so queer." '"And no wonder they're queer,” put in Daddy Twofoot (the Gaffer's next-door
neighbour), 'if they live on the wrong side of the Brandywine River, and right agin the Old
Forest. That's a dark bad place, if half the tales be true.' "You're right, Dad!" said the Gaffer. 'Not
that the Brandybucks of Buck-land live in the Old Forest; but they're a queer breed, seemingly.
They fool about with boats on that big river - and that isn't natural. Small wonder that
trouble came of it, | say. But be that as it may, Mr. Frodo is as nice a young hobbit as you could
wish to meet. Very much like Mr. Bilbo, and in more than looks. After all his father was a
Baggins. A decent respectable hobbit was Mr. Drogo Baggins; there was never much to tell of
him, till he was drownded.' 'Drownded?' said several voices. They had heard this and other
darker rumours before, of course; but hobbits have a passion for family history, and they were
ready to hear it again. 'Well, so they say,' said the Gaffer. "You see: Mr. Drogo, he married poor
Miss Primula Brandybuck. She was our Mr. Bilbo's first cousin on the mother's side (her mother
being the youngest of the Old Took's daughters); and Mr. Drogo was his second cousin. So Mr.
Frodo is his first and second cousin, once removed either way, as the saying is, if you follow me.
And Mr. Drogo was staying at Brandy Hall with his father-in-law, old Master Gorbadoc, as he
often did after his marriage (him being partial to his vittles, and old Gorbadoc keeping a mighty
generous table); and he went out boating on the Brandywine River; and he and his wife were
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drownded, and poor Mr. Frodo only a child and all. * 'I've heard they went on the water after
dinner in the moonlight,’ said Old Noakes; 'and it was Drogo's weight as sunk the boat.' 'And |
heard she pushed him in, and he pulled her in after him," said Sandyman, the Hobbiton miller.
"You shouldn't listen to all you hear, Sandyman," said the Gaffer, who did not much like the
miller.

‘There isn't no call to go talking of pushing and pulling. Boats are quite tricky enough for
those that sit still without looking further for the cause of trouble. Anyway: there was this Mr.
Frodo left an orphan and stranded, as you might say, among those queer Bucklanders, being
brought up
anyhow in Brandy Hall. A regular warren, by all accounts. Old Master Gorbadoc never had
fewer than a couple of hundred relations in the place. Mr. Bilbo never did a kinder deed than
when he brought the lad back to live among decent folk. 'But | reckon it was a nasty shock for
those Sackville-Bagginses. They thought they were going to get Bag End, that time when he
went off and was thought to be dead. And then he comes back and orders them off; and he goes
on living and living, and never looking a day older, bless him! And suddenly he produces an
heir, and has all the papers made out proper. The Sackville-Bagginses won't never see the inside
of Bag End now, or it is to be hoped not.' There's a tidy bit of money tucked away up there, |
hear tell,’ said a stranger, a visitor on business from Michel Delving in the Westfarthing. 'All the
top of your hill is full of tunnels packed with chests of gold and silver, and jools, by what I've
heard. ' "Then you've heard more than I can speak to," answered the Gaffer. | know nothing about
jools. Mr. Bilbo is free with his money, and there seems no lack of it; but I know of no tunnel-
making. | saw Mr. Bilbo when he came back, a matter of sixty years ago, when | was a lad. I'd
not long come prentice to old Holman (him being my dad's cousin), but he had me up at Bag End
helping him to keep folks from trampling and trapessing all over the garden while the sale was
on. And in the middle of it all Mr. Bilbo comes up the Hill with a pony and some mighty big
bags and a couple of chests. | don't doubt they were mostly full of treasure he had picked up in
foreign parts, where there be mountains of gold, they say; but there wasn't enough to fill tunnels.

But my lad Sam will know more about that. He's in and out of Bag End. Crazy about
stories of the old days he is, and he listens to all Mr. Bilbo's tales. Mr. Bilbo has learned him his
letters - meaning no harm, mark you, and | hope no harm will come of it. 'Elves and Dragons' |
says to him. 'Cabbages and potatoes are better for me and you. Don't go getting mixed up in the
business of your betters, or you'll land in trouble too big for you,' I says to him. And | might say
it to others," he added with a look at the stranger and the miller. But the Gaffer did not convince
his audience. The legend of Bilbo's wealth was now too firmly fixed in the minds of the younger
generation of hobbits. 'Ah, but he has likely enough been adding to what he brought at first,’
argued the miller, voicing common opinion. 'He's often away from home. And look at the
outlandish folk that visit him: dwarves coming at night, and that old wandering conjuror,
Gandalf, and all. You can say what you like, Gaffer, but Bag End's a queer place, and its folk are
queerer.’

'‘And you can say what you like, about what you know no more of than you do of boating,
Mr. Sandyman,' retorted the Gaffer, disliking the miller even more than usual. If that's being
queer, then we could do with a bit more queerness in these parts. There's some not far away that
wouldn't offer a pint of beer to a friend, if they lived in a hole with golden walls. But they do
things proper at Bag End. Our Sam says that everyone's going to be invited to the party, and
there's going to be presents, mark you, presents for all - this very month as is." That very month
was September, and as fine as you could ask. A day or two later a rumour (probably started by
the knowledgeable Sam) was spread about that there were going to be fireworks - fireworks,
what is more, such as had not been seen in the Shire for nigh on a century, not indeed since the
Old Took died. Days passed and The Day drew nearer. An odd-looking waggon laden with odd-
looking packages rolled into Hobbiton one evening and toiled up the Hill to Bag End. The
startled hobbits peered out of lamplit doors to gape at it. It was driven by outlandish folk, singing
strange songs: dwarves with long beards and deep hoods. A few of them remained at Bag End.
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At the end of the second week in September a cart came in through Bywater from the direction
of the Brandywine Bridge in broad daylight. An old man was driving it all alone. He wore a tall
pointed blue hat, a long grey cloak, and a silver scarf. He had a long white beard and bushy
eyebrows that stuck out beyond the brim of his hat. Small hobbit-children ran after the cart all
through Hobbiton and right up the hill. It had a cargo of fireworks, as they rightly guessed. At
Bilbo's front door the old man began to unload: there were great bundles of fireworks of all sorts
and shapes, each labelled with a large red G and the elf-rune, . That was Gandalf's mark, of
course, and the old man was Gandalf the Wizard, whose fame in the Shire was due mainly to his
skill with fires, smokes, and lights. His real business was far more difficult and dangerous, but
the Shire-folk knew nothing about it. To them he was just one of the 'attractions' at the Party.
Hence the excitement of the hobbit-children. 'G for Grand!" they shouted, and the old man
smiled. They knew him by sight, though he only appeared in Hobbiton occasionally and never
stopped long; but neither they nor any but the oldest of their elders had seen one of his firework
displays - they now belonged to the legendary past. When the old man, helped by Bilbo and
some dwarves, had finished unloading. Bilbo gave a few pennies away; but not a single squib or
cracker was forthcoming, to the disappointment of the onlookers. 'Run away now!" said Gandalf.
"You will get plenty when the time comes.' Then he disappeared inside with Bilbo, and
the door was shut. The young hobbits stared at the door in vain for a while, and then made off,
feeling that the day of the party would never come. Inside Bag End, Bilbo and Gandalf were
sitting at the open window of a small room looking out west on to the garden. The late afternoon
was bright and peaceful. The flowers glowed red and golden: snap-dragons and sun-flowers, and
nasturtiums trailing all over the turf walls and peeping in at the round windows. 'How bright your
garden looks!" said Gandalf. "Yes," said Bilbo. I am very fond indeed of it, and of all the dear old
Shire; but I think I need a holiday.' "You mean to go on with your plan then?' 'l do. | made up my
mind months ago, and I haven't changed it." "Very well. It is no good saying any more. Stick to
your plan - your whole plan, mind - and I hope it will turn out for the best, for you, and for all of
us."'l hope so. Anyway | mean to enjoy myself on Thursday, and have my little joke.' "Who will
laugh, 1 wonder?' said Gandalf, shaking his head. 'We shall see," said Bilbo. The next day more
carts rolled up the Hill, and still more carts. There might have been some grumbling about
‘dealing locally', but that very week orders began to pour out of Bag End for every kind of
provision, commodity, or luxury that could be obtained in Hobbiton or Bywater or anywhere in
the neighbourhood. People became enthusiastic; and they began to tick off the days on the
calendar; and they watched eagerly for the postman, hoping for invitations. Before long the
invitations began pouring out, and the Hobbiton post-office was blocked, and the Bywater post-
office was snowed under, and voluntary assistant postmen were called for. There was a constant
stream of them going up the Hill, carrying hundreds of polite variations on Thank you, | shall
certainly come. A notice appeared on the gate at Bag End: NO ADMITTANCE EXCEPT ON
PARTY BUSINESS. Even those who had, or pretended to have Party Business were seldom
allowed inside. Bilbo was busy: writing invitations, ticking off answers, packing up presents, and
making some private preparations of his own. From the time of Gandalf's arrival he remained
hidden from view. One morning the hobbits woke to find the large field, south of Bilbo's front
door, covered with ropes and poles for tents and pavilions. A special entrance was cut into the
bank leading to the road, and wide steps and a large white gate were built there. The three
hobbit-families of Bagshot Row, adjoining the field, were intensely interested and generally
envied. Old Gaffer Gamgee stopped even pretending to work in his garden. The tents began to
go up. There was a specially large pavilion, so big that the tree that grew in the field was right
inside it, and stood proudly near one end, at the head of the chief table. Lanterns were hung on
all its branches. More promising still (to the hobbits' mind): an enormous open-air kitchen was
erected in the north corner of the field. A draught of cooks, from every inn and eating-house for
miles around, arrived to supplement the dwarves and other odd folk that were quartered at Bag
End. Excitement rose to its height. Then the weather clouded over. That was on Wednesday the
eve of the Party. Anxiety was intense. Then Thursday, September the 22nd, actually dawned.
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The sun got up, the clouds vanished, flags were unfurled and the fun began. Bilbo Baggins called
it a party, but it was really a variety of entertainments rolled into one. Practically everybody
living near was invited. A very few were overlooked by accident, but as they turned up all the
same, that did not matter. Many people from other parts of the Shire were also asked; and there
were even a few from outside the borders. Bilbo met the guests (and additions) at the new white
gate in person. He gave away presents to all and sundry - the latter were those who went out ain
by a back way and came in again by the gate. Hobbits give presents to other people on their own
birthdays. Not very expensive ones, as a rule, and not so lavishly as on this occasion; but it was
not a bad system.

Actually in Hobbiton and Bywater every day in the year it was somebody's birthday, so
that every hobbit in those parts had a fair chance of at least one present at least once a week. But
they never got tired of them. On this occasion the presents were unusually good. The hobbit-
children were so excited that for a while they almost forgot about eating. There were toys the
like of which they had never seen before, all beautiful and some obviously magical. Many of
them had indeed been ordered a year before, and had come all the way from the Mountain and
from Dale, and were of real dwarf-make. When every guest had been welcomed and was finally
inside the gate, there were songs, dances, music, games, and, of course, food and drink. There
were three official meals: lunch, tea, and dinner (or supper). But lunch and tea were marked
chiefly by the fact that at those times all the guests were sitting down and eating together. At
other times there were merely lots of people eating and drinking - continuously from elevenses
until six-thirty, when the fireworks started. The fireworks were by Gandalf: they were not only
brought by him, but designed and made by him; and the special effects, set pieces, and flights of
rockets were let off by him. But there was also a generous distribution of squibs, crackers, back
rappers, sparklers, torches, dwarf-candles, elf-fountains, goblin-barkers and thunder-claps. They
were all superb. The art of Gandalf improved with age. There were rockets like a flight of
scintillating birds singing with sweet voices. There were green trees with trunks of dark smoke:
their leaves opened like a whole spring unfolding in a moment, and their shining branches
dropped glowing flowers down upon the astonished hobbits, disappearing with a sweet scent just
before they touched their upturned faces. There were fountains of butterflies that flew glittering
into the trees; there were pillars of coloured fires that rose and turned into eagles, or sailing
ships, or a phalanx of flying swans; there was a red thunderstorm and a shower of yellow rain;
there was a forest of silver spears that sprang suddenly into the air with a yell like an embattled
army, and came down again into the Water with a hiss like a hundred not snakes. And there was
also one last surprise, in honour of Bilbo, and it startled the hobbits exceedingly, as Gandalf
intended. The lights went out. A great smoke went up. It shaped itself like a mountain seen in the
distance, and began to glow at the summit. It spouted green and scarlet flames. Out flew a red-
golden dragon - not life-size, but terribly life-like: fire came from his jaws, his eyes glared down;
there was a roar, and he whizzed three times over the heads of the crowd. They all ducked, and
many fell flat on their faces. The dragon passed like an express train, turned a somersault, and
burst over Bywater with a deafening explosion. 'That is the signal for supper!" said Bilbo. The
pain and alarm vanished at once, and the prostrate hobbits leaped to their feet. There was a
splendid supper for everyone; for everyone, that is, except those invited to the special family
dinner-party. This was held in the great pavilion with the tree. The invitations were limited to
twelve dozen (a number also called by the hobbits one Gross, though the word was not
considered proper to use of people); and the guests were selected from all the families to which
Bilbo and Frodo were related, with the addition of a few special unrelated friends (such as
Gandalf). Many young hobbits were included, and present by parental permission; for hobbits
were easy-going with their children in the matter of sitting up late, especially when there was a
chance of getting them a free meal. Bringing up young hobbits took a lot of provender. There
were many Bagginses and Boffins, and also many Tooks and Brandybucks; there were various
Grubbs (relations of Bilbo Baggins' grandmother), and various Chubbs (connexions of his Took
grandfather); and a selection of Burrowses, Bolgers, Bracegirdles, Brockhouses, Goodbodies,
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Hornblowers and Proudfoots. Some of these were only very distantly connected with Bilbo, and
some of them had hardly ever been in Hobbiton before, as they lived in remote corners of the
Shire. The Sackville-Bagginses were not forgotten. Otho and his wife Lobelia were present.
They disliked Bilbo and detested Frodo, but so magnificent was the invitation card, written in
golden ink, that they had felt it was impossible to refuse. Besides, their cousin, Bilbo, had been
specializing in food for many years and his table had a high reputation. All the one hundred and
forty-four guests expected a pleasant feast; though they rather dreaded the after-dinner speech of
their host (an inevitable item). He was liable to drag in bits of what he called poetry; and
sometimes, after a glass or two, would allude to the absurd adventures of his mysterious journey.
The guests were not disappointed: they had a very pleasant feast, in fact an engrossing
entertainment: rich, abundant, varied, and prolonged. The purchase of provisions fell almost to
nothing throughout the district in the ensuing weeks; but as Bilbo's catering had depleted the
stocks of most stores, cellars and warehouses for miles around, that did not matter much. After
the feast (more or less) came the Speech. Most of the company were, however, now in a tolerant
mood, at that delightful stage which they called 'filling up the corners'. They were sipping their
favourite drinks, and nibbling at their favourite dainties, and their fears were forgotten. They
were prepared to listen to anything, and to cheer at every full stop. My dear People, began Bilbo,
rising in his place. 'Hear! Hear! Hear!" they shouted, and kept on repeating it in chorus, seeming
reluctant to follow their own advice. Bilbo left his place and went and stood on a chair under the
illuminated tree. The light of the lanterns fell on his beaming face; the golden buttons shone on
his embroidered silk waistcoat. They could all see him standing, waving one hand in the air, the
other was in his trouser-pocket. My dear Bagginses and Boffins, he began again; and my dear
Tooks and Brandybucks, and Grubbs, and Chubbs, and Burrowses, and Hornblowers, and
Bolgers, Bracegirdles, Goodbodies, Brockhouses and Proudfoots. 'ProudFEET!" shouted an
elderly hobbit from the back of the pavilion. His name, of course, was Proudfoot, and well
merited; his feet were large, exceptionally furry, and both were on the table. Proudfoots, repeated
Bilbo. Also my good Sackville-Bagginses that | welcome back at last to Bag End. Today is my
one hundred and eleventh birthday: | am eleventy-one today! 'Hurray! Hurray! Many Happy
Returns!" they shouted, and they hammered joyously on the tables. Bilbo was doing splendidly.
This was the sort of stuff they liked: short and obvious. / hope you are all enjoying yourselves as
much as | am. Deafening cheers. Cries of Yes (and No). Noises of trumpets and horns, pipes and
flutes, and other musical instruments. There were, as has been said, many young hobbits present.
Hundreds of musical crackers had been pulled. Most of them bore the mark DALE on them;
which did not convey much to most of the hobbits, but they all agreed they were marvellous
crackers. They contained instruments, small, but of perfect make and enchanting tones. Indeed,
in one corner some of the young Tooks and Brandybucks, supposing Uncle Bilbo to have
finished (since he had plainly said all that was necessary), now got up an impromptu orchestra,
and began a merry dance-tune. Master Everard Took and Miss Melilot Brandybuck got on a
table and with bells in their hands began to dance the Springle-ring: a pretty dance, but rather
vigorous. But Bilbo had not finished. Seizing a horn from a youngster near by, he blew three
loud hoots. The noise subsided. / shall not keep you long, he cried. Cheers from all the assembly.
/ have called you all together for a Purpose. Something in the way that he said this made an
impression. There was almost silence, and one or two of the Tooks pricked up their ears. Indeed,
for Three Purposes! First of all, to tell you that I am immensely fond of you all, and that
eleventy-one years is too short a time to live among such excellent and admirable hobbits.
Tremendous outburst of approval. / don't know half of you half as well as | should like; and I like
less than half of you half as well as you deserve. This was unexpected and rather difficult. There
was some scattered clapping, but most of them were trying to work it out and see if it came to a
compliment. Secondly, to celebrate my birthday. Cheers again. / should say: OUR birthday. For
it is, of course, also the birthday of my heir and nephew, Frodo. He comes of age and into his
inheritance today. Some perfunctory clapping by the elders; and some loud shouts of 'Frodo!
Frodo! Jolly old Frodo," from the juniors. The Sackville-Bagginses scowled, and wondered what
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was meant by ‘coming into his inheritance’. Together we score one hundred and forty-four. Your
numbers were chosen to fit this remarkable total: One Gross, if | may use the expression. No
cheers. This was ridiculous. Many of his guests, and especially the Sackville-Bagginses, were
insulted, feeling sure they had only been asked to fill up the required number, like goods in a
package. 'One Gross, indeed! Vulgar expression.' It is also, if I may be allowed to refer to ancient
history, the anniversary of my arrival by barrel at Esgaroth on the Long Lake; though the fact
that it was my birthday slipped my memory on that occasion. | was only fifty-one then, and
birthdays did not seem so important. The banquet was very splendid, however, though | had a
bad cold at the time, | remember, and could only say ‘thag you very buch'. I now repeat it more
correctly: Thank you very much for coming to my little party. Obstinate silence. They all feared
that a song or some poetry was now imminent; and they were getting bored. Why couldn't he
stop talking and let them drink his health? But Bilbo did not sing or recite. He paused for a
moment.

Thirdly and finally, he said, 1 wish to make an ANNOUNCEMENT. He spoke this last
word so loudly and suddenly that everyone sat up who still could. I regret to announce that -
though, as | said, eleventy-one years is far too short a time to spend among you - this is the END.
| am going. | am leaving NOW. GOOD-BYE!

He stepped down and vanished. There was a blinding flash of light, and the guests all
blinked. When they opened their eyes Bilbo was nowhere to be seen.

One hundred and forty-four flabbergasted hobbits sat back speechless. Old Odo
Proudfoot removed his feet from the table and stamped. Then there was a dead silence, until
suddenly, after several deep breaths, every Baggins, Boffin, Took, Brandybuck, Grubb, Chubb,
Burrows, Bolger, Bracegirdle, Brockhouse, Goodbody, Hornblower, and Proudfoot began to talk
at once.

It was generally agreed that the joke was in very bad taste, and more food and drink were
needed to cure the guests of shock and annoyance. 'He's mad. | always said so," was probably the
most popular comment. Even the Tooks (with a few exceptions) thought Bilbo's behaviour was
absurd. For the moment most of them took it for granted that his disappearance was nothing
more than a ridiculous prank.

But old Rory Brandybuck was not so sure. Neither age nor an enormous dinner had
clouded his wits, and he said to his daughter-in-law, Esmeralda: There's something fishy in this,
my dear! | believe that mad Baggins is off again. Silly old fool. But why worry? He hasn't taken
the vittles with him." He called loudly to Frodo to send the wine round again.

Frodo was the only one present who had said nothing. For some time he had sat silent
beside Bilbo's empty chair, and ignored all remarks and questions. He had enjoyed the joke, of
course, even though he had been in the know. He had difficulty in keeping from laughter at the
indignant surprise of the guests. But at the same time he felt deeply troubled: he realized
suddenly that he loved the old hobbit dearly. Most of the guests went on eating and drinking and
discussing Bilbo Baggins' oddities, past and present; but the Sackville-Bagginses had already
departed in wrath. Frodo did not want to have any more to do with the party. He gave orders for
more wine to be served; then he got up and drained his own glass silently to the health of Bilbo,
and slipped out of the pavilion.

As for Bilbo Baggins, even while he was making his speech, he had been fingering the
golden ring in his pocket: his magic ring that he had kept secret for so many years. As he stepped
down he slipped it on his finger, and he was never seen by any hobbit in Hobbiton again.

He walked briskly back to his hole, and stood for a moment listening with a smile to the
din in the pavilion and to the sounds of merrymaking in other parts of the field. Then he went in.
He took off his party clothes, folded up and wrapped in tissue-paper his embroidered silk
waistcoat, and put it away. Then he put on quickly some old untidy garments, and fastened round
his waist a worn leather belt. On it he hung a short sword in a battered black-leather scabbard.
From a locked drawer, smelling of moth-balls, he took out an old cloak and hood. They had been
locked up as if they were very precious, but they were so patched and weatherstained that their
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original colour could hardly be guessed: it might have been dark green. They were rather too
large for him. He then went into his study, and from a large strong-box took out a bundle
wrapped in old cloths, and a leather-bound manuscript; and also a large bulky envelope. The
book and bundle he stuffed into the top of a heavy bag that was standing there, already nearly
full. Into the envelope he slipped his golden ring, and its fine chain, and then sealed it, and
addressed it to Frodo. At first he put it on the mantelpiece, but suddenly he removed it and stuck
it in his pocket. At that moment the door opened and Gandalf came quickly in.

‘Hullo!" said Bilbo. 'l wondered if you would turn up.'

'l am glad to find you visible," replied the wizard, sitting down in a chair, 'l wanted to catch you
and have a few final words. | suppose you feel that everything has gone off splendidly and
according to plan?’

'Yes, | do,' said Bilbo. "Though that flash was surprising: it quite startled me, let alone the others.
A little addition of your own, | suppose?"

It was. You have wisely kept that ring secret all these years, and it seemed to me necessary to
give your guests something else that would seem to explain your sudden vanishment.’

'‘And would spoil my joke. You are an interfering old busybody," laughed Bilbo, 'but I expect you
know best, as usual." 'l do - when | know anything. But | don't feel too sure about this whole
affair.

It has now come to the final point. You have had your joke, and alarmed or offended
most of your relations, and given the whole Shire something to talk about for nine days, or
ninety-nine more likely. Are you going any further?'

Yes, | am. | feel | need a holiday, a very long holiday, as | have told you before. Probably a
permanent holiday: 1 don't expect I shall return. In fact, I don't mean to, and | have made all
arrangements.

'l am old, Gandalf. | don't look it, but I am beginning to feel it in my heart of hearts. Well-
preserved indeed!" he snorted. 'Why, | feel all thin, sort of stretched, if you know what I mean:
like butter that has been scraped over too much bread. That can't be right. | need a change, or
something.’

Gandalf looked curiously and closely at him. 'No, it does not seem right,’ he said

thoughtfully. 'No, after all I believe your plan is probably the best.'
'Well, I've made up my mind, anyway. | want to see mountains again, Gandalf, mountains, and
then find somewhere where | can rest. In peace and quiet, without a lot of relatives prying
around, and a string of confounded visitors hanging on the bell. I might find somewhere where |
can finish my book. I have thought of a nice ending for it: and he lived happily ever after to the
end of his days. '

Gandalf laughed. 1 hope he will. But nobody will read the book, however it
ends.'

'Oh, they may, in years to come. Frodo has read some already, as far as it has gone. You'll keep
an eye on Frodo, won't you?'

'Yes, | will - two eyes, as often as | can spare them."

'He would come with me, of course, if I asked him. In fact he offered to once, just before the
party. But he does not really want to, yet. | want to see the wild country again before | die, and
the Mountains; but he is still in love with the Shire, with woods and fields and little rivers. He
ought to be comfortable here. | am leaving everything to him, of course, except a few oddments.
I hope he will be happy, when he gets used to being on his own. It's time he was his

own master now.'

'Everything?' said Gandalf. "The ring as well? You agreed to that, you remember.'

"Well, er, yes, | suppose so,' stammered Bilbo.

'‘Where is it?'

'In an envelope, if you must know," said Bilbo impatiently. 'There on the mantelpiece. Well, no!
Here it is in my pocket!" He hesitated. 'Isn't that odd now?' he said softly to himself. "Yet after all,
why not? Why shouldn't it stay there?'
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Gandalf looked again very hard at Bilbo, and there was a gleam in his eyes. 'l think,
Bilbo," he said quietly, 'l should leave it behind. Don't you want to?'

‘Well yes - and no. Now it comes to it, | don't like parting with it at all, I may say. And | don't
really see why | should. Why do you want me to?' he asked, and a curious change came over his
voice. It was sharp with suspicion and annoyance. "You are always badgering me about my ring;
but you have never bothered me about the other things that | got on my journey.'

'No, but I had to badger you,' said Gandalf. 'l wanted the truth. It was important. Magic rings are
- well, magical; and they are rare and curious. | was professionally interested in your ring, you
may say; and | still am. I should like to know where it is, if you go wandering again. Also | think
you have had it quite long enough. You won't need it any more. Bilbo, unless | am quite
mistaken.'

Bilbo flushed, and there was an angry light in his eyes. His kindly face grew hard. 'Why
not?' he cried. '"And what business is it of yours, anyway, to know what | do with my own things?
It is my own. | found it. It came to me." "Yes, yes,' said Gandalf. 'But there is no need to get
angry.'

If I am it is your fault,’ said Bilbo. 'It is mine, I tell you. My own. My precious. Yes, my
precious.’

The wizard's face remained grave and attentive, and only a flicker in his deep eyes showed that
he was startled and indeed alarmed. 'It has been called that before," he said, 'but not by you.'

‘But | say it now. And why not? Even if Gollum said the same once. It's not his now, but mine.
And | shall keep it, | say.’

Gandalf stood up. He spoke sternly. "You will be a fool if you do. Bilbo," he said. "You
make that clearer with every word you say. It has got far too much hold on you. Let it go! And
then you can go yourself, and be free.'

'I'll do as | choose and go as | please,’ said Bilbo obstinately.

'Now, now, my dear hobbit! * said Gandalf. 'All your long life we have been friends, and you owe
me something. Come! Do as you promised: give it up!"’

'Well, if you want my ring yourself, say so!" cried Bilbo. 'But you won't get it. | won't give my
precious away, | tell you." His hand strayed to the hilt of his small sword.

Gandalf's eyes flashed. It will be my turn to get angry soon," he said. If you say that again,
| shall. Then you will see Gandalf the Grey uncloaked.' He took a step towards the hobbit, and he
seemed to grow tall and menacing; his shadow filled the little room.

Bilbo backed away to the wall, breathing hard, his hand clutching at his pocket. They
stood for a while facing one another, and the air of the room tingled. Gandalf's eyes remained
bent on the hobbit. Slowly his hands relaxed, and he began to tremble.

'l don't know what has come over you, Gandalf,' he said. "You have never been like this before.
What is it all about? It is mine isn't it? | found it, and Gollum would have killed me, if | hadn't
kept it. I'm not a thief, whatever he said.’

'l have never called you one," Gandalf answered. 'And | am not one either. | am not trying to rob
you, but to help you. I wish you would trust me, as you used.'

He turned away, and the shadow passed. He seemed to dwindle again to an old grey man,
bent and troubled.

Bilbo drew his hand over his eyes. | am sorry," he said. 'But | felt so queer. And yet it
would be a relief in a way not to be bothered with it any more. It has been so growing on my
mind lately. Sometimes | have felt it was like an eye looking at me. And | am always wanting to
put it on and disappear, don't you know; or wondering if it is safe, and pulling it out to make
sure. | tried locking it up, but I found I couldn't rest without it in my pocket. | don't know
why. And | don't seem able to make up my mind.'

‘Then trust mine," said Gandalf. 'It is quite made up. Go away and leave it behind. Stop
possessing it. Give it to Frodo, and I will look after him."'

Bilbo stood for a moment tense and undecided. Presently he sighed. 'All right,’
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he said with an effort. I will." Then he shrugged his shoulders, and smiled rather ruefully. 'After
all that's what this party business was all about, really: to give away lots of birthday presents, and
somehow make it easier to give it away at the same time. It hasn't made it any easier in the end,
but it would be a pity to waste all my preparations. It would quite spoil the joke.’

'Indeed it would take away the only point | ever saw in the affair,’ said Gandalf.

‘Very well," said Bilbo, 'it goes to Frodo with all the rest.' He drew a deep breath. 'And now I
really must be starting, or somebody else will catch me. | have said good-bye, and | couldn't bear
to do it all over again.' He picked up his bag and moved to the door.

"You have still got the ring in your pocket,' said the wizard. 'Well, so | have!' cried Bilbo. 'And
my will and all the other documents too. You had better take it and deliver it for me. That will be
safest.'

‘No, don't give the ring to me," said Gandalf. 'Put it on the mantelpiece. It will be safe enough
there, till Frodo comes. I shall wait for him.

Bilbo took out the envelope, but just as he was about to set it by the clock, his hand
jerked back, and the packet fell on the floor. Before he could pick it up, the wizard stooped and
seized it and set it in its place. A spasm of anger passed swiftly over the hobbit's face again.
Suddenly it gave way to a look of relief and a laugh. "Well, that's that," he said. 'Now I'm off!'
They went out into the hall. Bilbo chose his favourite stick from the stand; then he whistled.
Three dwarves came out of different rooms where they had been busy.

'Is everything ready?' asked Bilbo. 'Everything packed and labelled?’
‘Everything,' they answered.
‘Well, let's start then!" He stepped out of the front-door.

It was a fine night, and the black sky was dotted with stars. He looked up, sniffing the air.
'What fun! What fun to be off again, off on the Road with dwarves! This is what | have really
been longing for, for years! Good-bye! ‘he said, looking at his old home and bowing to the door.
'‘Good-bye, Gandalf!'

'‘Good-bye, for the present, Bilbo. Take care of yourself! You are old enough, and perhaps wise
enough.’

‘Take care! | don't care. Don't you worry about me! | am as happy now as | have ever been, and
that is saying a great deal. But the time has come. | am being swept off my feet at last," he added,
and then in a low voice, as if to himself, he sang softly in the dark: The Road goes ever on and
on Down from the door where it began. Now far ahead the Road has gone, And I must follow,
if I can, Pursuing it with eager feet, Until it joins some larger way Where many paths and
errands meet. And whither then? | cannot say. He paused, silent for a moment. Then without
another word he turned away from the lights and voices in the fields and tents, and followed by
his three companions went round into his garden, and trotted down the long sloping path.

He jumped over a low place in the hedge at the bottom, and took to the meadows, passing
into the night like a rustle of wind in the grass.

Gandalf remained for a while staring after him into the darkness. 'Goodbye, my dear Bilbo - until
our next meeting!" he said softly and went back indoors. Frodo came in soon afterwards, and
found him sitting in the dark, deep in thought. 'Has he gone?' he asked.

"Yes,' answered Gandalf, 'he has gone at last.'

"I wish - I mean, | hoped until this evening that it was only a joke," said Frodo. '‘But | knew in my
heart that he really meant to go. He always used to joke about serious things. | wish | had come
back sooner, just to see him off." | think really he preferred slipping off quietly in the end," said
Gandalf.

'Don't be too troubled. He'll be all right - now. He left a packet for you. There it is!" Frodo took
the envelope from the mantelpiece, and glanced at it, but did not open it. "You'll find his will and
all the other documents in there, | think,' said the wizard. "You are the master of Bag End now.
And also, I fancy, you'll find a golden ring.'

"The ring!" exclaimed Frodo. 'Has he left me that? | wonder why. Still, it may be useful.'
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‘It may, and it may not,' said Gandalf. 'l should not make use of it, if I were you. But keep it
secret, and keep it safe! Now | am going to bed.'

As master of Bag End Frodo felt it his painful duty to say good-bye to the guests.
Rumours of strange events had by now spread all over the field, but Frodo would only say no
doubt everything will be cleared up in the morning. About midnight carriages came for the
important folk. One by one they rolled away, filled with full but very unsatisfied hobbits.
Gardeners came by arrangement, and removed in wheel-barrows those that had inadvertently
remained behind.

Night slowly passed. The sun rose. The hobbits rose rather later. Morning went on.
People came and began (by orders) to clear away the pavilions and the tables and the chairs, and
the spoons and knives and bottles and plates, and the lanterns, and the flowering shrubs in boxes,
and the crumbs and cracker-paper, the forgotten bags and gloves and handkerchiefs, and the
uneaten food (a very small item). Then a number of other people came (without orders):
Bagginses, and Boffins, and Bolgers, and Tooks, and other guests that lived or were staying
near. By mid-day, when even the best-fed were out and about again, there was a large crowd at
Bag End, uninvited but not unexpected.

Frodo was waiting on the step, smiling, but looking rather tired and worried. He
welcomed all the callers, but he had not much more to say than before. His reply to all inquiries
was simply this: 'Mr. Bilbo Baggins has gone away; as far as | know, for good." Some of the
visitors he invited to come inside, as Bilbo had left ‘messages' for them.

Inside in the hall there was piled a large assortment of packages and parcels and small
articles of furniture. On every item there was a label tied. There were several labels of this sort:
For ADELARD TOOK, for his VERY OWN, from Bilbo, on an umbrella. Adelard had carried
off many unlabelled ones. For DORA BAGGINS in memory of a LONG correspondence, with
love from Bilbo, on a large waste-paper basket. Dora was Drogo’s sister and the eldest surviving
Female relative of Bilbo and Frodo; she was ninety-nine, and had written reams of good advice
for more than half a century.

For MILO BURROWS, hoping it will be useful, from B.B., on a gold pen and ink-bottle.
Milo never answered letters.

For ANGELICA'S use, from Uncle Bilbo, on a round convex mirror. She was a young
Baggins, and too obviously considered her face shapely.

For the collection of HUGO BRACEGIRDLE, from a contributor, on an (empty) book-
case. Hugo was a great borrower of books, and worse than usual at returning them.

For LOBELIA SACKVILLE-BAGGINS, as a PRESENT, on a case of silver spoons.
Bilbo believed that she had acquired a good many of his spoons, while he was away on his
former journey. Lobelia knew that quite well. When she arrived later in the day, she took the
point at once, but she also took the spoons.

This is only a small selection of the assembled presents. Bilbo's residence had got rather
cluttered up with things in the course of his long life. It was a tendency of hobbit-holes to get
cluttered up: for which the custom of giving so many birthday-presents was largely responsible.
Not, of course, that the birthday-presents were always new, there were one or two old mathoms
of forgotten uses that had circulated all around the district; but Bilbo had usually given new
presents, and kept those that he received. The old hole was now being cleared a little.

Every one of the various parting gifts had labels, written out personally by Bilbo, and
several had some point, or some joke. But, of course, most of the things were given where they
would be wanted and welcome. The poorer hobbits, and especially those of Bagshot Row, did
very well. Old Gaffer Gamgee got two sacks of potatoes, a new spade, a woollen waistcoat, and
a bottle of ointment for creaking joints. Old Rory Brandybuck, in return for much hospitality, got
a dozen bottles of Old Winyards: a strong red wine from the Southfarthing, and now quite
mature, as it had been laid down by Bilbo's father. Rory quite forgave Bilbo, and voted him a
capital fellow after the first bottle.
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There was plenty of everything left for Frodo. And, of course, all the chief treasures, as
well as the books, pictures, and more than enough furniture, were left in his possession. There
was, however, no sign nor mention of money or jewellery: not a penny-piece or a glass bead was
given away.

Frodo had a very trying time that afternoon. A false rumour that the whole household was
being distributed free spread like wildfire; and before long the place was packed with people
who had no business there, but could not be kept out. Labels got torn off and mixed, and quarrels
broke out. Some people tried to do swaps and deals in the hall; and others tried to make off with
minor items not addressed to them, or with anything that seemed unwanted or unwatched. The
road to the gate was blocked with barrows and handcarts.

In the middle of the commotion the Sackville-Bagginses arrived. Frodo had retired for a
while and left his friend Merry Brandybuck to keep an eye on things. When Otho loudly
demanded to see Frodo, Merry bowed politely.

'He is indisposed,’ he said. 'He is resting.'
'Hiding, you mean,’ said Lobelia. 'Anyway we want to see him and we mean to see him. Just go
and tell him so!’

Merry left them a long while in the hall, and they had time to discover their parting gift of
spoons. It did not improve their tempers. Eventually they were shown into the study. Frodo was
sitting at a table with a lot of papers in front of him. He looked indisposed - to see Sackville-
Bagginses at any rate; and he stood up, fidgeting with something in his pocket. But he spoke
quite politely.

The Sackville-Bagginses were rather offensive. They began by offering him bad bargain-
prices (as between friends) for various valuable and unlabelled things.

When Frodo replied that only the things specially directed by Bilbo were being given
away, they said the whole affair was very fishy.

'Only one thing is clear to me," said Otho, 'and that is that you are doing exceedingly well out of
it. | insist on seeing the will.'

Otho would have been Bilbo's heir, but for the adoption of Frodo. He read the will carefully and
snorted. It was, unfortunately, very clear and correct (according to the legal customs of hobbits,
which demand among other things seven signatures of witnesses in red ink).

'Foiled again!" he said to his wife. 'And after waiting sixty years. Spoons?

Fiddlesticks!" He snapped his fingers under Frodo's nose and slumped off. But Lobelia was not
so easily got rid of. A little later Frodo came out of the study to see how things were going on
and found her still about the place, investigating nooks and comers and tapping the floors. He
escorted her firmly off the premises, after he had relieved her of several small (but rather
valuable) articles that had somehow fallen inside her umbrella. Her face looked as if she was in
the throes of thinking out a really crushing parting remark; but all she found to say, turning
round on the step, was: "You'll live to regret it, young fellow! Why didn't you go too? You don't
belong here; you're no Baggins - you - you're a Brandybuck!'

'Did you hear that, Merry? That was an insult, if you like," said Frodo as he shut the door on her.
'It was a compliment,’ said Merry Brandybuck, ‘and so, of course, not true.’

Then they went round the hole, and evicted three young hobbits (two Boffins and a Bolger) who
were knocking holes in the walls of one of the cellars. Frodo also had a tussle with young Sancho
Proudfoot (old Odo Proudfoot's grandson), who had begun an excavation in the larger pantry,
where he thought there was an echo.

The legend of Bilbo's gold excited both curiosity and hope; for legendary gold
(mysteriously obtained, if not positively ill-gotten), is, as every one knows, any one's for the
finding - unless the search is interrupted.

When he had overcome Sancho and pushed him out, Frodo collapsed on a chair in the
hall. It's time to close the shop, Merry," he said. 'Lock the door, and don't open it to anyone today,
not even if they bring a battering ram.' Then he went to revive himself with a belated cup of tea.
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He had hardly sat down, when there came a soft knock at the front-door. 'Lobelia again most
likely," he thought. 'She must have thought of something really nasty, and have come back again
to say it. It can wait.'

He went on with his tea. The knock was repeated, much louder, but he took no notice.
Suddenly the wizard's head appeared at the window.

‘If you don't let me in, Frodo, I shall blow your door right down your hole and out through the
hill," he said.

'My dear Gandalf! Half a minute!" cried Frodo, running out of the room to the door. 'Come in!
Come in! I thought it was Lobelia.'

Then | forgive you. But | saw her some time ago, driving a pony-trap towards Bywater with a
face that would have curdled new milk."' 'She had already nearly curdled me. Honestly, | nearly
tried on Bilbo's ring. | longed to disappear.'

'‘Don't do that!" said Gandalf, sitting down. 'Do be careful of that ring, Frodo!

In fact, it is partly about that that | have come to say a last word.'

'Well, what about it?"

'‘What do you know already?'

‘Only what Bilbo told me. | have heard his story: how he found it, and how he used it: on his
journey, I mean.’

'Which story, | wonder," said Gandalf.

'Oh, not what he told the dwarves and put in his book," said Frodo. 'He told me the true story
soon after | came to live here. He said you had pestered him till he told you, so | had better know
too. "No secrets between us, Frodo,” he said; "but they are not to go any further. It's mine
anyway."

‘That's interesting,” said Gandalf. "Well, what did you think of it all?" 'If you mean,
inventing all that about a "present”, well, I thought the true story much more likely, and I
couldn't see the point of altering it at all. It was very unlike Bilbo to do so, anyway; and | thought
it rather odd.'

'So did I. But odd things may happen to people that have such treasures — if they use them. Let it
be a warning to you to be very careful with it. It may have other powers than just making you
vanish when you wish to."'l don't understand,’ said Frodo.

‘Neither do I," answered the wizard. 'l have merely begun to wonder about the ring, especially
since last night. No need to worry. But if you take my advice you will use it very seldom, or not
at all. At least | beg you not to use it in any way that will cause talk or rouse suspicion. | say
again: keep it safe, and keep it secret!’

"You are very mysterious! What are you afraid of?"

'l am not certain, so | will say no more. | may be able to tell you something when | come back. |
am going off at once: so this is good-bye for the present.' He got up.

‘At once!" cried Frodo. 'Why, | thought you were staying on for at least a week. | was looking
forward to your help.’

'l did mean to - but | have had to change my mind. | may be away for a good while; but I'll come
and see you again, as soon as | can. Expect me when you see me! | shall slip in quietly. | shan't
often be visiting the Shire openly again. 1 find that | have become rather unpopular. They say |
am a nuisance and a disturber of the peace. Some people are actually accusing me of spiriting
Bilbo away, or worse. If you want to know, there is supposed to be a plot between you and me to
get hold of his wealth.'

'Some people!" exclaimed Frodo. "You mean Otho and Lobelia. How abominable! | would give
them Bag End and everything else, if | could get Bilbo back and go off tramping in the country
with him. | love the Shire. But | begin to wish, somehow, that | had gone too. | wonder if | shall
ever see him again.'

'So do |," said Gandalf. '"And | wonder many other things. Good-bye now! Take care of yourself!
Look out for me, especially at unlikely times! Good-bye!'
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Frodo saw him to the door. He gave a final wave of his hand, and walked off at a
surprising pace; but Frodo thought the old wizard looked unusually bent, almost as if he was
carrying a great weight. The evening was closing in, and his cloaked figure quickly vanished into
the twilight. Frodo did not see him again for a long time.

Task:

Read the text and study the characters and situation;
Translate the text;

Comment upon the difference in translation principles;
Analyze the text;

Discuss the results.

agrwnPE

THE VOICE OF THE CITY
Further Stories of the Four Million
By O. HENRY
1919

I. THE VOICE OF THE CITY

Twenty-five years ago the school children used to chant their lessons. The manner of
their delivery was a singsong recitative between the utterance of an Episcopal minister and the
drone of a tired sawmill. I mean no disrespect. We must have lumber and sawdust.

I remember one beautiful and instructive little lyric that emanated from the physiology
class. The most striking line of it was this:

"The shin-bone is the long-est bone in the hu-man bod-y."

What an inestimable boon it would have been if all the corporeal and spiritual facts
pertaining to man had thus been tunefully and logically inculcated in our youthful minds! But
what we gained in anatomy, music and philosophy was meagre.

The other day | became confused. | needed a ray of light. I turned back to those school
days for aid. But in all the nasal harmonies we whined forth from those hard benches I could not
recall one that treated of the voice of agglomerated mankind.

In other words, of the composite vocal message of massed humanity. In other words, of
the Voice of a Big City.

Now, the individual voice is not lacking. We can understand the song of the poet, the
ripple of the brook, the meaning of the man who wants $5 until next Monday, the inscriptions on
the tombs of the Pharaohs, the language of flowers, the "step lively" of the conductor, and the
prelude of the milk cans at 4 A. M. Certain large-eared ones even assert that they are wise to the
vibrations of the tympanum produced by concussion of the air emanating from Mr. H. James.
But who can comprehend the meaning of the voice of the city?
| went out for to see.

First, | asked Aurelia. She wore white Swiss and a hat with flowers on it, and ribbons and
ends of things fluttered here and there.

"Tell me," | said, stammeringly, for | have no voice of my own, "what does this big--er--
enormous--er--whopping city say? It must have a voice of some kind. Does it ever speak to you?
How do you interpret its meaning? It is a tremendous mass, but it must have a key."

"Like a Saratoga trunk?" asked Aurelia.

"No," said I. "Please do not refer to the lid. | have a fancy that every city has a voice. Each one
has something to say to the one who can hear it. What does the big one say to you?"

"All cities," said Aurelia, judicially, "say the same thing. When they get through saying it there is
an echo from Philadelphia. So, they are unanimous."
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"Here are 4,000,000 people,” said I, scholastically, "compressed upon an island, which is mostly
lamb surrounded by Wall Street water. The conjunction of so many units into so small a space
must result in an identity-or, or rather a homogeneity that finds its oral expression through a
common channel. It is, as you might say, a consensus of translation, concentrating in a
crystallized, general idea which reveals itself in what may be termed the Voice of the City. Can
you tell me what it is?"

Aurelia smiled wonderfully. She sat on the high stoop. A spray of insolent ivy bobbed
against her right ear. A ray of impudent moonlight flickered upon her nose. But | was adamant,
nickel-plated.

"I must go and find out,"” | said, "what is the Voice of this City. Other cities have voices. It is an
assignment. | must have it. New York," | continued, in a rising tone, "had better not hand me a
cigar and say: 'Old man, I can't talk for publication.” No other city acts in that way. Chicago says,
unhesitatingly, 'l will;' I Philadelphia says, 'l should;" New Orleans says, 'l used to;' Louisville
says, 'Don't care if |1 do;' St. Louis says, 'Excuse me;" Pittsburg says, 'Smoke up." Now, New
York-" Aurelia smiled.

"Very well," said I, "I must go elsewhere and find out."”

| went into a palace, tile-floored, cherub-ceilinged and square with the cop. | put my foot on the
brass rail and said to Billy Magnus, the best bartender in the diocese:

"Billy, you've lived in New York a long time--what kind of a song-and-dance does this old town
give you? What | mean is, doesn't the gab of it seem to kind of bunch up and slide over the bar to
you in a sort of amalgamated tip that hits off the burg in a kind of an epigram with a dash of
bitters and a slice of--"

"Excuse me a minute,” said Billy, "somebody's punching the button at the side door."

He went away; came back with an empty tin bucket; again vanished with it full; returned
and said to me:

"That was Mame. She rings twice. She likes a glass of beer for supper. Her and the kid. If you
ever saw that little skeesicks of mine brace up in his high chair and take his beer and-- But,

say, what was yours? | get kind of excited when | hear them two rings--was it the baseball score
or gin fizz you asked for?"

"Ginger ale,” I answered.

| walked up to Broadway. | saw a cop on the corner. The cops take kids up, women
across, and men in. I went up to him.

"If I'm not exceeding the spiel limit,” | said, "let me ask you. You see New York during its
vocative hours. It is the function of you and your brother cops to preserve the acoustics of the
city. There must be a civic voice that is intelligible to you. At night during your lonely rounds
you must have heard it. What is the epitome of its turmoil and shouting? What does the city say
to you?"

"Friend," said the policeman, spinning his club, "it don't say nothing. | get my orders from the
man higher up. Say, | guess you're all right. Stand here for a few minutes and keep an eye open
for the roundsman."

The cop melted into the darkness of the side street. In ten minutes he had returned.
"Married last Tuesday," he said, half gruffly. "You know how they are. She comes to that corner
at nine every night for a--comes to say 'hello!" | generally manage to be there. Say, what was it
you asked me a bit ago--what's doing in the city? Oh, there's a roof-garden or two just opened,
twelve blocks up."

| crossed a crow's-foot of street-car tracks, and skirted the edge of an umbrageous park.
An artificial Diana, gilded, heroic, poised, wind-ruled, on the tower, shimmered in the clear light
of her namesake in the sky. Along came my poet, hurrying, hatted, haired, emitting dactyls,
spondees and dactylis. | seized him.

"Bill," said I (in the magazine he is Cleon), "give me a lift. I am on an assignment to find out the
Voice of the city. You see, it's a special order. Ordinarily a symposium comprising the views of
Henry Clews, John L. Sullivan, Edwin Markham, May Irwin and Charles Schwab would be
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about all. But this is a different matter. We want a broad, poetic, mystic vocalization of the city's
soul and meaning. You are the very chap to give me a hint. Some years ago a man got at the
Niagara Falls and gave us its pitch. The note was about two feet below the lowest G on the
piano. Now, you can't put New York into a note unless it's better indorsed than that. But give me
an idea of what it would say if it should speak. It is bound to be a mighty and far-reaching
utterance. To arrive at it we must take the tremendous crash of the chords of the day's traffic, the
laughter and music of the night, the solemn tones of Dr. Parkhurst, the rag-time, the weeping, the
stealthy hum of cab-wheels, the shout of the press agent, the tinkle of fountains on the roof
gardens, the hullabaloo of the strawberry vender and the covers of _Everybody's Magazine_,

the whispers of the lovers in the parks--all these sounds must go into your Voice--not combined,
but mixed, and of the mixture an essence made; and of the essence an extract--an audible extract,
of which one drop shall form the thing we seek."

"Do you remember," asked the poet, with a chuckle, "that California girl we met at Stiver's
studio last week? Well, I'm on my way to see her. She repeated that poem of mine, 'The Tribute
of Spring," word for word. She's the smartest proposition in this town just at present. Say, how
does this confounded tie look? I spoiled four before I got one to set right.”

"And the Voice that | asked you about?" | inquired.

"Oh, she doesn't sing,” said Cleon. "But you ought to hear her recite my 'Angel of the Inshore
Wind."

| passed on. | cornered a newsboy and he flashed at me prophetic pink papers that
outstripped the news by two revolutions of the clock's longest hand.

"Son," | said, while | pretended to chase coins in my penny pocket, "doesn't it sometimes seem to
you as if the city ought to be able to talk? All these ups and downs and funny business and queer
things happening every day--what would it say, do you think, if it could speak?"

"Quit yer kiddin'," said the boy. "Wot paper yer want? | got no time to waste. It's Mag's birthday,
and | want thirty cents to git her a present.”

Here was no interpreter of the city's mouthpiece. | bought a paper, and consigned its
undeclared treaties, its premeditated murders and unfought battles to an ash can.

Again | repaired to the park and sat in the moon shade. | thought and thought, and
wondered why none could tell me what I asked for.

And then, as swift as light from a fixed star, the answer came to me. | arose and hurried--
hurried as so many reasoners must, back around my circle. | knew the answer and | hugged it in
my breast as | flew, fearing lest some one would stop me and demand my secret.

Aurelia was still on the stoop. The moon was higher and the ivy shadows were deeper. |
sat at her side and we watched a little cloud tilt at the drifting moon and go asunder quite pale
and discomfited.

And then, wonder of wonders and delight of delights! our hands somehow touched, and
our fingers closed together and did not part.

After half an hour Aurelia said, with that smile of hers:

"Do you know, you haven't spoken a word since you came back!"
"That," said I, nodding wisely, "is the Voice of the City."

Il. THE COMPLETE LIFE OF JOHN HOPKINS

There is a saying that no man has tasted the full flavour of life until he has known
poverty, love and war. The justness of this reflection commends it to the lover of condensed
philosophy. The three conditions embrace about all there is in life worth knowing. A surface
thinker might deem that wealth should be added to the list. Not so. When a poor man finds a
long-hidden quarter-dollar that has slipped through a rip into his vest lining, he sounds the
pleasure of life with a deeper plummet than any millionaire can hope to cast.

It seems that the wise executive power that rules life has thought best to drill man in these
three conditions; and none may escape all three. In rural places the terms do not mean so much.
Poverty is less pinching; love is temperate; war shrinks to contests about boundary lines and the
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neighbors' hens. It is in the cities that our epigram gains in truth and vigor; and it has remained
for one John Hopkins to crowd the experience into a rather small space of time.

The Hopkins flat was like a thousand others. There was a rubber plant in one window; a
flea-bitten terrier sat in the other, wondering when he was to have his day. John Hopkins was
like a thousand others. He worked at $20 per week in a nine-story, red-brick building at either
Insurance, Buckle's Hoisting Engines, Chiropody, Loans, Pulleys, Boas Renovated, Waltz
Guaranteed in Five Lessons, or Artificial Limbs. It is not for us to wring Mr. Hopkins's
avocation from these outward signs that be.

Mrs. Hopkins was like a thousand others. The auriferous tooth, the sedentary disposition,
the Sunday afternoon wanderlust, the draught upon the delicatessen store for home-made
comforts, the furor for department store marked-down sales, the feeling of superiority to the lady
in the third-floor front who wore genuine ostrich tips and had two names over her bell, the
mucilaginous hours during which she remained glued to the window sill, the vigilant avoidance
of the instalment man, the tireless patronage of the acoustics of the dumb-waiter shaft-all the
attributes of the Gotham flat-dweller were hers.

One moment yet of sententiousness and the story moves.

In the Big City large and sudden things happen. You round a corner and thrust the rib of
your umbrella into the eye of your old friend from Kootenai Falls. You stroll out to pluck a
Sweet William in the park--and lo! bandits attack you--you are ambulanced to the hospital-you
marry your nurse; are divorced--get squeezed while short on U. P. S. and D. O. W. N. S.-stand in
the bread line-marry an heiress, take out your laundry and pay your club dues-seemingly all in
the wink of an eye. You travel the streets, and a finger beckons to you, a handkerchief is dropped
for you, a brick is dropped upon you, the elevator cable or your bank breaks, a table d'hote or
your wife disagrees with you, and Fate tosses you about like cork crumbs in wine opened by an
un-feed waiter. The City is a sprightly youngster, and you are red paint upon its toy, and you get
licked off.

John Hopkins sat, after a compressed dinner, in his glove-fitting straight-front flat. He sat
upon a hornblende couch and gazed, with satiated eyes, at Art Brought Home to the People in the
shape of "The Storm" tacked against the wall. Mrs. Hopkins discoursed droningly of the dinner
smells from the flat across the hall. The flea-bitten terrier gave Hopkins a look of disgust, and
showed a man-hating tooth.

Here was neither poverty, love, nor war; but upon such barren stems may be grafted those
essentials of a complete life.

John Hopkins sought to inject a few raisins of conversation into the tasteless dough of
existence. "Putting a new elevator in at the office,” he said, discarding the nominative noun, "and
the boss has turned out his whiskers."

"You don't mean it!" commented Mrs. Hopkins.

"Mr. Whipples," continued John, "wore his new spring suit down to-day. | liked it fine It's a gray
with--" He stopped, suddenly stricken by a need that made itself known to him. "I believe I'll
walk down to the corner and get a five-cent cigar," he concluded.

John Hopkins took his hat and picked his way down the musty halls and stairs of the flat-
house.

The evening air was mild, and the streets shrill with the careless cries of children playing
games controlled by mysterious rhythms and phrases. Their elders held the doorways and steps
with leisurely pipe and gossip. Paradoxically, the fire-escapes supported lovers in couples who
made no attempt to fly the mounting conflagration they were there to fan.

The corner cigar store aimed at by John Hopkins was kept by a man named Freshmayer,
who looked upon the earth as a sterile promontory.

Hopkins, unknown in the store, entered and called genially for his "bunch of spinach, car-
fare grade.” This imputation deepened the pessimism of Freshmayer; but he set out a brand that
came perilously near to filling the order. Hopkins bit off the roots of his purchase, and lighted up
at the swinging gas jet. Feeling in his pockets to make payment, he found not a penny there.
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"Say, my friend," he explained, frankly, "I've come out without any change. Hand you that nickel
first time | pass."”

Joy surged in Freshmayer's heart. Here was corroboration of his belief that the world was
rotten and man a peripatetic evil. Without a word he rounded the end of his counter and made
earnest onslaught upon his customer. Hopkins was no man to serve as a punching-bag for a
pessimistic tobacconist. He quickly bestowed upon Freshmayer a colorado-maduro eye in return
for the ardent kick that he received from that dealer in goods for cash only.

The impetus of the enemy's attack forced the Hopkins line back to the sidewalk. There
the conflict raged; the pacific wooden Indian, with his carven smile, was overturned, and those
of the street who delighted in carnage pressed round to view the zealous joust.

But then came the inevitable cop and imminent inconvenience for both the attacker and
attacked. John Hopkins was a peaceful citizen, who worked at rebuses of nights in a flat, but he
was not without the fundamental spirit of resistance that comes with the battle-rage. He knocked
the policeman into a grocer's sidewalk display of goods and gave Freshmayer a punch that
caused him temporarily to regret that he had not made it a rule to extend a five-cent line of credit
to certain customers. Then Hopkins took spiritedly to his heels down the sidewalk, closely
followed by the cigar-dealer and the policeman, whose uniform testified to the reason in the
grocer's sign that read: "Eggs cheaper than anywhere else in the city."”

As Hopkins ran he became aware of a big, low, red, racing automobile that kept abreast
of him in the street. This auto steered in to the side of the sidewalk, and the man guiding it
motioned to Hopkins to jump into it. He did so without slackening his speed, and fell into the
turkey-red upholstered seat beside the chauffeur. The big machine, with a diminuendo cough,
flew away like an albatross down the avenue into which the street emptied.

The driver of the auto sped his machine without a word. He was masked beyond guess in
the goggles and diabolic garb of the chauffeur.

"Much obliged, old man,” called Hopkins, gratefully. "I guess you've got sporting blood
in you, all right, and don't admire the sight of two men trying to soak one. Little more and I'd
have been pinched."

The chauffeur made no sign that he had heard. Hopkins shrugged a shoulder and chewed
at his cigar, to which his teeth had clung grimly throughout the melee.

Ten minutes and the auto turned into the open carriage entrance of a noble mansion of
brown stone, and stood still. The chauffeur leaped out, and said:

"Come quick. The lady, she will explain. It is the great honor you will have, monsieur. Ah, that
milady could call upon Armand to do this thing! But, no, | am only one chauffeur.”

With vehement gestures the chauffeur conducted Hopkins into the house. He was ushered
into a small but luxurious reception chamber. A lady, young, and possessing the beauty of
visions, rose from a chair.

In her eyes smoldered a becoming anger. Her high-arched, threadlike brows were ruffled
into a delicious frown.

"Milady," said the chauffeur, bowing low, "I have the honor to relate to you that | went to the
house of Monsieur Long and found him to be not at home. As | came back | see this gentleman
in combat against-how you say-greatest odds. He is fighting with five-ten-thirty men-gendarmes,
aussi. Yes, milady, he what you call 'swat' one-three-eight policeman’s. If that Monsieur Long is
out | say to myself this gentleman he will serve milady so well, and | bring him here."

"Very well, Armand," said the lady, "you may go." She turned to Hopkins.

"I sent my chauffeur,” she said, "to bring my cousin, Walter Long.

There is a man in this house who has treated me with insult and
abuse. | have complained to my aunt, and she laughs at me. Armand says you are brave. In these
prosaic days men who are both brave and chivalrous are few. May | count upon your
assistance?"

John Hopkins thrust the remains of his cigar into his coat pocket. He looked upon this
winning creature and felt his first thrill of romance. It was a knightly love, and contained no
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disloyalty to the flat with the flea-bitten terrier and the lady of his choice. He had married her
after a picnic of the Lady Label Stickers' Union, Lodge No. 2, on a dare and a bet of new hats
and chowder all around with his friend, Billy McManus. This angel who was begging him to
come to her rescue was something too heavenly for chowder, and as for hats-golden, jewelled
crowns for her!

"Say," said John Hopkins, "just show me the guy that you've got the grouch at. I've
neglected my talents as a scrapper heretofore, but this is my busy night."

"He is in there,"” said the lady, pointing to a closed door. "Come. Are you sure that you do
not falter or fear?"

"Me?" said John Hopkins. "Just give me one of those roses in the bunch you are wearing, will
you?"

The lady gave him a red, red rose. John Hopkins kissed it, stuffed it into his vest pocket,
opened the door and walked into the room. It was a handsome library, softly but brightly lighted.
A young man was there, reading.

"Books on etiquette is what you want to study,” said John Hopkins, abruptly. "Get up here, and
I'll give you some lessors. Be rude to a lady, will you?"

The young man looked mildly surprised. Then he arose languidly, dextrously caught the
arms of John Hopkins and conducted him irresistibly to the front door of the house.

"Beware, Ralph Branscombe,” cried the lady, who had followed, "what you do to the
gallant man who has tried to protect me."

The young man shoved John Hopkins gently out the door and then closed it.

"Bess," he said calmly, "I wish you would quit reading historical novels. How in the world did
that fellow get in here?"

"Armand brought him," said the young lady. "I think you are awfully mean not to let me have
that St. Bernard. | sent Armand for Walter. | was so angry with you."

"Be sensible, Bess," said the young man, taking her arm. "That dog isn't safe. He has bitten two
or three people around the kennels. Come now, let's go tell auntie we are in good humor again.”
Arm in arm, they moved away.

John Hopkins walked to his flat. The janitor's five-year-old daughter was playing on the
steps. Hopkins gave her a nice, red rose and walked upstairs.

Mrs. Hopkins was philandering with curl-papers.

"Get your cigar?" she asked, disinterestedly.
"Sure," said Hopkins, "and | knocked around a while outside. It's a nice night."”

He sat upon the hornblende sofa, took out the stump of his cigar, lighted it, and gazed at
the graceful figures in "The Storm™ on the opposite wall.

"I was telling you," said he, "about Mr. Whipple's suit. It's a gray, with an invisible check, and it
looks fine."

[1l. ALICKPENNY LOVER

There, were 3,000 girls in the Biggest Store. Masie was one of them. She was eighteen
and a saleslady in the gents' gloves. Here she became versed in two varieties of human beings-
the kind of gents who buy their gloves in department stores and the kind of women who buy
gloves for unfortunate gents. Besides this wide knowledge of the human species, Masie had
acquired other information. She had listened to the promulgated wisdom of the 2,999 other girls
and had stored it in a brain that was as secretive and wary as that of a Maltese cat.

Perhaps nature, foreseeing that she would lack wise counsellors, had mingled the saving
ingredient of shrewdness along with her beauty, as she has endowed the silver fox of the
priceless fur above the other animals with cunning.

For Masie was beautiful. She was a deep-tinted blonde, with the calm poise of a lady who
cooks butter cakes in a window. She stood behind her counter in the Biggest Store; and as you
closed your hand over the tape-line for your glove measure you thought of Hebe; and as you
looked again you wondered how she had come by Minerva's eyes.
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When the floorwalker was not looking Masie chewed tutti frutti; when he was looking
she gazed up as if at the clouds and smiled wistfully.

That is the shopgirl smile, and | enjoin you to shun it unless you are well fortified with
callosity of the heart, caramels and a congeniality for the capers of Cupid. This smile belonged to
Masie's recreation hours and not to the store; but the floorwalker must have his own. He is the
Shylock of the stores. When he comes nosing around the bridge of his nose is a toll-bridge. It is
goo-goo eyes or "git" when he looks toward a pretty girl. Of course not all floorwalkers are thus.
Only a few days ago the papers printed news of one over eighty years of age.

One day Irving Carter, painter, millionaire, traveller, poet, automobilist, happened to
enter the Biggest Store. It is due to him to add that his visit was not voluntary. Filial duty took
him by the collar and dragged him inside, while his mother philandered among the bronze and
terra-cotta statuettes.

Carter strolled across to the glove counter in order to shoot a few minutes on the wing.
His need for gloves was genuine; he had forgotten to bring a pair with him. But his action hardly
calls for apology, because he had never heard of glove-counter flirtations.

As he neared the vicinity of his fate he hesitated, suddenly conscious of this unknown
phase of Cupid's less worthy profession.

Three or four cheap fellows, sonorously garbed, were leaning over the counters, wrestling
with the mediatorial hand-coverings, while giggling girls played vivacious seconds to their lead
upon the strident string of coquetry. Carter would have retreated, but he had gone too far. Masie
confronted him behind her counter with a questioning look in eyes as coldly, beautifully, warmly
blue as the glint of summer sunshine on an iceberg drifting in Southern seas.

And then Irving Carter, painter, millionaire, etc., felt a warm flush rise to his
aristocratically pale face. But not from diffidence. The blush was intellectual in origin. He knew
in a moment that he stood in the ranks of the ready-made youths who wooed the giggling girls at
other counters. Himself leaned against the oaken trysting place of a cockney Cupid with a desire
in his heart for the favor of a glove salesgirl. He was no more than Bill and Jack and Mickey.
And then he felt a sudden tolerance for them, and an elating, courageous contempt for the
conventions upon which he had fed, and an unhesitating determination to have this perfect
creature for his own.

When the gloves were paid for and wrapped Carter lingered for a moment. The dimples
at the corners of Masie's damask mouth deepened. All gentlemen who bought gloves lingered in
just that way. She curved an arm, showing like Psyche's through her shirt-waist sleeve, and
rested an elbow upon the show-case edge.

Carter had never before encountered a situation of which he had not been perfect master.
But now he stood far more awkward than Bill or Jack or Mickey. He had no chance of meeting
this beautiful girl socially. His mind struggled to recall the nature and habits of shopgirls as he
had read or heard of them. Somehow he had received the idea that they sometimes did not insist
too strictly upon the regular channels of introduction. His heart beat loudly at the thought of
proposing an unconventional meeting with this lovely and virginal being. But the tumult in his
heart gave him courage.

After a few friendly and well-received remarks on general subjects, he laid his card by

her hand on the counter.
"Will you please pardon me," he said, "if | seem too bold; but I earnestly hope you will allow me
the pleasure of seeing you again. There is my name; | assure you that it is with the greatest
respect that | ask the favor of becoming one of your fr-acquaintances. May | not hope for the
privilege?"

Masie knew men-especially men who buy gloves. Without hesitation she looked him
frankly and smilingly in the eyes, and said:

"Sure. | guess you're all right. 1 don't usually go out with strange gentlemen, though. It ain't quite
ladylike. When should you want to see me again?"
"As soon as | may," said Carter. "If you would allow me to call at your home, 1"
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Masie laughed musically. "Oh, gee, no!" she said, emphatically. "If you could see our flat
once! There's five of us in three rooms. I'd just like to see ma's face if | was to bring a gentleman
friend
there!"

"Anywhere, then," said the enamored Carter, "that will be convenient to you."

"Say," suggested Masie, with a bright-idea look in her peach-blow face; "I guess Thursday night
will about suit me. Suppose you come to the corner of Eighth Avenue and Forty-eighth Street at
7:30. | live right near the corner. But I've got to be back home by eleven. Ma never lets me stay
out after eleven.”

Carter promised gratefully to keep the tryst, and then hastened to his mother, who was
looking about for him to ratify her purchase of a bronze Diana.

A salesgirl, with small eyes and an obtuse nose, strolled near Masie, with a friendly leer.
"Did you make a hit with his nobs, Mase?" she asked, familiarly.

"The gentleman asked permission to call,” answered Masie, with the grand air, as she slipped
Carter's card into the bosom of her waist.

"Permission to call!" echoed small eyes, with a snigger. "Did he say anything about dinner in the
Waldorf and a spin in his auto afterward?"

"Oh, cheese it!" said Masie, wearily. "You've been used to swell things, | don't think. You've had
a swelled head ever since that hose-cart driver took you out to a chop suey joint. No, he never
mentioned the Waldorf; but there's a Fifth Avenue address on his card, and if he buys the supper
you can bet your life there won't be no pigtail on the waiter what takes the order."

As Carter glided away from the Biggest Store with his mother in his electric runabout, he
bit his lip with a dull pain at his heart.

He knew that love had come to him for the first time in all the twenty-nine years of his
life. And that the object of it should make so readily an appointment with him at a street corner,
though it was a step toward his desires, tortured him with misgivings.

Carter did not know the shop girl. He did not know that her home is often either a
scarcely habitable tiny room or a domicile filled to overflowing with kith and kin. The street-
corner is her parlor, the park is her drawing-room; the avenue is her garden walk; yet for the
most part she is as inviolate mistress of herself in them as is my lady inside her tapes tried
chamber.

One evening at dusk, two weeks after their first meeting, Carter and Masie strolled arm-
in-arm into a little, dimly-lit park. They found a bench, tree-shadowed and secluded, and sat
there.

For the first time his arm stole gently around her. Her golden-bronze head slid restfully
against his shoulder.

"Gee!" sighed Masie, thankfully. "Why didn't you ever think of that before?"

"Masie," said Carter, earnestly, "you surely know that I love you. | ask you sincerely to marry
me. You know me well enough by this time to have no doubts of me. | want you, and | must
have you. | care nothing for the difference in our stations."

"What is the difference?" asked Masie, curiously.

"Well, there isn't any," said Carter, quickly, "except in the minds of foolish people. It is in my
power to give you a life of luxury. My social position is beyond dispute, and my means are
ample."”

"They all say that," remarked Masie. "It's the kid they all give you. I suppose you really work in
a delicatessen or follow the races. I ain't as green as | look."

"I can furnish you all the proofs you want," said Carter, gently. "And | want you, Masie. | loved
you the first day I saw you."

"They all do," said Masie, with an amused laugh, "to hear 'em talk. If I could meet a man that got
stuck on me the third time he'd seen me | think I'd get mashed on him."

"Please don't say such things," pleaded Carter. "Listen to me, dear.
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Ever since | first looked into your eyes you have been the only woman in the world for
me."

"Oh, ain't you the kidder!" smiled Masie. "How many other girls did you ever tell that?"

But Carter persisted. And at length he reached the flimsy, fluttering little soul of the
shopgirl that existed somewhere deep down in her lovely bosom. His words penetrated the heart
whose very lightness was its safest armor. She looked up at him with eyes that saw. And a warm
glow visited her cool cheeks. Tremblingly, awfully, her moth wings closed, and she seemed
about to settle upon the flower of love. Some faint glimmer of life and its possibilities on the
other side of her glove counter dawned upon her. Carter felt the change and crowded the
opportunity.

"Marry me, Masie," he whispered softly, "and we will go away from this ugly city to
beautiful ones. We will forget work and business, and life will be one long holiday. |1 know
where | should take you-1 have been there often. Just think of a shore where summer is eternal,
where the waves are always rippling on the lovely beach and the people are happy and free as
children. We will sail to those shores and remain there as long as you please. In one of those far-
away cities there are grand and lovely palaces and towers full of beautiful pictures and statues.
The streets of the city are water, and one travels about in"

"I know," said Masie, sitting up suddenly. "Gondolas."

"Yes," smiled Carter.

"I thought so," said Masie.

"And then,” continued Carter, "we will travel on and see whatever we wish in the world. After
the European cities we will visit India and the ancient cities there, and ride on elephants and see
the wonderful temples of the Hindoos and Brahmins and the Japanese gardens and the camel
trains and chariot races in Persia, and all the queer sights of foreign countries. Don't you think
you would like it, Masie?"

Masie rose to her feet.

"I think we had better be going home," she said, coolly. "It's getting late."

Carter humored her. He had come to know her varying, thistle-down moods, and that it
was useless to combat them. But he felt a certain happy triumph. He had held for a moment,
though but by a silken thread, the soul of his wild Psyche, and hope was stronger within him.
Once she had folded her wings and her cool hand had closed about his own.

At the Biggest Store the next day Masie's chum, Lulu, waylaid her in an angle of the
counter,

"How are you and your swell friend making it? she asked.

"Oh, him?" said Masie, patting her side curls. "He ain't in it any more. Say, Lu, what do you
think that fellow wanted me to do?"

"Go on the stage?" guessed Lulu, breathlessly.

"Nit; he's too cheap a guy for that. He wanted me to marry him and go down to Coney Island for
a wedding tour!"

Tasks:

Translate the text;

Analyse the situation and think about the relationship between the heroes.
How is it reflected in their speech?

Comment upon the difference in translation principles.

Discuss the results.

Make a glossary.

curwhE
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New Moon
By Stephenie Meyer

Part 1.

| was ninety-nine point nine percent sure | was dreaming. The reasons | was so certain
were that, first, | was standing in a bright shaft of sunlight-the kind of blinding clear sun that
never shone on my drizzly new hometown in Forks, Washington-and second, |
was looking at my Grandma Marie. Gran had been dead for six years now, so that was solid
evidence toward the dream theory.

Gran hadn't changed much; her face looked just the same as | remembered it. The skin
was soft and withered, bent into a thousand tiny creases that clung gently to the bone underneath.
Like a dried apricot, but with a puff of thick white hair standing out in a cloud around it.

Our mouths-hers a wizened picker-spread into the same surprised half-smile at just the
same time. Apparently, she hadn't been expecting to see me, either.

| was about to ask her a question; | had so many-What was she doing here in my cream?
What had she been up to in the past six years? Was Pop okay, and had they found each other,
wherever they were?-but she opened her mouth when I did, so | stopped to let her go first. She
paused, too, and then we Goth smiled at the little awkwardness.

"Bella!"

It wasn't Gran who called my name, and we both turned to see the addition to our small
reunion. | didn't have to look to know who it was; this was a voice | would know anywhere-
know, and respond to, whether I was awake or asleep... or even dead, I'd bet. The voice I'd walk
through fire for-or, less dramatically, slosh every day through the cold and endless rain for.
Edward.

Even though | was always thrilled to see him-conscious or otherwise-and even though |
was almost positive that | was dreaming, | panicked as Edward walked toward us through the
glaring sunlight. I panicked because Gran didn't know that | was in love with a vampire-nobody
knew that-so how was | supposed to explain the fact that the brilliant sunbeams were shattering
off his skin into a thousand rainbow shards like he was made of crystal or diamond?

Well, Gran, yon might have noticed that my boyfriend glitters. It's just something he does in the
sun. Don't worry about it...\NWhat was he doing? The whole reason he lived in Forks, the rainiest
place in the world, was so that he could be outside in the daytime without exposing his family's
secret. Yet here he was, strolling gracefully toward me-with the most beautiful smile on his
angel's face-as if | were the only one here.

In that second, | wished that I was not the one exception to his mysterious talent; |
usually felt grateful that | was the only person whose thoughts he couldn't hear just as clearly as
if they were spoken aloud.

But now | wished he could hear me, too, so that he could hear the warning | was
screaming in my head. | shot a panicked glance back at Gran, and saw that it was too late. She
was just turning to stare back at me, her eyes as alarmed as mine.

Edward-still smiling so beautifully that my heart felt like it was going to swell up and
burst through my chest-put his arm around my shoulder and turned to face my grandmother.
Gran's expression surprised me. Instead of looking horrified, she was staring at me sheepishly, as
if waiting for a scolding. And she was standing in such a strange position-one arm held
awkwardly away from her body, stretched out and then curled around the air. Like she had her
arm around someone I couldn't see, someone invisible...

Only then, as | looked at the bigger picture, did I notice the huge gilt frame that enclosed
my grandmother's form. Uncomprehending, | raised the hand that wasn't wrapped around
Edward's waist and reached out to touch her. She mimicked the movement exactly, mirrored it.
But where our fingers should have met, there was nothing but cold glass...

With a dizzying jolt, my dream abruptly became a nightmare. There was no Gran.
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That was me. Me in a mirror. Me-ancient, creased, and withered. Edward stood beside me,
casting no reflection, excruciatingly lovely and forever seventeen. He pressed his icy, perfect lips
against my wasted cheek.

"Happy birthday," he whispered.

I woke with a start-my eyelids popping open wide-and gasped. Dull gray light, the
familiar light of an overcast morning, took the place of the blinding sun in my dream.

Just a dream, | told myself. It was only a dream. | took a deep breath, and then jumped again
when my alarm went off. The little calendar in the corner of the clock’s display informed me that
today was September thirteenth.

Only a dream, but prophetic enough in one way, at least. Today was my birthday. | was
officially eighteen years old.

I'd been dreading this day for months.

All through the perfect summer-the happiest summer | had ever had, the happiest summer
anyone anywhere had ever had, and the rainiest summer in the history of the Olympic Peninsula-
this bleak date had lurked in ambush, waiting to spring.

And now that it had hit, it was even worse than I'd feared it would be. | could feel it-1 was older.
Every day | got older, but this was different, worse, quantifiable. | was eighteen.
And Edward never would be.

When | went to brush my teeth, 1 was almost surprised that the face in the mirror hadn't
changed. | stared at myself, looking for some sign of impending wrinkles in my ivory skin. The
only creases were the ones on my forehead, though, and I knew that if I could manage to relax,
they would disappear. | couldn't. My eyebrows stayed lodged in a worried line over my anxious
brown eyes.

It was just a dream, I reminded myself again. Just a dream... but also my worst
nightmare. | skipped breakfast, in a hurry to get out of the house as quickly as possible. I wasn't
entirely able to avoid my dad, and so | had to spend a few minutes acting cheerful. I honestly
tried to be excited about the gifts I'd asked him not to get me, but every time | had to smile, it felt
like I might start crying. | struggled to get a grip on myself as I drove to school. The vision of
Gran-1 would not think of it as me-was hard to get out of my head. I couldn't feel anything but
despair until I pulled into the familiar parking lot behind Forks High School and spotted Edward
leaning motionlessly against his polished silver Volvo, like a marble tribute to some forgotten
pagan god of beauty. The dream had not done him justice. And he was waiting there for me, just
the same as every other day. Despair momentarily vanished; wonder took its place. Even after
half a year with him, I still couldn't believe that | deserved this degree of good fortune.

His sister Alice was standing by his side, waiting for me, too. Of course Edward and
Alice weren't really related (in Forks the story was that all the Cullen siblings were adopted by
Dr. Carlisle Culler and his wife, Esme, both plainly too young to have teenage children), but
their skin was precisely the same pale shade, their eyes had the same strange golden tint, with the
same deep, bruise-like shadows beneath them. Her face, like his, was also startlingly beautiful.
To someone in the know-someone like me-these similarities marked them for what they were.

The sight of Alice waiting there-her tawny eyes brilliant with excitement, and a small
silver-wrapped square in her hands-made me frown. I'd told Alice I didn't want anything,
anything, not gifts or even attention, for my birthday. Obviously, my wishes were being ignored.
| slammed the door of my '53 Chevy truck-a shower of rust specks fluttered down to the wet
blacktop-and walked slowly toward where they waited. Alice skipped forward to meet me, her
pixie face glowing under her spiky black hair.

"Happy birthday, Bella!"
"Shh!" | hissed, glancing around the lot to make sure no one had heard her. The last thing I
wanted was some kind of celebration of the black event.

She ignored me. "Do you want to open your present now or later?" she asked eagerly as
we made our way to where Edward still waited.

"No presents,” | protested in a mumble.
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She finally seemed to process my mood. "Okay... later, then. Did you like the scrapbook your
mom sent you? And the camera from Charlie?"

| sighed. Of course she would know what my birthday presents were. Edward wasn't the
only membe of his family with unusual skills. Alice would have "seen™ what my parents were
planning as soon as they'd decided that themselves.

"Yeah. They're great.”

"I think it's a nice idea. You're only a senior once. Might as well document the experience."
"How many times have you been a senior?"

"That's different.”

We reached Edward then, and he held out his hand for mine. | took it eagerly, forgetting,
for a moment, my glum mood. His skin was, as always, smooth, hard, and very cold. He gave my
fingers a gentle squeeze. | looked into his liquid topa2 eyes, and my heart gave a not-quite-so-
gentle squeeze of its own.

Hearing the stutter in my heartbeats, he smiled again.

He lifted his free hand and traced one cool fingertip around the outside of my lips as he spoke.
"So, as discussed, | am not allowed to wish you a happy birthday, is that correct?"

"Yes. That is correct.” | could never quite mimic the flow of his perfect, formal articulation. It
was something that could only be picked up in an earlier century.

"Just checking.” He ran his hand through his tousled bronze hair. "You might have changed your
mind.

Most people seem to enjoy things like birthdays and gifts."

Alice laughed, and the sound was all silver, a wind chime. "Of course you'll enjoy it. Everyone is
supposed to be nice to you today and give you your way, Bella. What's the worst that could
happen?" She meant it as a rhetorical question.

"Getting older,” I answered anyway, and my voice was not as steady as | wanted it to be.

Beside me, Edward's smile tightened into a hard line.

"Eighteen isn't very old,” Alice said. "Don't women usually wait till they're twenty-nine to get
upset over birthdays?"

"It's older than Edward," | mumbled.

He sighed.

"Technically,” she said, keeping her tone light. "Just by one little year, though.”

And I supposed... if I could be sure of the future | wanted, sure that I would get to spend forever
with Edward, and Alice and the rest of the Cullens (preferably not as a wrinkled little old lady)...
then a year or two one direction or the other wouldn't matter to me so much. But Edward was
dead set against any future that changed me. Any future that made me like him-that made me
immortal, too. An impasse, he called it.

| couldn't really see Edward's point, to be honest. What was so great about mortality?
Being a vampire didn't look like such a terrible thing-not the way the Cullens did it, anyway.
"What time will you be at the house?" Alice continued, changing the subject. From her
expression, she was up to exactly the kind of thing I'd been hoping to avoid.

"I didn't know | had plans to be there."

"Oh, be fair, Bella!" she complained. "You aren't going to ruin all our fun like that, are you?"

"I thought my birthday was about what | want."

"I'll get her from Charlie's right after school," Edward told her, ignoring me altogether.

"I have to work," | protested.

"You don't, actually,” Alice told me smugly. "I already spoke to Mrs. Newton about it. She's
trading your

shifts. She said to tell you 'Happy Birthday.
"I-1 still can't come over," | stammered, scrambling for an excuse. "I, well, | haven't watched
Romeo

and Juliet yet for English."

Alice snorted. "You have Romeo and Juliet memorized."
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"But Mr. Berty said we needed to see it performed to fully appreciate it-that's how Shakespeare
intended it to be presented."

Edward rolled his eyes.

"You've already seen the movie," Alice accused.

"But not the nineteen-sixties version. Mr. Berty said it was the best."

Finally, Alice lost the smug smile and glared at me. "This can be easy, or this can be hard, Bella,
but one way or the other-" Edward interrupted her threat. "Relax, Alice. If Bella wants to watch a
movie, then she can. It's her birthday."

"So there," | added.

"I'll bring her over around seven," he continued. "That will give you more time to set up."

Alice's laughter chimed again. "Sounds good. See you tonight, Bella! It'll be fun, you'll see.” She
grinned-the wide smile exposed all her perfect, glistening teeth-then pecked me on the cheek and
danced off toward her first class before I could respond.

"Edward, please-" | started to beg, but he pressed one cool finger to my lips.

"Let's discuss it later. We're going to be late for class.”

No one bothered to stare at us as we took our usual seats in the back of the classroom (we
had almost every class together now-it was amazing the favors Edward could get the female
administrators to do for him). Edward and | had been together too long now to be an object of
gossip anymore. Even Mike Newton didn't bother to give me the glum stare that used to make
me feel a little guilty. He smiled now instead, and | was glad he seemed to have accepted that we
could only be friends. Mike had changed over the summer-his face had lost some of the
roundness, making his cheekbones more prominent, and he was wearing his pale blond hair a
new way; instead of bristly, it was longer and gelled into a carefully casual disarray. It was easy
to see where his inspiration came from-but Edward's look wasn't something that could be
achieved through imitation. As the day progressed, | considered ways to get out of whatever was
going down at the Cullen house tonight. It would be bad enough to have to celebrate when | was
in the mood to mourn. But, worse than that, this was sure to involve attention and gifts.

Attention is never a good thing, as any other accident-prone klutz would agree. No one
wants a spotlight when they're likely to fall on their face. And I'd very pointedly asked-well,
ordered really-that no one give me any presents this year. It looked like Charlie and Renee
weren't the only ones who had decided to overlook that. I'd never had much money, and that had
never bothered me. Renee had raised me on a kindergarten teacher's salary. Charlie wasn't
getting rich at his job, either-he was the police chief here in the tiny town of Forks. My only
personal income came from the three days a week | worked at the local sporting goods store. In a
town this small, I was lucky to have a job. Every penny | made went into my microscopic
college fund. (College was Plan B. | was still hoping for Plan A, but Edward was just so
stubborn about leaving me human...) Edward had a lot of money-I didn't even want to think
about how much. Money meant next to nothing to Edward or the rest of the Cullens. It was just
something that accumulated when you had unlimited time on your hands and a sister who had an
uncanny ability to predict trends in the stock market. Edward didn't seem to understand why |
objected to him spending money on me-why it made me uncomfortable if he took me to an
expensive restaurant in Seattle, why he wasn't allowed to buy me a car that could reach speeds
over fifty-five miles an hour, or why I wouldn't let him pay my college tuition (he was
ridiculously enthusiastic about Plan B). Edward thought | was being unnecessarily difficult. But
how could I let him give me things when | had nothing to reciprocate with? He, for some
unfathomable reason, wanted to be with me. Anything he gave me on top of that just threw us
more out of balance. As the day went on, neither Edward nor Alice brought my birthday up
again, and | began to relax a little. We sat at our usual table for lunch. A strange kind of truce
existed at that table. The three of us-Edward, Alice, and I-sat on the extreme southern end of the
table. Now that the "older" and somewhat scarier (in Emmett's case, certainly) Cullen siblings
had graduated, Alice and Edward did not seem quite so intimidating, and we did not sit here
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alone. My other friends, Mike and Jessica (who were in the awkward post-breakup friendship
phase),

Angela and Ben (whose relationship had survived the summer), Eric, Conner, Tyler, and
Lauren (though that last one didn't really count in the friend category) all sat at the same table, on
the other side of an invisible line. That line dissolved on sunny days when Edward and Alice
always skipped school, and then the conversation would swell out effortlessly to include me.
Edward and Alice didn't find this minor ostracism odd or hurtful the way | would have. They
barely noticed it. People always felt strangely ill at ease with the Cullens, almost afraid for some
reason they couldn't explain to themselves. | was a rare exception to that rule. Sometimes it
bothered Edward how very comfortable | was with being close to him. He thought he was
hazardous to my health-an opinion I rejected vehemently whenever he voiced it. The afternoon
passed quickly. School ended, and Edward walked me to my truck as he usually did. But this
time, he held the passenger door open for me. Alice must have been taking his car home so that
he could keep me from making a run for it. | folded my arms and made no move to get out of the
rain.

"It's my birthday, don't | get to drive?"

"I'm pretending it's not your birthday, just as you wished."

"If it's not my birthday, then I don't have to go to your house tonight..."

"All right." He shut the passenger door and walked past me to open the driver's side. "Happy
birthday."

"Shh," I shushed him halfheartedly. I climbed in the opened door, wishing he'd taken the other
offer. Edward played with the radio while | drove, shaking his head in disapproval.

"Your radio has horrible reception.”

| frowned. I didn't like it when he picked on my truck. The truck was great-it had personality.
"You want a nice stereo? Drive your own car.” | was so nervous about Alice's plans, on top of
my already gloomy mood, that the words came out sharper than I'd meant them. | was hardly
ever bad-tempered with Edward, and my tone made him press his lips together to keep from
smiling. When | parked in front of Charlie's house, he reached over to take my face in his hands.
He handled me very carefully, pressing just the tips of his fingers softly against my temples, my
cheekbones, my jawline. Like | was especially breakable. Which was exactly the case-compared
with him, at least.

"You should be in a good mood, today of all days," he whispered. His sweet breath fanned across
my face.

"And if | don't want to be in a good mood?" | asked, my breathing uneven.

His golden eyes smoldered. "Too bad.” My head was already spinning by the time he leaned
closer and pressed his icy lips against mine. As he intended, no doubt, I forgot all about my
worries, and concentrated on remembering how to inhale and exhale. His mouth lingered on
mine, cold and smooth and gentle, until I wrapped my arms around his neck and threw myself
into the kiss with a little too much enthusiasm. I could feel his lips curve upward as he let go

of my face and reached back to unlock my grip on him. Edward had drawn many careful lines
for our physical relationship, with the intent being to keep me alive. Though | respected the need
for maintaining a safe distance between my skin and his razor-sharp, venom-coated teeth, |
tended to forget about trivial things like that when he was kissing me.

"Be good, please," he breathed against my cheek. He pressed his lips gently to mine one more
time and then pulled away, folding my arms across my stomach. My pulse was thudding in my
ears. | put one hand over my heart. It drummed hyperactively under my palm.

"Do you think I'll ever get better at this?" | wondered, mostly to myself. "That my heart might
someday stop trying to jump out of my chest whenever you touch me?"

"I really hope not," he said, a bit smug. | rolled my eyes. "Let's go watch the Capulets and
Montagues hack each other up, all right?"

"Your wish, my command." Edward sprawled across the couch while I started the movie, fast-
forwarding through the opening credits. When | perched on the edge of the sofa in front of him,
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he wrapped his arms around my waist and pulled me against his chest. It wasn't exactly as
comfortable as a sofa cushion would be, what with his chest being hard and cold-and perfect-as
an ice sculpture, but it was definitely preferable. He pulled the old afghan off the back of the
couch and draped it over me so | wouldn't freeze beside his body.

"You know, I've never had much patience with Romeo," he commented as the movie started.
"What's wrong with Romeo?" | asked, a little offended. Romeo was one of my favorite fictional
characters. Until I'd met Edward, 1'd sort of had a thing for him.

"Well, first of all, he's in love with this Rosaline-don't you think it makes him seem a little
fickle? And then, a few minutes after their wedding, he Kills Juliet's cousin. That's not very
brilliant. Mistake after mistake. Could he have destroyed his own happiness any more
thoroughly?" I sighed. "Do you want me to watch this alone?"

"No, I'll mostly be watching you, anyway." His fingers traced patterns across the skin of my arm,
raising goose bumps. "Will you cry?"

"Probably,” I admitted, "if I'm paying attention."”

"I won't distract you then.” But | felt his lips on my hair, and it was very distracting.

The movie eventually captured my interest, thanks in large part to Edward whispering
Romeo’s lines in my ear-his irresistible, velvet voice made the actor's voice sound weak and
coarse by comparison. And I did cry, to his amusement, when Juliet woke and found her new
husband dead.

"I'll admit, | do sort of envy him here,” Edward said, drying the tears with a lock of my hair.
"She's very pretty."”

He made a disgusted sound. "I don't envy him the girl-just the ease of the suicide,” he
clarified in a teasing tone. "You humans have it so easy! All you have to do is throw down one
tiny vial of plant extracts..."

"What?" | gasped.

"It's something | had to think about once, and | knew from Carlisle's experience that it wouldn't
be simple. I'm not even sure how many ways Carlisle tried to kill himself in the beginning...
after he realized what he'd become..." His voice, which had grown serious, turned light again.
"And he's clearly still in excellent health.”

| twisted around so that | could read his face. "What are you talking about?" I demanded.
"What do you mean, this something you had to think about once?"

"Last spring, when you were... nearly killed..." He paused to take a deep breath, snuggling to
return to his teasing tone. "Of course | was trying to focus on finding you alive, but part of my
mind was making contingency plans. Like I said, it's not as easy for me as it is for a human."

For one second, the memory of my last trip to Phoenix washed through my head and made me
feel dizzy. | could see it all so clearly-the blinding sun, the heat waves coming off the concrete as
| ran with desperate haste to find the sadistic vampire who wanted to torture me to death. James,
waiting in the mirrored room with my mother as his hostage-or so I'd thought. | hadn't known it
was all a ruse. Just as James hadn't known that Edward was racing to save me; Edward made it in
time, but it had been a close one. Unthinkingly, my fingers traced the crescent-shaped scar on my
hand that was always just a few degrees cooler than the rest of my skin.

| shook my head-as if | could shake away the bad memories-and tried to grasp what Edward
meant. My stomach plunged uncomfortably. "Contingency plans?" | repeated.

"Well, I wasn't going to live without you." He rolled his eyes as if that fact were childishly
obvious. "But | wasn't sure how to do it-I knew Emmett and Jasper would never help... so I was
thinking maybe | would go to Italy and do something to provoke the Volturi."”

| didn't want to believe he was serious, but his golden eyes were brooding, focused on something
far away in the distance as he contemplated ways to end his own life. Abruptly, I was furious.
"What is a Volturi?" | demanded.

"The Volturi are a family," he explained, his eyes still remote. "A very old, very powerful family
of our kind. They are the closest thing our world has to a royal family, I suppose. Carlisle lived
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with them briefly in his early years, in Italy, before he settled in America-do you remember the
story?"
"Of course | remember."

| would never forget the first time I'd gone to his home, the huge white mansion buried
deep in the forest beside the river, or the room where Carlisle-Edward's father in so many real
ways-kept a wall of paintings that illustrated his personal history. The most vivid, most wildly
colorful canvas there, the largest, was from Carlisle's time in Italy. Of course | remembered the
calm quartet of men, each with the exquisite face of a seraph, painted into the highest balcony
overlooking the swirling mayhem of color. Though the painting was centuries old, Carlisle-the
blond angel-remained unchanged. And | remembered the three others, Carlisle's early
acquaintances. Edward had never used the name Volturi for the beautiful trio, two black-haired,
one snow white. He'd called them Aro, Caius, and Marcus, nighttime patrons of the arts...
"Anyway, you don't irritate the Volturi,” Edward went on, interrupting ray reverie. "Not unless
you want to die-or whatever it is we do." His voice was so calm, it made him sound almost bored
by the prospect. My anger turned to horror. | took his marble face between my hands and held it
very tightly.
"You must never, never, never think of anything like that again!" I said. "No matter what might
ever happen to me, you are not allowed to hurt yourself!"
"I'll never put you in danger again, so it's a moot point."
"Put me in danger! | thought we'd established that all the bad luck is my fault?” I was getting
angrier.
"How dare you even think like that?" The idea of Edward ceasing to exist, even if | were dead,
was impossibly painful.
"What would you do, if the situation were reversed?" he asked.
"That's not the same thing." He didn't seem to understand the difference. He chuckled.
"What if something did happen to you?" I blanched at the thought. "Would you want me to go off
myself?" A trace of pain touched his perfect features.
"I guess I see your point... a little," he admitted. "But what would | do without you?"
"Whatever you were doing before | came along and complicated your existence.” He sighed.
"You make that sound so easy."
"It should be. I'm not really that interesting."
He was about to argue, but then he let it go. "Moot point,” he reminded me. Abruptly, he pulled
himself up into a more formal posture, shifting me to the side so that we were no longer
touching.
"Charlie?" | guessed.

Edward smiled. After a moment, | heard the sound of the police cruiser pulling into the
driveway. | reached out and took his hand firmly. My dad could deal with that much.
Charlie came in with a pizza box in his hands.
"Hey, kids." He grinned at me. "I thought you'd like a break from cooking and washing dishes
for your
birthday. Hungry?" "Sure. Thanks, Dad."

Charlie didn't comment on Edward's apparent lack of appetite. He was used to Edward
passing on dinner.
"Do you mind if | borrow Bella for the evening?" Edward asked when Charlie and | were done.
| looked at Charlie hopefully. Maybe he had some concept of birthdays as stay-at-home, family
affairs-this was my first birthday with him, the first birthday since my mom, Renee, had
remarried and gone to live in Florida, so | didn't know what he would expect.
"That's fine-the Mariners are playing the Sox tonight,” Charlie explained, and my hope
disappeared.
"So I won't be any kind of company... Here." He scooped up the camera he'd gotten me on
Renee's suggestion (because | would need pictures to fill up my scrap-book), and threw it to me.
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He ought to know better than that-1'd always been coordinationally challenged. The camera
glanced off the tip of my finger, and tumbled toward the floor. Edward snagged it before it could
crash onto the linoleum.
"Nice save,"” Charlie noted. "If they're doing something fun at the Cullens' tonight, Bella, you
should take some pictures. You know how your mother gets-she'll be wanting to see the pictures
faster than you can take them."”
"Good idea, Charlie," Edward said, handing me the camera.
| turned the camera on Edward, and snapped the first picture. "It works."
"That's good. Hey, say hi to Alice for me. She hasn't been over in a while." Charlie's mouth
pulled down at one corner.
"It's been three days, Dad,"” | reminded him. Charlie was crazy about Alice. He'd become
attached last spring when she'd helped me through my awkward convalescence; Charlie would
be fore'ter grateful to her for saving him from the horror of an almost-adult daughter who needed
help showering. "I'll tell her.”
"Okay. You kids have fun tonight.” It was clearly a dismissal. Charlie was already edging toward
the living room and the TV.

Edward smiled, triumphant, and took my hand to pull me from the kitchen.
When we got to the truck, he opened the passenger door for me again, and this time | didn't
argue. | still had a hard time finding the obscure turnoff to his house in the dark.

Edward drove north through Forks, visibly chafing at the speed limit enforced by my
prehistoric Chevy.

The engine groaned even louder than usual as he pushed it over fifty.
"Take it easy,” | warned him.
"You know what you would love? A nice little Audi coupe. Very quiet, lots of power..."
"There's nothing wrong with my truck. And speaking of expensive nonessentials, if you know
what's good for you, you didn't spend any money on birthday presents."
"Not a dime," he said virtuously.
"Good."”
"Can you do me a favor?"
"That depends on what it is."
He sighed, his lovely face serious. "Bella, the last real birthday any of us had was Emmett in
1935. Cut us a little slack, and don't be too difficult tonight. They're all very excited."
It always startled me a little when he brought up things like that. "Fine, I'll behave."
"I probably should warn you..."
"Please do."
"When I say they're all excited... I do mean all of them."”
"Everyone?" | choked. "I thought Emmett and Rosalie were in Africa.”" The rest of Forks was
under the impression that the older Cullens had gone off to college this year, to Dartmouth, but I
knew better.
"Emmett wanted to be here."”
"But... Rosalie?"
"I know, Bella. Don't worry, she'll be on her best behavior."

| didn't answer. Like | could just not worry, that easy. Unlike Alice, Edward's other
"adopted” sister, the golden blond and exquisite Rosalie, didn't like me much. Actually, the
feeling was a little bit stronger than just dislike. As far as Rosalie was concerned, | was an
unwelcome intruder into her family's secret life.

| felt horribly guilty about the present situation, guessing that Rosalie and Emmett's
prolonged absence was my fault, even as | furtively enjoyed not having to see her Emmett,
Edward's playful bear of a brother, | did miss. He was in many ways just like the big brother I'd
always wanted... only much, much more terrifying.

Edward decided to change the subject. "So, if you won't let me get you the Audi, isn't
there anything that you'd like for your birthday?"
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The words came out in a whisper. "You know what | want."

A deep frown carved creases into his marble forehead. He obviously wished he'd stuck to the
subject of Rosalie. It felt like we'd had this argument a lot today.

"Not tonight, Bella. Please."

"Well, maybe Alice will give me what | want."

Edward growled-a deep, menacing sound. "This isn't going to be your last birthday, Bella,” he
vowed.

"That's not fair!"

| thought I heard his teeth clench together. We were pulling up to the house now. Bright light
shined from every window on the first two floors. A long line of glowing Japanese lanterns hung
from the porch eaves, reflecting a soft radiance on the huge cedars that surrounded the house.
Big bowls of flowers-pink roses-lined the wide stairs up to the front doors. | moaned.

Edward took a few deep breaths to calm himself. "This is a party,” he reminded me. "Try to be a
good sport."

"Sure," | muttered.

He came around to get my door, and offered me his hand.

"I have a question.”

He waited warily.

"If I develop this film,” | said, toying with the camera in my hands, "will you show up in the
picture?"

Edward started laughing. He helped me out of the car, pulled me up the stairs, and was
still laughing as he opened the door for me. They were all waiting in the huge white living room;
when | walked through the door, they greeted me with a loud chorus of "Happy birthday, Bella!"
while | blushed and looked down. Alice, | assumed, had covered every flat surface with pink
candles and dozens of crystal bowls filled with hundreds of roses.

There was a table with a white cloth draped over it next to Edward's grand piano, holding
a pink birthday cake, more roses, a stack of glass plates, and a small pile of silver-wrapped
presents. It was a hundred times worse than I'd imagined. Edward, sensing my distress, wrapped
an encouraging arm around my waist and kissed the top of my head.

Edward's parents, Carlisle and Esme-impossibly youthful and lovely as ever-were the
closest to the door. Esme hugged me carefully, her soft, caramel-colored hair brushing against
my cheek as she kissed my forehead, and then Carlisle put his arm around my shoulders.

"Sorry about this, Bella," he stage-whispered. "We couldn't rein Alice in."

Rosalie and Emmett stood behind them. Rosalie didn't smile, but at least she didn't glare.
Emmett's face was stretched into a huge grin. It had been months since I'd seen them; I'd
forgotten how gloriously beautiful Rosalie was-it almost hurt to look at her. And had Emmett
always been so... big?

"You haven't changed at all,”" Emmett said with mock disappointment. "I expected a perceptible
difference, but here you are, red-faced just like always."

"Thanks a lot, Emmett,” | said, blushing deeper.

He laughed, "I have to step out for a second"-he paused to wink conspicuously at Alice-"Don't
do anything funny while I'm gone."

"I'll try."

Alice let go of Jasper's hand and skipped forward, all her teeth sparkling in the bright
light. Jasper smiled, too, but kept his distance. He leaned, long and blond, against the post at the
foot of the stairs. During the days we'd had to spend cooped up together in Phoenix, I'd thought
he'd gotten over his aversion to me. But he'd gone back to exactly how he'd acted before-
avoiding me as much as possible-the moment he was free from that temporary obligation to
protect me. | knew it wasn't personal, just a precaution, and I tried not to be overly sensitive
about it. Jasper had more trouble sticking to the Cullens' diet than the rest of them; the scent of
human blood was much harder for him to resist than the others-he hadn't been trying as long.
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"Time to open presents,” Alice declared. She put her cool hand under my elbow and towed me to
the table with the cake and the shiny packages.

I put on my best martyr face. "Alice, |1 know I told you I didn't want anything-"

"But | didn't listen," she interrupted, smug. "Open it." She took the camera from my hands and
replaced it with a big, square silver box.

The box was so light that it felt empty. The tag on top said that it was from Emmett,
Rosalie, and Jasper. Selfconsciously, I tore the paper off and then stared at the box it concealed.
It was something electrical, with lots of numbers in the name. | opened the box, hoping for
further illumination. But the box was empty.

"Um... thanks."

Rosalie actually cracked a smile. Jasper laughed. "It's a stereo for your truck,” he
explained. "Emmett's installing it right now so that you can't return it."

Alice was always one step ahead of me. "Thanks, Jasper, Rosalie,” 1 told them, grinning
as | remembered Edward's complaints about my radio this afternoon-all a setup, apparently.
"Thanks, Emmett!" | called more loudly. I heard his booming laugh from my truck, and I
couldn't help laughing, too.

"Open mine and Edward's next," Alice said, so excited her voice was a high-pitched trill. She
held a small, flat square in her hand. | turned to give Edward a basilisk glare. *You promised."

Before he could answer, Emmett bounded through the door. "Just in time!" he crowed.
He pushed in behind Jasper, who had also drifted closer than usual to get a good look.

"I didn't spend a dime," Edward assured me. He brushed a strand of hair from my face, leaving
my skin tingling from his touch. I inhaled deeply and turned to Alice.

"Give it to me,” I sighed. Emmett chuckled with delight. | took the little package, rolling my
eyes at Edward while | stuck my finger under the edge of the paper and jerked it under the tape.
"Shoot," | muttered when the paper sliced my finger; | pulled it out to examine the damage. A
single drop of blood oozed from the tiny cut. It all happened very quickly then.

"No!" Edward roared.

He threw himself at me, flinging me back across the table. It fell, as I did, scattering the
cake and the presents, the flowers and the plates. | landed in the mess of shattered crystal.

Jasper slammed into Edward, and the sound was like the crash of boulders in a rock slide. There
was another noise, a grisly snarling that seemed to be coming from deep in Jasper's chest. Jasper
tried to shove past Edward, snapping his teeth just inches from Edward's face. Emmett grabbed
Jasper from behind in the next second, locking him into his massive steel grip, but Jasper
struggled on, his wild, empty eyes focused only on me.

Beyond the shock, there was also pain. I'd tumbled down to the floor by the piano, with
my arms thrown out instinctively to catch my fall, into the jagged shards of glass. Only now did |
feel the searing, stinging pain that ran from my wrist to the crease inside my elbow.

Dazed and disoriented, | looked up from the bright red blood pulsing out of my arm-into
the fevered eyes of the six suddenly ravenous vampires.

Tasks:

1. Read more about author’s work.

2. Analyse the stylistic and conceptual feathers of the source text and choose the key
words in it.

3. Point out the special features of author’s syntax and their connections with the
characters and situation.

4. Point out the major components and type of the rhythm of the source text including
vocabulary, syntax, style, and cultural background.
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THE IRON HEEL
by Jack London 1907
CH.I My Eagle.

THE SOFT SUMMER WIND stirs the redwoods, and Wild-Water ripples sweet
cadences over its mossy stones. There are butterflies in the sunshine, and from everywhere arises
the drowsy hum of bees. It is so quiet and peaceful, and I sit here, and ponder, and am restless. It
is the quiet that makes me restless. It seems unreal. All the world is quiet, but it is the quiet
before the storm. | strain my ears, and all my senses, for some betrayal of that impending storm.
Oh, that it may not be premature! That it may not be premature!*

- The Second Revolt was largely the work of Ernest Everhard, though he cooperated, of
course, with the European leaders. The capture and secret execution of Everhard was the great
event of the spring of 1932 A.D. Yet so thoroughly had he prepared for the revolt, that his
fellow-conspirators were able, with little confusion or delay, to carry out his plans. It was after
Everhard's execution that his wife went to Wake Robin Lodge, a small bungalow in the Sonoma
Hills of California.

- Small wonder that | am restless. | think, and think, and | cannot cease from thinking. | have
been in the thick of life so long that I oppressed by the peace and quiet, and I cannot forbear
from dwelling upon that mad maelstrom of death and destruction so soon to burst forth. In my
ears are the cries of the stricken; and I can see, as | have seen in the past,* all the marring and
mangling of the sweet, beautiful flesh, and the souls torn with violence from proud bodies and
hurled to God. Thus do we poor humans attain our ends, striving through carnage and destruction
to bring lasting peace and happiness upon the earth.

- Without doubt she here refers to the Chicago Commune.

- And then I am lonely. When | do not think of what is to come, | think of what has been
and is no more- my Eagle, beating with tireless wings the void, soaring toward what was ever
his sun, the flaming ideal of human freedom. I cannot sit idly by and wait the great event that is
his making, though he is not here to see. He devoted all the years of his manhood to it, and for
it he gave his life. It is his handiwork. He made it.

- With all respect to Avis Everhard, it must be pointed out that Everhard was but one of many
able leaders who planned the Second Revolt. And we to-day, looking back across the centuries,
can safely say that even had he lived, the Second Revolt would not have been less calamitous in
its outcome than it was.

- And so it is, in this anxious time of waiting, that I shall write of my husband. There is much
light that I alone of all persons living can throw upon his character, and so noble a character
cannot be blazoned forth too brightly. His was a great soul, and, when my love grows unselfish,
my chiefest regret is that he is not here to witness to-morrow's dawn. We cannot fail. He has
built too stoutly and too surely for that. Woe to the Iron Heel! Soon shall it be thrust back from
off prostrate humanity. When the word goes forth, the labor hosts of the entire world shall rise.

There has been nothing like it in the history of the world. The solidarity of labor is

assured, and for the first time will there be an international revolution wide as the world is wide.
- The Second Revolt was truly international. It was a colossal plan- too colossal to be
wrought by the genius of one man alone. Labor, in all the oligarchies of the world, was prepared
to rise at the signal. Germany, Italy, France, and all Australasia were labor countries- socialist
states. They were ready to lend aid to the revolution. Gallantly they did; and it was for this
reason, when the Second Revolt was crushed, that they, too, were crushed by the united
oligarchies of the world, their socialist governments being replaced by oligarchical governments.
- You see, | am full of what is impending. | have lived it day and night utterly and for so
long that it is ever present in my mind.

For that matter, I cannot think of my husband without thinking of it. He was the soul of
it, and how can | possibly separate the two in thought?
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As | have said, there is much light that | alone can throw upon his character. It is well
known that he toiled hard for liberty and suffered sore. How hard he toiled and how greatly he
suffered, I well know; for | have been with him during these twenty anxious years and | know
his patience, his untiring effort, his infinite  devotion to the Cause for which, only two months
gone, he laid down his life.

| shall try to write simply and to tell here how Ernest Everhard entered my life- how |
first met him, how he grew until 1 became a part of him, and the tremendous changes he
wrought in my life. In this way may you look at him through my eyes and learn him as | learned
him- in all save the things too secret and sweet for me to tell.

It was in February, 1912, that | first met him, when, as a guest of my father's* at dinner,

he came to our house in Berkeley. | cannot say that my very first impression of him was
favorable. He was one of many at dinner, and in the drawing-room where we gathered and
waited for all to arrive, he made a rather incongruous appearance. It was 'preacher’s night," as
my father privately called it, and Ernest was certainly out of place in the midst of the
churchmen.
- John Cunningham, Avis Everhard's father, was a professor at the State University at
Berkeley, California. His chosen field was physics, and in addition he did much original
research and was greatly distinguished as a scientist. His chief contribution to science was
his studies of the electron and his monumental work on the ‘ldentification of Matter and Energy,’
wherein he established, beyond cavil and for all time, that the ultimate unit of matter and
the ultimate unit of force were identical. This idea had been earlier advanced, but not
demonstrated, by Sir Oliver Lodge and other students in the new field of radio-activity.

In the first place, his clothes did not fit him. He wore a ready-made suit of dark cloth that
was ill adjusted to his body. In fact, no ready-made suit of clothes ever could fit his body. And
on this night, as always, the cloth bulged with his muscles, while the coat between the
shoulders, what of the heavy shoulder-development, was a maze of wrinkles. His neck was the
neck of a prize-fighter, thick and strong. So this was the social philosopher and ex-horseshoer
my father had discovered, was my thought. And he certainly looked it with those bulging
muscles and that bull-throat. Immediately | classified him- a sort of prodigy, | thought, a Blind
Tom of the working class.

- Inthat day it was the custom of men to compete for purses of money. They fought with their
hands. When one was beaten into insensibility or Kkilled, the survivor took the money.

This obscure reference applies to a blind negro musician who took the world by storm in
the latter half of the nineteenth century of the Christian Era.

- And then, when he shook hands with me! His handshake was firm and strong, but he
looked at me boldly with his black eyes- too boldly, | thought. You see, | was a creature of
environment, and at that time had strong class instincts. Such boldness on the part of a man of
my own class would have been almost unforgivable. | know that I could not avoid dropping my
eyes, and | was quite relieved when | passed him on and turned to greet Bishop Morehouse- a
favorite of mine, a sweet and serious man of middle age, Christ-like in appearance and
goodness, and a scholar as well.

But this boldness that | took to be presumption was a vital clew to the nature of Ernest
Everhard. He was simple, direct, and afraid of nothing, and he refused to waste time on
conventional mannerisms. ‘You pleased me,' he explained long afterward; 'and why should I not
fill my eyes with that which pleases me?' | have said that he was afraid of nothing. He was a
natural aristocrat- and this in spite of the fact that he was in the camp of the non-aristocrats. He
was a superman, a blond beast such as Nietzsche* has described, and in addition he was
aflame with democracy.

- Friederich Nietzsche, the mad philosopher of the nineteenth century of the Christian Era,
who caught wild glimpses of truth, but who, before he was done, reasoned himself around the
great circle of human thought and off into madness.
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- In the interest of meeting the other guests, and what of my unfavorable impression, |
forgot all about the working-class philosopher, though once or twice at table | noticed him-
especially the twinkle in his eye as he listened to the talk first of one minister and then of
another. He has humor, I thought, and | almost forgave him his clothes. But the time went by,
and the dinner went by, and he never opened his mouth to speak, while the ministers talked
interminably about the working class and its relation to the church, and what the church had done
and was doing for it. | noticed that my father was annoyed because Ernest did not talk. Once
father took advantage of a lull and asked him to say something; but Ernest shrugged his
shoulders and with an 'l have nothing to say' went on eating salted almonds.

But father was not to be denied. After a while he said:

'We have with us a member of the working class. I am sure that he can present things
from a new point of view that will be interesting and refreshing. | refer to Mr. Everhard.'

The others betrayed a well-mannered interest, and urged Ernest for a statement of his
views. Their attitude toward him was so broadly tolerant and kindly that it was really
patronizing. And I saw that Ernest noted it and was amused. He looked slowly about him, and 1
saw the glint of laughter in his eyes. 'l am not versed in the courtesies of ecclesiastical
controversy,” he began, and then hesitated with modesty and indecision.

'Go on," they urged, and Dr. Hammerfield said: "We do not mind the truth that is in any man. If
it is sincere," he amended. 'Then you separate sincerity from truth?' Ernest laughed quickly.

Dr. Hammerfield gasped, and managed to answer, 'The best of us may be mistaken, young man,
the best of us.'

Ernest's manner changed on the instant. He became another man. 'All right, then," he answered,;
‘and let me begin by saying that you are all mistaken. You know nothing, and worse than
nothing, about the working class. Your sociology is as vicious and worthless as is your method
of thinking.'

It was not so much what he said as how he said it. | roused at the first sound of his
voice. It was as bold as his eyes. It was a clarion-call that thrilled me. And the whole table was
aroused, shaken alive from monotony and drowsiness.

'What is so dreadfully vicious and worthless in our method of thinking, young man?' Dr.
Hammerfield demanded, and already there was something unpleasant in his voice and manner
of utterance.

"You are metaphysicians. You can prove anything by metaphysics; and having done so,
every metaphysician can prove every other metaphysician wrong- to his own satisfaction. You
are anarchists in  the realm of thought. And you are mad cosmos-makers. Each of you
dwells in a cosmos of his own making, created out of his own fancies and desires. You do not
know the real world in which you live, and  your thinking has no place in the real world except
inso far as it is phenomena of mental aberration.

'Do you know what | was reminded of as | sat at table and listened to you talk and talk?
You reminded me for all the world of the scholastics of the middle Ages who gravely and
learnedly debated the absorbing question of how many angels could dance on the point of a
needle. Why, my dear sirs, you are as remote from the intellectual life of the twentieth century as
an Indian medicine-man making incantation in the primeval forest ten thousand years ago.'

As Ernest talked he seemed in a fine passion; his face glowed, his eyes snapped and
flashed, and his chin and jaw were eloquent with aggressiveness. But it was only a way he had.
It always aroused people. His smashing, sledge-hammer manner of attack invariably made
them forget themselves. And they were forgetting themselves now. Bishop Morehouse was
leaning forward and listening intently. Exasperation and anger were flushing the face of Dr.
Hammerfield. And others were exasperated, too, and some were smiling in an amused and
superior way. As for myself, | found it most enjoyable. I glanced at father, and | was afraid he
was going to giggle at the effect of this human bombshell he had been guilty of launching
amongst us.

62



"Your terms are rather vague,' Dr. Hammerfield interrupted. ‘Just precisely what do you
mean when you call us metaphysicians?'

T call you metaphysicians because you reason metaphysically,” Ernest went on. '"Your
method of reasoning is the opposite to that of science. There is no validity to your conclusions.
You can prove everything and nothing, and no two of you can agree upon anything. Each of
you goes into his own consciousness to explain himself and the universe. As well may you lift
yourselves by your own bootstraps as to explain consciousness by consciousness.'

'l do not understand,’ Bishop Morehouse said. 'lIt seems to me that all things of the mind
are metaphysical. That most exact and convincing of all sciences, mathematics, is sheerly
metaphysical. Each and every thought-process of the scientific reasoner s
metaphysical. Surely you will agree with me?'

'As you say, you do not understand,' Ernest replied. ‘The metaphysician reasons
deductively out of his own subjectivity. The scientist reasons inductively from the facts of
experience. The metaphysician reasons from theory to facts, the scientist reasons from facts to
theory. The metaphysician explains the universe by himself, the scientist explains himself by the
universe.'

‘Thank God we are not scientists," Dr. Hammerfield murmured complacently.

‘What are you then?' Ernest demanded.

‘Philosophers."

‘There you go," Ernest laughed. "You have left the real and solid earth and are up in the
air with a word for a flying machine. Pray come down to earth and tell me precisely what you do
mean by philosophy.'

'Philosophy is-' (Dr. Hammerfield paused and cleared his throat) something that cannot be
defined comprehensively except to such minds and temperaments as are philosophical. The
narrow scientist with his nose in a test-tube cannot understand philosophy.’
Ernest ignored the thrust. It was always his way to turn the point  back upon an opponent, and
he did it now, with a beaming brotherliness of face and utterance.

"Then you will undoubtedly understand the definition I shall now make of philosophy.
But before I make it, I shall challenge you to point out error in it or to remain a silent
metaphysician. Philosophy is merely the widest science of all. Its reasoning method is the same
as that of any particular science and of all particular sciences. And by that same method of
reasoning, the inductive method, philosophy fuses all particular sciences into one great
science. As Spencer says, the data of any particular science are partially unified knowledge.
Philosophy unifies the knowledge that is contributed by all the sciences. Philosophy is the
science of science, the master science, if you please. How do you like my definition?'

'Very creditable, very creditable,” Dr. Hammerfield muttered lamely. But Ernest was
merciless.

'Remember,’ he warned, 'my definition is fatal to metaphysics. If you do not now point out a
flaw in my definition, you are disqualified later on from advancing metaphysical arguments. You
must go through life seeking that flaw and remaining metaphysically silent until you have
found it." Ernest waited. The silence was painful. Dr. Hammerfield was pained. He was also
puzzled. Ernest's sledge-hammer attack disconcerted him. He was not used to the simple and
direct method of controversy. He looked appealingly around the table, but no one
answered for him. | caught father grinning into his napkin.

‘There is another way of disqualifying the metaphysicians,' Ernest said, when he had
rendered Dr. Hammerfield's discomfiture complete. 'Judge them by their works. What have they
done for mankind beyond the spinning of airy fancies and the mistaking of their own shadows
for gods? They have added to the gayety of mankind, | grant; but what tangible good have they
wrought for mankind? They philosophized, if you will pardon my misuse of the word, about the
heart as the seat of the emotions, while the scientists were formulating the circulation of the
blood. They declaimed about famine and pestilence as being scourges of God, while the
scientists were building granaries and draining cities. They builded gods in their own shapes
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and out of their own desires, while the scientists were building roads and bridges. They were
describing the earth as the centre of the universe, while the scientists were discovering America
and probing space for the stars and the laws of the stars. In short, the metaphysicians have
done nothing, absolutely nothing, for mankind. Step by step, before the advance of science, they
have been driven back. As fast as the ascertained facts of science have overthrown their
subjective explanations of things, they have made new subjective explanations of things,
including explanations of the latest ascertained facts. And this, | doubt not, they will go on doing
to the end of time. A gentleman, a metaphysician is a medicine man. The difference between you
and the Eskimo who makes a fur-clad blubber-eating god is merely a  difference of sever
thousand years of ascertained facts. That is all.’

"Yet the thought of Aristotle ruled Europe for twelve centuries,’

Dr. Ballingford announced pompously. 'And Aristotle was a metaphysician.'
Dr. Ballingford glanced around the table and was rewarded by nods and smiles of approval.

"Your illustration is most unfortunate,’ Ernest replied. "You refer to a very dark period in
human history. In fact, we call that period the Dark Ages. A period wherein science was raped
by the  metaphysicians, wherein physics became a search for the Philosopher’s Stone, wherein
chemistry became alchemy and astronomy became astrology. Sorry the domination of Aristotle's
thought!'

Dr. Ballingford looked pained, then he brightened up and said: ~ 'Granted this horrible
picture you have drawn, yet you must confess that metaphysics was inherently potent in so far as
it drew humanity out of this dark period and on into the illumination of the succeeding
centuries.'

'Metaphysics had nothing to do with it," Ernest retorted.

'What?' Dr. Hammerfield cried. ‘It was not the thinking and the speculation that led to the
voyages of discovery?'

'‘Ah, my dear sir,’ Ernest smiled, 'l thought you were disqualified. You have not yet
picked out the flaw in my definition of philosophy. You are now on an unsubstantial basis. But
it is the way of the metaphysicians, and | forgive you. No, | repeat, metaphysics had nothing to
do with it. Bread and butter, silks and jewels, dollars and cents, and, incidentally, the closing up
of the overland trade-routes to India, were the things that caused the voyages of discovery. With
the fall of Constantinople, in 1453, the Turks blocked the way of the caravans to India. The
traders of Europe had to find another route. Here was the original cause for the voyages of
discovery. Columbus sailed to find a new route to the Indies. It is so stated in all the history
books. Incidentally, new facts were learned about the nature, size, and form of the earth, and the
Ptolemaic system went glimmering.'

Dr. Hammer field snorted.

"You do not agree with me?' Ernest queried. 'Then wherein am | wrong?"

'l can only reaffirm my position," Dr. Hammer field retorted tartly. 'It is too long a story to
enter into now.'

'No story is too long for the scientist,’ Ernest said sweetly. 'That is why the scientist gets
to places. That is why he got to America." | shall not describe the whole evening, though it is a
joy to me to recall every moment, every detail, of those first hours of my coming to know
Ernest Ever hard

Battle royal raged, and the ministers grew red-faced and excited, especially at the
moments when Ernest called them romantic philosophers, shadow-projectors, and similar things.
And always he checked them back to facts. The fact, man, and the irrefragable fact!" he
would proclaim triumphantly, when he had brought one of them a cropper. He bristled with
facts. He tripped them up with facts, ambuscaded them with facts, and bombarded them with
broadsides of facts.

"You seem to worship at the shrine of fact,’ Dr. Hammer field taunted him.

‘There is no God but Fact, and Mr. Ever hard is its prophet,’ Dr. Wallingford paraphrased.

Ernest smilingly acquiesced.
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'I'm like the man from Texas,' he said. And, on being solicited, he explained. "You see, the man
from Missouri always says, "You've got to show me." But the man from Texas says, "You've got
to put it in my hand." From which it is apparent that he is no metaphysician.'

Another time, when Ernest had just said that the metaphysical philosophers could never
stand the test of truth, Dr. Hammer field suddenly demanded:

'What is the test of truth, young man? Will you kindly explain  what has so long puzzled wiser
heads than yours?'

‘Certainly," Ernest answered. His cocksureness irritated them.

"The wise heads have puzzled so sorely over truth because they went up into the air after it. Had
they remained on the solid earth, they would have found it easily enough- ay, they would have
found that they themselves were precisely testing truth with every practical act and  thought of
their lives.'

"The test, the test,’ Dr. Hammer field repeated impatiently. 'Never mind the preamble. Give us
that which we have sought so long- the test of truth. Give it us, and we will be as gods.'

There was an impolite and sneering skepticism in his words and manner that secretly
pleased most of them at the table, though it seemed to bother Bishop Morehouse.
'Dr. Jordan* has stated it very clearly,” Ernest said. 'His test of truth is: "Will it work? Will you
trust your life to it?™
- A noted educator of the late nineteenth and early twentieth century’s of the Christian era.
He was president of the Stanford University, a private benefaction of the times.
- 'Posh!" Dr. Hammer field sneered. "You have not taken Bishop Berkeley into account. He
has never been answered.'
- An idealistic monist who long puzzled the philosophers of that time with his denial of
the existence of matter, but whose clever argument was finally demolished when the new
empiric facts of science were philosophically generalized.
- "The noblest metaphysician of them all," Ernest laughed. 'But your example is unfortunate.
As Berkeley himself attested, his metaphysics didn't work.'

Dr. Hammer field was angry, righteously angry. It was as though he had caught Ernest in
a theft or a lie.

"Young man," he trumpeted, ‘that statement is on a par with all you have uttered to-night.
It is a base and unwarranted assumption." 'l am quite crushed," Ernest murmured meekly. ‘Only |
don't know what hit me. You'll have to put it in my hand, Doctor.'

‘I will, I will," Dr. Hammer field spluttered. 'How do you know? You do not know that Bishop
Berkeley attested that his metaphysics did not work. You have no proof. Young man, they have
always worked.'

'l take it as proof that Berkeley's metaphysics did not work, because-' Ernest paused calmly for
a moment. 'Because Berkeley made an invariable practice of going through doors instead of
walls. Because he trusted his life to solid bread and butter and roast beef.

Because he shaved himself with a razor that worked when it removed the
hair from his face.’

'But those are actual things!" Dr. Hammerfield cried. 'Metaphysics
is of the mind.'

'And they work- in the mind?' Ernest queried softly. The other nodded.

'And even a multitude of angels can dance on the point of a needle- in the mind," Ernest went
on reflectively. 'And a blubber-eating, fur-clad god can exist and work- in the mind; and
there are no proofs to the contrary- in the mind. | suppose, Doctor, you live in the mind?'

'My mind to me a kingdom is," was the answer.

‘That's another way of saying that you live up in the air. But you come back to earth at meal-
time, | am sure, or when an earthquake happens along. Or, tell me, Doctor, do you have no
apprehension in an earthquake that that incorporeal body of yours will be hit by an
immaterial brick?"
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Instantly, and quite unconsciously, Dr. Hammerfield's hand shot up to his head, where a
scar disappeared under the hair. It happened that Ernest had blundered on an apposite
illustration. Dr. Hammerfield had been nearly killed in the Great Earthquake* by a falling
chimney. Everybody broke out into roars of laughter.

- The Great Earthquake of 1906 A.D. that destroyed San Francisco.
- 'Well?' Ernest asked, when the merriment had subsided. 'Proofs to
the contrary?'
And in the silence he asked again, "Well?' Then he added, 'Still well, but not so well, that
argument of yours.'

But Dr. Hammerfield was temporarily crushed, and the battle raged on in new directions.
On point after point, Ernest challenged the ministers. When they affirmed that they knew the
working class, he told them fundamental truths about the working class that they did not
know, and challenged them for disproofs. He gave them facts, always facts, checked their
excursions into the air, and brought them back to the solid earth and its facts.

How the scene comes back to me! I can hear him now, with that
war-note in his voice, flaying them with his facts, each fact a lash
that stung and stung again. And he was merciless. He took no quarter,
and gave none. | can never forget the flaying he gave them at the end:

- This figure arises from the customs of the times. When, among men fighting to the death
in their wild-animal way, a beaten man threw down his weapons, it was at the option of the
victor to slay him or spare him.

- "You have repeatedly confessed to-night, by direct avowal or ignorant statement, that you
do not know the working class. But you are not to be blamed for this. How can you know
anything about the  working class? You do not live in the same locality with the working
class. You herd with the capitalist class in another locality. And why not? It is the capitalist
class that pays you, that feeds you, that puts the very clothes on your backs that you are wearing
to-night. And in return you preach to your employers the brands of metaphysics that are
especially acceptable to them; and the especially acceptable brands are acceptable because they
do not menace the established order of society.’

Here there was a stir of dissent around the table.

'Oh, | am not challenging your sincerity," Ernest continued. "You are sincere. You preach what
you believe. There lies your strength and your value- to the capitalist class. But should you
change your belief to something that menaces the established order, your preaching would be
unacceptable to your employers, and you would be discharged. Every little while some one or
another of you is so discharged. Am | not right?'

- During this period there were many ministers cast out of the church for preaching
unacceptable doctrine. Especially were they cast out when their preaching became tainted with
socialism.
- This time there was no dissent. They sat dumbly acquiescent, with
the exception of Dr. Hammerfield, who said:

It is when their thinking is wrong that they are asked to resign.’

'Which is another way of saying when their thinking is unacceptable," Ernest answered, and
then went on. 'So | say to you, go  ahead and preach and earn your pay, but for goodness' sake
leave the working class alone. You belong in the enemy's camp. You have nothing in common
with the working class. Your hands are soft with the work others have performed for you. Your
stomachs are round with the plenitude of eating.' (Here Dr. Ballingford winced, and every eye
glanced at his prodigious girth. It was said he had not seen his own feet in years.) 'And your
minds are filled with doctrines that are buttresses of the established order. You are as much
mercenaries (sincere mercenaries, | grant) as were the men of the Swiss Guard.

Be true to your salt and your hire; guard, with your preaching, the interests of your employers;
but do not come down to the working class and serve as false leaders. You cannot honestly be in
the two camps at once. The working class has done without you. Believe me, the
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working class will continue to do without you. And, furthermore, the working class can do
better without you than with you.'

- The hired foreign palace guards of Louis XVI, a king of France that was beheaded by his
people.

Tasks:

1. Read and translate the text and study the characters and situation;

2. Analyse the language they use: choice of words, structure of sentence, emotional
background provided by the author’s remarks;

3. Point out the places most difficult for translation;

4. Comment upon them;

5. Make a glossary.

THE PICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY
by Oscar Wilde
1891

Ch. 1

The studio was filled with the rich odour of roses, and when the light summer wind stirred
amidst the trees of the garden there came through the open door the heavy scent of the lilac, or
the more  delicate perfume of the pink-flowering thorn.

From the corner of the divan of Persian saddle-bags on which he was lying, smoking, as
was his custom, innumerable cigarettes, Lord Henry Wotton could just catch the gleam of the
honey-sweet and honey-coloured blossoms of a laburnum, whose tremulous branches seemed
hardly able to bear the burden of a beauty so flamelike as theirs; and now and then the fantastic
shadows of birds in flight flitted across the long tussore-silk curtains that were stretched in front
of the huge window, producing a kind of momentary Japanese effect, and making him think of
those pallid jade-faced painters of Tokio who, through the medium of an art that is necessarily
immobile, seek to convey the sense of swiftness and motion. The sullen murmur of the bees
shouldering their way through the long unmown grass, or circling with monotonous insistence
round the dusty gilt horns of the straggling woodbine, seemed to make the stillness more
oppressive. The dim roar of London was like the burdon note of a distant organ.

In the centre of the room, clamped to an upright easel, stood the full-length portrait of a
young man of extraordinary personal beauty, and in front of it, some little distance away, was
sitting the artist himself, Basil Hallward, whose sudden disappearance some Yyears ago caused,
at the time, such public excitement, and gave rise to so many strange conjectures.

As the painter looked at the gracious and comely form he had so skilfully mirrored in his
art, a smile of pleasure passed across his face, and seemed about to linger there. But he suddenly
started up, and, closing his eyes, placed his fingers upon the lids, as though he sought to
imprison within his brain some curious dream from which he feared he might awake.

"It is your best work, Basil, the best thing you have ever done,” said Lord Henry,
languidly. "You must certainly send it next year to the Grosvenor. The Academy is too large
and too vulgar. Whenever | have gone there, there have either been so many people that | have
not been able to see the pictures, which was dreadful, or so many pictures that I have not been
able to see the people, which was worse. The Grosvenor is really the only place.”

"I don't think 1 shall send it anywhere," he answered, tossing his head back in that odd way tha
used to make his friends laugh at him at Oxford. "No; | won't send it anywhere."
Lord Henry elevated his eyebrows, and looked at him in amazement through the thin blue
wreaths of smoke that curled up in such fanciful whorls from his heavy opium-tainted cigarette.
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"Not send it anywhere? My dear fellow, why? Have you any reason? What odd chaps you
painters are! You do anything in the world to gain a reputation. As soon as you have one, you
seem to want to throw it away. It is silly of you, for there is only one thing in the world worse
than being talked about, and that is not being talked about. A portrait like this would set you far
above all the young men in England, and make the old men quite jealous, if old men are ever
capable of any emotion."

"I know you will laugh at me," he replied, "but I really can't exhibit it. I have put too much of
myself into it."

Lord Henry stretched himself out on the divan and laughed.

"Yes, | knew you would; but it is quite true, all the same."

"Too much of yourself in it! Upon my word, Basil, I didn't know you were so vain; and | really
can't see any resemblance between you, with your rugged strong face and your coal-black hair,
and this young Adonis, who looks as if he was made out of ivory and rose-leaves. Why, my dear
Basil, he is a Narcissus, and you- well, of course you have an intellectual expression, and all that.
But beauty, real beauty, ends where an intellectual expression begins. Intellect is in itself a mode
of exaggeration, and destroys the harmony of any face. The moment one sits down to think, one
becomes all nose, or all forehead, or something horrid. Look at the successful men in any of the
learned professions. How perfectly hideous they are! Except, of course, in the church. But then
in the church they don't think. A bishop keeps on saying at the age of eighty what he was
told to say when he was a boy of eighteen, and as a natural consequence he always looks
absolutely delightful. Your mysterious young friend, whose name you have never told me, but
whose picture really fascinates me, never thinks. | feel quite sure of that. He is some brainless,
beautiful creature, who should always be here in winter when we have no flowers to look at, and
always here in summer when we want something to chill our intelligence. Don't flatter
yourself, Basil, you are not in the least like him."

"You don't understand me, Harry," answered the artist. "Of course | am not like him. I know
that perfectly well. Indeed, | should be sorry to look like him. You shrug your shoulders? | am
telling you the truth. There is a fatality about all physical and intellectual distinction, the sort of
fatality that seems to dog through history faltering steps of kings. It is better not to be different
from one's fellows. The ugly and the stupid have the best of it in this world. They can sit at their
ease and gape at the play. If they know nothing of victory, they are at least spared the knowledge
of defeat. They live as we all should live, undisturbed, indifferent, and without disquiet. They
neither bring ruin upon others, nor ever receive it, from alien hands. Your rank and wealth,
Harry; my brains, such as they are- my art, whatever it may be worth; Dorian

Gray's good looks- we shall all suffer for what the gods have given us suffer terribly."”
"Dorian Gray? Is that his name?" asked Lord Henry, walking across the studio towards Basil
Hallward.

"Yes, that is his name. | didn't intend to tell it to you."

"But why not?"

"Oh, I can't explain. When | like people immensely I never tell their names to any one. It is like
surrendering a part of them. | have grown to love secrecy. It seems to be the one thing that can
make modern life mysterious or marvellous to us. The commonest thing is delightful if one only
hides it. When | leave town now | never tell my people where | am going. If | did, | would lose
all my pleasure. It is a silly habit, | dare say, but somehow it seems to bring a great deal of
romance into one's life. | suppose you think me awfully foolish about it?"
Not at all," answered Lord Henry, "not at all, my dear Basil. You seem to forget that | am
married, and the one charm of marriage is that it makes a life of deception absolutely necessary
for both parties. | never know where my wife is, and my wife never knows what | am doing.
When we meet- we do meet occasionally, when we dine out together, or go down to the Duke's-
we tell each other the most absurd stories with the most serious faces. My wife is very good at
it- much better, in fact, than I am. She never gets confused over her dates, and | always do. But
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when she does find me out, she makes no row at all. I sometimes wish she would; but she merely
laughs at me."

"I hate the way you talk about your married life, Harry," said Basil

Hallward, strolling towards the door that led into the garden. "I believe that you are really a very
good husband, but that you are thoroughly ashamed of your own virtues. You are an
extraordinary fellow. You never say a moral thing, and you never do a wrong thing. Your
cynicism is simply a pose.”

"Being natural is simply a pose, and the most irritating pose | know," cried Lord Henry,
laughing; and the two young men went out into the garden together, and ensconced themselves
on a long bamboo seat that stood in the shade of a tall laurel bush. The sunlight slipped over
the polished leaves. In the grass, white daisies were tremulous. After a pause, Lord Henry pulled
out his watch. "I am afraid | must be going, Basil,"” he murmured, "and before I go, I insist on
your answering a question | put to you some time ago."

"What is that?" said the painter, keeping his eyes fixed on the ground.

"You know quite well."”

"I do not, Harry."

"Well, I will tell you what it is. | want you to explain to me why you won't exhibit Dorian Gray's
picture. | want the real reason.”

"I told you the real reason."

"No, you did not. You said it was because there was too much of yourself in it. Now, that is
childish."

"Harry," said Basil Hallward, looking him straight in the face, “every portrait that is painted with
feeling is a portrait of the artist, not of the sitter. The sitter is merely the accident, the
occasion. It is not he who is revealed by the painter; it is rather the painter who, on the coloured
canvas, reveals himself. The reason | will not exhibit this picture is that |1 am afraid that | have
shown in it the secret of my own soul.”

Lord Henry laughed. "And what is that?" he asked.

"I will tell you," said Hallward; but an expression of perplexity came over his face.

"I am all expectation, Basil," continued his companion, glancing at him.

"Oh, there is really very little to tell, Harry," answered the painter; "and | am afraid you will
hardly understand it. Perhaps you will hardly believe it."

Lord Henry smiled, and, leaning down, plucked a pink-petalled daisy from the grass, and
examined it. "I am quite sure | shall understand it," he replied, gazing intently at the little golden
white-feathered disk, "and as for believing things, | can believe anything, provided that it is quite
incredible.”

The wind shook some blossoms from the trees, and the heavy lilac-blooms, with their
clustering stars, moved to and fro in the languid air. A grasshopper began to chirrup by the wall,
and like a blue thread a long thin dragon-fly floated past on its brown gauze  wings. Lord
Henry felt as if he could hear Basil Hallward's heart beating, and wondered what was coming.

"The story is simply this," said the painter after some time. "Two months ago | went to a crush
at Lady Brandon's. You know we poor artists have to show ourselves in society from time to
time, just to remind the public that we are not savages. With an evening coat and a white tie, as
you told me once, anybody, even a stock-broker, can gain a reputation for being civilized. Well,
after | had been inthe  room about ten minutes, talking to huge overdressed dowagers and
tedious Academicians, | suddenly became conscious that some one was looking at me. | turned
halfway round, and saw Dorian Gray for the first time. When our eyes met, | felt that |1 was
growing pale. A curious sensation of terror came over me. | knew that | had come
face to face with some one whose mere personality was so fascinating that, if | allowed it to do
so, it would absorb my whole nature, my whole soul, my very art itself. 1 did not want any
external influence in my life. You know yourself, Harry, how independent | am by nature.
| have always been my own master; had at least always been so, till I met Dorian Gray. Then-
but | don't know how to explain it to you. Something seemed to tell me that | was on the verge
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of a terrible crisis in my life. | had a strange feeling that Fate had in store for me exquisite joys
and exquisite sorrows. | grew afraid, and turned to quit the room. It was not conscience that
made me do it: it was a sort of cowardice. | take no credit to myself for trying to

escape."

"Conscience and cowardice are really the same things, Basil. Conscience is the trade-name of
the firm. That is all.”

"I don't believe that, Harry, and | don't believe you do either. However, whatever was my
motive- and it may have been pride, for | used to be very proud- | certainly struggled to the door.
There, of course, | stumbled against Lady Brandon. "You are not going to run away So soon,
Mr. Hallward?' she screamed out. You know her curiously shrill voice?"

"Yes; she is a peacock in everything but beauty,” said Lord Henry, pulling the daisy to bits
with his long, nervous fingers.

"I could not get rid of her. She brought me up to Royalties, and people with Stars and Garters,
and elderly ladies with gigantic tiaras and parrot noses. She spoke of me as her dearest friend. |
had only met her once before, but she took it into her head to lionize me. I believe some picture
of mine had made a great success at the time, at least had been chattered about in the penny
newspapers, which is the nineteenth-century standard of immortality. Suddenly 1 found
myself face to face with the young man whose personality had so strangely stirred me. We were
quite close, almost touching. Our eyes met again. It was reckless of me, but | asked Lady
Brandon to introduce me to him. Perhaps it was not so reckless, after all. It wassimply
inevitable. We would have spoken to each other without any introduction. | am sure of that.
Dorian told me so afterwards. He, too, felt that we were destined to know each other."

"And how did Lady Brandon describe this wonderful young man?" asked his companion. "I
know she goes in for giving a rapid precis of all her guests. | remember her bringing me up to a
truculent and  red-faced old gentleman covered all over with orders and ribbons,  and hissing
into my ear, in a tragic whisper which must have been perfectly audible to everybody in the
room, the most astounding details. I simply fled. I like to find out people for myself. But Lady
Brandon treats her guests exactly as an auctioneer treats his goods. She either explains them
entirely away, or tells one everything about them except what one wants to know."

"Poor Lady Brandon! You are hard on her, Harry!" said Hallward, listlessly.

"My dear fellow, she tried to found a salon, and only succeeded in  opening a restaurant. How
could I admire her? But tell me, what did she say about Mr. Dorian Gray?"

"Oh, something like 'Charming boy- poor dear mother and | absolutely inseparable. Quite
forget what he does- afraid he- doesn't do anything- oh, yes, plays the piano- or is it the violin,
dear Mr.Gray?' Neither of us could help laughing, and we became friends at once."

"Laughter is not at all a bad beginning for a friendship, and it is far the best ending for one,"
said the young lord, plucking another daisy.

Hallward shook his head. "You don't understand what friendship is, Harry," he murmured- "or
what enmity is, for that matter. You like every one; that is to say, you are indifferent to every
one."

"How horribly unjust of you!" cried Lord Henry, tilting his hat back, and looking up at the little
clouds that, like ravelled skeins of glossy white silk, were drifting across the hollowed turquoise
of the summer sky. "Yes, horribly unjust of you. | make a great difference between people. |
choose my friends for their good looks,my acquaintances for their good characters, and my
enemies for their good intellects. A man cannot be too careful in the choice of his enemies. |
have not got one who is a fool, they are all men of some intellectual power, and consequently
they all appreciate me. Is that very vain of me? | think it is rather vain."

"I should think it was, Harry. But according to your category | must be merely an
acquaintance."

"My dear old Basil, you are much more than an acquaintance."

"And much less than a friend. A sort of brother, | suppose?"
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"Oh, brothers! I don't care for brothers. My elder brother won't die, and my younger brothers
seem never to do anything else.”

"Harry!" exclaimed Hallward, frowning.

"My dear fellow, I am not quite serious. But | can't help detesting my relations. | suppose it
comes from the fact that none of us can stand other people having the same faults as ourselves. I
quite sympathize with the rage of the English democracy against what they call the vices of the
upper orders. The masses feel that drunkenness, stupidity, and immorality should be their own
special property, and that if any one of us makes an ass of himself he is poaching on their
preserves. When poor Southwark got into theDivorce Court, their indignation was quite
magnificent. And yet | don't suppose that ten per cent of the proletariat live correctly."

"I don't agree with a single word that you have said, and, what is more, Harry, | feel sure that
you don't either."”

Lord Henry stroked his pointed brown beard, and tapped the toe of his patent-leather boot with
a tasselled ebony cane. "How English you are, Basil! That is the second time you have made that
observation. If one puts forward an idea to a true Englishman-always a rash thing to do- he never
dreams of considering whether the idea is right or wrong. The only thing he considers of any
importance is whether one believes it oneself. Now, the value of an idea has nothing whatsoever
to do with the sincerity of the man who expresses it. Indeed, the probabilities are that the more
insincere the man is, the more purely intellectual will the idea be, as in that case it will not be
coloured by either his wants, his desires, or his prejudices. However, | don't propose to discuss
politics, sociology, or metaphysics with you. | like persons better than principles, and I like
persons with no principles better than anything else in the world. Tell me more about Mr. Dorian
Gray. How often do you see him?"

"Every day. | couldn't be happy if | didn't see him every day. He is absolutely necessary to
me."

"How extraordinary! I thought you would never care for anything but your art.”

"He is all my art to me now," said the painter, gravely. "I sometimes think, Harry, that there are
only two eras of any importance in the world's history. The first is the appearance of a new
medium for art, and the second is the appearance of a new personality for art also. What the
invention of oil-painting was to the Venetians, the face of Antinous was to late Greek sculpture,
and the face of Dorian Gray will some day be to me. It is not merely that | paint from him,
draw from him, sketch from him. Of course | have done all that. But he is much more to me than
a model or a sitter. | won't tell you that |1 am dissatisfied with what | have done of him or that his
beauty is such that Art cannot express it. There is nothing that Art cannot express, and | know
that the work | have done, since I met Dorian Gray, is good work, is the best work of my life.
But in some curious way- | wonder will you understand me?- his personality has suggested
to me an entirely new manner in art, an entirely new mode of style. | see things differently, |
think of them differently. I can now re-create life in a way that was hidden from me before. 'A
dream of form in days of thought:'- who is it who says that? | forget; but it is what Dorian Gray
has been to me. The merely visible presence of this lad- for he seems to me little more than a lad,
though he is really over twenty- his merely visible presence- ah! | wonder can you realize all
that that means? Unconsciously he defines for me the lines of a fresh school, a school that is to
have in it all the passion of the romantic spirit, all the perfection of the spirit that is Greek. The
harmony of soul and body- how much that is! We in our madness have separated the two, and
have invented a realism that is vulgar, an ideality that is void. Harry! if you only knew what
Dorian Gray is to me! You remember that landscape of mine, for which Agnew offered me such
a huge price, but which I would not part with? It is one of the best things | have ever done. And
why is it so? Because, while | was painting it, Dorian Gray sat beside me. Some subtle influence
passed from him to me, and for the first time in my life | saw in the plain woodland the wonder |
had always looked for, and always missed."

"Basil, this is extraordinary! | must see Dorian Gray."
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Hallward got up from his seat, and walked up and down the garden. After some time he came
back. "Harry," he said, "Dorian Gray is to me simply a motive in art. You might see nothing in
him. | see everything in him. He is never more present in my work than when no image of him
is there. He is a suggestion, as | have said, of a new manner. | find him in the curves of certain
lines, in the loveliness and subtleties of certain colours. That is all."

"Then why won't you exhibit his portrait?" asked Lord Henry.

"Because, without intending it, | have put into it some expression of all this curious artistic
idolatry, of which, of course, | have never cared to speak to him. He knows nothing about it. He
shall never know anything about it. But the world might guess it; and I will not bare my soul
to their shallow, prying eyes. My heart shall never be put under their microscope. There is too
much of myself in the thing, Harry- too much of myself!"

"Poets are not so scrupulous as you are. They know how useful passion is for publication.
Nowadays a broken heart will run to many editions."

"I hate them for it," cried Hallward. "An artist should create beautiful things, but should put
nothing of his own life into them. We live in an age when men treat art as if it were meant to be a
form of autobiography. We have lost the abstract sense of beauty. Some day | will show the
world what it is; and for that reason the world shall never see my portrait of Dorian Gray."

"I think you are wrong, Basil, but I won't argue with you. Itis only the intellectually lost who
ever argue. Tell me, is Dorian Gray very fond of you?"

The painter considered for a few moments. "He likes me,” he answered after a pause; "I know
he likes me. Of course | flatter him  dreadfully. | find a strange pleasure in saying things to him
that 1 know 1 shall be sorry for having said. As a rule, he is charming to me, and we sit in the
studio and talk of a thousand things. Now and then, however, he is horribly thoughtless, and
seems to take a real delight in giving me pain. Then | feel, Harry, that | have given away my
whole soul to some one who treats it as if it were a flower to put in his coat, a bit of decoration
to charm his vanity, an ornament for a summer's day."

"Days in summer, Basil, are apt to linger,” murmured Lord Henry. "Perhaps you will tire sooner
than he will. It is a sad thing to think of, but there is no doubt that Genius lasts longer than
Beauty. That accounts for the fact that we all take such pains to over-educate ourselves. In the
wild struggle for existence, we want to have something that endures, and so we fill our minds
with rubbish and facts, in the silly hope of keeping our place. The thoroughly well-informed
man- that is the modern idea. And the mind of the thoroughly well-informed man is a dreadful
thing. It is like a bric-a-brac shop, all monsters and dust, with everything priced above its proper
value. | think you will tire first, all the same. Some day you will look at your friend and he will
seem to you to be a little out of drawing, or you won't like his tone of colour, or
something. You will bitterly reproach him in your own heart, and seriously think that he has
behaved very badly to you. The next time he calls, you will be perfectly cold and indifferent. It
will be a great pity, for it will alter you. What you have told me is quite a romance, a romance
of art one might call it, and the worst of having a romance of any kind is that it leaves one so
unromantic.”

"Harry, don't talk like that. As long as I live, the personality of Dorian Gray will dominate me.
You can't feel what | feel. You change too often."

"Ah, my dear Basil, that is exactly why I can feel it. Those who are faithful know only the
trivial side of love: it is the faithless who know love's tragedies.” And Lord Henry struck a light
on a dainty silver case, and began to smoke a cigarette with a self-conscious and satisfied air,
as if he had summed up the world in a phrase. There was a rustle of chirruping sparrows in the
green lacquer leaves of the ivy, and the blue cloud-shadows chased themselves across the grass
like swallows. How pleasant it was in the garden! And how delightful other people's emotions
were!- much more delightful than their ideas, it seemed to him. One's own soul, and the passions
of one's friends- those were the fascinating things in life. He pictured to himself with silent
amusement the tedious luncheon that he had missed by staying so long with Basil Hallward. Had
he gone to his aunt's, he would have been sure to have met Lord Goodbody there, and
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the whole conversation would have been about the feeding of the poor, and the necessity for
model lodging-houses. Each class would have preached the importance of those virtues, for
whose exercise there was no necessity in their own lives. The rich would have spoken on the
value of thrift, and the idle grown eloquent over the dignity of labour. It was charming to have
escaped all that! As he thought of his aunt, an idea seemed to strike him. He turned to
Hallward, and said, "My dear fellow, | have just remembered."

"Remembered what, Harry?"

"Where | heard the name of Dorian Gray."

"Where was it?" asked Hallward, with a slight frown.

"Don't look so angry, Basil. It was at my aunt, Lady Agatha's. She told me she had discovered
a wonderful young man, who was going to help her in the East End, and that his name was
Dorian Gray. | am bound to state that she never told me he was good-looking. Women
have no appreciation of good looks; at least, good women have not. She said that he was very
earnest, and had a beautiful nature. | at once pictured to myself a creature with spectacles and
lank hair, horribly freckled, and tramping about on huge feet. I wish | had known it was your
friend."”

"I am very glad you didn't, Harry."

"Why?"

"I don't want you to meet him."

"You don't want me to meet him?"

"No."

"Mr. Dorian Gray is in the studio, sir,” said the butler, coming into the garden.

"You must introduce me now," cried Lord Henry, laughing.

The painter turned to his servant, who stood blinking in the sunlight. "Ask Mr. Gray to wait,
Parker: I shall be in in a few moments." The man bowed, and went up the walk.

Then he looked at Lord Henry. "Dorian Gray is my dearest friend,” he said. "He has a simple
and beautiful nature. Your aunt was quite right in what she said of him. Don't spoil him. Don't
try to influence him. Your influence would be bad. The world is wide, and has many
marvellous people in it. Don't take away from me the one person who gives to my art whatever
charm it possesses; my life as an artist depends on him. Mind, Harry, I trust you." He spoke very
slowly, and the words seemed wrung out of him almost against his will.

"What nonsense you talk!" said Lord Henry, smiling, and, takingHallward by the arm, he
almost led him into the house.

Tasks:

1. Translate the text;

2. Point out the major components and type of the rhythm of the source text including
vocabulary, syntax, style, and cultural background,;

3. Figure out the major concepts of the text;

4. Compare the choice of words in the source and target texts and see the difference in the
range of meaning and stylistic value that may occur in the translation;
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Hobbit
J. R. R. Tolkien
Ch. |

AN UNEXPECTED PARTY

In a hole in the ground there lived a hobbit. Not a nasty, dirty, wet hole, filled with the ends of
worms and an oozy smell, nor yet a dry, bare, sandy hole with nothing in it to sit down on or to
eat: it was a hobbit-hole, and that means comfort.

It had a perfectly round door like a porthole, painted green, with a shiny yellow brass knob in
the exact middle. The door opened on to a tube-shaped hall like a tunnel: a very comfortable
tunnel without smoke, with panelled walls, and floors tiled and carpeted, provided with polished
chairs, and lots and lots of pegs for hats and coats-the hobbit was fond of visitors. The tunnel
wound on and on, going fairly but not quite straight into the side of the hill-The Hill, as all the
people for many miles round called it-and many little round doors opened out of it, first on one
side and then on another. No going upstairs for the hobbit: bedrooms, bathrooms, cellars,
pantries (lots of these), wardrobes (he had whole rooms devoted to clothes), kitchens, dining-
rooms, all were on the same floor, and indeed on the same passage. The best rooms were all on
the left-hand side (going in), for these were the only ones to have windows, deep-set round
windows looking over his garden and meadows beyond, sloping down to the river.

This hobbit was a very well-to-do hobbit, and his name was Baggins. The Bagginses had
lived in the neighbourhood of The Hill for time out of mind, and people considered them very
respectable, not only because most of them were rich, but also because they never had any
adventures or did anything unexpected: you could tell what a Baggins would say on any question
without the bother of asking him. This is a story of how a Baggins had an adventure, found
himself doing and saying things altogether unexpected. He may have lost the neighbours' respect,
but he gained-well, you will see whether he gained anything in the end.

The mother of our particular hobbit... what is a hobbit? I suppose hobbits need some
description nowadays, since they have become rare and shy of the Big People, as they call us.
They are (or were) a little people, about half our height, and smaller than the bearded Dwarves.
Hobbits have no beards. There is little or no magic about them, except the ordinary everyday sort
which helps them to disappear quietly and quickly when large stupid folk like you and me come
blundering along, making a noise like elephants which they can hear a mile off. They are
inclined to be at in the stomach; they dress in bright colours (chiefly green and yellow); wear no
shoes, because their feet grow natural leathery soles and thick warm brown hair like the stuff on
their heads (which is curly); have long clever brown fingers, good-natured faces, and laugh deep
fruity laughs (especially after dinner, which they have twice a day when they can get it). Now
you know enough to go on with. As | was saying, the mother of this hobbit-of Bilbo Baggins,
that is-was the fabulous Belladonna Took, one of the three remarkable daughters of the Old
Took, head of the hobbits who lived across The Water, the small river that ran at the foot of The
Hill. 1t was often said (in other families) that long ago one of the Took ancestors must have taken
a fairy wife. That was, of course, absurd, but certainly there was still something not entirely
hobbit-like about them,-and once in a while members of the Took-clan would go and have
adventures. They discreetly disappeared, and the family hushed it up; but the fact remained that
the Tooks were not as respectable as the Bagginses, though they were undoubtedly richer. Not
that Belladonna Took ever had any adventures after she became Mrs. Bungo Baggins. Bungo,
that was Bilbo's father, built the most luxurious hobbit-hole for her (and partly with her money)
that was to be found either under The Hill or over The Hill or across The Water, and there they
remained to the end of their days. Still it is probable that Bilbo, her only son, although he looked
and behaved exactly like a second edition of his solid and comfortable father, got something a bit
queer in his makeup from the Took side, something that only waited for a chance to come out.
The chance never arrived, until Bilbo Baggins was grown up, being about fifty years old or so,
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and living in the beautiful hobbit-hole built by his father, which I have just described for you,
until he had in fact apparently settled down immovably.

By some curious chance one morning long ago in the quiet of the world, when there was less
noise and more green, and the hobbits were still numerous and prosperous, and Bilbo Baggins
was standing at his door after breakfast smoking an enormous long wooden pipe that reached
nearly down to his woolly toes (neatly brushed)-Gandalf came by. Gandalf! If you had heard
only a quarter of what | have heard about him, and | have only heard very little of all there is to
hear, you would be prepared for any sort | of remarkable tale. Tales and adventures sprouted up
all over the place wherever he went, in the most extraordinary fashion. He had not been down
that way under The Hill for ages and ages, not since his friend the Old Took died, in fact, and the
hobbits had almost forgotten what he looked like. He had been away over The Hill and across
The Water on business of his own since they were all small hobbit-boys and hobbit-girls.

All that the unsuspecting Bilbo saw that morning was an old man with a staff. He had a tall
pointed blue hat, a long grey cloak, a silver scarf over which a white beard hung down below his
waist, and immense black boots.

“Good morning!” said Bilbo, and he meant it. The sun was shining, and the grass was very
green. But Gandalf looked at him from under long bushy eyebrows that stuck out further than the
brim of his shady hat. “What do you mean?” be said. “Do you wish me a good morning, or mean
that it is a good morning whether 1 want not; or that you feel good this morning; or that it is
morning to be good on?”

“All of them at once,” said Bilbo. “And a very fine morning for a pipe of tobacco out of
doors, into the bargain. If you have a pipe about you, sit down and have a fill of mine! There's no
hurry, we have all the day before us!” Then Bilbo sat down on a seat by his door, crossed his
legs, and blew out a beautiful grey ring of smoke that sailed up into the air without breaking and
floated away over The Hill.

“Very pretty!” said Gandalf. “But I have no time to blow smoke-rings this morning. I am
looking for someone to share in an adventure that I am arranging, and it's very difficult to find
anyone.”

“I should think so-in these parts! We are plain quiet folk and have no use for adventures.
Nasty disturbing uncomfortable things! Make you late for dinner! I can’t think what anybody
sees in them,” said our Mr. Baggins, and stuck one thumb behind his braces, and blew out
another even bigger smoke-ring. Then he took out his morning letters, and begin to read,
pretending to take no more notice of the old man. He had decided that he was not quite his sort,
and wanted him to go away. But the old man did not move. He stood leaning on his stick and
gazing at the hobbit without saying anything, till Bilbo got quite uncomfortable and even a little
Cross.

“Good morning!” he said at last. “We don't want any adventures here, thank you! You might
try over The Hill or across The Water.” By this he meant that the conversation was at an end.

“What a lot of things you do use Good morning for!” said Gandalf. “Now you mean that you
want to get rid of me, and that it won't be good till I move off.”

“Not at all, not at all, my dear sir! Let me see, I don't think I know your name?”

“Yes, yes, my dear sir-and | do know your name, Mr. Bilbo Baggins. And you do know my
name, though you don't remember that | belong to it. | am Gandalf, and Gandalf means me! To
think that 1 should have lived to be good-morninged by Belladonna Took's son, as if | was selling
buttons at the door!”

“Gandalf, Gandalf! Good gracious me! Not the wandering wizard that gave Old Took a pair
of magic diamond studs that fastened themselves and never came undone till ordered? Not the
fellow who used to tell such wonderful tales at parties, about dragons and goblins and giants and
the rescue of princesses and the unexpected luck of widows' sons? Not the man that used to make
such particularly excellent fireworks! I remember those! Old Took used to have them on
Midsummer's Eve. Splendid! They used to go up like great lilies and snapdragons and laburnums
of fire and hang in the twilight all evening!” You will notice already that Mr. Baggins was not
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quite so prosy as he liked to believe, also that he was very fond of flowers. “Dear me!” she went
on. “Not the Gandalf who was responsible for so many quiet lads and lasses going off into the
Blue for mad adventures. Anything from climbing trees to visiting Elves-or sailing in ships,
sailing to other shores! Bless me, life used to be quite inter-I mean, you used to upset things
badly in these parts once upon a time. | beg your pardon, but | had no idea you were still in
business.”

“Where else should I be?” said the wizard. “All the same | am pleased to find you remember
something about me. You seem to remember my fireworks kindly, at any rate, land that is not
without hope. Indeed for your old grand-father Took's sake, and for the sake of poor Belladonna,
I will give you what you asked for.”

“I beg your pardon, I haven't asked for anything!”

“Yes, you have! Twice now. My pardon. I give it you. In fact I will go so far as to send you
on this adventure. Very amusing for me, very good for you and profitable too, very likely, if you
ever get over it.”

“Sorry! I don't want any adventures, thank you. Not today. Good morning! But please come to
tea-any time you like! Why not tomorrow? Come tomorrow! Good-bye!”

With that the hobbit turned and scuttled inside his round green door, and shut it as quickly as
he dared, not to seen rude. Wizards after all are wizards.

“What on earth did I ask him to tea for!” he said to him-self, as he went to the pantry. He had
only just had break fast, but he thought a cake or two and a drink of something would do him
good after his fright. Gandalf in the meantime was still standing outside the door, and laughing
long but quietly. After a while he stepped up, and with the spike of his staff scratched a queer
sign on the hobbit's beautiful green front-door. Then he strode away, just about the time when
Bilbo was finishing his second cake and beginning to think that he had escape adventures very
well.

The next day he had almost forgotten about Gandalf He did not remember things very well,
unless he put them down on his Engagement Tablet: like this: Gandalf 'Ta Wednesday.
Yesterday he had been too flustered to do anything of the kind. Just before tea-time there came a
tremendous ring on the front-door bell, and then he remembered! He rushed and put on the
kettle, and put out another cup and saucer and an extra cake or two, and ran to the door.

“I am so sorry to keep you waiting!” he was going to say, when he saw that it was not
Gandalf at all. It was a dwarf with a blue beard tucked into a golden belt, and very bright eyes
under his dark-green hood. As soon a the door was opened, he pushed inside, just as if he had
been expected.

He hung his hooded cloak on the nearest peg, and “Dwalin at your service!” he said with a
low bow.

“Bilbo Baggins at yours!” said the hobbit, too surprised to ask any questions for the moment.
When the silence that followed had become uncomfortable, he added: “I am just about to take
tea; pray come and have some with me.” A little stiff perhaps, but he meant it kindly. And what
would you do, if an uninvited dwarf came and hung his things up in your hall without a word of
explanation?

They had not been at table long, in fact they had hardly reached the third cake, when there
came another even louder ring at the bell.

“Excuse me!” said the hobbit, and off he went to the door.

“So you have got here at last!” was what he was going to say to Gandalf this time. But it was
not Gandalf. Instead there was a very old-looking dwarf on the step with a white beard and a
scarlet hood; and he too hopped inside as soon as the door was open, just as if he had been
invited.

“I see they have begun to arrive already,” he said when he caught sight of Dwalin's green
hood hanging up. He hung his red one next to it, and “Balin at your service!” he said with his
hand on his breast.
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“Thank you!” said Bilbo with a gasp. It was not the correct thing to say, but they have begun
to arrive had flustered him badly. He liked visitors, but he liked to know them before they
arrived, and he preferred to ask them himself. He had a horrible thought that the cakes might run
short, and then he-as the host: he knew his duty and stuck to it however painful-he might have to
go without.

“Come along in, and have some tea!” he managed to say after taking a deep breath.

“A little beer would suit me better, if it is all the same to you, my good sir,” said Balin with
the white beard. “But I don't mind some cake-seed-cake, if you have any.”

“Lots!” Bilbo found himself answering, to his own surprise; and he found himself scuttling
off, too, to the cellar to fill a pint beer-mug, and to the pantry to fetch two beautiful round seed-
cakes which he had baked that afternoon for his after-supper morsel.

When he got back Balin and Dwalin were talking at the table like old friends (as a matter of
fact they were brothers). Bilbo plumped down the beer and the cake in front of them, when loud
came a ring at the bell again, and then another ring.

“Gandalf for certain this time,” he thought as he puffed along the passage. But it was not. It
was two more dwarves, both with blue hoods, silver belts, and yellow beards; and each of them
carried a bag of tools and a spade. In they hopped, as soon as the door began to open-Bilbo was
hardly surprised at all.

“What can I do for you, my dwarves?” he said. “Kili at your service!” said the one. “And
Fili!” added the other; and they both swept off their blue hoods and bowed.

“At yours and your family's!” replied Bilbo, remembering his manners this time.

“Dwalin and Balin here already, I see,” said Kili. “Let us join the throng!”

“Throng!” thought Mr. Baggins. “I don't like the sound of that. I really must sit down for a
minute and collect my wits, and have a drink.” He had only just had a sip-in the corner, while the
four dwarves sat around the table, and talked about mines and gold and troubles with the goblins,
and the depredations of dragons, and lots of other things which he did not understand, and did
not want to, for they sounded much too adventurous-when, ding-dong-a-ling-' dang, his bell rang
again, as if some naughty little hobbit-boy was trying to pull the handle off. “Someone at the
door!” he said, blinking. “Some four, I should say by the sound,” said Fili. “Be-sides, we saw
them coming along behind us in the distance.”

The poor little hobbit sat down in the hall and put his head in his hands, and wondered what
had happened, and what was going to happen, and whether they would all stay to supper. Then
the bell rang again louder than ever, and he had to run to the door. It was not four after all, t was
FIVE. Another dwarf had come along while he was wondering in the hall. He had hardly turned
the knob, be-x)re they were all inside, bowing and saying “at your service” one after another.
Dori, Nori, Ori, Oin, and Gloin were their names; and very soon two purple hoods, a grey hood,
a brown hood, and a white hood were hanging on the pegs, and off they marched with their
broad hands stuck in their gold and silver belts to join the others. Already it had almost become a
throng. Some called for ale, and some for porter, and one for coffee, and all of them for cakes; so
the hobbit was kept very busy for a while.

A big jug of coffee bad just been set in the hearth, the seed-cakes were gone, and the dwarves
were starting on a round of buttered scones, when there came-a loud knock. Not a ring, but a
hard rat-tat on the hobbit's beautiful green door. Somebody was banging with a stick!

Bilbo rushed along the passage, very angry, and altogether bewildered and bewuthered-this
was the most awkward Wednesday he ever remembered. He pulled open the door with a jerk,
and they all fell in, one on top of the other. More dwarves, four more! And there was Gandalf
behind, leaning on his staff and laughing. He had made quite a dent on the beautiful door; he had
also, by the way, knocked out the secret mark that he had put there the morning before.

“Carefully! Carefully!” he said. “It is not like you, Bilbo, to keep friends waiting on the mat,
and then open the door like a pop-gun! Let me introduce Bifur, Bofur, Bombur, and especially
Thorin!”
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“At your service!” said Bifur, Bofur, and Bombur standing in a row. Then they hung up two
yellow hoods and a pale green one; and also a sky-blue one with a long silver tassel. This last
belonged to Thorin, an enormously important dwarf, in fact no other than the great Thorin
Oakenshield himself, who was not at all pleased at falling flat on Bilbo's mat with Bifur, Bofur,
and Bombur on top of him. For one thing Bombur was immensely fat and heavy. Thorin indeed
was very haughty, and said nothing about service; but poor Mr. Baggins said he was sorry so
many times, that at last he grunted “pray don't mention it,” and stopped frowning.

“Now we are all here!” said Gandalf, looking at the row of thirteen hoods-the best detachable
party hoods-and his own hat hanging on the pegs. “Quite a merry gathering!

| hope there is something left for the late-comers to eat and drink! What's that? Tea! No thank
you! A little red wine, I think, for me.” “And for me,” said Thorin. “And raspberry jam and
apple-tart,” said Bifur. “And mince-pies and cheese,” said Bofur. “And pork-pie and salad,” said
Bombur. “And more cakes-and ale-and coffee, if you don't mind,” called the other dwarves
through the door.

“Put on a few eggs, there's a good fellow!” Gandalf called after him, as the hobbit stumped
off to the pantries. “And just bring out the cold chicken and pickles!”

“Seems to know as much about the inside of my larders as I do myself!” thought Mr. Baggins,
who was feeling positively flummoxed, and was beginning to wonder whether a most wretched
adventure had not come right into his house. By the time he had got all the bottles and dishes and
knives and forks and glasses and plates and spoons and things piled up on big trays, he was
getting very hot, and red in the face, and annoyed.

“Confusticate and bebother these dwarves!” he said aloud. “Why don't they come and lend a
hand?” Lo and behold! there stood Balin and Dwalin at the door of the kitchen, and Fili and Kili
behind them, and before he could say knife they had whisked the trays and a couple of small
tables into the parlour and set out everything afresh.

Gandalf sat at the head of the party with the thirteen, dwarves all round: and Bilbo sat on a
stool at the fireside, nibbling at a biscuit (his appetite was quite taken away), and trying to look
as if this was all perfectly ordinary and. not in the least an adventure. The dwarves ate and ate,
and talked and talked, and time got on. At last they pushed their chairs back, and Bilbo made a
move to collect the plates and glasses.

“I suppose you will all stay to supper?” he said in his politest unpressing tones. “Of course
said Thorin. “And after. We shan't get through the business till late, and we must have some
music first. Now to clear up!”

Thereupon the twelve dwarves-not Thorin, he was too important, and stayed talking to
Gandalf-jumped to their feet and made tall piles of all the things. Off they went, not waiting for
trays, balancing columns of plates, each with a bottle on the top, with one hand, while the hobbit
ran after them almost squeaking with fright: “please be careful!” and “please, don't trouble! I can
manage.” But the dwarves only started to sing:

"’

Chip the glasses and crack the plates!
Blunt the knives and bend the forks!
That's what Bilbo Baggins hates—
Smash the bottles and burn the corks!

Cut the cloth and tread on the fat!
Pour the milk on the pantry floor!
Leave the bones on the bedroom mat!
Splash the wine on every door!

Dump the crocks in a boiling bawl,

Pound them up with a thumping pole;
And when you've finished, if any are whole,
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Send them down the hall to roll!

That's what Bilbo Baggins hates!
So, carefully! carefully with the plates!

And of course they did none of these dreadful things, and everything was cleaned and put
away safe as quick as lightning, while the hobbit was turning round and round in the middle of
the kitchen trying to see what they were doing. Then they went back, and found Thorin with his
feet on the fender smoking a pipe. He was blowing the most enormous smoke-rings, and
wherever he told one to go, it went-up the chimney, or behind the clock on the man-telpiece, or
under the table, or round and round the ceiling; but wherever it went it was not quick enough to
escape Gandalf. Pop! he sent a smaller smoke-ring from his short clay-pipe straight through each
one of Thorin's. The Gandalf's smoke-ring would go green and come back to hover over the
wizard's head. He had quite a cloud of them about him already, and in the dim light it made him
look strange and sorcerous. Bilbo stood still and watched-he loved smoke-rings-and then be
blushed to think how proud he had been yesterday morning of the smoke-rings he had sent up the
wind over The Hill.

“Now for some music!” said Thorin. “Bring out the instruments!”

Kili and Fili rushed for their bags and brought back little fiddles; Dori, Nori, and Ori brought
out flutes from somewhere inside their coats; Bombur produced a drum from the hall; Bifur and
Bofur went out too, and came back with clarinets that they had left among the walking-sticks
Dwalin and Balin said: “Excuse me, I left mine in the porch!” “Just bring mine in with you,” said
Thorin. They came back with viols as big as themselves, and with Thorin’s harp wrapped in a
green cloth. It was a beautiful gold-en harp, and when Thorin struck it the music began all at
once, so sudden and sweet that Bilbo forgot everything else, and was swept away into dark lands
under strange moons, far over The Water and very far from his hobbit-hole under The Hill.

The dark came into the room from the little window that opened in the side of The Hill; the
firelight flickered-it was April-and still they played on, while the shadow of Gandalf's beard
wagged against the wall.

The dark filled all the room, and the fire died down, and the shadows were lost, and still they
played on. And suddenly first one and then another began to sing as they played, deep-throated
singing of the dwarves in the deep places of their ancient homes; and this is like a fragment of
their song, if it can be like their song without their music.

Far over the misty mountains cold
To dungeons deep and caverns old
We must away ere break of day
To seek the pale enchanted gold.

The dwarves of yore made mighty spells,
While hammers fell like ringing bells

In places deep, where dark things sleep,
In hollow halls beneath the fells.

For ancient king and elvish lord

There many a gloaming golden hoard

They shaped and wrought, and light they caught
To hide in gems on hilt of sword.

On silver necklaces they strung

The flowering stars, on crowns they hung
The dragon-fire, in twisted wire
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They meshed the light of moon and sun.

Far over the misty mountains cold
To dungeons deep and caverns old
We must away, ere break of day,
To claim our long-forgotten gold.

Goblets they carved there for themselves
And harps of gold; where no man delves
There lay they long, and many a song
Was sung unheard by men or elves.

The pines were roaring on the height,
The winds were moaning in the night.
The fire was red, it flaming spread;
The trees like torches biased with light,

The bells were ringing in the dale
And men looked up with faces pale;
The dragon's ire more fierce than fire
Laid low their towers and houses frail.

The mountain smoked beneath the moon;
The dwarves, they heard the tramp of doom.
They fled their hall to dying -fall

Beneath his feet, beneath the moon.

Far over the misty mountains grim
To dungeons deep and caverns dim
We must away, ere break of day,

To win our harps and gold from him!

As they sang the hobbit felt the love of beautiful things made by hands and by cunning and by
magic moving through him, a fierce and jealous love, the desire of the hearts of dwarves. Then
something Tookish woke up inside him, and he wished to go and see the great mountains, and
hear the pine-trees and the waterfalls, and explore the caves, and wear a sword instead of a
walking-stick. He looked out of the window. The stars were out in a dark sky above the trees. He
thought of the jewels of the dwarves shining in dark caverns. Suddenly in the wood beyond The
Water a flame leapt up--probably somebody lighting a wood-fire-and he thought of plundering
dragons settling on his quiet Hill and kindling it all to flames. He shuddered; and very quickly he
was plain Mr. Baggins of Bag-End, Under-Hill, again.

He got up trembling. He had less than half a mind to fetch the lamp, and more than half a
mind to pretend to, and go and hide behind the beer barrels in the cellar, and not come out again
until all the dwarves had gone away. Suddenly he found that the music and the singing had
stopped, and they were all looking at him with eyes shining in the dark.

“Where are you going?” said Thorin, in a tone that seemed to show that he guessed both
halves of the hobbit's mind.

“What about a little light?” said Bilbo apologetically.

“We like the dark,” said the dwarves. “Dark for dark business! There are many hours before
dawn.”

“Of course!” said Bilbo, and sat down in a hurry. He missed the stool and sat in the fender,
knocking over the poker and shovel with a crash.
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“Hush!” said Gandalf. “Let Thorin speak!” And this is bow Thorin began.

“Gandalf, dwarves and Mr. Baggins! We are not together in the house of our friend and
fellow conspirator, this most excellent and audacious hobbit-may the hair on his toes never fall
out! all praise to his wine and ale!-” He paused for breath and for a polite remark from the hob-
bit, but the compliments were quite lost on-poor Bilbo Baggins, who was wagging his mouth in
protest at being called audacious and worst of all fellow conspirator, though no noise came out,
he was so flummoxed. So Thorin went on:

“We are met to discuss our plans, our ways, means, policy and devices. We shall soon before
the break of day start on our long journey, a journey from which some of us, or perhaps all of us
(except our friend and counsellor, the ingenious wizard Gandalf) may never return. It is a solemn
moment. Our object is, | take it, well known to us all. To the estimable Mr. Baggins, and perhaps
to one or two of the younger dwarves (I think I should be right in naming Kili and Fili, for
instance), the exact situation at the moment may require a little brief explanation-”

This was Thorin's style. He was an important dwarf. If he had been allowed, he would
probably have gone on like this until he was out of breath, without telling any one there ‘anything
that was not known already. But he was rudely interrupted. Poor Bilbo couldn't bear it any
longer. At may never return he began to feel a shriek coming up inside, and very soon it burst out
like the whistle of an engine coming out of a tunnel. All the dwarves sprang Bp knocking over
the table. Gandalf struck a blue light on the end of his magic staff, and in its firework glare the
poor little hobbit could be seen kneeling on the hearth-rug, shaking like a jelly that was melting.
Then he fell flat on the floor, and kept on calling out “struck by lightning, struck by lightning!”
over and over again; and that was all they could get out of him for a long time. So they took him
and laid him out of the way on the drawing-room sofa with a drink at his elbow, and they went
back to their dark business.

“Excitable little fellow,” said Gandalf, as they sat down again. “Gets funny queer fits, but he
is one of the best, one of the best-as fierce as a dragon in a pinch.”

If you have ever seen a dragon in a pinch, you will realize that this was only poetical
exaggeration applied to any hobbit, even to Old Took's great-granduncle Bullroarer, who was so
huge (for a hobbit) that he could ride a horse. He charged the ranks of the goblins of Mount
Gram in the Battle of the Green Fields, and knocked their king Gol-firnbul's head clean off with
a wooden club. It sailed a hundred yards through the air and went down a rabbit hole, and in this
way the battle was won and the game of Golf invented at the same moment.

In the meanwhile, however, Bullroarer's gentler descendant was reviving in the drawing-
room. After a while and a drink he crept nervously to the door of the parlour. This is what he
heard, Gloin speaking: “Humph!” (or some snort more or less like that). “Will he do, do you
think? It is all very well for Gandalf to talk about this hobbit being fierce, but one shriek like that
in a moment of excitement would be enough to wake the dragon and all his relatives, and Kill the
lot of us. I think it sounded more like fright than excitement! In fact, if it bad not been for the
sign on the door, | should have been sure we had come to the wrong house. As soon as | clapped
eyes on the little fellow bobbing and puffing on the mat, I had my doubts. He looks more like a
grocer-than a burglar!”

Then Mr. Baggins turned the handle and went in. The Took side had won. He suddenly felt he
would go without bed and breakfast to be thought fierce. As for little fellow bobbing on the mat
it almost made him really fierce. Many a time afterwards the Baggins part regretted what he did
now, and he said to himself: “Bilbo, you were a fool; you walked right in and put your foot in it.”

“Pardon me,” he said, “if I have overheard words that you were saying. I don't pretend to
understand what you are talking about, or your reference to burglars, but I think I am right in
believing” (this is what he called being on his dignity) “that you think I am no good. I will show
you. | have no signs on my door-it was painted a week ago-, and | am quite sure you have come
to the wrong house. As soon as | saw your funny faces on the door-step, | had my doubts. But
treat it as the right one. Tell me what you want done, and | will try it, if | have to walk from here
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to the East of East and fight the wild Were-worms in the Last Desert. | bad a great-great-great-
granduncle once, Bullroarer Took, and-"

“Yes, yes, but that was long ago,” said Gloin. “I was talking about you. And I assure you
there is a mark on this door-the usual one in the trade, or used to be. Burglar wants a good job,
plenty of Excitement and reasonable Reward, that's how it is usually read. You then say Expert
Treasure-hunter instead of Burglar if you like. Some of them do. It's all the same to us. Gandalf
told us that there was a man of the sort in these parts looking for a Job at once, and that he had
arranged for a meeting here this Wednesday tea-time.”

“Of course there is a mark,” said Gandalf. “I put it there myself. For very good reasons. You
asked me to find the fourteenth man for your expedition, and | chose Mr. Baggins. Just let any
one say | chose the wrong man or the wrong house, and you can stop at thirteen and have all the
bad luck you like, or go back to digging coal.”

He scowled so angrily at Gloin that the dwarf huddled back in his chair; and when Bilbo tried
to open his mouth to ask a question, he turned and frowned at him and stuck oat his bushy
eyebrows, till Bilbo shut his mouth tight with a snap. “That's right,” said Gandalf. “Let's have no
more argument. | have chosen Mr. Baggins and that ought to !6te enough for all of you. If | say
he is a Burglar, a Burglar he is, or will be when the time comes. There is a lot more in him than
you guess, and a deal more than he has any idea of himself. You may (possibly) all live to thank
me yet. Now Bilbo, my boy, fetch the lamp, and let's have little light on this!”

On the table in the light of a big lamp with a red shad he spread a piece of parchment rather
like a map.

“This was made by Thror, your grandfather, Thorin, he said in answer to the dwarves' excited
questions. “It is a plan of the Mountain.”

“I don't see that this will help us much,” said Thorin disappointedly after a glance. “I
remember the Mountain well enough and the lands about it. And I know where Mirkwood is, and
the Withered Heath where the great dragons bred.”

“There 1s a dragon marked in red on the Mountain, said Balin, “but it will be easy enough to
find him without that, if ever we arrive there.”

“There is one point that you haven't noticed,” said the wizard, “and that is the secret entrance.
You see that rune on the West side, and the hand pointing to it from the other runes? That marks
a hidden passage to the Lower Halls.

“It may have been secret once,” said Thorin, “but how do we know that it is secret any
longer? Old Smaug had lived there long enough now to find out anything there is to know about
those caves.”

“He may-but he can't have used it for years and years. “Why?”

“Because it is too small. 'Five feet high the door and three may walk abreast' say the runes,
but Smaug could not creep into a hole that size, not even when he was a young dragon, certainly
not after devouring so many of the dwarves and men of Dale.”

“It seems a great big hole to me,” squeaked Bilbo (who had no experience of dragons and
only of hobbit-holes) He was getting excited and interested again, so that he forgot to keep his
mouth shut. He loved maps, and in his hall there hung a large one of the Country Round with all
his favourite walks marked on it in red ink. “How could such a large door be kept secret from
everybody outside, apart from the dragon?” he asked. He was only a little hobbit you must
remember.

“In lots of ways,” said Gandalf. “But in what way this one has been hidden we don't know
without going to see. From what it says on the map | should guess there is a closed door which
has been made to look exactly like the side of the Mountain. That is the usual dwarves' method- 1
think that is right, isn't it?” “Quite right,” said Thorin.

“Also,” went on Gandalf, “I forgot to mention that with the map went a key, a small and
curious key. Here it is!” he said, and handed to Thorin a key with a long barrel and intricate
wards, made of silver. “Keep it safe!”
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“Indeed I will,” said Thorin, and he fastened it upon a fine chain that hung about his neck and
under his jacket. “Now things begin to look more hopeful. This news alters them much for-the
better. So far we have had no clear idea what to do. We thought of going East, as quiet and
careful as we could, as far as the Long Lake. After that the trouble would begin.”

“A long time before that, if | know anything about the loads East,” interrupted Gandalf.

“We might go from there up along the River Running,” went on Thorin taking no notice, “and
so to the ruins of Dale-the old town in the valley there, under the shadow of the Mountain. But
we none of us liked the idea of the Front Gate. The river runs right out of it through the great
cliff at the South of the Mountain, and out of it comes the dragon too-far too often, unless he has
changed.”

“That would be no good,” said the wizard, “not without a mighty Warrior, even a Hero. | tried
to find one; but warriors are busy fighting one another in distant lands, and in this neighbourhood
heroes are scarce, or simply lot to be found. Swords in these parts are mostly blunt, and axes are
used for trees, and shields as cradles or dish-covers; and dragons are comfortably far-off (and
therefore legendary). That is why | settled on burglary-especially when | remembered the
existence of a Side-door. And here is our little Bilbo Baggins, the burglar, the chosen and
selected burglar. So now let's get on and make some plans.”

“Very well then,” said Thorin, “supposing the burglar-expert gives us some ideas or
suggestions.” He turned with mock-politeness to Bilbo.

“First I should like to know a bit more about things,” said he, feeling all confused and a bit
shaky inside, but so far still lookishly determined to go on with things. “I mean about the gold
and the dragon, and all that, and how it got there, and who it belongs to, and so on and further.”

“Bless me!” said Thorin, “haven't you got a map? and didn't you hear our song? and haven't
we been talking about all this for hours?”

“All the same, I should like it all plain and clear,” said he obstinately, putting on his business
manner (usually reserved for people who tried to borrow money off him), and doing his best to
appear wise and prudent and professional and live up to Gandalf's recommendation. “Also I
should like to know about risks, out-of-pocket expenses, time required and remuneration, and so
forth”—by which he meant: “What am I going to get out of it? and am I going to come back
alive?”

“O very well,” said Thorin. “Long ago in my grandfather Thror's time our family was driven
out of the far North, and came back with all their wealth and their tools to this Mountain on the
map. It had been discovered by my far ancestor, Thrain the Old, but now they mined and they
tunnelled and they made huger halls and greater workshops—and in addition | believe they
found a good deal of gold and a great many jewels too. Anyway they grew immensely rich and
famous, and my grandfather was King under the Mountain again and treated with great reverence
by the mortal men, who lived to the South, and were gradually spreading up the Running River
as far as the valley overshadowed by the Mountain. They built the merry town of Dale there in
those days. Kings used to send for our smiths, and reward even the least skilful most richly.
Fathers would beg us to take their sons as apprentices, and pay us handsomely, especially in
food-supplies, which we never bothered to grow or find for ourselves. Altogether those were
good days for us, and the poorest of us had money to spend and to lend, and leisure to make
beautiful things just for the. fun of it, not to speak of the most marvellous and magical toys, the
like of which is not to be found in the world now-a-days. So my grandfather's halls became full
of armour and jewels and carvings and cups, and the toy-market of Dale was the wonder of the
North.

“Undoubtedly that was what brought the dragon. Dragons steal gold and jewels, you know,
from men and elves and dwarves, wherever they can find them; and they guard their plunder as
long as they live (which is practically forever, unless they are Killed), and never enjoy a brass
ring of it. Indeed they hardly know a good bit of work from a bad, though they usually have a
good notion of the current market value; and they can't make a thing for themselves, not even
mend a little loose scale of their armour. There were lots of dragons in the North in those days,
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and gold was probably getting scarce up there, with the dwarves flying south or getting killed,
and all the general waste and destruction that dragons make going from bad to worse. There was
a most specially greedy, strong and wicked worm called Smaug. One day he flew up into the air
and came south. The first we heard of it was a noise like a hurricane coming from the North, and
the pine-trees on the Mountain creaking and cracking in the wind. Some of the dwarves who
happened to be outside (I was one luckily -a fine adventurous lad in those days, always
wandering about, and it saved my life that day)-well, from a good way off we saw the dragon
settle on our mountain in a spout of flame. Then he came down the slopes and when he reached
the woods they all went up in fire. By that time all the bells were ringing in Dale and the warriors
were arming. The dwarves rushed out of their great gate; but there was the dragon waiting for
them. None escaped that way. The river rushed up in steam and a fog fell on Dale, and in the fog
the dragon came on them and destroyed most of the warriors-the usual unhappy story, it was
only too common in those days. Then he went back and crept in through the Front Gate and
routed out all the halls, and lanes, and tunnels, alleys, cellars, mansions and passages. After that
there were no dwarves left alive inside, and he took all their wealth for himself. Probably, for
that is the dragons’ way, he has piled it all up in a great heap far inside, and sleeps on it for a bed.
Later he used to crawl out of the great gate and come by night to Dale, and carry away people,
especially maidens, to eat, until Dale was ruined, and all the people dead or gone. What goes on
there now | don't know for certain, but I don't suppose anyone lives nearer to the Mountain than
the far edge of the Long Lake now-a-days.

“The few of us that were well outside sat and wept in hiding, and cursed Smaug; and there we
were unexpectedly joined by my father and my grandfather with singed beards. They looked
very grim but they said very little. When | asked how they had got away, they told me to hold
my tongue, and said that one day in the proper time | should know. After that we went away, and
we have had to earn our livings as best we could up and down the lands, often enough sinking as
low as blacksmith-work or even coalmining. But we have never forgotten our stolen treasure.
And even now, when | will allow we have a good bit laid by and are not so badly off"-here
Thorin stroked the gold chain round his neck-"we still mean to get it back, and to bring our
curses home to Smaug-if we can.

“I have often wondered about my father's and my grandfather's escape. I see now they must
have had a private Side-door which only they knew about. But apparently they made a map, and
| should like to know how Gandalf got hold of it, and why it did not come down to me, the
rightful heir.”

“I did not 'get hold of'it,' I was given it,” said the wizard.

“Your grandfather Thror was killed, you remember, in the mines of Moria by Azog the
Goblin”

“Curse his name, yes,” said Thorin.

“And Thrain your father went away on the twenty-first of April, a hundred years ago last
Thursday, and has never been seen by you since-"

“True, true,” said Thorin.

“Well, your father gave me this to give to you; and if | have chosen my own time and way of
handing it over, you can hardly blame me, considering the trouble I had to find you. Your father
could not remember his own name when he gave me the paper, and he never told me yours; so
on the whole I think I ought to be praised and thanked. Here it is,” said he handing the map to
Thorin.

“I don't understand,” said Thorin, and Bilbo felt he would have liked to say the same. The
explanation did not seem to explain.

“Your grandfather,” said the wizard slowly and grimly, “gave the map to his son for safety
before he went to the mines of Moria. Your father went away to try his luck with the map after
your grandfather was killed; and lots of adventures of a most unpleasant sort he had, but he never
got near the Mountain. How he got there | don't know, but I found him a prisoner in the
dungeons of the Necromancer.”
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“Whatever were you doing there?”” asked Thorin with a shudder, and all the dwarves shivered.

“Never you mind. I was finding things out, as usual; and a nasty dangerous business it was.
Even I, Gandalf, only just escaped. | tried to save your father, but it was too late. He was witless
and wandering, and had forgotten almost everything except the map and the key.” “We have
long ago paid the goblins of Moria,” said Thorin; “we must give a thought to the Necromancer.”
“Don't be absurd! He is an enemy quite beyond the powers of all the dwarves put together, if
they could all be collected again from the four corners of the world. The one thing your father
wished was for his son to read the map and use the key. The dragon and the Mountain are more
than big enough tasks for you!”

“Hear, hear!” said Bilbo, and accidentally said it aloud, “Hear what?” they all said turning
suddenly towards him, and he was so flustered that he answered “Hear what I have got to say!”
“What's that?” they asked.

“Well, I should say that you ought to go East and have a look round. After all there is the
Side-door, and dragons must sleep sometimes, | suppose. If you sit on the doorstep long enough,
| daresay you will think of something. And well, don't you know, | think we have talked long
enough for one night, if you see what | mean. What about bed, and an early start, and all that? I
will give you a good breakfast before you go.”

“Before we go, I suppose you mean,” said Thorin. “Aren't you the burglar? And isn't sitting
on the door-step your job, not to speak of getting inside the door? But | agree about bed and
breakfast. | like eggs with my ham, when starting on a journey: fried not poached, and mind you
don't break 'em.”

After all the others had ordered their breakfasts without so much as a please (which annoyed
Bilbo very much), they all got up. The hobbit had to find room for them all, and filled all his
spare-rooms and made beds on chairs and sofas, before he got them all stowed and went to his
own little bed very tired and not altogether happy. One thing he did make his mind up about was
not to bother to get up very early and cook everybody else's wretched breakfast. The
Tookishness was wearing off, and he was not now quite so sure that he was going on any journey
in the morning. As he lay in bed he could hear Thorin still humming to himself in the best
bedroom next to him:

Far over the misty mountains cold
To dungeons deep and caverns old
We must away, ere break of day,
To find our long-forgotten gold.

Bilbo went to sleep with that in his ears, and it gave him very uncomfortable dreams. It was
long after the break of day, when he woke up.

Tasks: Read more about William Shakespeare and his sonnets.

Read about the sonnet, its history, structure, forms and role in English poetry. Compare
this poetic form with other kinds of verse. Read this sonnet attentively; make sure that you
can understand every word and sentence structure in it. Mark the key words of the sonnet
and their links with the other words. Analyze the grammar of the sonnet, mark archaic
forms and vocabulary. Define and analyze the pattern of the verse: the type of poetic form,
rhythm, metre, rhyme scheme. Experiment with the text: change its versification pattern (i.
e., cut off a foot from every line and make it sound an iambic tetrameter). Note the
difference in rhythm and expressive power. Reconstruct the logical structure of the sonnet
and its major concepts.

Reconstruct the imagery of the sonnet and the stylistic means used to create the images.
Think of some possible Russian parallels, either in form or in contents. Translate the
sonnet word for word. Think of Russian equivalents for the archaic forms and vocabulary.
Decide whether they should be as archaic in Russian.

85



William Shakespeare

SONNET 73

That time of year thou mayst in me behold

When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,
Bare ruin'd choirs, where late the sweet birds sang.
In me thou see'st the twilight of such day

As after sunset fadeth in the west;

Which by and by black night doth take away,
Death's second self, that seals up all in rest.

In me thou see'st the glowing of such fire,

That on the ashes of his youth doth lie,

As the death-bed whereon it must expire,
Consumed with that which it was nourisht by.
This thou perceivest, which makes thy love more strong
To love that well which thou must leave ere long.

SONNET 102

My love is strenghten'd, though more weak in seeming;
I love not less, though less the show appear:

That love is merchandized whose rich esteeming
The owner's tongue doth publish every where.

Our love was new and then but in the spring

When | was wont to greet it with my lays,

As Philomel in summer's front doth sing

And stops her pipe in growth of riper days:'

Not that the summer is less pleasant now

Than when her mournful hymns did hush the night,
But that wild music burthens every bough

And sweets grown common lose their dear delight.
Therefore like her I sometime hold my tongue,
Because | would not dull you with my song.

Tasks: Study the form of the poem, its metre and rhyme scheme. Compare the words in the
rhymed pairs to assess their enhanced expressive value. Try to make "a text within a text"
based on the rhymes. Study the style and imagery of the poem to reproduce them in
Russian. Which of the image patterns may be a problem for translation? Why? What
equivalents can you find for Eden? Which of them will fit the text in Russian? Think over
the meaning of the word gold in the context of the poem to decide on its Russian equivalent.
Translate the text word for word and consider the amount of poetic information lost. Select
and arrange rhyming words in Russian to make a frame for the text. Complete the lines
with words according to the metric pattern reproducing as much of the source logic and
imagery as possible. Compare the result with the source text from the emotive point of
view. Read both texts aloud to compare the way they sound. Complete the translation and
discuss the result. Look for other translation versions of the poem and com ment on them.

Rober Lee Frost

FIRE AND ICE
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Some say the world will end in fire,
Some say in ice.

From what I've tasted of desire

| hold with those who favor fire.
But if it had to perish twice,

I think 1 know enough of hate

Say that for destruction ice

Is also great

And would suffice.

Tasks:

1. Point out some special lexical and grammatical problems for translation in proverbs

and sayings.

2. Point out some intercultural problems which might need a translator commentary to

the text.

3. Consider different ways for the translation of emphatic structures to reproduce the
emotional tension of the source text in English. Read the translated text aloud to feel

into its scenic perspectives.

ok~

Discuss the results in comparison with other translations of the text.
Translate proverbs and saying, analyze it and find Russian equivalents

Proverbs and sayings.

When it rains it pours

Save it for a rainy day

Do what’s true — and say it, too!
The first health is wealth

Keep kind in mind

It’s not whether you win or lose that
matters,

it’s how you play the game

Bald as an eagle

Stubborn as a mule

The early bird catches the worm
Take the bull by the horns

An oak is not felled with one stroke
Rome was not built in a day

Strike while the iron is hot

Time and tide wait for no man

Time is a great healer

Time is money

When at Rome, do as the Romans do
He laughs best who laughs last

The best part of living is loving and
giving

East or West, home is best
Lightning never strikes the same place
twice

Too many cooks spoil the broth

[Tpunura 6ema — pactBopsiii Bopota (bena He
MIPUXOIUT OJTHA)

OTN0XUTh HA YEPHBIN JICHD

[IpaBauBBIM OyIb U B MBICIISIX U B IIOCTYIKAX
310pOBBE — rIIaBHOE OOTaTCTBO

[Tomuu o0 no6pe Bceraa

HeBaxHo, BEIMTpbIBACIIb Thl UM IPOUTPHIBACIIIb,
Ba)KHO, KaK Thl UTPACIIb

I'ox xak cokon

Vrpsimblii Kak 0cén

Tot kTO paHO BCTA€T, TOMY OOT AaéT

B3sarte Obika 3a pora

C nepBoro pasa He BCce AaeTcs

MockBa He cpa3y CTpOWIIAChH

Kyii xene3o0, moka ropsiao

Bpewms He xner

Bpewms neunt

Bpewms - nensru

Co cBOMM caMOBapOM B TOCTH HE XOJAT
Xopouo cMeETCsl TOT, KTO CMEETCS MOCIEIHUM
VY cemu HsIHEK AUTA Oe3 TIa3y

B roctsix xoporto, a joma Jrydiie

Jlyd4iias 9acTh KU3HH — JIFOOUTH U 1aBaTh
MonHust HUKOT/Aa HE yAapsieT JBaX/bl B OJTHO U TO XKe
MECTO
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Task: 1. Translate the fairy-tale into Russian language analyze it and discuss.

Alice's Adventures in Wonderland
by Lewis Carroll

Ch. |
Down the Rabbit Hole
1. Alice was beginning to get very tired of sitting by her sister on the bank, and of having
nothing to do: once or twice she had peeped into the book her sister was reading, but it had no
pictures or conversations in it, "and what is the use of a book," thought Alice "without pictures or
conversation?"
2. So she was considering in her own mind (as well as she could, for the hot day made her feel
very sleepy and stupid), whether the pleasure of making a daisy-chain would be worth the
trouble of getting up and picking the daisies, when suddenly a White Rabbit with pink eyes ran
close by her.
3. There was nothing so VERY remarkable in that; nor did Alice think it so VERY much out of
the way to hear the Rabbit say to itself, "Oh dear! Oh dear! I shall be late!" (when she thought it
over afterwards, it occurred to her that she ought to have wondered at this, but at the time it all
seemed quite natural); but when the Rabbit actually TOOK A WATCH OUT OF ITS
WAISTCOAT-POCKET, and looked at it, and then hurried on, Alice started to her feet, for it
flashed across her mind that she had never before seen a rabbit with either a waistcoat-pocket, or
a watch to take out of it, and burning with curiosity, she ran across the field after it, and
fortunately was just in time to see it pop down a large rabbit-hole under the hedge.
4. In another moment down went Alice after it, never once considering how in the world she was
to get out again.
5. The rabbit-hole went straight on like a tunnel for some way, and then dipped suddenly down,
so suddenly that Alice had not a moment to think about stopping herself before she found herself
falling down a very deep well.
6. Either the well was very deep, or she fell very slowly, for she had plenty of time as she went
down to look about her and to wonder what was going to happen next. First, she tried to look
down and make out what she was coming to, but it was too dark to see anything; then she looked
at the sides of the well, and noticed that they were filled with cupboards and book-shelves; here
and there she saw maps and pictures hung upon pegs. She took down a jar from one of the
shelves as she passed; it was labelled "ORANGE MARMALADE", but to her great
disappointment it way empty: she did not like to drop the jar for fear of killing somebody, so
managed to put it into one of the cupboards as she fell past it.
7. "Well!" thought Alice to herself, "after such a fall as this, I shall think nothing of tumbling
down stairs! How brave they'll all think me at home! Why, | wouldn't say anything about it, even
if | fell off the top of the house!" (Which was very likely true.)
8. Down, down, down. Would the fall NEVER come to an end! "I wonder how many miles I've
fallen by this time?" she said aloud. "l must be getting somewhere near the centre of the earth.
Let me see: that would be four thousand miles down, | think—" (for, you see, Alice had learnt
several things of this sort in her lessons in the schoolroom, and though this was not a VERY
good opportunity for showing off her knowledge, as there was no one to listen to her, still it was
good practice to say it over) "-yes, that's about the right distance-but then | wonder what
Latitude or Longitude I've got to?" (Alice had no idea what Latitude was, or Longitude either,
but thought they were nice grand words to say.)
9.Presently she began again. "I wonder if I shall fall right THROUGH the earth! How funny it'll
seem to come out among the people that walk with their heads downward! The Antipathies, |
think—" (she was rather glad there WAS no one listening, this time, as it didn't sound at all the
right word) "—but | shall have to ask them what the name of the country is, you know. Please,
Ma'am, is this
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10. Down, down, down. There was nothing else to do, so Alice soon began talking again.
"Dinah’'ll miss me very much to-night, | should think!" (Dinah was the cat.) "I hope they'll
remember her saucer of milk at tea-time. Dinah my dear! | wish you were down here with me!
There are no mice in the air, I'm afraid, but you might catch a bat, and that's very like a mouse,
you know. But do cats eat bats, | wonder?" And here Alice began to get rather sleepy, and went
on saying to herself, in a dreamy sort of way, "Do cats eat bats? Do cats eat bats?" and
sometimes, "Do bats eat cats?" for, you see, as she couldn't answer either question, it didn't much
matter which way she put it. She felt that she was dozing off, and had just begun to dream that
she was walking hand in hand with Dinah, and saying to her very earnestly, "Now, Dinah, tell
me the truth: did you ever eat a bat?" when suddenly, thump! thump! down she came upon a
heap of sticks and dry leaves, and the fall was over.

11. Alice was not a bit hurt, and she jumped up on to her feet in a moment: she looked up, but it
was all dark overhead; before her was another long passage, and the White Rabbit was still in
sight, hurrying down it. There was not a moment to be lost: away went Alice like the wind, and
was just in time to hear it say, as it turned a corner, "Oh my ears and whiskers, how late it's
getting!" She was close behind it when she turned to corner, but the Rabbit was no longer to be
seen: she found herself in a long, low hall, which was lit up by a row of lamps hanging from the
roof.

12. There were doors all round the hall, but they were all locked; and when Alice had been all
the way down one side and up the other, trying every door, she walked sadly down the middle,
wondering how she was ever to get out again.

13. Suddenly she came upon a little three-legged table, all made of solid glass; there was nothing
on it except a tiny golden key, and Alice's first thought was that it might belong to one of the
doors of the hall; but, alas! either the locks were too large, or the key was too small, but at any
rate it would not open any of them. However, on the second time round, she came upon a low
curtain she had not noticed before, and behind it was a little door about fifteen inches high: she
tried the little golden key in the lock, and to her great delight it fitted!

14. Alice opened the door and found that it led into a small passage, not much larger than a rat-
hole: she knelt down and looked along the passage into the loveliest garden you ever saw. How
she longed to get out of that dark hall, and wander about among those beds of bright flowers and
those cool fountains, but she could not even get her head though the doorway; "and even if my
head would go through,” thought poor Alice, "it would be of very little use without my
shoulders. Oh, how I wish I could shut up like a telescope! I think I could, if I only know how to
begin." For, you see, so many out-of-the-way things had happened lately, that Alice had begun to
think that very few things indeed were really impossible.

15. There seemed to be no use in waiting by the little door, so she went back to the table, half
hoping she might find another key on it, or at any rate a book of rules for shutting people up like
telescopes: this time she found a little bottle on it, ("which certainly was not here before," said
Alice,) and round the neck of the bottle was a paper label, with the words "DRINK ME"
beautifully printed on it in large letters.

16. It was all very well to say "Drink me," but the wise little Alice was not going to do THAT in
a hurry. "No, I'll look first," she said, "and see whether it's marked "poison" or not"; for she had
read several nice little histories about children who had got burnt, and eaten up by wild beasts
and other unpleasant things, all because they WOULD not remember the simple rules their
friends had taught them: such as, that a red-hot poker will burn you if your hold it too long; and
that if you cut your finger VERY deeply with a knife, it usually bleeds; and she had never
forgotten that, if you drink much from a bottle marked "poison,” it is almost certain to disagree
with you, sooner or later.

17. However, this bottle was NOT marked "poison," so Alice ventured to taste it, and finding it
very nice, (it had, in fact, a sort of mixed flavour of cherry-tart, custard, pine-apple, roast turkey,
toffee, and hot buttered toast) she very soon finished it off.

"What a curious feeling!" said Alice; "I must be shutting up like a telescope.”
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18. And so it was indeed: she was now only ten inches high, and her face brightened up at the
thought that she was now the right size for going though the little door into that lovely garden.
First, however, she waited for a few minutes to see if she was going to shrink any further: she
felt a little nervous about this; "for it might end, you know," said Alice to herself, "in my going
out altogether, like a candle. I wonder what I should be like then?" And she tried to fancy what
the flame of a candle is like after the candle is blown out, for she could not remember ever
having seen such a thing.

19. After a while, finding that nothing more happened, she decided on going into the garden at
once; but, alas for poor Alice! when she got to the door, she found he had forgotten the little
golden key, and when she went back to the table for it, she found she could not possibly reach it:
she could see it quite plainly through the glass, and she tried her best to climb up one of the legs
of the table, but it was too slippery; and when she had tired herself out with trying, the poor little
thing sat down and cried.

20. "Come, there's no use in crying like that!" said Alice to herself, rather sharply; "I advise you
to leave off this minute!" She generally gave herself very good advice, (though she very seldom
followed it), and sometimes she scolded herself so severely as to bring tears into her eyes; and
once she remembered trying to box her own ears for having cheated herself in a game of croquet
she was playing against herself, for this curious child was very fond of pretending to be two
people. "But it's no use now," thought poor Alice, "to pretend to be two people! Why, there's
hardly enough of me left to make ONE respectable person!"

21. Soon her eye fell on a little glass box that was lying under the table: she opened it, and found
in it a very small cake, on which the words "EAT ME" were beautifully marked in currants.
"Well, I'll eat it, " said Alice, "and if it makes me grow larger, | can reach the key; and if it
makes me grow smaller, | can creep under the door; so either way I'll get into the garden, and |
don't care which happens!"

22. She ate a little bit, and said anxiously to herself, "Which way? Which way?", holding her
hand on the top of her head to feel which way it was growing, and she was quite surprised to find
that she remained the same size: to be sure, this generally happens when one eats cake, but Alice
had got so much into the way of expecting nothing but out-of-the-way things to happen, that it
seemed quite dull and stupid for life to go on in the common way.

23. So she set to work, and very soon finished off the cake.

Tasks:

1. Translate the text into Russian language,
2. Find Russian equivalents of this fairy-tales and heroes;
3. Do the pretranslational analysis of the text and discuss it.

The Three Little Pigs

THERE was once a mother pig who had three little pigs. When they were old enough to
leave home, she sent them into the world to seek their fortune.

The first pig met a man who was carrying a bundle of straw, and he said to him:

"Please may | have some of your straw to build a house?"

The man gave him some straw, and the little pig built a nice little straw house. Soon the
wolf came up to the house. He knocked at the door and said:

"Little pig, little pig, let me come in."

The little pig answered:

"No, no, by the hair on my chinny chin chin."

"Then I'll huff and I'll puff, and I'll blow your house in."

So he huffed and he puffed and he blew the house in and ate up the little pig.

The second little pig met a man who was carrying a bundle of furze, and he said to him:
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"Please may | have some of your furze to build a house?"

The man gave him some furze, and the little pig built a nice little house. Soon the wolf
came up to the house. He knocked at the door and said:

"Little pig, little pig, let me come in."

The little pig answered:

"No, no, by the hair on my chinny chin chin."”

"Then I'll huff and I'll puff, and I'll blow your house in."

So he huffed and he puffed, and he huffed and he puffed, and in the end he blew the
house in and ate up the little pig.

The third little pig met a man who was carrying a load of bricks, and he said to him:

"Please may | have some of your bricks to build a house?"

The man gave him some bricks, and the little pig built a nice little house. Soon the wolf
came up to the house. He knocked at the door, and said:

"Little pig, little pig, let me come in."

The little pig answered!

"No, no, by the hair on my chinny chin chin.”

"Then I'll huff and I'll puff, and I'll blow your house in."

So he huffed and he puffed, and he puffed and he huffed, but he could not blow the house
down because it was made of bricks. He had to think of some other way to get the little pig, so he
said:

"Little pig, I know where there is a nice field of turnips."

"Where?" asked the little pig.

"In Mr Smith's field. At six tomorrow morning I'll call for you and we'll go together and
get some turnips for dinner."”

But the little pig got up at five o'clock and got the turnips before the wolf came. And
when the wolf called at six and asked, "Are you ready?" the little pig said:

"I have already been to the field and | already have a pot of turnips on the fire. Now | am
cooking them for dinneg." )

The wolf was very angry, but he still wanted to get the little pig, and he said:

"Little pig, I know where there is a nice apple-tree with ripe apples on it."

"Where?" asked the little pig.

"Down at Merry-garden. I'll call for you at five o'clock tomorrow morning and we'll go
and get some apples."

But the little pig got up at four o'clock and went to Merry-garden. He hoped to be back
with the apples before the wolf came. But he was still up in the tree, when he saw the wolf was
coming. The little pig was very frightened.

"Little pig! So you are here before me! Are the apples nice?" said the wolf.

"Yes, very nice," answered the little pig. "I'll throw you one to taste,” and he threw an
apple as far away as he could. While the wolf was hurrying to pick it up, the little pig jumped
down out of the tree and ran home.
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The next day the wolf called again, and said to the ittle pig:

"Little pig, there is a fair at Shanklin this afternoon. Do you want to go? We can go
together."

"Oh yes," said the little pig. "What time will you be ready?"

"At three," answered the wolf.

So the little pig went off early, as before, and bought a butter churn at the fair. As he was
on his way home, he saw the wolf on the road. He did not know what to do, so he got inside the
churn. Then the churn began to turn over, and it rolled down the hill with the little pig inside it.
This frightened the wolf so much that he did not go to the fair, but ran home. Then he went to the
little pig's house and said:

"Oh, little pig, I got such a fright as | was going to the fair. A great round thing rolled
down the hill past me."”

The little pig said:

"Ha, ha, I frightened you, then. I went to the fair and bought a butter churn. When | saw
you, | got into it, and rolled down the hill."

Now the wolf was very angry indeed. He decided to climb down the chimney and eat up
the little pig. When the little pig heard a noise on the roof, he put his biggest pot on the fire to
boil, and took the lid off just as the wolf was coming down. The wolf fell in, and the little pig
boiled him. The little pig lived happily ever afterwards in his safe little house of bricks.

Tasks:
1. Translate the text into Russian language,
2. Find Russian equivalents of this fairy-tales and heroes;
3. Do the pretranslational analysis of the text and discuss it.

Jack and His Friends

ONCE upon a time there was a boy whose name was Jack. One day Jack set out to seek
his fortune.

He hadn't gone very far when he met a cat.

"Good morning, Jack," said the cat. "Where are you going?"

"I'm going to seek my fortune,” said Jack.

"May | go with you?"

"Yes, if you like."

So Jack and the cat went on.

They hadn't gone very far when they met a dog.

"Oh, good morning, Jack," said the dog. "Where are you going?"

"I'm going to seek my fortune,"” said Jack.

"May | go too?"

"Yes, certainly."

So Jack and the cat and the dog went on.

They hadn't gone very much farther when they met a cow.

"Hello, Jack," said the cow. "Where are you going?"

"I'm going to seek my fortune."

"May | go with you?"

"Certainly, you may."

So Jack and the cat and the dog and the cow went on.

They hadn't gone very far when they met a goat.

"Good morning, Jack," said the goat. "Where are you going?"

"I'm going to seek my fortune."

"May | go too?"

"Yes, if you like."
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So Jack and the cat and the dog and the cow and the goat went on.

They hadn't gone much farther when they met a cock.

"Good morning, Jack," said the cock. "Where are you going?"

"I'm going to seek my fortune."

"May | go with you?"

"Certainly," said Jack.

So Jack and the cat and the dog and the cow and the goat and the cock went on.

They walked and they walked until it got dark, but they couldn't find a place to spend the
night. At last they came to a house. Jack told his friends not to talk or to make a noise while he
peeped through the window. And do you know what he saw in that house? Some men round a
table, and they were counting their money!

"Robbers," said Jack to his friends. "Now, when | say 'Go!" make as much noise as you
can, and we'll frighten them away.” So in a minute Jack said, "Go!" And the cat mewed, "Miaow,
miaow," and the dog barked, "Woof! Woof!" And the cow mooed, "Moooo, moooo," and the
goat bleated, "Me-e-e, me-e-e." And the cock crowed, "Cock-a-doodle-doo! Cock-a-doodle-
doo!" And they all together made such a dreadful noise that it frightened the robbers and they all
ran away.

Then Jack and his friends went inside the house to have a good sleep. The cat lay down
on the rocking-chair, and the dog lay under the table, and the goat lay down at the top of the
stairs, and the cow went into the cellar where it was nice and cool, and the cock settled down on
the roof, and ‘Jack blew out the lamp and went to bed.

Now the house was dark and in a little while everything was quiet. Then the robbers
decided to return to their house. So they told one man to go back and see if everything was all
right.

He went on tiptoe to the house, as quietly as he could. But soon he came running back, all
out of breath and very frightened. "Don't send me there again!" he said. "It's a dreadful place! |
tried to sit down in the rocking-chair, but an old woman stuck her knitting-needles into me."
(That wasn't an old woman. That was the cat!) "And | went to the table and looked under it, and
there was an old man under the table, and he stuck his pincers into me." (That wasn't an old man
with pincers under the table. That was the dog!) "And | went up the stairs and an old woman
with a sweeping-brush knocked me right down again." (Oh, the silly! That was the goat!) "Then |
ran down to the cellar, but there was a man there chopping wood, and he hit me on the head with

93



his axe." (That wasn't a man with an axe. That was the cow!) "But the worst one of all,” said the
robber, "was on the roof. There was a dreadful little old man up there who shouted, "Throw him
up to me! Throw him up to me!™ (The silly! That was the cock!) "I didn't want to be thrown up
to him, so I ran right out of the house! And I'll never go there again!"

So the robbers never went there again. And Jack and his friends stayed in the house as
long as they liked.

Tasks:

1. Translate the text into Russian language,
2. Find Russian equivalents of this fairy-tales and heroes;
3. Do the pretranslational analysis of the text and discuss it.

Henny-penny

ONE day Henny-penny was picking up corn in the farmyard when suddenly an acorn fell
and hit her on the head. "Dear me!"” said Henny-penny. "The sky is falling. I must go and tell the
king."

So she set out to tell the king, and she went along till she met Cocky-locky.

"Where are you going, Henny-penny?" said Cocky-locky.

"I'm going to tell the king the sky is falling,” said Henny-penny.

"May | go with you?" said Cocky-locky.

"Certainly," said Henny-penny.

So they went along together to tell the king the sky was falling.

They went along till they met Ducky-daddies.

"Where are you going, Henny-penny and Cocky-locky?" said Ducky-daddies.

"We're going to tell the king the sky is falling,” said Henny-penny and Cocky-locky.

"May | go with you?" said Ducky-daddies.

"Certainly," said Henny-penny and Cocky-locky.

So they went along together to tell the king the sky was falling.

They went along till they met Goosey-poosey.

"Where are you going, Henny-penny and Cocky-locky and Ducky-daddies?" said
Goosey-poosey.

"We are going to tell the king the sky is falling,"” said Henny-penny and Cocky-locky and
Ducky-daddies.

"May | go with you?" said Goosey-poosey.

"Certainly," said Henny-penny and Cocky-locky and Ducky-daddies.

So they went along together to tell the king the sky was falling.

They went along till they met Turkey-lurkey.

"Where are you going, Henny-penny and Cocky-locky and Ducky-daddies and Goosey-
poosey?" said Turkey-lurkey.

"We are going to tell the king the sky is falling,” said Henny-penny and Cocky-locky and
Ducky-daddies and Goosey-poosey.

"May | go with you?" said Turkey-lurkey.

"Certainly," said Henny-penny and Cocky-locky and Ducky-daddies and Goosey-poosey.

So they went along together to tell the king the sky was falling.

They went along till they met Foxy-woxy.

"Where are you going, Henny-penny and Cocky-locky and Ducky-daddies and Goosey-
poosey and Turkey-lurkey?" said Foxy-woxy.

"We are going to tell the king the sky is falling," said Henny-penny and Cocky-locky and
Ducky-daddies and Goosey-poosey and Turkey-lurkey.

"But you are all going the wrong way," said Foxy-woxy. "Shall I show you the right
way?"
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"Yes, please," said Henny-penny and Cocky-locky and Ducky-daddies and Goosey-
poosey and Turkey-lurkey.

They followed Foxy-woxy till they came to a dark hole. This was the front door of Foxy-
WOXY's cave.

"Follow me," said Foxy-woxy. "This is a short way to the king's palace. You'll soon get
there if you follow me. I shall go first and you come after."

Foxy-woxy went into his cave but he did not go very far in. He hid a little way inside and
waited.

Soon Turkey-lurkey went in and Foxy-woxy bit off his head and threw his body over his
shoulder. Then Goosey-poosey went in and Foxy-woxy bit off her head and threw her body over
his shoulder. Then Ducky-daddies went in and Foxy-woxy bit off her head and threw her body
over his shoulder. Then Cocky-locky went in and Foxy-woxy bit off his head too.

But Cocky-locky just had time to crow first and Henny-penny knew something was
wrong. She turned round and ran home as fast as she could, so she never told the king the sky
was falling.

Tasks:
1. Translate the text into Russian language,
2. Find Russian equivalents of this fairy-tales and heroes;
3. Do the pretranslational analysis of the text and discuss it.

The Little Red Hen and the Grain of Wheat
ONE day as the Little Red Hen was scratching in a field, she found a grain of wheat.
"This grain of wheat should be planted,"” she said, "Who will plant this grain of wheat?"
"Not 1," said the Duck.
"Not 1," said the Cat.
"Not 1," said the Dog.
"Then I will," said the Little Red Hen. And she did.
Soon the wheat grew tall and yellow.
"The wheat is ripe," said the Little Red Hen. "Who will cut the wheat?"
"Not 1," said the Duck,
"Not 1," said the Cat.
"Not I," said the Dog.
"Then | will," said the Little Red Hen. And she did.
When the wheat was cut, the Little Red Hen said, "Who will thresh this wheat?"
"Not I," said the Duck.
"Not I," said the Cat.
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"Not 1," said the Dog.
"Then | will," said the Little Red Hen. And she did.

When the wheat was all threshed, the Little Red Hen said, "Who will take this wheat to
the mill?"

"Not I," said the Duck.

"Not I," said the Cat.

"Not 1," said the Dog.

"Then | will," said the Little Red Hen. And she did.

.;‘J.!i
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She took the wheat to the mill, and it was made into flour. Then she said, "Who will
make this flour into bread?"

"Not I," said the Duck.

"Not I," said the Cat.

"Not 1," said the Dog.

"Then I will," said the Little Red Hen. And she did.

She baked the bread. Then she said, "Who will eat this bread?"
"Oh! I will," said the Duck.

"And | will," said the Cat.

"And | will," said the Dog.

"No, no!" said the Little Red Hen. "I will do that." And she did.

Tasks:
1. Translate the text into Russian language,
2. Find Russian equivalents of this fairy-tales and heroes;
3. Do the pretranslational analysis of the text and discuss it.

The Old Woman and Her Pig

ONCE an old woman was sweeping her house, and she found a little crooked sixpence.
"What shall I do with this little sixpence?" she said. "I will go to the market, and buy a little pig."
And the old woman did so.

As she was coming home, she came to a stile, but the pig wouldn't go over the stile.

The old woman went a little farther, and she met a dog. So she said to him, "Dog! Dog!
Bite the pig, the pig won't go over the stile; and | shan't get home tonight." But the dog wouldn't.

She went a little farther, and she met a stick. So she said, "Stick! Stick! Beat the dog, the

dog won't bite the pig; the pig won't go over the stile; and | shan't get home tonight." But the
stick wouldn't.
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She went a little farther and she met a fire. So she said, "Fire! Fire! Burn the stick; the
stick won't beat the dog; the dog won't bite the pig; the pig won't go over the stile; and | shan't
get home tonight.” But the fire wouldn't.

She went a little farther, and she met some water. So she said, "Water! Water! Put out the
fire; the fire won't burn the stick; the stick won't beat the dog; the dog won't bile the pig; the pig
won't go over the stile; and | shan't get home tonight.” But the water wouldn't.

She went a little farther, and she met an ox. So she said, "Ox! Ox! Drink the water; the
water won't put out the fire; the fire won't burn the stick; the stick won't beat the dog; the dog
won't bite the pig; the pig won't go over the stile; and | shan't get home tonight." But the ox
wouldn't.

She went a little farther, and she met a butcher. So she said, "Butcher! Butcher! Kill the
ox; the ox won't drink the water; the water won't put out the fire; the fire won't burn the stick; the
stick won't beat the dog; the dog won't bite the pig; the pig won't go over the stile; and | shan't
get home tonight.” But the butcher wouldn't.

She went a little farther; and she met a rope. So she said, "Rope! Rope! Bind the butcher;
the butcher won't kill the ox; the ox won't drink the water; the water won't put out the fire; the
fire won't burn the stick; the stick won't beat the dog; the dog won't bite the pig; the pig won't go
over the stile; and I shan't get home tonight.” But the rope wouldn't.

She went a little farther, and she met a rat. So she said, "Rat! Rat! Gnaw the rope; the
rope won't bind the butcher; the butcher won't kill the ox; the ox won't drink the water; the water
won't put out the fire; the fire won't burn the stick; the stick won't beat the dog; the dog won't
bite the pig; the pig won't go over the stile; and | shan't get home tonight.” But the rat wouldn't.

She went a little farther; and she met a cat. So she said, "Cat! Cat! Kill the rat; the rat
won't gnaw the rope; the rope won't bind the butcher; the butcher won't kill the ox; the ox won't
drink the water; the water won't put out the fire; the fire won't burn the stick; the stick won't beat
the dog; the dog won't bite the pig; the pig won't go over the stile; and | shan't get home tonight."

Then the cat said to her, "If you go to the cow and fetch me a saucer of milk, I will Kkill
the rat." So the old woman went away to the cow.

But the cow said to her, "If you go to the haystack and fetch me a bundle of hay, I'll give
you the milk." So the old woman went away to the haystack; and she brought the hay to the cow.

As soon as the cow had eaten the hay, she gave the old woman the milk; and the old
woman gave the milk in a saucer to the cat.

As soon as the cat had lapped up the milk, | the cat began to run after the rat; the rat
began to gnaw the rope; the rope began to bind the butcher; the butcher began to kill the ox; the
oX began to drink up the water; the water began to put out the fire; the fire began to burn up the
stick; the stick began to beat the dog; the dog began to bite the little pig; the little pig in a fright
jumped over the stile; and so the old woman got home that night.
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Tasks:

1. Translate the text into Russian language,
2. Find Russian equivalents of this fairy-tales and heroes;
3. Do the pretranslational analysis of the text and discuss it.

Goldilocks and the Three Bears

ONCE upon a time there were three bears. There was a great big father bear, a middle-
sized mother bear, and a little baby bear. They lived together in a house in a wood.

One morning Mother Bear made porridge for breakfast and filled three bowls with it.
There was a great big bowl for Father Bear, a middle-sized bowl for herself, and a little bowl for
Baby Bear. At first the porridge was too hot to eat. The bears did not want to burn their mouths,
so they went for a little walk in the wood while their porridge cooled.

That day a little girl went for a walk in the same wood. She had golden curls and
everybody called her Goldilocks. Sometimes she stopped to pick a flower or to listen to a bird.
Soon she came to the house where the three bears lived.

"Oh, what a lovely little house!" said Goldilocks. "I wonder who lives here?"

She knocked at the door, and as there was no answer, she knocked again and again. Then
she peeped through the keyhole. But of course the three bears were out for a walk. There was no
one to open the door.

"I'll just look inside," thought Goldilocks. "The door is not locked.” So she lifted the
latch, opened the door and went in.

The first thing she saw was the bears' three chairs. She climbed into Father Bear's great
big chair.

"Oh, it's too hard!" she said.

Then she tried Mother Bear's middle-sized chair.

"Oh, it's too soft!"

Then she sat down in Baby Bear's little chair.

"Oh, it isn't too hard and it isn't too soft. It's just right!"

But Goldilocks was too heavy for the little chair and she broke the bottom out of it.

Then Goldilocks smelt porridge and she saw the three bowls of porridge on the table. She
was very hungry as she had not had any breakfast. "I'll eat a little," she said.

First she tried the porridge in Father Bear's great big bowl. But it was too hot. Next she
tried the porridge in Mother Bear's middle-sized bowl. But that was too cold. Then she tried the
porridge in Baby Bear's little bowl. It wasn't too hot and it wasn't too cold. It was just right. And
Goldilocks ate up all the porridge in Baby Bear's little bowl.

Then Goldilocks decided to go upstairs to see what was there. She saw three beds; Father
Bear's great big bed, and Mother Bear's middle-sized bed, and Baby Bear's little bed. They were
all neat and tidy.

First she lay on the great big bed.

"Oh, it's too hard!"

Then she lay on the middle-sized bed.

"Oh, it's too soft!"

Then she lay on the little bed.

"Oh, this bed isn't too hard and it isn't too soft, it's just right!"

Goldilocks was so comfortable that she soon fell fast asleep with her head on Baby Bear's
pillow.

After a while the three bears came back from their walk. They thought their porridge
would now be cool enough to eat. As soon as they entered the house, Father Bear saw that his
chair was not in its right place.

"Someone has been sitting on my chair!" he said in a great big voice.
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Mother Bear saw that her cushion was rumpled.

"Someone has been sitting on my chair!" she said in a middle-sized voice.

Then Baby Bear had a look at his chair.

"Someone had been sitting on my chair and has broken the bottom right out!" he said in
his little baby voice.

Then they looked at their bowls of porridge on the table. Father Bear saw that his spoon
was not in its place.

"Someone has been eating my porridge,” he said in a great big voice.

Mother Bear noticed that her spoon was in the bowl.

"Someone has been eating my porridge,” she said in a middle-sized voice.

Baby Bear looked at his bowl.

"Someone has been eating my porridge and has eaten it all up!" he said in a little baby
voice.

"Let's go upstairs and look at the bedroom," said Father Bear, and they all went upstairs.
Father Bear saw that his blanket was rumpled.

"Someone has been lying on my bed!" he said in his great big voice.

Mother Bear saw that her pillow was not quite in its place.

"Someone has been lying on my bed!" she said in a middle-sized - voice.

Then Baby Bear looked at his bed.

"Someone has been lying on the bed and she's lying there still!" he cried in a little baby
voice.

Now when Father Bear was speaking, his great voice sounded deep like thunder, but
Goldilocks did not wake up. When Mother Bear was speaking in her middle-sized voice, it
sounded like the wind in the trees, but Goldilocks did not wake up. Only when Baby Bear cried
in his shrill baby voice, Goldilocks woke and sat up in bed. She was very surprised and
frightened to see three bears in the room with their little eyes on her.

She was out of bed in a moment, and down the stairs, and out of the door, and she never
stopped running till she got back to her own home. She had got such a fright that she never went
for a walk in the wood again to look for the little house.
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Tasks:
1. Translate the text into Russian language,
2. Find Russian equivalents of this fairy-tales and heroes;
3. Do the pretranslational analysis of the text and discuss it.

Red Riding Hood

ONCE upon a time there was a little girl who was loved by all who knew her. Her
grandmother made her a little red cloak with a red hood. The cloak was so nice and warm that
she often wore it. She wore it so often that people called her Red Riding Hood.

One day, her mother said to her:

"Red Riding Hood, | want you to take a basket of good things to your grandmother, who
isn't very well; some bread, a cake, and a piece of fresh butter."

Her mother put the things in a basket. "Don't run,"” she said, "or you may fall down with
your basket. But don't go too slowly or you will be too late. Just go quickly and carefully. And
don't talk to any strangers you may meet." "I will do just as you tell me, Mother,” said Red
Riding Hood, and she put on her red cloak and left the house.

Her grandmother lived in a wood about half-an-hour's walk away from the village. Red
Riding Hood went carefully; she didn't run and she didn't walk too slowly. When she was going
through the wood, she met a wolf. Red Riding Hood had no idea what a wicked and cruel animal
the wolf was, so she was not afraid of him. She quite forgot that her mother had told her not to
speak to strangers. "Good morning, Red Riding Hood," said the wolf. "Good morning, wolf,"
said Red Riding Hood. "Where are you going so early?" asked the wolf. "I am going to visit my
grandmother who is not very well," answered Red Riding Hood. "What have you in your
basket?" "I have some bread, a cake, and a piece of fresh butter.” "Where does your grandmother
live?" "She lives in the wood. Her house is under three oak-trees and there are nut bushes beside
it."

"This pretty little girl will be a tasty dinner for me!" thought the wolf, and he looked
hungrily at Red Riding Hood. "She will be more tasty than the old woman. But if I am careful,
perhaps | can eat them both up."”

He would have eaten Red Riding Hood at once, but he could hear the sound of an axe
near by. That meant that there were men not far away, and he did not want to be caught. So the
wolf walked along with Red Riding Hood for a while. Then he said:

"Look at the pretty flowers, Red Riding Hood! Why don't you gather some flowers for
your grandmother? She will be very pleased with some fresh flowers if she is not well and
cannot go out."

"What a good idea! It is quite early. | have time to pick flowers," said Red Riding Hood.
She looked around and saw many lovely bright flowers. So she walked under the trees and
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picked the flowers. Each time she picked one, she always saw another prettier flower farther on.
She went deeper and deeper into the wood. At the same time she listened to the birds in the trees
as they sang their sweet songs.

But the wolf went straight to the grandmother's house. When he reached the house, he
knocked at the door. Toc! Toc!

"Who is there?" asked the grandmother in a weak voice.

"It is Red Riding Hood," said the wolf, and he tried to make his gruff voice sound soft. "I
have brought you some bread, a cake, and a piece of fresh butter."”

"Lift the latch and walk in," said the grandmother. "I am too weak to get up."

The wolf lifted the latch, and he walked into the house.

The old lady was lying in bed. The wolf went straight up to the bed and swallowed her
up. Then he put on a nightdress and a nightcap, got into the grandmother's bed and drew the
curtains.

When Red Riding Hood had gathered as many flowers as she could carry, she hurried on
to her grandmother's house.

She was very surprised when she got to the house and found the door open. And when
she entered the room, everything seemed so strange. She felt quite frightened, but she did not
know why.

"Good morning, Grandmother," she cried. But she received no answer.

Then she went up to the bed and drew the curtains back. There lay her grandmother, but
she had pulled her nightcap over her face, and she looked very strange.

"Oh Grandmother, what big ears you have!" said Red Riding Hood.

"The better to hear you with, my dear,” said the wolf. "Oh Grandmother, what big eyes
you have!” "The better to see you with, my dear." "Oh Grandmother, what big hands you have!"
"The better to hug you with, my dear." "Oh Grandmother, what big teeth you have!" "The better
to eat you with, my dear.” With these words, the wicked wolf jumped out of bed and swallowed
poor little Red Riding Hood. Then, after such a good meal, he went back to bed for a rest. Soon
he was asleep and snoring loudly.

Later on a hunter went past the house and he heard the wolf's loud snores. Of course he
thought it was the grandmother.

"How loudly the old lady is snoring,” he thought. "Perhaps she is not well. I'll just open
the door and see if she is all right.” So he went into the house and saw the wolf asleep in the old
lady's bed.

"I know who you are,” said the hunter. "You've done bad things for years. Well, you'll
never have a chance to kill anyone else."

He raised his gun to shoot, when he thought that perhaps the wolf had swallowed the old
lady, and that she might still be saved.

So he took a knife and carefully cut open the wolf as he lay asleep. The little girl jumped
out and cried, "Oh, how frightened | was! It was so dark inside the wolf." Next the old
grandmother came out, alive but very weak after her horrible adventure.

They were quite happy now. The hunter took the wolf's skin home. The grandmother ate
all the good things which Red Riding Hood brought, and she soon felt quite strong. As for Red
Riding Hood, she decided always to follow her mother's advice.

Tasks:
1. Translate the text into Russian language,
2. Find Russian equivalents of this fairy-tales and heroes;
3. Do the pretranslational analysis of the text and discuss it.

The Gingerbread Man

ONCE upon a time there was a little old man and a little old woman, and they lived in a
little old house. They hadn't any children, so one day the little old woman made herself a little
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boy out of gingerbread. She gave him a chocolate jacket and raisins for buttons, and he had
currants for eyes and a cherry for a mouth. When he was finished, she put him in a tin in the
oven to bake.

"Now | have a little boy of my own," she thought.

When it was time to take the Gingerbread Boy out of the oven, she opened the oven door,
and took out the tin. But in a moment the Gingerbread Boy jumped on to the floor, and ran out of
the back door and down the road.

The little old man and the little old woman ran after him, but he ran faster than they, and
shouted:

"Run! Run! as fast as you can,

You can't catch me, I'm the Gingerbread Man!"

And they couldn't catch him.

The little Gingerbread Boy ran on till he came to a cow. The cow was eating grass by the
roadside.

"Stop, little Gingerbread Boy," said the cow. "I want to eat you."

The little Gingerbread Boy laughed and said:

"I have run away from a little old woman,

And a little old man,

And | can run away from you, | can!"

As the cow ran after him, he looked back and cried:

"Run! Run! as fast as you can,

You can't catch me, I'm the Gingerbread Man!"

And the cow couldn't catch him. The little Gingerbread Boy ran on till he came to a horse
in a meadow.

"Stop, little Gingerbread Boy," said the horse. "l want to eat you." The little Gingerbread
Boy laughed and said:

"I have run from a little old woman,

And a little old man,

A cow,

And | can run away from you, | can!"

As the horse ran after him, he looked back and cried:

"Run! Run! as fast as you can,

You can't catch me, I'm the Gingerbread Man!"

And the horse couldn't catch him.

The little Gingerbread Boy ran on till he came to a barn full of threshers.

"Stop, little Gingerbread Boy," said the threshers. "We want to eat you up."

The little Gingerbread Boy laughed and said:

"I have run away from a little old woman,

And a little old man,

A cow,

A horse,

And | can run away from you, | can!"

As the threshers ran after him, he looked back and cried:

"Run! Run! as fast as you can,

You can't catch me, I'm the Gingerbread Man!"
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And the threshers couldn't catch him.

The little Gingerbread Boy ran on till he came to a field full of mowers.
"Stop, little Gingerbread Boy," said the mowers. "We want to eat you up."”
The little Gingerbread Boy laughed and said:

"I have run away from a little old woman,

And a little old man,

A cow,

A horse,

A barn full of threshers,

And | can run away from you, | can!"

As the mowers ran after him, he looked back and cried:

"Run! Run! as fast as you can,

You can't catch me, I'm the Gingerbread Man!"

And the mowers could not catch him.

By now, the little Gingerbread Boy was so pleased with himself that he was quite sure

that nobody could ever catch him. So when he met a fox, he called out to him:

"I have run away from a little old woman,

And a little old man,

A cow,

A horse,

A barn full of threshers,

A field full of mowers,

And | can run away from you, | can!”

"I don't want to catch you," said the fox.

Just then, the little Gingerbread Boy reached a wide river. He could not swim, but he

wanted to get across the river.

"I'll take you across," said the fox. "Jump on my tail."
So the little Gingerbread Boy sat on the fox's tail and the fox began to swim. When the

fox had gone a little way, he said:

"You are too heavy for my tail, and you may get wet. Jump on to my back.
The little Gingerbread Boy jumped on to the fox's back.

When he had gone a little farther, the fox said:

"You may get wet where you are. Jump on to my shoulder."

So the little Gingerbread Boy jumped on to the fox's shoulder.

When the fox had gone still farther, he said:

"My shoulder is getting wet. Jump on to my nose. You will keep dry there.
So the little Gingerbread Boy jumped on to the fox's nose.

103



As soon as the fox reached the bank of the river, his teeth snapped at the Gingerbread

Boy!
"Oh, I'm a quarter gone!" said the little Gingerbread Boy.
"Oh, I'm half gone!" he said a minute later.
"Oh, I'm three quarters gone!" he said the next minute.
And he never said anything else because he was all gone.
Tasks:

1. Translate the text into Russian language,
2. Find Russian equivalents of this fairy-tales and heroes;
3. Do the pretranslational analysis of the text and discuss it.

Johnny-cake

ONCE upon a time there was an old man, and an old woman, and a little boy. One
morning the old woman made a Johnny-cake, and put it in the oven to bake.

"You watch the Johnny-cake while your father and I go out to work in the garden,"” said
the old woman to the boy.

So the old man and the old woman went out and began to hoe potatoes, and left the little
boy to look after the oven. But he didn't watch it all the time, and suddenly he heard a noise. The
boy looked up. The oven door had opened itself. Then Johnny-cake jumped out of the oven, and
rolled towards the open door of the house. The little boy ran to shut the door, but Johnny-cake
was too quick for him, and rolled through the door, down the steps, and out into the road. The
little boy cried out to his father and mother and ran after Johnny-cake as fast as he could. When
the parents heard the noise, they threw down their hoes and gave chase too. But Johnny-cake
outran all three a long way, and was soon out of sight, while they had to sit down, all out of
breath, on a bank to rest.

On went Johnny-cake, and soon he came to two well-diggers, who were digging a well.
They looked up from their work and called out, "Where are you going, Johnny-cake?"

He said, "I've outrun an old man, and an old woman, and a little boy, and I can outrun
you too-o-o!"

"You can, can you? We'll see about that!" said they, and they threw down their picks and
ran after him. But they couldn't catch up with him, and soon they had to sit down by the roadside
to rest.

On ran Johnny-cake, and soon he came to two ditch-diggers who were digging a ditch.
"Where are you going, Johnny-cake?" asked they.

He said, "I've outrun an old man, and an old woman, and a little boy, and two well-
diggers, and | can outrun you too-o-o!"

"You can, can you? We'll see about that!" said they, and they threw down their spades,
and ran after him too. But Johnny-cake soon outran them also, so they gave up the chase and sat
down to rest.

On went Johnny-cake, and soon he came to a bear. The bear asked, "Where are you
going, Johnny-cake?"

He said, "I've outrun an old man, and an old woman, and a little boy, and two well-
diggers, and two ditch-diggers, and | can outrun you too-o-o!"

"You can, can you?" said the bear in his gruff voice. "We'll see about that!" And the bear
ran as fast as his legs could carry him after Johnny-cake, who never stopped to look behind him.
But soon the bear was left so far behind that he gave up the chase at last, and he lay down by the
roadside to rest.
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On went Johnny-cake, and soon he came to a wolf. The wolf asked, "Where are you
going, Johnny-cake?"

He said, "I've outrun an old man, and an old woman, and a little boy, and two well-
diggers, and two ditch-diggers and a bear, and | can outrun you too-o-o!"

"You can, can you?" said the wolf in his horrible angry voice. "We'll see about that!" And
he ran after Johnny-cake, who went on and on so fast that the wolf too saw that he could not
hope to catch him, and he too lay down to rest.

On went Johnny-cake, and soon he came to a fox that lay quietly in a corner by a fence.
The fox called out in a sharp voice, "Where are you going, Johnny-cake?" But the fox did not get
up.

Johnny-cake said, "I've outrun an old man, and an old woman, and a little boy, and two
well-diggers and two ditch-diggers, a bear and a wolf, and | can outrun you too-o-o!" "I can't
quite hear you, Johnny-cake, won't you come a little closer?" said the fox and turned his head a
little to one side.

Johnny-cake stopped running for the first time. Then he went a little closer, and called
out in a very loud voice,

"I've outrun an old man, and an old woman, and a little boy, and two well-diggers, and
two ditch-diggers, and a bear, and a wolf, and | can outrun you too-o-o!"

"I can't quite hear you; won't you come a little closer?" said the fox in a weak voice, as he
turned his head towards Johnny-cake, and put one paw behind his ear.

Johnny-cake came up close. He leaned towards the fox and screamed out, "I'VE
OUTRUN AN OLD MAN, AND AN OLD WOMAN, AND A LITTLE BOY, AND TWO
WELL-DIGGERS, AND TWO DITCH-DIGGERS, AND A BEAR, AND A WOLF, AND I
CAN OUTRUN YOU TOO-0-0!"

"You can, can you?" cried the fox, and he snapped up the Johnny-cake in his sharp teeth
in the twinkling of an eye.

Tasks:
1. Translate the text into Russian language,
2. Find Russian equivalents of this fairy-tales and heroes;
3. Do the pretranslational analysis of the text and discuss it.

The Cock, the Mouse and the Little Red Hen
ONCE upon a time there was a hill, and on the hill there was a lovely little house. It had
one little green door, and four little windows with green shutters, and in it there lived a Cock,
and a Mouse and a little Red Hen.
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On another hill not very far away on the other side of a small river, there was another
little house. It was a very bad little house. It had a door that didn't shut, and two broken windows.
And in this house there lived a bad big Fox and four bad little foxes.

One morning these four bad little foxes came to the big bad Fox, and said, "Oh, Father,
we're so hungry!"

"We had nothing to eat yesterday," said one.

"And almost nothing the day before," said another. "And only half a chicken the day
before that,"” said the third.

"And only two little ducks the day before that," - said the fourth.

The big bad Fox shook his head for a long time, for he was thinking. At last he said in a
big gruff voice, "Over the hill there | see a house. And in that house there lives a Cock."

"And a Mouse," screamed two of the little foxes. "And a little Red Hen," screamed the
other two. "And they are nice and fat,” went on the big bad Fox. "I'll take my sack, and I'll go up
that hill, and in that house, and I'll put the Cock, and the Mouse and the little Red Hen into my
sack. I'll do it today."

So the four little foxes jumped for joy, and the big bad Fox went to get his sack.

But what was happening to the Cock and the Mouse and the little Red Hen all this time?

That morning the Cock and the Mouse had both got out of bed on the wrong side. The
Cock said the day was too hot, and the Mouse said it was too cold.

They came grumbling down to the kitchen, where the good little Red Hen was working
happily about the house. "Who'll get some sticks for the fire?" she asked. "I shan't,” said the
Cock. "I shan't,” said the Mouse.

"Then I'll do it myself,"” said the little Red Hen. So off she ran to get the sticks.

"And now, who'll fill the kettle from the spring?" she asked.

"I shan't,” said the Cock.

"I shan't,” said the Mouse.

"Then I'll do it myself,” said the little Red Hen. And off she ran to the spring to fill the
kettle.

"And who'll get the breakfast ready?" she asked, as she put the kettle on to boil.

"I shan't,” said the Cock. "I shan't,” said the Mouse.

"Then I'll do it myself," said the little Red Hen.

All breakfast time the Cock and the Mouse quarrelled and grumbled.

"Who'll clear the table?" asked the poor little Red Hen.

"I shan't,” said the Cock.

"I shan't,” said the Mouse.

"Then I'll do it myself,"” said the little Red Hen. So she cleared everything away, swept up
the floor and brushed up the fire-place.

"And now, who'll help me to make the beds?"

"I shan't," said the Cock.

"I shan't,” said the Mouse.

"Then I'll make the beds by myself,"” said the little Red Hen. And she went away upstairs.

But the lazy Cock and the lazy Mouse each sat down in a comfortable arm-chair by the
fire, and soon fell fast asleep.

Just at this time the big bad Fox was going up the hill. Then he walked into the garden of
the lovely little house and peeped in at the window. "Rat-tat-tat. Rat-tat-tat," the Fox knocked at
the door.

"Who can that be?" said the Mouse and half opened his eyes.

"Go and look for yourself, if you want to know," said the rude Cock.

"It's the postman perhaps,"” thought the Mouse, "and he may have a letter to me." So he
did not wait to see who it was, but lifted the latch and opened the door.
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As soon as he opened it, the big bad Fox jumped in, with a cruel smile upon his face!

"Oh! oh! oh!" squeaked the Mouse, and he tried to run up the chimney.

"Doodle doodle do!" screamed the Cock, as he jumped on the back of the biggest arm-
chair.

But the Fox only laughed. He caught the little Mouse by the tail, and popped him into the
sack, then he caught the Cock by the neck and popped him in too.

Then the poor little Red Hen ran quickly downstairs to see what all the noise was about,
and the Fox caught her and put her into the sack with the others. Then he took a long piece of
string out of his pocket and tied the sack with it. After that he threw the sack over his back, and
off he went down the hill.

"Oh, I wish I hadn't been so rude,"” said the Cock. "Oh, I wish | hadn't been so lazy," said
the Mouse. "It's never too late to mend,” said the little Red Hen. "And don't be too sad. See, |
have my little work-bag here, and in it there is a pair of scissors, a little thimble, and a needle and
a thread. Very soon you will see what |1 am going to do."”

Now the sun was very hot, and soon Mr Fox began to feel that his sack was very heavy.
At last he decided to lie down under a tree and sleep for a little while. So he threw the sack down
and very soon fell fast asleep.

As soon as the little Red Hen heard that the Fox was snoring, she took out her scissors,
and cut a little hole in the sack.
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"Quick," she whispered to the Mouse, "creep through this hole, then run as fast as you
can and bring back a stone just as large as yourself."”

Out went the Mouse, and soon he came back with the stone. It was heavy, and he had to
drag it after him.

"Push it in here,"” said the little Red Hen, and the Mouse quickly pushed it into the sack.

Then the little Red Hen cut the hole larger, and soon the Cock was able to creep through
it.

"Quick," she said, "run and get a stone as big as yourself." Out flew the Cock, and soon
he came back with a big stone, which he pushed into the sack.

Then the little Red Hen crept out, got a stone as big as herself, and pushed it into the
sack. Next she put on her thimble, took out her needle and thread, and sewed up the hole as
quickly as ever she could.

When that was done, the Cock, and the Mouse and the little Red Hen ran home very fast.
They shut the door after them, locked it and shut the shutters.

The big bad Fox lay fast asleep under the tree for some time, but at last he woke up.

"Dear, dear!" he said, "I have slept a long time. I must hurry home."

The big bad Fox grumbled to himself as he went down the hill, till he came to the river.
Splash! One foot went in. Splash! The other foot went in, but the stones in the sack were so
heavy that at the very next step Mr Fox fell down into a deep pool. He couldn't get out of it, so
he was never seen again. And the four bad little foxes had to go to bed without any supper.

But the Cock and the Mouse never grumbled again. They lit the fire, filled the kettle,
made the breakfast, and did all the work, while the good little Red Hen had a holiday. She sat
resting in the big arm-chair.

No foxes ever troubled them again, and they are still living happily in the little house
with the green door and the green shutters, which stands on the hill.

Tasks:

1. Translate the text into Russian language,
2. Find Russian equivalents of this fairy-tales and heroes;
3. Do the pretranslational analysis of the text and discuss it.

Mr Miacca
TOMMY Grimes was sometimes a good boy and sometimes a bad boy, and when he was
a bad boy, his mother often said to him:

108



"Now Tommy, be a good boy and please don't go out of the street, or Mr Miacca will
catch you and take you away."

But one day Tommy was a very bad boy and he went out of the street. He turned the
corner, and there was Mr Miacca! Mr Miacca caught him and popped him into his bag, upside
down, and carried him away to his house. When Mr Miacca came home, he pulled Tommy out
of the bag and felt his arms and legs.

"You're not fat enough,” he said, "but you're all I've got for supper, so I'll eat you. But, oh
dear, | haven't any herbs to put in the water, and you'll not be tasty without herbs. I'll call my
wife." He called to Mrs Miacca, "Sally, come here for a minute."

Mrs Miacca came in from the next room and said:

"What do you want, my dear?"

"Oh, here's a little boy I've brought home for supper,” said Mr Miacca, "but I've forgotten
the herbs. I'll just go out and fetch them while you look after him for me."”

"All right, my love," said Mrs Miacca.

Tommy Grimes looked at Mrs Miacca and asked:

"Does Mr Miassa always have little boys for supper?"

"Mostly, my dear, if the little boys are bad enough and he can catch them,” said Mrs
Miacca.

"Don't you have anything else except boys?" asked Tommy. "Don't you ever have any
pudding?"

"Ah, | love pudding,” said Mrs Miacca, "but | don't often get any."

"My mother is making a pudding today,” said Tommy Grimes, "and I'm sure she'll give
you some if I ask her. Shall I run home and get some?"

"That's a kind boy," said Mrs Miacca, "only don't be too long away and be sure to be
back before supper-time."

So Tommy ran off and soon was safe at home. He was very glad that he had run away
from Mr Miacca. For many days he was as good as could be, and never went round the corner of
the street.

But Tommy Grimes couldn't always be good, and one day he went round the corner of
the street again. Mr Miacca caught him again and popped him into his bag, upside down.

When Mr Miacca got home, he pulled Tommy out of the bag. "I remember you," said Mr
Miacca. "You're the little boy who played a trick on me and my wife. You left us without any
supper. Well, you will not do it again. I'll keep an eye on you myself. Creep under the sofa and
I'll sit on it, and watch the pot till it boils."”

So poor Tommy Grimes crept under the sofa and Mr Miacca sat on it and watched the pot
till it boiled. They waited and waited and waited, Mr Miacca on the sofa and Tommy under it,
but still the pot didn't boil. At last Mr Miacca got tired of waiting, and he said:
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"Here, you under the sofa. I'm not going to wait any longer. Put out your leg, and I'll see
that you don't run away."

But Tommy guessed what Mr Miacca was going to do, and he took the leg of the sofa,
which was loose, and stuck it out. Mr Miacca took an axe, chopped the leg off and threw it in the
pot. Then he went into the next room to look for Mrs Miacca. While he was there, Tommy crept
from under the sofa and ran out of the door and straight home.

This time Tommy had had such a fright that he was always a good boy after it. He never
went round the corner again till he was old enough to go alone.

Tasks:
1. Translate the text into Russian language,
2. Find Russian equivalents of this fairy-tales and heroes;
3. Do the pretranslational analysis of the text and discuss it.

Lazy Jack

ONCE upon a time there was a boy whose name was Jack. Jack lived with his mother.
They were very poor, and the old woman made her living by spinning. But Jack was so lazy that
he did nothing but lie in the sun in the hot weather in the summer, and sit by the fire-place in the
winter. So people called him Lazy Jack.

His mother could not make him work. At last one Monday she said to him!

"If you don't begin to work for your porridge, | will turn you out of the house."

These words made Jack do something.

So on Tuesday, he went out and hired himself for a day to a neighbouring farmer for a
penny. But when he was going home in the evening, he lost the penny.

"You silly boy," said his mother, "you should have put it in your pocket."

"I'll do so another time."answered Jack.

On Wednesday, Jack went out again and hired himself to a cowman. The cowman gave
him a jar of milk for his day's work. Jack took the jar of milk and put it into the large pocket of
his jacket. But the milk was all spilled long before he got home.

"Oh! You should have carried it on your head," said the old woman.

"Il do so another time," answered Jack. On Thursday, Jack hired himself again to a
farmer. In the evening the farmer gave him a large soft cheese for his work. Jack took the cheese
and went home with it on his head. By the time he got home the cheese was ail spoilt. He lost
part of it, and part of it was in his hair.

110



"You foolish boy," said the mother, "you should have carried it very carefully in your
hands.” "I'll do so another time," answered Jack. On Friday, Lazy Jack again went out and hired
himself to a baker. The baker gave him nothing for his work but a large cat. Jack took the cat,
and began to carry it very carefully in his hands, but in a short time the cat scratched him so
much that he let it go. When he got home, his mother said to him:

"You silly boy, you should have tied a string to it, and dragged it along after you."

"I'll do so another time," answered Jack.

On Saturday, Jack hired himself to a butcher, who gave him a shoulder of mutton for his
work. Jack took the mutton, tied a string to it, and dragged it along after him. By the time he got
home, the meat was quite spoilt.

This time his mother was very angry, for the next day was Sunday, and she had only
cabbage for Sunday dinner.

"You foolish boy," said she to her son, "you should have carried it on your shoulder."

"I'll do so another time," answered Jack.

On the next Monday, Lazy Jack again went out, and hired himself to a cattle keeper, who
gave him a donkey for his work. Jack put the donkey on his shoulders and began to walk slowly
home.

Now it happened that on his way home he passed the house of a rich man. This man had
an only daughter, who was a beautiful girl, but she was deaf and dumb. She had never laughed in
her life, and the doctors said she would never speak till somebody made her laugh.
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Now it happened that this young lady was looking out of the window when Jack was
passing with the donkey on his shoulders. The sight was so funny and strange that she burst out
laughing and at once found that she could hear and speak.

The father was so happy that he married his daughter to Lazy Jack, and Jack became a
rich gentleman. They lived in a large house, and Jack's mother lived with them in great happiness
until she died.

Tasks:
1. Translate the text into Russian language,
2. Find Russian equivalents of this fairy-tales and heroes;
3. Do the pretranslational analysis of the text and discuss it.

Mr and Mrs Vinegar

Mr and Mrs Vinegar lived in a vinegar bottle. The bottle was made of glass but it had a
wooden door. One day Mrs Vinegar was sweeping her house when the broom went right through
the roof, and broken glass fell everywhere. She was very upset but Mr Vinegar tried to comfort
her.

"Let's go out into the world and seek our fortune, said Mr Vinegar. "I'll take the door and
carry it with me on my back. It may be useful.”

They walked all that day and at night entered a thick forest. They were both very, very
tired. Mrs Vinegar did not want to sleep on the ground because she was afraid of wild animals.

Then Mr Vinegar said, "My love, I'll climb a tree and drag up the door. You follow me."

So Mr Vinegar climbed a tree and set the door between the branches, like a platform.
They both lay down on the door and fell asleep.

In the middle of the night they were wakened by the loud voices of some men on the
ground below. The men were robbers, and they had met to divide their money. Mr and Mrs
Vinegar were very frightened and they trembled so much that the door fell to the ground. This
gave the robbers a fright and they all ran away.

Poor Mr and Mrs Vinegar sat in the tree and held on to the branches until morning came.
Then they climbed down. They lifted up the door and found forty golden guineas under it. They
were very happy, and Mrs Vinegar jumped for joy. Then they began to think what best to do
with the money.

"Now, my dear," said Mrs Vinegar, "I'll tell you what to do. Take these forty guineas, go
to the neighbouring town and buy a cow at the market. | can make butter and cheese, which you
will sell, and then we shall make a fine living." Mr Vinegar agreed, took the money and set out
for the town. When Mr Vinegar reached the market, he liked the very first cow he saw, which
was a red one.
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"I should be the happiest man in the world if I owned that cow," said Mr Vinegar. He
offered all his forty guineas for the cow and the owner sold his cow gladly, because forty guineas
was far more than she was worth.

But Mr Vinegar soon got tired of driving the cow along. He came to a man who was
playing the bagpipes. People | were listening and children were dancing as he played. Money fell
into his cap when he held it out.

"I should be the happiest man in the world if I owned those bagpipes,” said Mr Vinegar,
so he offered his beautiful red cow in exchange for the bagpipes.

The owner of the bagpipes agreed to take the cow and gave Mr Vinegar the bagpipes.

So Mr Vinegar went off with the bagpipes. But money did not fall into his cap when he
held it out. He had no idea how to play the bagpipes and when he blew he only made the most
terrible sounds. That frightened everybody away, and the children even threw stones at him.

As Mr Vinegar walked along with the bagpipes under his arm, he felt very unhappy, and
his hands got very cold. Then he passed a man with a fine, thick pair of gloves on his hands.

"I should be the happiest man in the world if I owned those gloves,"” said Mr Vinegar, so
he offered his bagpipes in exchange for the gloves. The owner of the gloves agreed and took the
bagpipes.

So Mr Vinegar put the gloves on his cold hands and went on his way. He had walked a
long way now and was very tired. So when he met a man who was walking quickly with a good,
strong stick in his hand, he said, "I should be the happiest man in the world if | had that stick."
Then Mr Vinegar offered his warm gloves in exchange for the stick. The owner of the stick
agreed and took the gloves. So Mr Vinegar went on his way with the stick in his hand.

When at last Mr Vinegar reached the forest where he had left his wife, a bird flew out of
a tree and began to call out:

"Ha ha! Ha ha! Mr Vinegar, you are a foolish man! You spent your forty guineas on a
cow that wasn't worth ten. Then you changed the cow for bagpipes you couldn't play. Then you
changed the bagpipes for a cheap pair of gloves. Then you changed the gloves for a poor stick.
And now you have nothing to show but that poor stick, which you could have cut in the forest.
You are a silly man!"

Mr Vinegar got so angry when he heard the bird, especially as all the bird said was quite
true, that he threw his stick up at it. But the stick stuck in the tree and he couldn't get it down. So
he went back to Mrs Vinegar with nothing at all, no money, no cow, no bagpipes, no gloves and
no stick, and she beat him for it.

Tasks:
1. Translate the text into Russian language,
2. Find Russian equivalents of this fairy-tales and heroes;
3. Do the pretranslational analysis of the text and discuss it.

Tom Tit Tot

THERE was once a woman who baked five pies and left them on the shelf to cool. When
she came back, she found that her daughter had eaten all the pies, so there was nothing for
supper.

The woman took her spinning-wheel to the open door, and as she worked, she sang to
herself:

"My daughter has eaten five pies today,

My daughter has eaten five pies."

Just then the king rode by, and he heard her song, but he couldn't catch all the words, so
he stopped, got off his horse and said:

"What was that you were singing, my good woman?"
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The woman did not want to tell him what her daughter had done so she changed the
words and said:

"My daughter has spun five skeins today,

My daughter has spun five skeins."

The king was surprised to hear this and said:

"I've never heard of anyone who could spin five skeins a day. | need a wife and I'll marry
your daughter. When we are married, she will do just what she likes for eleven months of the
year, but in the twelfth month of the year she'll have to spin five skeins a day, or I'll kill her."

"All right,"” said the woman. And she thought to herself, "When the twelfth month comes,
he will be so happy that he will forget all about the spinning."

So they were married and for eleven months all went well and the new queen was happy.
She thought the king had forgotten about the five skeins because he never spoke about spinning.
But when the last month came, he led her to a little room she had never seen before. There was
nothing in it except a stool and a spinning-wheel and some flax.

"Now spin five skeins by the time night comes or it's off with your head,"” said the king,
and left her.

The poor girl did not know how to spin even one skein, and she sat down on the stool and
cried very bitterly. Suddenly she heard a knock at the door and she ran and opened it. Outside
stood a strange little black thing with a long tail.

"Why are you crying?" said the strange little black thing.

"I'm crying because | have to spin five skeins a day and | don't know how to spin even
one. If I don't spin them by the time night comes, the king will chop off my head."”

"I can help you," said the little black thing. "I'll come every morning and take away the
flax and I'll bring it back spun into skeins when night comes."

"What do you want for that?" said the girl.

"Oh, very little. You just have to guess my name. You can have three guesses every
night, but if you don't guess right by the end of the month, you'll have to come away and live
with me for ever."”

The girl was sure she would guess his name long before the end of the month, so she let
him take the flax away. Before night he knocked on the window, and she opened it and let him
in. He brought five skeins of flax, beautifully spun.

"Now, what is my name?" he asked.

"It's John.”

"No, it isn't."

"It's Bill."

"No, it isn't."

"It's Dick."

"No, it isn't."

All the while she was guessing, he twirled his tail, and after the last wrong guess he
twirled it faster and faster and then flew away out of the window.

When the king came in, he was very pleased to see the five skeins.

"I shan't have to chop off your head today, my dear," he said. "You will have some more
flax to spin in the morning."

The next day the little black thing came again for the flax and brought back five skeins
long before night. This time she guessed David and Adam and Matthew. But none of these was
the right one.

Towards the end of the month the girl was in despair, especially as the little black thing
was glad, and joy shone in his eyes. On the last evening but one she guessed the longest names
she could think of, as she had already tried most of the short ones. She guessed Archibald and
Marmaduke and Ferdinand. But they were not right either, and oh how he twirled his tail, and
how horribly his eyes shone! Now there was only one day left, one chance for her to guess his
name.
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When the little black thing had gone, very pleased with himself, the king came to see her.
He was delighted with the five skeins. He ordered his servants to bring supper in so that he and
his wife could eat it together.

"I don't think I shall ever have to chop your head off, my dear," he said, as the servants
brought in the supper things and another stool.

While the king was eating, he suddenly stopped and burst out laughing.

"What's so funny?" said the girl, who felt more like crying than laughing.

"I'm laughing at something | saw when | was out hunting. | was riding past a chalk pit
when | heard a loud humming. So | got off my horse and looked down into the pit to see what it
was. There, in the pit, was the strangest little black thing with a long tail. It was working away at
a little spinning-wheel and twirling its tail all the time. As the wheel spun round, it sang:

"Nimmy nimmy not

My name's Tom Tit Tot."”

When the girl heard this, her heart jumped for joy, but she said nothing. Now she knew
that she would never have to go away and live with the little black thing.

The next day was the last of the month. In the morning the little black thing came for the
flax, and in the evening knocked on the window and brought back five skeins. He was very
pleased with himself and his eyes shone like red-hot coals when he looked at her.

"What's my name?" he said, as he gave her the skeins.

"Is it Robin?" "No, it isn't." "Is it Bruce?"

"No, it isn't," and he held out his little black hands and twirled his tail faster than ever.

"Nimmy nimmy not

Your name's Tom Tit Tot."

When he heard this, he gave a dreadful cry and flew away out of the window and no one
ever saw him again.

Tasks:
1. Translate the text into Russian language,
2. Find Russian equivalents of this fairy-tales and heroes;
3. Do the pretranslational analysis of the text and discuss it.
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Molly Whuppie

ONCE upon a time a man and his wife had too many children. They could not feed them
all, so they took the three youngest and gave each of them a piece of bread and left them in the
forest.

The three girls ate their bread and then they walked and walked till they were completely
lost. Soon it became dark, and they were hungry, too.

At last the girls saw a light between the trees. It came from a window of a house. They
went up to the house and knocked at the door. A woman came and said, "What do you want?"

"Please let us in and give us something to eat. We are so tired and hungry."

The woman answered, "l can't do that. My husband is a giant. He will kill you when he
comes home."

"Let us stop for a little while," they begged, "we shall go away before he comes."

The girls begged so hard that she let them in. She set them down before the fire and gave
them bread and milk. While they were eating, a great knock came at the door, and a dreadful
voice said:

"Fee, fi, fo, fum,

| smell the blood of some earthly one.

Who is there, wife?"

"It's three poor little girls, cold and hungry,” said his wife. "They'll go away. Don't touch
them. I've got a good supper ready for you."

The giant said nothing. He ate up a big supper, and told the girls they could stay all night.
He had three daughters of his own, and his wife put them and the three strangers to sleep in the
same bed.

The youngest of the three strangers was called Molly Whuppie, and she was very clever.
Before the six girls went to bed the giant put gold chains round his daughters' necks and put
straw ropes round Molly's neck and her sisters' necks. Molly wondered why he did that. So she
did not fall asleep, but waited till everybody was sleeping sound. Then she slipped out of bed.
She took the straw ropes off her own and her sisters' necks, and took the gold chains off the
giant's daughters. Then she put the straw ropes on the giant's daughters and the gold ones on
herself and her sisters, and lay down again.

In the middle of the night, when it was quite dark, the giant crept into the room and felt
round the necks of the six children. He took the three girls with the straw ropes, carried them
downstairs, and locked them in the cellar. Then he lay down again and fell asleep. Soon he was
snoring again.

Then Molly woke her sisters and told them to be very quiet. They slipped out of the
house and they ran and ran till morning, when they saw a great beautiful house before them. It
turned out to be a king's palace, so Molly went in and told her story to the king. The king said:

"Molly Whuppie, you have done well and you will do even better if you go back and
bring me the giant's sword that hangs on the wall over his bed. Then I'll let my eldest son marry
your eldest sister.” Molly said she would try.

So Molly went back. She slipped into the giant's house and hid under the giant's bed.

The giant came home, ate up a great supper, and went to bed. Molly waited until he was
asleep and snoring. Then she crept out and reached over the giant and got down the sword. But
just as she got it over the bed the sword gave a rattle. The giant jumped up and tried to catch
Molly.
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Molly ran out the door with the sword in her hands. She ran, and he ran, till they came to
the "Bridge of One Hair". Molly ran lightly over, but the giant was too heavy and he couldn't,
and he shouted:

"There will be trouble for you, Molly Whuppie, if you come back again!"

But Molly answered, "Twice again will I come to see you."

So Molly took the sword to the king, and her eldest sister was married to his eldest son.
Then the king said:

"Molly Whuppie, you have done well and you will do even better if you go back and
bring me the giant's purse that lies under his pillow. Then I'll marry my second son to your
second sister.” And Molly said she would try.

So Molly went back. She slipped into the giant's house and again hid under his bed. She
waited till the giant had eaten a great supper, and was sound asleep and snoring.

She crept out then. She slipped her hand under the pillow, and got out the purse. But, just
as she was leaving, the giant woke and ran after her.

She ran, and he ran, till they came to the "Bridge of One Hair". She ran lightly over, but
he couldn't, and he shouted:

"There will be trouble for you, Molly Whuppie, if you come back again."

But Molly answered, "Once again will I come to see you."

So Molly took the purse to the king, and her second sister was married to the king's
second son. Then the king said:

"Molly Whuppie, you have done well and you will do even better if you go back and
bring me the giant's gold ring that he wears on his thumb. Then you'll marry my youngest son
yourself." Molly said she would try.

So back Molly went to the giant's house and hid under the bed. Soon the giant came
home. After he had eaten a great supper, he went to his bed, and soon was sound asleep and
snoring.

Molly crept out and reached over the bed. She took hold of the giant's hand. She pulled
and she pulled at the ring on his thumb. But just as it slipped off, the giant woke with a roar, and
caught her by the hand.

"Now I've caught you, Molly Whuppie," he said. "If | had done all the bad things to you
that you have done to me, what would you do to me?"

Molly answered quickly, "I'd put you into a sack and I'd put the cat and the dog inside
with you, and a needle and thread and scissors. Then I'd hang the sack on the wall and go into the
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wood and choose a thick stick. Then I'd come home and take you down and beat you. That's
what I'd do."

"Well, Molly," said the giant, "I'll do just that to you."

He got a sack and put Molly in it with the cat and the dog and a needle and thread and
scissors. He hung the sack upon the wall. Then he went into the wood to choose a thick stick.

"Oh," sang Molly from inside the sack, "oh, if you saw what | see!"

"What do you see?" asked the giant's wife. But Molly only sang again and again: "Oh, if
you saw what | see!”

The giant's wife was not a clever woman, and she begged and begged Molly to let her get
up into the sack to see what Molly saw. So Molly took the scissors and cut a hole in the sack.
She took the needle and thread out with her, and jumped down. Then the giant's wife climbed in,
and Molly sewed up the hole with the needle and thread.

Of course the giant's wife saw nothing, and began to beg Molly to let her get down again
out of the bag. Molly hid behind the door, and soon the giant came in with a thick stick in his
hand. He took down the sack and began to hit it.

"It's me, man, stop hitting me!" his wife cried out. But the dog barked so, and the cat
mewed so, that the giant did not hear his wife's voice. Then Molly came out from behind the
door. The giant saw her and ran after her. She ran, and he ran, till they came to the "Bridge of
One Hair". She ran lightly over, but he couldn't, and he shouted:

"There will be trouble for you, Molly Whuppie, if you come back again."

But Molly answered, "Never more will I come to see you!"

So Molly ran off to the king with the gold ring. She was married to his youngest son, and
she never saw the giant again.

Tasks:
1. Translate the text into Russian language,
2. Find Russian equivalents of this fairy-tales and heroes;
3. Do the pretranslational analysis of the text and discuss it.

Jack and the Beanstalk

ONCE upon a time there was a poor widow who had an only son named Jack, and a cow
named Milky-White. And all they had to live on was the milk the cow gave every morning. They
carried the milk to the market and sold. But one morning Milky-White gave no milk, and they
didn't know what to do.

"What shall we do, what shall we do?" cried the widow.

"Cheer up, Mother! I'll go and get work somewhere," said Jack.

"We tried that before, and nobody wanted a boy like you," said his mother, "we must sell
Milky-White and with the money start a shop, or something."

"All right, Mother," said Jack, "it's market-day today. I'll soon sell Milky-White, and then
we'll see what we can do."”

So he drove the cow to the market. He hadn't gone far when he met a funny-looking old
man, who said to him, "Good morning, Jack."

"Good morning to you," said Jack and wondered how the man knew his name.

"Well, Jack, and where are you going?" asked the man. "I'm going to the market to sell
our cow." When he heard where Jack was going, the old man offered him some strange-looking
coloured beans in exchange for the cow.

"Take them," he said, "and you'll never be sorry about it. They are not ordinary beans.
They are magic beans. If you plant them in the evening, by morning they will grow right up to
the sky."

"Really?" said Jack. "You don't say so!" "Yes, that is so, and if that doesn't happen, you
can have your cow back."
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So Jack agreed, put the strange-looking coloured beans in his pocket and started back for
home. It was dark when he reached home.

"Back already, Jack?" asked his mother. "I see you haven't got Milky-White, so you've
sold her. How much did you get for her?"

"You'll never guess, Mother," said Jack.

"How much? Five pounds, ten, fifteen, no, it couldn't be twenty."

"I told you couldn't guess. What do you say about these beans? They're magic; plant them
in the evening and-"

"What?!" cried Jack's mother. "Have you been such a fool as to give away my Milky-
White for a few beans? Take that! Take that! Take that! And as for your magic beans, here they
go out of the window."

The mother was so angry that she threw the beans out of the window. Then she said,
"And now go to bed without supper!"

So Jack went upstairs to his little room.

When he woke up next morning, the room looked so funny. The sun was shining into part
of it, and yet all the rest was quite dark. So Jack jumped up and dressed himself and went to the
window. And what do you think he saw? The beans his mother had thrown out of the window
into the garden had grown up into a great beanstalk which went up and up and up till it reached
the sky. So the man had spoken the truth after all.

The beanstalk grew quite close by Jack's window, so all he had to do was to open it and
put his feet on to the beanstalk, for it went up and up just like a big ladder. So Jack climbed and
he climbed and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed till at last he reached
the sky. And when he got there, he found a long wide straight road. So he walked along and he
walked along and he walked along the road till he came to a great big tall house, and on the
doorstep there was a great big tall woman.

"Good morning,"” said Jack. "Would you be so kind as to give me some breakfast?" For
he hadn't had anything to eat the night before, you know, he was as hungry as a hunter. "It's
breakfast you want, isn't it?" asked the great big tall woman. "It's breakfast you'll be if you don't
move off from here. My man is an ogre, he kills and eats people, and there's nothing he likes
better than broiled boys. You'd better go away for he'll soon be back home."

"Oh! please, give me something to eat. I've had nothing to eat since yesterday morning,
really," said Jack. "I may as well be broiled as die of hunger."

Well, the ogre's wife was not such a bad woman. She took Jack into the kitchen, and gave
him a piece of bread and cheese and a jug of milk. But Jack hadn't finished eating when the
whole house began to shake with great thuds. Somebody was coming to the house.

"It's my old man," said the ogre's wife. "What shall I do? Come along quick and jump in
here." And she quickly hid Jack in the oven just as the ogre came in.
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He was a terribly big one. Three calves hung by the heels to his belt. He threw them
down on the table and said, "Here, wife, broil me two of these calves for breakfast. Ah! What's
this | smell?

"Fee, fi, fo, fum,

| smell the blood of an Englishman.

Be he alive or be he dead

I'll grind his bones to make my bread."

"You are wrong, dear," said his wife, "there is no one here. Perhaps you can smell the
scraps of that little boy; you liked so much for yesterday's dinner. Here, you go and have a wash
and change your clothes, and by the time you come back your breakfast will be ready for you."

So the ogre went off, and Jack was just going to jump out of the oven and run away when
the woman told him not to. "Wait till he's asleep,” said she, "he always sleeps for a while after
breakfast.”

Well, the ogre had his breakfast, and after that he went to a big chest and took out of it
two bags of gold. He sat down, put the bags on the table and began to count the money. Soon his
head began to nod, and he began to snore, and the whole house shook again.

Now Jack crept out on tiptoe from the oven, and as he was passing the ogre, he took one
of the bags of gold, put it under his arm, and ran off along the road till he came to the beanstalk.
Then he threw down the bag of gold, which, of course, fell into his mother's garden, and then he
climbed down and climbed down till at last he got home. Jack told his mother all that had
happened to him and showed her the gold.

"Well, Mother,” he said, "wasn't | right about the beans? They are really magic, you see.”

Jack and his mother lived on the gold for some time, but at last it was all spent, and Jack
made up his mind to try his luck once more at the top of the beanstalk. So one fine morning he
got up early, and got on to the beanstalk. He climbed and he climbed and he climbed and he
climbed and he climbed and he climbed till at last he came out on to the long wide straight road
again. He walked along it till he came to the great big tall house he had been to before. And there
was the great big tall woman standing on the doorstep.

"Good morning," said Jack, "would you be so good as to give me something to eat?"

"Go away, my boy," said the big tall woman, "or else my man will eat you up for
breakfast. But aren't you the boy who came here once before? Do you know that very day my
man missed one of his bags of gold?"

"That's strange,” said Jack, "I could tell you something about that, but I'm so hungry |
can't talk till I've had something to eat.”

Well, the big tall woman was so curious that she took him in and gave him something to
eat. But he had scarcely begun to eat when they heard the great thuds of the ogre's feet, and his
wife quickly hid Jack away in the oven. All happened as it did before. The ogre came in as he
did before, said, "Fee. fi, fo, fum,” and had his breakfast of three broiled oxen. Then he said,
"Wife, bring me the hen that lays the golden eggs."”

So she brought it, and the ogre ordered the hen, "Lay," and it laid an egg all of gold. And
then the ogre began to nod his head, and to snore till the house shook.

Then Jack crept out of the oven on tiptoe, seized the hen that laid the golden eggs, and
rushed off. But the hen gave a loud cackle and the ogre woke up, and just as Jack got out of the
house he heard the ogre's voice, "Wife, wife, what have you done with my golden hen?"

And the wife said, "Nothing, my dear. I didn't touch it."

But that was all Jack heard, for he rushed off down the road to the beanstalk and climbed
down safely. And when he got home, he showed his mother the wonderful hen, and said "Lay" to
it; and the hen laid a golden egg every time he said "Lay".

It wasn't very long before Jack wanted to try his luck again at the top of the beanstalk. So
one fine morning, he got up early and got on to the beanstalk. He climbed and he climbed and he
climbed and he climbed till he got to the top. But this time when he got near the ogre's house, he

120



waited behind a bush till the ogre's wife came out with a pail to get some water. Then he slipped
into the house and hid in the copper.

He hadn't been there long before he heard the great thuds of the ogre's feet, and the ogre
and his wife came in. The ogre cried out:

"Fee, fi, fo, fum,

I smell the blood of an Englishman.

Be he alive or be he dead

I'll grind his bones to make my bread."

"If you can smell that bad little boy who stole your money and your magic hen, he is
hiding in the oven," said the ogre's wife, and they both looked in the oven. But Jack wasn't there.
He was in the copper.

So the ogre sat down and ate a very large breakfast. When breakfast was over, he called
out, "Wife, wife, bring me my golden harp."”

So she brought his harp and put it on the table.

"Play!" ordered the ogre, and the harp started to play most beautifully, all by itself. And it
played on till the ogre fell asleep, and began to snore like thunder.

Then Jack crept out of the copper and seized the harp, but the harp cried out, "Master!
Master!" The ogre woke up with a roar, saw Jack with the harp and rushed along the road after
him.

Jack ran as fast as he could, and the ogre ran after him. When Jack got to the beanstalk,
the ogre was not more than twenty yards away. Jack began to climb down, but the ogre was
heavy and he was afraid of such a ladder, so he stood and waited. But just then the harp cried
out, "Master! Master!" and the ogre began to climb down the beanstalk, which shook with his
weight.

Jack climbed down, and the ogre climbed after him. By this time Jack had climbed down
and climbed down and climbed down till he was very near the ground. So he called out,
"Mother! Mother! Bring me an axe! Bring me an axe!"

And his mother rushed out of the house with the axe in her hand. When she came to the
beanstalk, she stood still with fright, for there she saw the ogre's legs just through the clouds.

But Jack jumped down, took the axe and gave a chop at the beanstalk. The ogre felt the
beanstalk shake, so he stopped to see what was the matter.

Jack gave another chop with the axe, and the beanstalk was cut in two. Then the ogre fell
down and broke his head, and the beanstalk came down after.

121



After that Jack showed his mother the golden harp. Then Jack and his mother began to
show people the golden harp and they became rich. Later Jack married a beautiful princess, and
they lived happily ever afterwards.

Tasks:
1. Translate the text into Russian language,
2. Find Russian equivalents of this fairy-tales and heroes;
3. Do the pretranslational analysis of the text and discuss it.

Catskin

THERE was once a princess whose mother died when she was born. She grew up very
beautiful, with lovely golden hair. Her father wanted her to marry against her will. So she
thought of a plan to put off the wedding. She asked to make her three new dresses. One was to be
golden like the sun; the second was to be silver like the moon; and the third must sparkle like the
stars. She also asked for a fur cloak with a hood made of a thousand different skins from a
thousand different animals.

The princess said to herself, "It will be very difficult to make these clothes, and the
wedding will be put off for a long time."

But her father set all his best workmen to make the three dresses, and his hunters took a
tiny piece from the fur of a thousand different animals and a cloak with a hood was made. So the
dresses and the cloak were soon ready and the wedding could not be put off much longer.

At night the princess got up secretly and took from her jewel box a gold ring, a gold
necklace and a gold brooch.

Then she took the golden dress like the sun and the silver dress like the moon and the
dress that sparkled like the stars, and folded them. They were so light and so magic that she
could pack all three into a nutshell. She put on her fur cloak and pulled the hood over her golden
hair, and rubbed soot on her face and hands so that no one would know who she was. Then she
left her father's palace.

She walked till she was tired, and when she came to a hollow tree she crept inside and
fell asleep.

Next day the king of that country was out hunting, and his hunters found the girl in her
fur cloak, asleep in the tree. When the dogs barked, she woke up and was very frightened. She
said:

"I am a poor girl and | have no parents. Please take me with you."

"Yes, Miss Catskin," said the hunters. "We shall take you with us and you can work in
the kitchen."”

And they took her to the palace and showed her a little dark room under the stairs, and
said;

"You can sleep there, Catskin."

They thought it was quite a good room for a girl who had sooty hands and a sooty face.

She had to work very hard in the kitchen. She fetched water and wood, looked after the
fires and raked out the ashes. At night she often cried in her little dark room.

One day there was a feast in the king's palace and she asked the cook, "May | go and
watch the fine ladies and gentlemen?"

"You can go for just half-an-hour," said the cook, "and then you must come back and
rake out the ashes."”

So Catskin washed the soot off her face and hands, and went into her little room. She
opened the nutshell, shook out her golden dress, and put it on. She went to the party and no one
knew who she was. The king thought she was very beautiful and danced with her himself.
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When the dance was over, she slipped away to her tiny bedroom, took off her golden
dress, put on her fur cloak, and blackened her hands and face with soot. She began to rake out
the ashes, but the cook, who wanted to have a look at the fine people herself, said:

"Heat up the king's soup and don't let even a hair tall in it or you'll be in trouble.”

So Catskin heated up the king's soup, fetched her gold ring and put it at the bottom of the
bowl.

When the king ate the soup, he liked it very much. Then he was surprised to find the gold
ring lying at the bottom. He asked who made the soup.

"I did," said the cook.

"That is not true,” said the king. "It tasted better than the soup you make."

Then the cook said it was Catskin who had made the soup. So the king sent for Catskin
and asked her who she was.

Catskin only answered that she was a poor girl without parents and was good for nothing
but to do dirty jobs in the kitchen.

He asked her if she knew how the gold ring got into the soup, but she shook her head.

Later on there was another feast at the palace and again Catskin asked the cook, "May |
go and watch?"

"Yes," said the cook, "but be back in half-an-hour to make the king's soup because he
likes the way you make it." So Catskin ran to her little room and washed herself carefully. Then
she opened the nutshell, shook out the silver dress, and put it on. The king was very glad to see
her again and they danced together. When the dance was over, she slipped away and dressed
herself as Catskin again. Then she cooked the king's soup and put her gold necklace at the
bottom of the bowl.

Once again the king sent for her and asked her if she knew anything about the gold
necklace. She answered as before that she was a poor girl who could only do dirty jobs in the
kitchen, and knew nothing about the necklace. Some time later the king ordered a third feast to
be held. Catskin washed herself again, opened the nutshell and shook out the dress that sparkled
like the stars, and put it on. The king was so very glad to see her again that he held her hand very
tightly as they danced, and when she was not looking, he slipped a gold ring on her finger.

This time she was late in leaving the party, and she had to throw her fur cloak over her
fine dress, and she did not rub the soot properly on her face and hands. One finger was left white.
She cooked the king's soup and put her gold brooch at the bottom of the bowl.
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When the king had finished eating his soup, and found the gold brooch at the bottom, he
sent for Catskin. He soon noticed the one white finger with the ring he had put on it. He took her
sooty hand in his, and when she tried to pull it away, the fur cloak slipped a little, and her dress
sparkled like the stars.

The king took off her fur cloak and saw how beautiful she was, with her golden hair and
her shining dress. He fell in love with her at once. Then she washed the soot off herself so that
she looked even more beautiful than before. Everyone saw that she was a real princess. So
Catskin told her story to the king.

In a few days they were married and lived happily ever afterwards.

Tasks:
1. Translate the text into Russian language,
2. Find Russian equivalents of this fairy-tales and heroes;
3. Do the pretranslational analysis of the text and discuss it.

Cap of Rushes

ONCE there was a very rich gentleman, and he had three daughters. One day he wanted
to see how fond they were of him. So he said to the first daughter, "How much do you love me,
my dear?"

"Oh," said she, "I love you as | love my life."”

"That's good," said he.

So he said to the second daughter, "How much do you love me, my dear?"

"Oh," said she, "I love you better than anyone else in the world."

"That's good," said he.

So he said to the third daughter, "How much do you love me, my dear?"

"Oh, I love you as fresh meat loves salt,"” said she.

The father got very angry. "You don't love me at all,” said he, "and you will not stay any
more in my house.” So he turned her out of the house, and shut the door.

She went away and walked on and on till she came to a river. There she gathered a lot of
rushes and out of them made a cloak with a hood, to cover her from head to foot, and to hide her
fine clothes. Then she went on and on till she came to a great house.

"Do you need a servant?" she asked.

"No, we don't," said they.

"I haven't any place to go," said she, "and I can do any kind of work. I want no money for
the work I do."

"Well, if you like to wash the pots and scrape the saucepans you may stay," said they.
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So she stayed there and washed the pots and scraped the saucepans and did all the dirty
work. And because she did not tell them her name, they called her "Gap of Rushes".

One day there was to be a great dance at a big house a little way off, and the servants
were allowed to go and look at the ladies and gentlemen. Cap of Rushes said she was too tired to
go, so she stayed at home.

But when they had gone, she took off her cap of rushes, and cleaned herself, and went to
the dance. And no one there was so finely dressed as she.

Her master's son was there, and he fell in love with her the minute he saw her. He danced
with no one but her.

But before the dance was over, Cap of Rushes slipped out of the house and went home.
When the other servants came back, she was pretending to be asleep with her cap of rushes on.

Next morning they said to her, "You should have gone to the dance, Cap of Rushes!"
"Why should I have gone?" she asked.

"Why, the most beautiful lady was there and the young master never took his eyes off
heir."

"I should like to see her one day,"” said Cap of Rushes.

"Well, there's to be another dance this evening; perhaps she'll be there."

But when the evening came, Cap of Rushes said she was too tired to go with the other
servants. However, when they had gone, she took off her cap of rushes, cleaned herself, and she
went off to the dance in her lovely dress.

Again the master's son danced only with her, and he never took his eyes off her. But
before the dance was over she slipped out of the house, and went home. When the servants came
back, she pretended to be asleep with her cap of rushes on.

Next day they said to her again, "Well, Cap of Rushes, you should have been there to see
the lady. She was there again, very beautiful, and the young master never took his eyes off her."

"I should like to see her," said she.

"Well," said they, "there's a dance again this evening; you must go with us, she'll be there
perhaps.”

But when the evening came, Cap of Rushes said she was too tired to go, and she stayed at
home. However, when they had gone, she took off her cap of rushes and cleaned herself, and she
went off to the dance.

The master's son was very glad to see her. He danced with nobody but her and never took
his eyes off her.

He asked her to tell him her name and where she came from, but she said nothing. Then
he gave her a ring and said:

"If I don't see you again, I'll die." Well, before the dance was over, she again slipped out
and went home. When the servants came home, she was pretending to be asleep with her cap of
rushes on.

Next day they said to her, "Cap of Rushes, you didn't come last night, and now you won't
see the lady, for there won't be any more dances."

"Well, 1 should really like to have seen her," said she. The master's son tried every way to
find out where the lady had gone. He went everywhere, and asked every one he met, but nobody
heard anything about her. And he got worse and worse for love of her, till he had to keep his bed.
"Make some porridge for the young master,” they said to the cook. "He's dying of love for the
lady." The cook was going to make the porridge when Cap of Rushes came in. "What are you
going to do?" asked Cap of Rushes. "I'm going to make some porridge for the young master,"
said the cook, "he's dying of love for the lady.” "Let me make it," said Cap of Rushes. The cook
said yes, and Cap of Rushes made the porridge. When she had made it, she slipped the ring, the
master's son had given her, into the bowl secretly, and the cook took the bowl upstairs.

The young man ate the porridge and then he saw the ring at the bottom of the bowl.

"Send for the cook," said he.

So she came.
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"Who made this porridge?" asked he.

"I did," said the cook, for she was frightened.

And he looked at her.

"No, you didn't," said he. "Say who did it, and I'll not do you any harm."

"Well, it was Cap of Rushes," said she.

"Send Cap of Rushes here," said he.

So Cap of Rushes came.

"Did you make my porridge?" asked he.

"Yes, | did," said she.

"Where did you get this ring?" asked he.

"From the man who gave it to me," said she.

"Who are you, then?" said the young man.

"I'll show you," said she. And she took off her cap of rushes and there she was in her
beautiful clothes.

Well, the master's son soon got better and there was to be a great wedding in a short time.
A lot of people were asked from far and near to be present at the wedding. And Cap of Rushes'
father was asked too. But she never told anybody who she was.

Before the wedding Cap of Rushes went to the cook and said to her:

"Please cook every dish for the wedding feast without salt.”

"But the food will all be tasteless!" said the cook.

"It doesn't matter,” said she.

"Very well, then,” said the cook.

The wedding-day came, and the two young people were married. After they were
married, all the guests sat down to the wedding feast. When they began to eat the meat, they
found that it was so tasteless that they couldn't eat it.

Cap of Rushes' father tried first one dish and then another, and then he burst into tears.

"What is the matter?" said the master's son to him.

"Oh!" said he, "I had a daughter. And I asked her how-much she loved me. And she said,
'l love you as fresh meat loves salt." And | turned her out of the house, for I thought she didn't
love me at all. And now | see she loved me best of all my daughters. And she may be dead now."

"No, Father, here she is," said Cap of Rushes. And she went up to him and put her arms
round him.

And so they were all happy ever afterwards.

Tasks:
1. Translate the text into Russian language,
2. Find Russian equivalents of this fairy-tales and heroes;
3. Do the pretranslational analysis of the text and discuss it.

The Fish and the Ring

ONCE upon a time there was a rich baron in the north of England. He was a great
magician and knew everything that was going to happen in the future. So one day, when his little
son was four years old, he looked into his magic books to see the future of his son. And he found
out that his son would be married to a poor girl who had just been born in the city of York. The
baron knew that the father of the little girl was very, very poor, and he had five children already.
So the baron got on to his horse and rode to York. He saw the man as he passed by his house.
The poor father was sitting by the door, sad and unhappy. So the baron got down off his horse,
went up to the house and said, "What is the matter, my good man?"

And the man said, "l have five children already, and now the sixth has just been born.
Where can | get the bread to fill all their mouths?"
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"If that is your trouble, 1 can help you," said the baron, "I'll take away the last little baby,
and you won't have to think about it."

"Thank you very much, sir," said the man, and he went in and brought out a baby girl and
gave her to the baron. The baron got on to his horse and rode away with the baby. Then as he
rode by the bank of the River Ouse, he threw the child into the river and rode off to his castle.

But the baby girl did not sink. Her clothes kept her up for a time, and she floated till she
was carried to the bank just in front of a fisherman's little house. The fisherman found her, and
he felt pity for the child. He took it into his house and gave it to his wife. So the little girl lived
with the fisherman and his wife till she was fifteen years old. She was now a beautiful young
girl.

One day it happened that the baron and some of his men were hunting along the banks of
the River Ouse. It was a hot day, and they wanted to drink. So they stopped at the fisherman's
house and asked for some water. The girl came out to give them water. They all noticed her
beauty, and one of them said to the baron, "You can read fates, baron. Who will she marry?
What do you think?"

"Oh, that's easy to guess,"” said the baron, "some villager. Come here, girl, and tell me on
what day you were born."

"I don't know, sir. | was picked up just here by the river about fifteen years ago,"” said the
girl.

Then the baron knew who she was, and when they went away he rode back and said to
the girl:

"I'll make your fortune, girl. Take this letter to my brother in Scarborough, and he will
take care of you for all your life.”

The girl took the letter and said, "Thank you very much. | shall go to your brother."”

Now this was what he had written in the letter:

Dear brother,

Take this girl and put her to death at once.

Your brother, Humphrey.

So soon the girl set out for Scarborough. She slept the first night at a little inn, and that
very night a band of robbers broke into the inn. They searched the girl, who had no money, but
they found the letter. They opened it and read it, and thought it was a shame to Kill the poor girl.
The leader of the robbers took a pen and paper and wrote this letter:

Dear brother,

Take this girl and marry her to my son at once.

Your brother, Humphrey.

He gave the letter to the girl and told her to go to Scarborough.

So she went to the baron's brother. This brother was a noble knight, and the baron's son
was living in his house at that time. When she gave the letter to the baron's brother, he ordered
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his servants to prepare everything for the wedding at once, and the two young people were
married that very day.

Soon the baron himself came to his brother's castle, and what was his surprise when he
saw that his son was married to the poor man's daughter. The baron took the girl out for a walk
towards the mountains by the sea. And when they were alone, he took her by the arms, and was
going to throw her into the sea. But she begged hard for her life. "'l have not done anything," she
said, "if you spare my life, I'll do all you wish. I'll never see you or your son again till you wish
it."

Then the baron took off his gold ring and threw it into the sea. "Never let me see your
face till you can show me the ring," he said and let her go.

The poor girl walked on and on, till at last she came to a castle. She asked for work there
and she was given work in the kitchen.

One day the baron, his son and his brother came to this castle: they were invited to the
dinner. The poor girl saw them through the window. She did not know what to do, but then she
thought, "They will not see me here in the kitchen."”

So she went back to her work and began to clean a great fish which she had to cook for
the master's dinner. And as she was cleaning it, she saw something inside it that shone like gold.
And what do you think she found? The baron's ring, the ring he had thrown into the sea. She was
very glad. Then she cooked the fish as nicely as she could, and the servant took it to the hall.

Well, when the fish came on the table, the guests liked it so much that they asked the
master of the castle who had cooked it. He said he didn't know, but called to his servants, "Send
in the cook who cooked that fine fish.”

So they went down to the kitchen and told the girl she was wanted in the hall. She put the
baron's gold ring on her thumb and went into the hall.

When the guests saw such a young, beautiful cook, they were surprised. Only the baron
was very angry and wanted to hit her. But the girl went up to him and showed him her hand with
the ring on it. After that she took off the ring and put it down before him on the table.

Then the baron said, "What will be will be,” and he told her to sit down and told the
people that this was his son's true wife. And he took her and his son home to his castle; and they
lived as happy as could be ever afterwards.

Tasks:
1. Translate the text into Russian language,
2. Find Russian equivalents of this fairy-tales and heroes;
3. Do the pretranslational analysis of the text and discuss it.

The Red Ettin

THERE was once a poor widow, and she had two sons. The sons grew up, and it was
time for the woman to send them away to seek their fortune. So one day she said to her eldest
son, "Take a jar and bring me some water from the well, I'll bake a cake for you. If you bring a
lot of water, your cake will be large. If you bring only a little, it will be small. I can give you
only one cake and nothing else, you must understand."

The young man went off with the jar to the well, and filled it with water, but there were
cracks in the jar, and most of the water had run out before he got back home. So his cake was
very small.

Then the mother said to her eldest son, "You may take the half of the cake with my
blessing or the whole cake without my blessing. Which would you like?"

The young man thought, "I shall have to travel far, and | do not know when or how I
shall get other food." So he said, "I'd like to have the whole cake," and she gave him the whole
cake without her blessing.
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Then he took his brother aside, gave him a knife and said, "Keep my knife till I come
back. Look at it every morning, and as long as it shines I am well; but if it grows rusty, then
know that | am in trouble and want your help."

So the young man went to seek his fortune. He walked all that day, and all the next day;
and on the third day, in the afternoon, he saw a man in a field who was looking after a lot of
sheep. He went up to the man and asked him who the sheep belonged to. The man said, "They
belong to the Red Ettin. He is a terrible, cruel giant and magician with three heads. He stole King
Malcolm's daughter, and he beats her every day. The Red Ettin's castle is not far away. If you
want to go farther, be careful. You may meet some strange-looking beasts. You have never seen
beasts like them. I know very well that they are very dangerous."

So the young man went on, and soon he saw a lot of very dreadful beasts, with two heads,
and on each head there were four horns. He was so frightened that he ran away from them as fast
as he could. He was glad when he came to a castle. It stood on a hill, and its door was wide open.
So the young man went into the castle to hide from those dreadful beasts, and there he saw an
old woman. She was sitting beside the kitchen fire. "May | stay here for the night?" he asked her.
"I am very tired after a long journey."

And the woman said, "Yes, you may, but this is not a good place to be in, it belongs to
the Red Ettin, and he kills everyone he finds."

The young man wanted to go away, but he was afraid of the beasts outside of the castle.
So he begged the old woman to hide him and not tell the Red Ettin he was there, and he
promised to go away in the morning.

But he had not been long in his hiding-place before the terrible Ettin came and cried, "I
smell a man! Living, or dead, I'll eat him!"

The giant soon found the poor young man, and pulled him out of his hiding-place. Then
he told him, "If you can answer my three questions, I'll spare your life."

So the first head asked, "A thing without an end, what's that?" But the young man did not
know.

Then the second head said, "The smaller, the more dangerous, what's that?" But the
young man did not know.

And then the third head asked, "The dead carries the living. Can you guess that?" But the
young man could not guess. He could not answer the three questions, and the Red Ettin took a
magic wand, knocked him on the head, and turned him into a large piece of stone.

On the morning after this happened, the younger brother took out his brother's knife to
look at it, and he was very sorry to find that it was rusty. He told his mother that he must go
away also to seek his fortune. So she said that she was going to make a cake for him and asked
him to take the jar and go to the well for water.

And he went, and as he was bringing home the water, a bird over his head cried out to
him, "Look! The water is running out!" And he saw, that the water was running out of the jar
because there were cracks in it. But he was a clever young man; he took some clay and patched
up the cracks, so that he brought home enough water to bake a large cake.

When his mother had made the cake, she said, "You may take the half of the cake with
my blessing or the whole cake without my blessing. Which would you like?"

The younger brother chose the half of the cake, but it was bigger than the whole cake of
his brother.

So he went off on his journey. After he had travelled a long way, he met an old woman
who asked him to give her a piece of his cake. "I'll be glad to do that," he said and gave her a
piece of the cake; and for that she gave him a magic wand.

She said, "This wand may be useful to you, if you take care to use it rightly." And the old
woman, who was a fairy, told him what would happen to him and what he had to do in future.
Then she disappeared.
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He went on his way farther, and then he came up to the old man with the sheep. When he
asked whose sheep they were, the answer was: "They are the Red Ettin's sheep." Then the old
man told him everything about the Red Ettin.

When he came to the place where the terrible beasts were standing, he did not stop nor
run away, but went bravely past them. When one came up roaring with open mouth ready to kill
him, the young man hit it with the wand, and the beast fell down dead at his feet.

He soon reached the Ettin's castle. He knocked at the door and entered. The old woman
who sat by the fire told him about the terrible Ettin and about the fate of his brother. But the
young man was not afraid. The Red Ettin soon came in and shouted, "I smell a man! Living, or
dead, I'll eat him!"

He saw the young man, and told him to come nearer. And then he put the three questions
to him, but the young man could answer all the questions: the good fairy had told him the
answers.

So when the first head asked, "What's the thing without an end?" he said, "A bowl."

And when the second head said, "The smaller the more dangerous; what's that?" he said
at once, "A bridge."

And last, the third head said,."When does the dead carry the living? Can you guess that?"
The young man answered at once, "When a ship sails on the sea with men on board."

When the Ettin heard this, he knew that his power was gone. The young man took up an
axe and cut off the giant's three heads. Then he asked the old woman to show him where King
Malcolm's daughter was. And the old woman took him upstairs, and opened a lot of doors, and
out of every door came a beautiful lady; and one of the ladies was the king's daughter.

Then the old woman also took him down into a low room, and there lay a large piece of
stone. He touched it with his wand, and his brother came to life again.

The captives were happy to be free again, and they all thanked the young man. Next day
they all set out for King Malcolm's court. And the king married his daughter to the young man
who had saved her, and gave a rich gentleman's daughter to his elder brother. And so they all
lived happily all their days.
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Tasks:
1. Translate the text into Russian language,
2. Find Russian equivalents of this fairy-tales and heroes;
3. Do the pretranslational analysis of the text and discuss it.

The History of Tom Thumb

In the days of the great King Arthur there lived a magician,, called Merlin. He was the
most wonderful magician the world has ever seen.

This famous magician, who could take any form he wanted, was once travelling about as
a poor beggar. One day he got very tired and stopped to rest at the house of a farmer. He
knocked at the door and begged for some food.

The countryman invited him to come in, and his wife, who was a very kind woman, soon
brought him some milk in a wooden bowl, and some brown bread on a plate.

Merlin was much pleased with the kindness of the farmer and his wife, but he noticed
that though everything was tidy and comfortable in the house, they both looked unhappy. He
asked them why they were so sad, and learned that they were unhappy because they had no
children.

The poor woman said, with tears in her eyes, "l should be the happiest woman in the
world if I had a son. Even if he was no bigger than my husband's thumb, I would be pleased."

Merlin was so much amused with the idea of a boy no bigger than a man's thumb, that he
decided to carry out the poor woman's wish. Some time after, the farmer's wife had a son, who
(wonderful to tell') was not bigger than his father's thumb.

The queen of the fairies wished to see the little boy. She came in at the window while the
happy mother was sitting up in the bed looking at the boy. The queen kissed the child, gave it the
name of Tom Thumb, and sent for some of the fairies. She gave orders to the fairies to dress the
little boy, and the fairies dressed the little boy in this way:

An oak-leaf hat he had for his crown:

His shirt of web by spiders spun;

His jacket wove of thistle's down:

His trousers were of feathers done.

His stockings, of apple-rind, they tie

With eyelash from his mother's eye:

His shoes were made of mouse's skin,

Tann'd with the downy hair within.

Tom never grew any bigger than his father's thumb, which was an ordinary finger; but as
he got older, he became very cunning and full of tricks. When he was old enough to play with
other boys,, and had lost all his own cherrystones, he usually crept into the bags of his friends
and filled his pockets. No one noticed him as he got out. Then he joined in the game again.

One day as he was getting out of a bag of cherry-stones, the boy to whom it belonged saw
him. "Ah, ah! my little Tommy," said the boy, "so you've stolen my cherry-stones again. I've
caught you at last." And the boy gave the bag such a shake that poor little Tom's legs and body
were badly hurt, and Tom screamed with pain, and promised never to steal again.
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A short time afterwards his mother was making a batter pudding. Tommy wanted to see
how it was made and climbed up to the edge of the bowl. But his foot slipped, and he fell into the
batter. His mother didn't notice him, and put the batter into the pudding-bag. Then she put it in
the pot to boil.

The batter filled Tom's mouth, and he could not cry. But when he felt the hot water, he
began to struggle so much in the pot that his mother thought that the pudding was magic. So she
pulled it out of the pot and threw it outside the door. A poor workman, who was passing by,
lifted up the pudding, and walked off. As Tom had now cleared his mouth of the batter, he began
to scream. The workman was so frightened that he threw down the pudding and ran away. The
pudding was broken to pieces, Tom crept out with the batter all over him, and walked home. His
mother, who was very sorry to see her dear son in such a bad state, put him into a teacup, and
soon washed off the batter. After that she kissed him, and put him to bed.

Soon after the adventure of the pudding, Tom's mother went to milk her cow in the
meadow, and she took the boy along with her. As the wind was very strong, she tied him to a
thistle with a piece of thread. The cow soon saw Tom's oak-leaf hat, and at once poor Tom and
the thistle were in her mouth. Tom was afraid of her great teeth, and he roared out as loud as he
could, "Mother! Mother!"

"Where are you, Tommy, my dear Tommy?" Tom's mother asked.

"Here, Mother," he answered, "in the red cow's mouth."”

His mother began to cry; but the cow, surprised at the strange noise in her mouth,, opened
it and dropped Tom. His mother caught him in her apron as he was falling to the ground. Then
she took Tom in her hand and ran home with him.

Tom's father made him a whip of a barley straw to drive the cattle with. One day Tom
went into the fields, but his foot slipped and he fell down. A bird, which was flying over the
field, picked him up, and flew with him over the sea, and then dropped him.

A large fish swallowed Tom the moment he fell into the sea. The fish was soon caught
and bought for the table of King Arthur. When the cook opened the fish to cook it, everybody in
the kitchen was surprised to find a little boy inside the fish, and Tom was happy to be free again.
They carried him to the king, who was delighted with him and let him live in the palace. And
soon he became a great favourite at court for his tricks and jokes. He amused not only the king
and queen, but also all the Knights of the Round Table.
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When the king rode out on horseback, he often took Tom along with him. If it rained,
Tom usually crept into the king's pocket, where he slept till the rain was over.

One day King Arthur asked Tom about the parents, he wished to know if they were as
small as Tom was, and if they were poor or rich. Tom told the king that his father and mother
were as tall as anybody in the court, but they were not rich. When he heard this, the king carried
Tom to the treasury, the place where he kept all his money, and told him to take as much money
as he could carry home to his parents. The poor little boy was very happy and at once he went to
get a purse. He returned to the treasury with a purse which was made of a soap-bubble. He
received a silver three-penny-piece and put it into his purse.

It was difficult for the little boy to lift the purse and put it upon his back. But at last he
went on his journey. More than a hundred times he rested by the way, and in two days and two
nights he reached his father's house safely.

Tom had travelled forty-eight hours with a great heavy silver-piece on his back. He was
almost tired to death, when his mother ran out to meet him, and carried him into the house.

But Tom soon returned to the king's court.

As Tom's clothes were spoilt after the batter-pudding, and the fish, the king ordered to
make new clothes for Tom.

He was also given a mouse to ride. He sat on it like a proud knight.

Of Butterfly's wings his shirt was made,

His boots of chicken's hide;

And by a nimble fairy blade,

Well learned in the tailoring trade,

His clothing was supplied.

A needle dangled by his side;

A dapper mouse he used to ride,

Thus strutted Tom in stately pride.

So Tom in his fine clothes rode out on his mouse to hunt with the king and his knights.
They all liked to look at Tom and laugh as he sat on his fine "horse".

The king loved Tom so much that he ordered his men to make a little chair for him, and
now he sat on the king's table when he had his meals. Tom was also given a golden palace to live
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in and a coach, drawn by six small mice. So Tom lived happily at King Arthur's court until he
died.

Tasks:
1. Translate the text into Russian language,
2. Find Russian equivalents of this fairy-tales and heroes;
3. Do the pretranslational analysis of the text and discuss it.

The Adventures of Jack the Giant-Killer

In the time of good King Arthur there lived in Cornwall a farmer who had an only son
named Jack. This young man was very strong, brave and clever.

In those days a terrible great giant named Cormoran lived in the mountains of Cornwall.
He was very, very tall, strong and cruel, and the people of neighbouring towns and villages were
greatly afraid of him. He lived in a cave in the middle of a mountain. When he wanted food, he
went out to get it.

When the giant came to a town or a village, people ran away from their homes, and he
seized their cattle. He could carry six oxen on his back at a time. And he tied the pigs and sheep
to the belt round his waist. This went on for many years and nobody could do anything because
the giant was too strong. So all the people in Cornwall became poor and unhappy.

One day Jack was at the town hall when the magistrates were sitting and talking about the
giant.

"What will the man get who kills Cormoran?" asked Jack.

"He will get the giant's treasure,” they answered.

"Then let me try,"” said Jack.

So he got a horn, a spade, and a pick and went to the mountain where Cormoran lived.
All evening and all night, while the giant was asleep, Jack dug a very, very deep and wide pit in
front of the cave. Then he covered it over with long branches and straw, and put earth over it, so
that it looked like ordinary ground. When all this was done, Jack sat down near the pit, away
from the mouth of the cave and waited.

Early in the morning, he put his horn to his mouth and blew hard. The loud noise of the
horn woke the giant. He rushed from his cave and shouted:

"How dare you come here to disturb my rest? You will pay dearly for it. I shall kill you
and broil you for my breakfast."

But just as he shouted these words, he fell into the pit. He was very big and very heavy,
and the mountain shook as he fell.

"Oh, Giant! Where are you now? Do you still think you will broil me for your breakfast?"
shouted Jack. He laughed at the giant for a while, then he hit him hard on the head with the pick,
and killed him. So that was the end of the terrible giant Cormoran.

Jack filled up the pit with earth, and went into the giant's cave. There he found a lot of
treasure.

When the magistrates heard of Cormoran's death, they said:
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"From this day everybody must call this young man Jack the Giant-Killer." And they
gave him presents—a sword and a belt. On the belt there were words in golden letters:

Here is the brave Cornish man, Who killed the giant Cormoran.

The news of Jack's victory soon reached all the corners of the country. Another giant
whose name was Blunderbore heard of it too and decided to revenge himself on Jack. This giant
lived in a large castle which stood in the middle of a dark wood.

Four months later Jack was walking through this wood on his way from Cornwall to
Wales. He was very tired, so he sat down beside a spring and fell fast asleep. While he was
sleeping, the giant Blunderbore came to the spring for water and found him there. When the
giant read the words on Jack’s belt, he picked him up, threw him over his shoulders and carried
him to his castle.

Now, as the giant was passing through the thick wood, Jack woke. He was very surprised
and frightened to find himself on the shoulders of the giant. His fright became greater when the
giant entered the castle, and Jack saw the place where human bones lay, and when the giant said,
"And your bones, my fine man, will soon lie here, too.” The giant did not want to eat poor Jack
alone, so he locked him in a great room and went to fetch another giant, us brother, who lived in
the same wood.

Jack looked carefully around the room. In a dark corner he found some good strong
ropes. When he went to the window, he saw that the window was over the gate of the castle.
Then far away he saw the two giants. They were coming o the castle.

"Now," said Jack to himself, "I'll die or I'll save myself." He took two of the ropes and
made a strong loop at the end of each. He stood at the window and watched the giants. Then, just
as they were opening the iron gate of the castle, he threw a loop over the head of each of them.
Then he pulled with all his strength. He pulled and he pulled and at last the giants fell to the
ground, but they were still alive. So Jack climbed down the rope and killed them with his sword.
After that he took the giant's keys and opened all the rooms of the castle. In the rooms he found
three beautiful ladies who were almost starved to death.
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"Dear ladies,” said Jack, "I have Killed the cruel giant and his brother. You are free now. These
are the keys of the castle.” Then Jack left them and went on his way to Wales.

But after a while Jack lost his way. Night came on before he found a place to spend the
night. At last he saw a large house, so he went up to it and knocked at the gate. What was his
surprise when a terrible great giant with two heads came out! Now this was a Welsh giant who
was very cunning and liked to play cruel tricks on people. Jack explained to the giant that he had
no place to sleep that night and the giant invited him in and led him to a bedroom. Late in the
night Jack heard a voice in the next room. It was the giant's voice and he was saying these words:

"Though you lodge with me this night,

You shall not see the morning light:

My club shall dash your brains outright."

"That's what you want to do,” Jack said to himself. "If that is your trick, | can be more
cunning than you. | can play a better trick than that.” So Jack got up out of his bed, put a long,
thick piece of wood in his place and hid in a corner of the room. Soon the giant crept in with his
club and hit the bed hard several times with it. He was sure that he has broken every bone in
Jack's body.

The next morning Jack, laughing in his sleeve, thanked him for the night's rest.

"How did you sleep?" asked the giant. "Did you not feel anything in the night?"

"No," said Jack. "Nothing but a rat, which gave me two or three slaps with her tail.”

The Welsh giant was greatly surprised, but he said nothing and led Jack to the breakfast
table. He gave Jack a very, very big bowl full of porridge. Jack did not want to show the giant
that it was too much for him. So he put a large leather bag under his loose coat, in such a way
that when he ate, he could put most of the porridge into the bag. The giant did not see what Jack
was doing because he was very hungry and kept his eyes on his great bowl of porridge.

Then Jack said to the giant, "Now I'll show you a trick." And he took a knife, cut open
the bag and out came all the porridge.

"Oh, | can do that trick myself!" cried the giant. And he took a knife and cut open his
own belly, and at once fell down dead.

Some days after this, when Jack was on the road, he met a noble knight of King Arthur's
court. The knight was on his way to save his lady from the enchantments of a wicked magician.
Jack offered to go with him. Together they had a lot of adventures. One day Jack won a fight
with a three-headed giant and got the most wonderful magic things from him: the cap of
knowledge which told you all that you want to know, the shoes of swiftness which made you the
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fastest man in the world, the coat of invisibility which made you invisible, and the sharp sword
which cut anything in two parts. All these wonderful things helped Jack to break the
enchantments of the wicked magician and free the lady. The lady was very happy to return to her
dear knight.

Then the knight and his lady and Jack went to King Arthur's court, where they were
received with great joy. And Jack was made a Knight of the Round Table.

Jack now decided to rid the country of giants. "There are still many bad giants in the
country," said Jack to King Arthur, "and I wish to kill them and save thousands of people."

The king listened to this noble wish, gave Jack all the things he needed and sent him on
his way.

Jack rode over high hills and wonderful mountains, and after many days came upon a
giant who was sitting in front of the cave where he lived. There was an iron club by his side. He
was a horrible-looking giant. His eyes were like fire, his hair was like curled snakes. Jack got
down from his horse and put on his invisible coat. Then he went up close to the giant and said,
"Oh, there you are! It will not be long before I kill you."

The giant could not see Jack, of course. Then Jack came nearer and killed the giant with
his magic sword. After that he went into the giant's cave. He passed through many rooms, and
came at last to a large room where there was a boiling copper and a large table, at which the
giant usually had his dinner. In the next room, behind an iron gate, Jack found a lot of captives.
The unhappy captives told Jack that the giant had caught them and every day he killed and ate
the fattest among them.

Jack opened the gate and let the captives go out. They were very happy to be free again.
Then Jack found the giant's treasure and divided the gold and silver equally among all the
captives. After that he took the happy people to the neighbouring castle where they all had a
feast and enjoyed themselves.

Some days later Jack heard that a giant with two heads, named Thunderdell was coming
to the castle. He was the brother of the giant Jack had killed and he wanted to revenge himself on
Jack. The castle was surrounded by a deep moat. There was only one drawbridge over the moat.
So Jack asked some men to cut through this bridge on both sides, nearly to the middle. Then he
put on his invisible coat, took his sharp sword and went to meet the giant not far from the castle.
The giant could not see Jack, but he smelt him, and cried out these words:

"Fee, fi, fo, fum!

I smell the blood of an Englishman!

Be he alive or be he dead,

I'll grind his bones to make my bread!"

"So that's what you say!" said Jack. "Was it you who killed my brother?" shouted the
giant. "I'll revenge myself on you! I'll kill now and eat you!" "You'll have to catch me first," said
Jack. And he took off his invisible coat (so that the giant could see him), put on his shoes of
swiftness and ran away from the giant, and the giant ran after him. The giant followed him, and
the earth shook at every step. Jack ran and ran with the giant after him. Then Jack ran lightly
over the drawbridge and the giant ran after him with his club. But, when the giant reached the
middle of the bridge, it broke down, and Thunderdell fell into the water of the moat. Jack, who
was standing near by, laughed at him as the giant tried to get out of the moat, but could not. At
last Jack got a rope and threw it over the two heads of the giant, and pulled him out of the moat
with the help of a few horses. Then Jack cut off both of the giant's heads with his sharp sword.

After this adventure Jack returned to the court of King Arthur and rested for a while.

After some time, however, Jack left King Arthur and his Knights of the Round Table and
set out to seek new adventures. He passed through many woods and at last late at night, came to
the foot of a high mountain. Here there was a little house and Jack knocked at the door. The door
was opened by an old man whose hair was as white as snow.

"Father," said Jack., "have you a place to rest for a tired traveller?"
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"Yes," said the old man, "you are welcome to my poor house." So Jack went in and the
old man gave Jack some food. Then he said:

"I see by your belt that you are that great Cornish man who has killed many giants. Now,
my son, on the top of this mountain there is a castle, the castle of a giant whose name is
Galligantua. With the help of an old magician he has caught many knights and ladies and taken
them to this castle. Here they were changed into birds and beasts.

Some time ago a beautiful young lady, a duke's daughter, was caught by the magician in
her father's garden. Then in the castle he changed her into a white dog."

Jack gave the old man his hand, and said, "In the morning I'll try to free the lady."

The old man said, "Many knights have tried to break the enchantment and save her, but
all were killed by two dreadful griffins which guard the castle gate. The griffins kill everyone
who comes near. But you, my son, have your invisible coat and you can pass them and they will
not see you. When you come to. the gate of the castle, you will read on the stone of the gate how
to break the enchantment.”

In the morning Jack got up and put on his invisible coat, his magic cap and his shoes of
swiftness. When he reached the top of the mountain, he saw the dreadful griffins there, but Jack
passed them, for they could not see him. Jack walked up to the gate and found a golden trumpet
hanging from a silver chain, and read on the stone of the gate these words:

Whoever shall this trumpet blow,

Shall cause the giant's overthrow.

And break the black enchantment.

When Jack read these words, he seized the trumpet and blew it. At once the gate opened
and the castle trembled. The giant and the magician trembled too, but they trembled with fear.
The giant lifted his club, but Jack at one blow cut off his head. And the magician was carried off
by the wind.

Then the enchantment was broken, and all the birds and beasts were changed into lords
and ladies again, and the castle disappeared in a cloud of smoke.

The next day Jack and the knights and ladies he had freed went to King Arthur's court.
Then King Arthur ordered the duke to marry his daughter to honest and brave Jack. So they were
married, and the whole country was filled with joy at the wedding. The king gave Jack a
beautiful castle, and he and his lady lived there in great joy and happiness for many, many years.

MATHEPUAJIBI IJId KOTHPOJIA
Variant-1
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1.

a)

b)

c)
d)

e)
3.
a)

b)

c)
d)

€)
4.

a)

b)
c)
d)

e)

| long ago developed a very practiced smile, which | call my "Noh smile” because it
resembles a Noh mask whose features are frozen

51 ouenb nonro BeIpabaThIBaja yabIOKy, Ha3bIBas ee s ceOs «ynbiOkoit Ho» 3a ee cxoncTBo
C 3acThIBIIMMM uepTamMM Macok Ho, KOTOpyro MOXHO HHTEpHpPETUPOBAaTH KaK KOMY
3a0naropaccyauTcs

S ouens gonro paspabaThiBania YIBIOKY, Ha3biBas €€ Uil ceOs, C 3aCTHIBIIMMHU YEpTaMU
MacoK, KOTOPYIO MOKHO MHTEPIPETUPOBATH KaK KOMY 3aX04ETCH.

BripabareiBania  yipIOKy, HaszBana «ynblOkod Howmoromy, uro moxoxka Ha Macku Ho,
KOTOPYIO MOKHO UHTEPHPETUPOBATH KaK KOMY 3abjaropaccyiurcs

51 TpeHnpoBana ynabplOKy, Ha3biBas ee «ynblOkoi Ho» 3a ee CXOJCTBO C 3aCTHIBIIMMH YepTaMH
Macok Ho.

51 ouenp nosiro BeIpabaThiBasia «yiablOKy Ho» 3a ee ¢X0JCTBO C 3aCTHIBIIMMH Y€PTaMH MacoK
Ho, xoTopyto MOHO 110 pa3HOMY OOBSICHHUTD.

In our little fishing village of Yoroido, I lived in what | called a "tipsy house."

B nameit HeOobIION pHIOANIKON JEpEeBYIIKE ﬁopnno s JKWJIA B BJAKOM «IIOJBBITIMBIIIEM)
JOMUIIIKE.

B Hareif MaJIeHbKO# JIepeBHE PhIGakoB MOpPHIO 5 KIIA B «ITBTHOMY TOMHIIKE

B Hamieit HeGobIION PHIOALIKOM JEPEBYILKE 5 KUJIa BKIOABBITUBIIEM) JOMUIIIKE

B Hareif iepeBylike B VIOpH/IO 5 XKHIa B OME C [OBBITHABIIHM. ..

B Haeit HeGOIBIION PhIGAIIKOl epeByIIKe FOpHIO 5 5KHIa B «I0ME-aIKOTOTHKOB

He hoisted up his eyebrows at this, so that they formed little sagging umbrellas over his eyes.

OH mpumnogHsy OpoBHM TakuM oOpa3oM, YTO OHU OOpa30BaM BOKPYT TJia3 HEOOJBIINE
BBITHYTBIC 30HTHKH. . .

OH cobOpan OpoBHW HaJ riIa3aMu, Kak MEeJIEHbKHE 30HTHKH

['maza y Hero ObutH OPMBI MAJICHHKHX 30HTOB

bpoBku goMukom, ryOku OaHTHUKOM

Het npaBwmiibHOTO OTBETa

My body weighed twice what it had only a moment earlier, as if those graves were pulling me
down toward them.

Moe TCJI0, JICTKOC JIMIIb MITHOBCHUEC HA3ad, BAPYT CTAJIO BABOC TSKEJICC, KAK 6y,HTO MOTHJIBI
IPUTATUBAJIA €0 K cebe

Teno Moe OBLIO OYEHD TIKENIBIM MHHYTY Ha3ad, KaK 6y,Z[TO MOTHJIBI 3BAJIM MEHS K cebe
Teno moe nojieryano ¢ Toi MHHYTBI, KaK A IOJA0IIa K MOT'HJIaM

Moe NOoTsDKEeNeno ¢ TOU MHHYTBI , KaK {1 I[1oJ01JIa K MOT'HJIaM

Her IIpaBHUJIBHOI'O OTBCTA

5. With all this water and all this wood, the two of them ought to have made a good balance and

pro
a)
b)
c)

d)
€)

duced children with the proper arrangement of elements

Bomawu ACPEBO 3TO TC JIEMCHTBI, KOTOPBIC JOCTAJIUCh HAM OT pO,[[I/ITCJ'IeI\/’I

Co Bceit BOJIOM U CO BCEM ACPEBOM B UX CYHIHOCTH JAJIM XOPpOIIEC COYCTAHNEC CBOUM JACTAM
Bnaro;[apﬁ CON03y BOJBI M ACpECBa Yy pOI[HTCJICﬁ Ha CBCT MOABHUIIMCH AC€TU C YAAYHBIM
COYCTaHHUEM JJICMCHTOB.

YaauHoe codeTaHue JIEMEHTOB JJIs ASTEH SIBIISIOTCS BoAa U ACPEBO

Her MPpaBHIIBHOT'O OTBETA
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6. HasoBute aBtOpa 3TuxX cTpok: Whose woods these are | know. His house in the village,
though; He will not see me stopping here To watch his woods fill up with snow.

a) Robert Frost

b) Edgar Allan Poe

c) William Shakespeare
d) Pushkin

e) Jane Austin

7. HazoBute aBTOpa 3TUX cTpOK: Take this kiss upon the brow! And, in parting from you now...
a) Robert Frost

b) Edgar Allan Poe

c) William Shakespeare

d) Pushkin

e) Jane Austin

8. Haszosute aBTopa stux crpok: All that we see or seem Is but a dream within a dream.
a) Robert Frost

b) Edgar Allan Poe

c) William Shakespeare
d) Pushkin

e) Jane Austin

9. “News of the Engagement” by Bennett.
There was enough time to consider how I should break to my mother the tremendous news
a) yKasaTh Ha MOTPSICAIOIIYI0 HOBOCTh
b) mocBATHUTH B HOBOCTH
C) COOOIIUTh TOTPACAMOIIYIO HOBOCTh
d) cooOmuTE yXKacHyK HOBOCTb
€) CKpBITh Y)KAaCHYHO HOBOCTb

10. On the lid of the box a minute creature stood under a flowery tree...

a) T0J03pPHUTEIIHLHOE

b) yBenmuuennoe

C) YMEHBIICHHOE

d) MuHHaTIOpHOE CO3[IaHKE
€) MaJleHbKOE

11. By some means or other she has some information of my engagement

a) KCTaTtu

b) omnako

C) KakuMm- TO 00pazom
d) xak —TO

e) Kkro — b0

12. We began to eat the ham, the sausages, the eggs and the mince tarts

a) dopMupoBaHHbBIE MEPIIBI
b) OmuHuMKM
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C) MHUPOXKKH C HAUNHKOU
d) mHpOXKKHM ¢ MaKOM
€) MHUPOXKKH C SATOTaMHU

13. | encouraged him, wishing to get the chat over

d) Hayarh pa3roBOp
b) 3akoHYHMTH pa3roBop
C) 3aKJIIOYHTh CHCIKY
d) caenatpb BBIBOI

e) ob0aymaTh

14. “T do declare: I can’t fancy my food now”, said lady Dain

a) 5 CMOTPETh HE MOTY Ha ey
b) Hioxath

C) mpoboBaTh

d) ectp

€) TOBOPHTH

15. Sir lee got a very large fortune by systematically selling goods under cost

@) Ha MPOIIEHT MO ce0eCTOMMOCTH
b) ma mpoueHT OT cebecTonMOCTH
C) mo cebecTOMMOCTH

d) Hmxe cebecTommocTn

€) BbIIIe CE0CCTOMMOCTH

16. They hat an extremely bad reputation for cutting prices

a) CHWKEHHE

b) yBenmuenue

C) yperyiupoBaHue
d) o6o3nauenue

€) oOBsACHECHHE

17. They were hated by 18 or 19 hundred employees

a) Mbl HEHABUIEIH
b) omna HenaBuaena
C) OHHM HEHABMJIEIH
d) ux HeHaBuaEIH
€) WX IIOYTH HEHABUIEIU

18. “The Staffordshire Signal” heard the item of news “Smart Capture of a Supposed Burglar”

a) yBelleBaHHE
b) coobienue
C) oObsBICHUE
d) 3asBienue
e) oOemanue

19. He wished to exercise upon William Smith his will — known philanthropy

a) crenartb
b) yBemomuth

141



C) cpa3uTh
d) wucmerTaTh
€) IoKa3aTh

20. What are you getting at?

@) YTO BbI XOTHTE CKa3aTh?
b) dro BB MMeeTe B BUAY
C) d4TO BBbI rTOBOpHTE?

d) wuro BhI xkenaere?

€) YTO BbI CKazajiu?

21. Sandy Tipton thought it was “rough on Sally”

a) Cayu 0YEeHb HHTEPECHO
b) Camu npuxoautcst Tyro

c) Cayu 04YeHb CTPAHHO

d) Canu ouyens Beceno

e) Cayiu 0YeHb YIUBUTEIBHO

22. Physically they exhibited no indication of their past lives

a) 3aKIMHAHHE

b) 3amomunanue

C) ymoMuHaHHE

d) ykazaHue Ha MPOILIYIO KU3Hb
e) dukcarus

23. The camp rose to its feet as one man

a) cenu

b) Bcramm

C) Bce MPUBCTAIM KaK HaJo
d) Bce Bcranm Kak oauH

€) Bce BCTaJIM KaK Hazo

24. A resolution to adopt her infant was unanimous and enthusiastic

a) omHa

b) omuHOKas

C) oaHO3HAYHAS
d) emunas

€) eaMHOIIACHAS

25. Complete the sentences: Perhaps the climate of the mountain camp was compensation for

a) maternal luck
b) maternal subsidance
¢) maternal assistance
d) maternal help
e) maternal deficiences
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Variant -2

1.Rosemary Fell was young, brilliant, extremely modern, well-dressed, well-read in

a) the news of the books

b) the newest of the most books
c) the best of the new booklets
d) the newest of the new books
e) the most of the new brands

2.The attendant bowed and put the lilac out of

a) sight

b) view

C) views

d) sightseeing
e) viewing

3.Rosemary was followed to the car by a shop-girl carrying an immense white armful and

looked like -
a) ababy in long clothes
b) a baby in short clothes
c) ababy in clothes

d) akid indress

e) achild ina cloth

4.A fire of pine boughs added

a) approximity
b) difficulty
c) complexity
d) simplicity
e) sociability

to the gathering

5.We were all felling unwell and we were getting quite nervous about it. We tried to describe

our

a) states

b) illnesses

c) facts

d) data

e) explanations

6. This duty having been done, we lit our
again

a) pipes; rest
b) pipes; holiday
C) pipes; health

and began the discussion about our
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d) pipes; communication
e) pipes; socializing

7. 1 remember my brother - in - law going for a shortsea-tripfor __

a) the benefit of health

b) the benefit of law

c) the benefit of rule

d) the benefit of status

e) the benefit of contribution

8.HazoBuTte aBTOpa «Memories of a Geisha»

a) Arthur Golden
b) Robert Frost

c) Edgar Allan Poe
d) Jane Austin

e) Antonio Bruno

9.HazosuTe rnaBuyio repounto «Memories of a Geisha»

a) Sakamoto Minoru
b) Chiyo-chan

c) Yorido

d) Satsu-san

e) Miura

10.Yorido ( «Memories of a Geisha») sro:

a) JlepeBHs
b) Mars

c) Oren

d) Moxrop
e) Cectpa

11.HazoBute uMs remmniu:

a) Sayuri

b) Yorido

c) Satsu-san

d) Miura

e) Sakamoto-san

12.Robert Frost’s poem is:
a) Stopping by woods on a snowy evening
b) A dream within a dream
¢) The mouse that gnawed the oak-tree down
d) Seven deadly sins
e) New life after die

13..Edgar Allan Po’s poem is:
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a)
b)
c)
d)
e)

14.

Stopping by woods on a snowy evening

A dream within a dream

The mouse that gnawed the oak-tree down
Seven deadly sins

New life after die

Kyoto 3t0:

a) Topon

b) Pribarkas nepeBHs
C) Macku

d) Artpubyruka

e) JlekapcTBa

15.

16.

17.

18.

19.

Noh sto:

a) Topox

b) Peibarikas nepeBHs
C) Macku

d) Atpubyrtuka

e) JlexapcrtBa

Noh smile:

a) Because it resembles Noh surprise
b) Because it resembles Noh rules

c) Because it resembles Noh games
d) Because it resembles Noh toys

e) Because it resembles Noh mask

... IJ1aThe OBLIO CEPOro CBETa U MpoCToro IMmoxKpo ...

a) grey and common

b) grey and simple

c) greyand extraordinary
d) grayand plain

e) grayand simplified

S Tak ycTtaljia OT paSBHequHﬁ, HpaFOHCHHOCTeﬁ n HYTGH_IGCTBI/Iﬁ

a) pleasure, jewels, travel

b) enjoyment, richness and to travel

c) amusement, wealth and to be traveling

d) amusing, getting jewellery, having travelled

e) to be amused, and be rich, to be used to travilling

JE€HBIU- 3TO 3/I0POBO!
a) must be the worst

b) must be best for travelling
¢) must be a very good thing
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d) must be really worst
e) must be better

20. pbDKEBOJIOCAs IEBYIIKA

a) red- tawny hair
b) red- hairing
c) red-hairy

d) red-haired

e) red-hair

21.MHe Bcerna HpaBUIOCH

a) have liked

b) have always liked
c) hadliked

d) likes

e) has liked

22.0H roToB OBLI pa3pblIaTHCS

a) was ready to have been weeping
b) was felling to weep

c) felt ready to weep

d) was really weeping

e) was weeping

23. ... ypOUIMBBIN IIpaM Yepe3 BCIO MIEKY ...

a) ugly scar having run across face
b) ugly scar running about his cheek
c) an ugly scar across his cheek

d) ugly scar scratching

e) ugly scar running ....

24.... He cMoT CTPAXHYTH IIbLIb C HOTpéHaHHOl"O KOCTIOMA ....

a) couldn’t be shaking

b) couldn’t shake any sweat off
€) couldn’t shake out of ...

d) could shake from

e) could not shake ... dust out

25. mnoxo- cHATas gororpadusi:
a) badly- performing photo
b) badly- dome photo
c) badly- taken photo
d) badly- seen photo
e) badly- watched photo
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Marepuajibl AJdsi MOHHTOPHMHIAa W KOHTPOJS OOPAa30BAHHOCTH O0Yy4arOIIHXCH
(ypoBHSsI c(hopMHPOBAHHOCTH NMPEIMETHBIX KOMIETEHIIN)
*TeCTOBBIE 3aJaHUS

Bomnpoc

Kro mepeBen nanHbIif oTphIBOK? «...and what is the use of a book ... without pictures or
conversation?» «Yro npoxy B kHIKKe 0e3 KapTHHOK 1 0e3 pasroBopos?» (Alice's Adventures in
Wonderland, by Lewis Carroll)

OTtBeTnI

B.Hab6oxos

b.3axonep

A.lllepGakoB

}O.Hecrepenko

A.KoHOHEHKO

IIpaBUIBLHBII OTBET

1

YpoBeHb

1

Bonpoc

HazoBute aBTOpa nepeseiiero JaHHbIA OTPHIBOK «...and what is the use of a book ... without
pictures or conversation?» «Henousimmuo, umo 3a yoogonscmeue oT Takux KHur» (Alice's
Adventures in Wonderland, by Lewis Carroll)

OTBeTbI

B.Ha6oxos

b.3axonep

A.lllep6akoB

FO.Hectepenko

A.KOHOHEHKO

IIpaBuiIbHBINA OTBET

3

YpoBeHb

1

Bonpoc

ITepesox KO.Hecrepenko «pop down» (Alice's Adventures in Wonderland, by Lewis Carroll)

OTBeTBI

HeipuyTs

IOpkHyTH

Jle3Th

Briomztu

[IIMBITHYTB

IIpaBUIBLHBINA OTBET

1

YpoBeHb

1

Bomnpoc

Hazosute aBTOpa nepeBeiiero nanHbii oTpbiBok «In another moment down went Alice after it,
never once considering how in the world she was to get out again» - «AHst MTHOBEHHO HBIPHYJIa
BCJIE]] 32 HUM, HE 3a/lyMbIBasICh HaJl TEM, KaK €1 ylacTcs BbUIE3TH OISITh HA c8em
Boowcuni».(Alice's Adventures in Wonderland, by Lewis Carroll)
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OTBeTHI

B.Ha6okoB

b.3axonep

A.lllepOakoB

FO.Hecrepenko

A.KoHOHEHKO

IIpaBuBLHBIA OTBET

1

YpoBeHb

1

Bomnpoc

ITepesoxa A.lllep6akoBa «Do cats eat bats? ... Do bats eat cats? » (Alice's Adventures in
Wonderland, by Lewis Carroll)

OTtBeThI

«[lo BKycCy 11 KolIKe JeTydre MbIIKH? ... [10 BKyCy JIn MBIIIKe JIETy4le KOLIKN?)
«CKyIaeT KolKa JeTy4yro MbIKy? CKyIIaeT MbIIIKa JIETYIyI0 KOLIKY?»
"Kouku Ha Kpbllie, JeTydyre MbIn"... A TOTOM C10Ba MyTallCh, U BHIXOJHUIIO YTO-TO
HEeCypa3Hoe€: JIETy4yue KOIIKH, MBIIIN Ha KPBIIIE...»

— Exar nu xomku Momek? — EnsT 11 MOIIKH KoIlek ?

«Kymaer nu KoIIKa MBIIIKY,. . .KYIIAaeT JIU MbIIIKa KOIIKY? »

IIpaBuIbHBII OTBET

1

YpoBeHb

1

Bomnpoc

«to shut up like a telescope» (Alice's Adventures in Wonderland, by Lewis Carroll)
OTBeTbI

3aTKHYThCS

3amoJyath

CKItaapIBaThCA

3aKkpbIBaThCA

Her npaBunsHOrO OTBETA

IIpaBuIbHBIN OTBET

3

YpoBeHb

1

Bomnpoc

«half hoping» (Alice's Adventures in Wonderland, by Lewis Carroll)

OTBeTbI

HanonoBuny Hazgesch

Bonbiias monoBuHa

OTt4acTtu HazgesACh

HanesTbca monHoCThIO

Her npaBunbHOrO 0TBETa

IIpaBUIBLHBINA OTBET

3

YpoBeHb

1

Bomnpoc

... she had read several nice little histories about children who had got burnt, and eaten up by
wild beasts and other unpleasant things...(Alice's Adventures in Wonderland, by Lewis Carroll)
Bribepure OyKkBanbHBIN 1EepeBo
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OTBeTHI
«...0Ha IIPOYMTAJIA HECKOJIBKO CJIABHBIX MAJIEHBKUX UCTOPHI O JAETAX, KOTOPBIE CrOPAJINA WU
ObUIN CHEJICHBI TUKUMHU 3BEPSMU, UM C HUIMU IPOUCXOIMUIIH IPYTHUE HETIPUATHBIC BEIIH. .. )»
«OHA... YhTajga HEKOTOPbIE MUJIbIE PACCKA3UKHU O JIETSIX, KOTOPBIE OKUPAIUCH TUKUMU
3BEPSAMM, U C KOTOPBIMH CIy4YaJIUCh BCAKHE IPYrHe HEMPUATHOCTHY;
«Anmca yxe ycrelsa Ipo4ecTb HECKOJIbKO OYEHb MUJIBIX UCTOPUM O JIETSAX, KOTOpPbIE ObLIN
HEOCTOPOXHBI C OTHEM WJIU 3a0UpaIUCh MPSMO B MACTh K AUKHUM 3BEPSIM U ¢ KOTOPBIMU
IIPOUCXOIWIIN BCSKHUE MPOYUE HEMPUATHOCTH
«Anmca B CBO€ BpeMsi JOCTATOYHO HACJIyLAlach Yy I€CHEHbKUX ITOYUYUTEIbHBIX PACCKA3UKOB O
JETUILIKAX, KOTOpbIE Momnaaany B jamnbl bapmanes, baOvl fAru u npoyeit HeuncTu»
«OHAa MPOYJIa HECKOJIBKO BECEJIEHbKUX UCTOPHIL, pacCKa3bIBaIOIIMX O JIETSAX, KOTOPBIE CrOPENH,
OBUTH CHEJICHBI TUKUMHU 3BEPSMU M O IPYTUX HEMPHUSTHBIX BEIIAX».
IIpaBuBLHBII OTBET
1
YpoBeHb
1
Bonpoc
Teed up his ball ... (“Why didn’t they ask Evans?” Agatha Christie)
OTBeThI
[Tonoxunn M4 HA METKY
[Tryn M54
[TpuroToBmI apuk s yaapa
[Tapuk monHyI
[[Tapoo6pazHas MeTKa
IIpaBuiabHBIN OTBET
1
YpoBeHb
1
Bonpoc
...his eyes had the honest brown friendliness of a dog’s (“Why didn’t they ask Evans?”” Agatha
Christie)
OTBeTbI
Y Hero ObUT OTKPBITHIN B3I YECTHBIX IU1a3, HATOMUHAIOIIUX COOaKy
VY Hero ObLI B3I, KaK Y MUJIEHBKOU COOaUKU
Ero B3rsaa cBetusics cobaubuM ApyxenooneM
Ero rnaza 6b11H Kak y 6eieHoro mnca
Y Hero ObLI B3rJISA OTKPBITHIX, YSCTHBIX U IPYKETIOOHBIX KapuX Tiia3
IIpaBuiIbHBIN OTBET
5
YpoBennb
1
Bomnpoc
“I get worse every day”, he muttered dejectedly (“Why didn’t they ask Evans?” Agatha Christie)
OTBeTHI
Uto HU AEHB, TO XYK€, - YAPYUEHHO MpoOOpMOTal OH
S cnabero, - )KalmoOHO CKa3aj OH
51 nenaro makoCTH KaXKIbli JE€Hb, - CKa3all OH
51 crapero ¥ 0ZJHOM HOTO# B MOTHIIE, - TPUCKOPOHO CKa3all OH
Xyxke yxe He OyzieT, - BOOIYIIEBICHHO CKa3all OH
IIpaBUbLHBINA OTBET
1

YpoBeHb
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1

Bomnpoc

Uro takoe Hubmmk? (“Why didn’t they ask Evans?” Agatha Christie)
OTBeTHI

OTO0 KIIOIIKA CUIIBHO 3arHyTON METAJUIMYECKOH r0JI0BKOM, UCIIOJIB3YETCSI IPU UTPE HA MECKE IS
OCYILIECTBIICHUS] KOPOTKUX, PE3KUX YIapOB.

OTO0 KIIOIIKA, TPeIHAa3HAuYEHHAas JUIsl UTPbl B XOKKel

DTO KIIIOIIKA JIJIs1 UTPHI B TOJIb(, HA TpaBe. ..

OTO0 KIIOIIKA, IPeAHAa3HAUYEHHAs JUIsl OCYLIECTBICHHUSI CJIOKHBIX IPUEMOB
Her npaBuiibHOTO OTBETa

IIpaBuIbLHBINA OTBET

1

YpoBeHb

1

Bonpoc

“Your hole”, said Bobby (“Why didn’t they ask Evans?” Agatha Christie)
OTtBeTnI

Jlynka Bama, - ckazan bo60u

Bama mens, - ckaszan booou

Br1 3a6mmu, - Bockiuknaynn bo6ou

Bama Hopka, - ckazan bo66u

Her npaBuiibHOTO OTBETA

IIpaBuIbHBII OTBET

1

YpoBeHb

1

Bomnpoc

“Hullo, I thought I heard a shout! Hope the ball didn’t hit anyone” (“Why didn’t they ask
Evans?” Agatha Christie)

OTBeTbI

[TocToliTe-ka, MHE KaxkeTcsl, s ciblman Kpuk! Toabko Obl MY HU B KOTO HE YIOJIUIL.
O 6oxe, g cibiman BeicTpen! Hanerock, manbHas myss He 3ajie71a HUKOTO.
Crpanno, urto 3a kpuku!? Hageroch, map He mokajaeyuia BCeX U BCs

Oto 6611 Kpuk?! HaBepHOE, 3TO MIApHK JIOMTHYII. ..

Her npaBunsHOrO OTBETA

IIpaBuIbHBINA OTBET

1

YpoBennb

1

Bomnpoc

“But the ball can’t possibly have travelled as far as that.” (“Why didn’t they ask Evans?”” Agatha
Christie)

OTBeTHI

Ho tak nanexo Msidy He JOJETETH

C MsA4YOM HEBO3MOXKHO IIyTEIIECTBOBATH B JAJIEKHUE Kpasi

[Ilap HE MOKET yJIETETb. ..

Bo03MOXHO, MsIY HE MOKET KaTUThCS TI0 TaKOM Tpase. ..

Her npaBunbHOrO 0OTBETA

IIpaBUABLHBINA OTBET

1

YpoBeHb

1
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Bomnpoc

“Every single dashed time”, said Bobby bitterly. (“Why didn’t they ask Evans?” Agatha
Christie)

OTBeTHI

OnsTh TO e caMoe, - C Topedblo ckazan booou

B kax/1p1ii OTIEIBHBINA PACILTIONICHHBIN pa3, ckazal boo0u ropbko

Pa3 mmonyTs, ckazan bo60u pangocTHo

Kaxxnplit onnHOKUI MyX4rHa yOUT BpeMEHEM, I'pycTHO 3ameTus booou

Her npaBuiibHOTO OTBETa

IIpaBuIBLHBII OTBET

1

YpoBeHb

1

Bomnpoc

Bunbl Xy05KeCTBEHHOTO IIEPEBOAA

OTtBeTnI

[lepeBon 1mo33uH, Nbec, CAaTUPUIECKUX MPOU3BEACHUM, XyI0’KECTBEHHOM MPO3bl, TEKCTOB MECEH U
T.J.

[TepeBo no33uM, NbEC, MPOU3BENCHHUN BCEX KAHPOB, XYI0KECTBEHHON MTPO3BI

[TepeBoa Xyn0KeCTBEHHOM NPO3bI U MEYATHBIX U3JaHUN

[IepeBon npon3BeeHUI XyA0KECTBEHHOM IUTEPATYpPhl, HAYYHOU JTUTEPATYPHI

Bce oTBeTsI BEepHBI

IIpaBuIBLHBII OTBET

1

YpoBeHb

1

Bomnpoc

JlomyuHaHTHBIE QYHKIIMKM XYyJ05KECTBEHHOTO MepeBoia

OTBeTbI

KommyHHKaTHBHAS, Xy10KECTBEHHO-ICTETUYECKAs NN IIOITUYECKAS.
XyH0KeCTBEHHO-3CTETUYECKAsl UM MTO3TUYECKAs, IPO3andeCcKast

BepbanpHas, Xy10KECTBEHHO-ICTETUYECKAs UIIM [TOITUYECKAs.

DcreTnueckasl, I03TUYECKasl, IPO3anyecKast

Bce otBeTsI BepHBI

IIpaBuiabHbBI OTBET

1

YpoBennb

1

Bomnpoc

OcHoBHas 3a7a4a XyJ10’KECTBEHHOTO IIepeBoa

OTBeTbI

3akmoyaercss B mopokJaeHMH Ha [IS1 pedeBoro mnpowusBeneHHs, CIIOCOOHOTO OKa3bIBaTh
XYZI0KECTBEHHO-3CTETUYECKOE Bo3ercTBrE Ha [1P.

3akmoyaercss B mopoxaeHun Ha I[P peueBoro mnpowusBeneHHs, CIOCOOHOTO OKa3bIBaTh
XY[0KECTBEHHO-3CTETUYECKOE Bo3zencTBre Ha 141

3aKIr04aeTcss B MOPOKICHUN PEYEBOr0 MPOM3BEAEHUS, CIIOCOOHOTO OKa3bIBATh XYI0KECTBEHHO-
acTeTHYECKOe Bo3eicTere Ha 1P u ctuinctuky

3akio4yaeTcss B MOPOXKICHUM PEUeBOro NMPOU3BEACHUS M HE TOJBKO, CIIOCOOHOTO OKa3bIBAaTh
XYJI0’)KECTBEHHO-ICTETUYECKOE BO3ACHCTBUE, 1AKE HA IPYIHE JKaHPBI

Bce oTBeThI BepHBI

IIpaBuAbLHBIA OTBET
1
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YpoBeHb

1

Bomnpoc

[lepeBoa Xyn0>KeCTBEHHBIN OT IPEBHOCTHU J0 HALIMX JTHEH MPOCIEKUBACTCA TPOTUBOOOPCTBO
IBYX TpeOOBaHUI:

OTtBeThI

[TpubnmxeHns K TEKCTY MOATMHHUKA WA K BOCTIPHATHIO CBOETO YATATEIIS.

OtnaneHue K TEKCTY HOIMHHUKA WM K BOCIIPUATUIO CBOETO YUTATEIS

[TpubnmxeHns K TeKCTY MOATUHHUKA WA K BOCTIPHATHIO Ty>KOTO YUTATEIS.

OTtnaneHue K TEKCTY MOJUIMHHUKA UM K BOCIPUSATHIO YY)KOTO YUTATENs

Her npaBuiibHOTO OTBETA

IIpaBuBLHBII OTBET

1

YpoBeHb

1

Bonpoc

biectamuii nepuoa nepeBog4ecKoi neareabHocTH B Poccun. ..

OTBeThI

Onoxa [lymkuna u nexadbpucTos

Onoxa [Tymkuna

Onoxa 1exabpucToB

B 17 Beke

Her npaBuiibHOTO OTBETA

IIpaBuiIbHBIN OTBET

1

YpoBeHb

1

Bonpoc

CpencrtBa odopmieHust UHPOpPMALIMY B XYI0KECTBEHHOM TEKCTE

OTBeTbI

OnuTeThl, CpaBHEHUS, MeTadOpbl, AaBTOPCKHE HEOJIOTU3MBbI, IIOBTOPHI, UT'Pa CJIOB, UPOHUS,
«TOBOPSALINE» UMEHA U TOTIOHUMBI, CHHTaKCH4ecKas crienudurka TeKcTa, JUaJeKTU3MbI
OnuTeThl, CpaBHEHUS, MeTadOpbl, ABTOPCKHE HEOJIOTU3MBI, IIOBTOPHI, UTPa CJIOB, UPOHUS,
«TOBOPSAIINE» UMEHA U TOTIOHUMBI, JHUaJICKTU3MbI, HCTOPU3MBI, OYKBATH3MBI

OnuTeThl, CpaBHEHUS, MeTadOpbl, AaBTOPCKHUE HEOJIOTU3MBI, IOBTOPHI, UT'Pa CIOB, UPOHUS CYIeO
OnuteThl, MeTadopbl, aBTOPCKHE HEOJIOTU3MBI, IOBTOPBI, UTPA CIIOB, UPOHHUSI, «TOBOPSILIIE)
MMEHa U TONOHUMBI, CHHTaKCH4ecKas crienn(uka TeKcTa, JUaleKTU3Mbl, OYKBaTH3MbI
Bce otBeTsI BepHBI

IIpaBuibHBINA OTBET

1

YpoBennb

1

Bomnpoc

You can live there and she will take care of you and the child

OTBeTHI

1103a00TUTCS O HAC

1103a00TUTCS O HUX

no3aboturcs o cede

no3aboturcs o Tede

1n03a00TUTCS O HEH

IIpaBUbLHBINA OTBET
4
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YpoBeHb

1

Bomnpoc

Then, very slowly, with his handing a little, he said.....
OTBeTHI

CJIETKa IIOBEPHYB I'OJIOBY
CJIETKA OIyCTUB I'OJIOBY
CJIETKa IOJIHSB IOJIOBY
CJIETKa MOBEPHYBIIUCH
CJIeTKa HAaKJIOHMBIINCH
IIpaBuIbLHBINA OTBET

2

YpoBeHb

1

Bonpoc

Indeed, she looked remarkably young for a woman of forty- five, with 25 years of widowhood

OTBeThI

BBITJISIZICNIa YIUBUTEIBHO-MOJIOION
BBITJIsA/IENIa HA YIUBJIEHBE MOJIOJION
BBITJISIJIETIA 3aMeYaTeIbHO
BBITJISIZICNIa YIUBUTEIIHHO
BBITJIsSIZIENIa CTPAHHO
IIpaBuIbHBII OTBET

1

YpoBeHb

1

Bomnpoc

I’ m beginning to fall in love
OTBeThI

OBITE BIIOOJIEHHBIM
MOJIIOOUTh

pasoOUTh

BIIIOOUTBLCS

BITIOOJIATHCSI

IIpaBuIbHBIN OTBET

5

YpoBennb

1

Bomnpoc

Here is a nice state of affairs!
OTBeThI

Belb BOT!

BOT TaK UCTOpHUS !

HaJI0 K€ TaK CIy4uThCs !
ecau Obl... !

HO, MMOXO0XeE, 9To ...!
IIpaBUIBLHBIA OTBET

2

YpoBeHb

1

Bomnpoc

He collected the rents himself, he attended to the repairs himself ...
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OTBeTHI

CJIEIWII 32 BCEM

CJIETTIIT 32 00OBEKTOM
CJIe/IAIT 32 PEMOHTOM
CHEAWI 32 TOYHUHKOMN
caM CJIeIUII 332 PEMOHTOM
IIpaBuBLHBIA OTBET

)

YpoBeHb

1

Bomnpoc

However, | had to make the best of it
OTtBeThI

MHE TPUIIIOCh TTPUMUPHUTHCS
MHE€ TPHUIIIOCH CIENATh
MHE TPUIIIOCh HaTaJUTh
MHE MPHUIILIOCH OTIPABUTHCS
MHE MPHUIILIOCH YeXaTh
IIpaBuIbHBII OTBET

1

YpoBeHb

1

Bonpoc

He was a pushful person
OTBeThI

CIUIETHUK

3aaMpa

IIPOHBIpA

3a0usika

Heroceaa

IIpaBuiIbHBIN OTBET

3

YpoBeHb

1

Bonpoc

“You can’t melt the portrait down as if it were silver”, said Mr. Smith.

OTBeThI
CILJIABUTH
pacIiaBUTh
pacIuIaBuTCS
[JIABUTH
[JIABUTHCS

IIpaBUABLHBIN OTBET
2

YpoBeHb

1

Bomnpoc

He himself legally established Smith’s innocence
OTBeTHI

3asBMJI O TIpaBax

3asBUJI O TIpaBe

3asBUJI O HE3HAHUU
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3asiBUJI O MPUYACTHOCTH
3as1BUJI O HEBUHOBHOCTH
IIpaBUIBLHBIA OTBET

S)

YpoBeHb

1

Bomnpoc

On the lid of the box a minute creature stood under a flowery tree...
OTtBeTnI

[IOI03PUTEIBHOE

YBEJIUYEHHOE

YMEHBIIIEHHOE

MUHHUATIOPHOE CO3aHNE
MaJIeHbKOE

IIpaBUIBLHBIA OTBET

4

YpoBeHb

1

Bonpoc

She couldn’t help noticing how charming her hands were against the blue velvet
OTBeTHI

HE MOTJIa TOMOYb

HE MOTJIa TOMOYb 3aMETUTh
MOTJia HEe 3aMETUTh

HE MOrJjia 3aMEeTHUTh

HE MOrJja He 3aMEeTUTh
IIpaBuibHBIN OTBET

5

YpoBeHb

1

Bonpoc

Sad were the lights in the houses opposite. Dimly them burned as if regretting something.
OTBeTbI

TPYCTHBIN; BECENTbIN

TPYCTHBIN; TYCKJIbII

TPYCTHBIN; MepUarouuit
TPYCTHBIN; APKUI

SIPKUN; TYCKJIBIN

IIpaBuibHBINA OTBET

2

YpoBennb

1

Bomnpoc

She wished she had the little box
OTBeTHI

OHa JKaJiesa, YTo UMena

OHa XOTeJa UMETh

el He XOTeJI0Ch UMETh

Kak ObI eif XO0TeJI0Ch UMETh

Kak ObI €l He XOTEJIOCh

IIpaBUbLHBINA OTBET
4
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YpoBeHb

1

Bomnpoc

She saw a little creature with enormous eyes, quite young, no older than herself, who clutched at
her coat- color with reddened hands and shivered
OTtBeThI

BLCIINJIaCh
3alenuIIoCh
CIIOTKHYJIOCh
3aUKaJIOCh
COMHEBAJIaCh
IIpaBuBLHBII OTBET
1

YpoBeHb

1

Bonpoc

If would be thrilling. And she heard herself saying to the amazement of her friends
OTBeTHI

KaK OH TOBOPHII

KaK OHa TOBOpHJIa

KaK OHa TOBOpHIIa cebe
Kak el TOBOpHJIN

KaK OHa cKazaja
IIpaBuiIbHBIN OTBET
3

YpoBeHb

1

Bonpoc

“It’s a cup of tea | want, madam.” And she burst into tears
OTBeTBI

paccMmesiach
YJIBIOHYJIACh
YIUBUJIOCH
pacIuiakasach
3apJenach
IIpaBujabHbBI OTBET
4

YpoBennb

1

Bomnpoc

let me help you off with your coat
OTBeTHI

MIOMOYb OJIEHb NAIBTO
MIOMOYb CHSTh NAJIBTO
IIOMOYb C MAIBTO
MIOMOYb CJIeJaTh
MMOMOYb [IOMHHTH
IIpaBUABLHBINA OTBET
2

YpoBeHb

1

Bomnpoc
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She really was touched beyond words

OtBeTnl

ObLTa B YIUBIICHUU

ObuIa yauUBIICHA

ObLI1a pacTporaHa

OBLIO paccTpoeHa

OBLITO paccepikeHa

IIpaBubLHBINA OTBET

3

YpoBeHb

1

Bonpoc

Pirates of Caribbean: Dead man’s Chest

OTBeThbI

[Mupater Kapubekoro mopst: I'pyas Meptaena

[Muparsr Kapubckoro mops: Cynayk Meptsena

[Mupatsr Kapubckoro Mmops: MepTBel u CyHAYK

[Muparsr Kapubckoro mops: Tpyn u cyHIyk

[Tupater Kapudckoro mopst: I'pyns YMmepiero

IIpaBuIbHBII OTBET

2

YpoBeHb

1

Bonpoc

He sat absolutely immovable

OTBeTbI

CHJIeJT IIOJIBUKHO

CHJIeJl yCTaBUBIINCH

CHJIeJT HETOJBHKHO

CHJIeJI IBUTasICh

CHUIeJ I

IIpaBuiIbHBIN OTBET

3

YpoBeHb

1

Bomnpoc

“By Jove!” he said. “Somebody’s fallen over the cliff. We must get down to him” (“Why didn’t
they ask Evans?” Agatha Christie)

OTBeTbI

«O, T'ocnioau!», BeIOXHYI OH. « KTO-TO copBaiics ¢ yreca. Hajo k HeMy cliycTUTBCS».
«HeseposTHO!», cka3ain oH. « KTo-TO copBaincs ¢ yreca. Hajo k Hemy cliycTUTBCS.
«HeBeposiTHO, HO dakxT!», ckazan oH. « KTo-To copBacs ¢ yreca. Hano k HeMy CIIyCTHTbCS».
«TBI cMOTpH!», cka3an oH. «KTo-To yman, HaJjo Obl eMy TOMOYb)»

«Kommap!», BocKiHukHY! OH. «JIrou OpocaroTces ¢ yreca, a Mbl elle IOJKHbI UM IIOMOTaThy
IIpaBUIBLHBINA OTBET

1

YpoBeHb

1

Bomnpoc

“It won’t be long — the pulse is weakening fast. He’ll last another 20 min at most” (“Why didn’t
they ask Evans?” Agatha Christie)

OtBeTnI
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Emy Henmonro ocranock — mysbc ObicTpo cnabeer. Munyt 20, He Gobie.
On ne 3aaepxurca. Munyt 20 u oH npuaer

Ot10 goiaro He npouTes. [omymaitte mynbse. Yike 20 MUHYT MPOILIO. ..
Ilynec ucuezaer. Emy He moMoub. 20 MUHYT yXe Kak OH OYHYJICS
Her npaBuiibHOTO OTBETa

IIpaBubLHBIA OTBET

1

YpoBeHb

1

Bomnpoc

And then a queer little shudder passed over him, the eyeli dropped, the jar fell. (“Why didn’t
they ask Evans?” Agatha Christie)

OTtBeThI

OH BIPYT B3JIPOTHYJI, TJTa3€HKH OITYCTHIL. ..

W Bapyr ero cTpaHHO NepeIepHYII0, BEKH OIYCTHIIMCh, YETIOCTh OTBUCIIA
U 3atem cTpannast HeOoIbIIas IPOKb, 3TO QuIsira yrara.

3arem JpOoXKb [0 BCEMY TEIy, OH MOTPOCHI OTKPBITH (IIATY, BCKOPE 3aKphLI I1a3a. . .
Ero kak Oynro ynapuio TOKOM, TJ1a3a BBIITYYMII, U POT OTKPBLI
IIpaBuIbHBII OTBET

2

YpoBeHb

1

Bonpoc

The door opened and looked up. (“Theatre, by S. Moem”)
OTBeThI

Michael Gosselyn

Julia

George

Children

Shakespeare

IIpaBuiIbHBIN OTBET

1

YpoBeHb

1

Bonpoc

Julia’s husband is (“Theatre, by S. Moem”)

OTBeTbI

Michael Jackson

George Michael

Michael Gosselyn

Mitch Gosselyn

George Gosselyn

IIpaBUIBLHBINA OTBET

3

YpoBeHb

1

Bomnpoc

He felt and looked it (“Theatre, by S. Moem”)
OTBeTHI

Embarrassed

Exaggerated

Ragged
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Gulped
Engagement
IIpaBUIBLHBIA OTBET
1
YpoBeHb
1
Bomnpoc
was announced and they went downstairs
OTtBeTnI
Luncheon
Margery
Julia
Michael
Hamlet
IIpaBUIBLHBIA OTBET
1
YpoBeHb
1
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CTPYKTYPA METOJIMUYECKUNX YKA3AHUU JJIS1 BBIIIOJHEHUS IIPAKTUYECKUX
3AHSTUA

Tema 1: IEPEBOJ XVYJOXECTBEHHOM TIIPO3bl M XVYJIOXECTBEHHOU
IYBJULIMCTUKA
OCHOBI)I XVIIO)KGCTBCHHOP'I HV6JII/IIII/ICTI/IKI/I XVI[O)KGCTB@HHOﬁ IIPO3E6I, ITIO23HMN.

3agaHue NPAKTHYECKOI0 3aHATHUS: OCYLIECTBJICHHE IIEPEBOJA XYI0KECTBEHHOI'O TEKCTA,
BBIIIOJIHEHUE aHalIM3a TEKCTa OpUrMHala M IepeBoja. BblsBieHue ocoOeHHOCTEH mnepeBoja
TEKCTOB XYA0XECTBEHHOIO CTUJIsI, paboTa HaJl HOBBIM CJIOBapeM, YCBOEHUE BOKaOysipa.

MeToauyeckne peKOMEHJAUMH IO BBINOJHEHUIO 3aJaHUil: 3anaHue HWHAUBUIYaIbHOE.

Martepuansl JUis CaMOCTOSITENIbHOM paboThl 00ydaroIIerocs:: TEKCThl Ha S3bIKE OpHUIHMHAa
Pa3HOTO JKaHpa U CTUJIS, CJIOBapH, NpeAaraeMas JuTepaTypa 1no nepeBomay.

TpeOGoBanus npenoaasBaTe/isi K BbINOJHEHHUIO 3aJaHusi: paboTa BBINOJHSAETCS B 00beMeE He
6onee 5 crpanun popmara A4. IlpennepeBoaueckuii aHAIM3 TEKCTa, CPABHUTEIBHBIA aHAIN3
MepeBo/ia U TEKCTa A3bIKa OpUTHHAIA.

Kputepnu ouneHKu BBITOJTHEHHS] 3aJaHusl (YKa3aTh KakWe YCJIOBHS MNOBJHAIOT Ha
OLICHOYHBIM 0a/1J1): aJCKBATHBIA NEPEBOJ, CAAada 3a/laHHs B YKa3aHHBIM CPOK, TIIATEIBHOCTH
MPOBEACHUSI  aHAJM3a, YETKOCTh (OPMYIUPOBOK H  SICHOCTh  BBIPAKEHHS  MBICIIEH,
apryMEHTHPOBAHHOCTH BHIBOJIOB.

Tema 2: [PEAINEPEBOIYECKHMI AHAJIM3 TEKCTA OPUIMHAJIA U BBIBOPKA
OBILEN CTPATETUU IIEPEBOJIA

IloaroToBKa K IepeBOAY ¥ OCHOBBI IEPEBOIYECKOr0 aHAIM3a TEKCTAa OPUTHHAIA.

3ajaHne NPAKTHYECKOr0 3aHSITHSI: OCYIIECTBICHHE TIEPEBOJIa XYA0XKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa,
BBITIOJTHEHUE aHalM3a TEKCTa OpUIMHAja U TepeBojaa. BrwisBieHHE 0COOCHHOCTEH NepeBoja
TEKCTOB XYA0KECTBEHHOT'O CTHJISL, pab0Ta HaJl HOBBIM CIIOBapeM, YCBOSHHE BOKaOyIIspa.
MeToauyeckne pPeKOMEHJANMH IO BBINOJHEHHI0 3aJaHuii: 3a7aHue WHAWBUIAYaJIbHOE.

MaTepI/IaJ'IBI JJIA CaMOCTOATEILHOM paGOTBI 06yqa10meroc>1: TCKCTbl Ha MA3bIKC OpUTHHAJIa

Pa3HOrO JKaHpa U CTHJIS, CIIOBAPH, MpeyIaraeMas JIMTeparypa 1mo mepeBoy.
TpeGoBanusi npenoaaBaTesisi K BbINOJHEHHIO 3aIaHusI: pa0d0OTa BBHINIOJHIETCS B 00beMe HE
oosee 5 crtpanmi gopmara A4. IlpenmepeBoquecKuii aHaIU3 TEKCTa, CPABHHUTEIIBHBINA aHAIN3
IepeBoJia U TEKCTa SA3bIKa OPUTHHAJIA.

Kpurtepuu ouneHku BbINOJHEHUs] 3a/aHus (YKa3aThb KaKue YCJOBHUSI TOBJIHAIOT Ha
OlleHOYHBIH 0aJu1): aJeKBaTHBIA MEpeBOM, CAaya 33a/aHus B yKa3aHHBIA CPOK, TIIATEIbHOCTH
MPOBEJICHUSI  aHaIu3a, YETKOCTb (OPMYIUPOBOK U  SICHOCTh  BBIPOKEHHUS  MBICIECH,
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTh BBIBOJIOB.

Tema 3:_ IPEJIIIEPEBOMYECKUN AHAJIN3 TEKCTA OPUTMHAJIA W BBIBOPKA
OBIIEN CTPATETUN IEPEBOJIA

TepMUHOJIOTMYECKUM U JIOTUYECKUM aHAJIM3 UCXOJHOTO TEKCTA.

3agaHue NPAKTHYECKOI0 3aHATHS: OCYLIECTBICHHE IEPEBOJA XYHOKECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa,
BBITMIOJTHEHUE aHalU3a TEKCTa OpUTMHalla W IepeBoja. BrisgBneHHEe 0cOOEHHOCTEH IepeBoja
TEKCTOB XY/10°)KECTBEHHOTO CTUJIsI, paboTa HaJl HOBBIM CIIOBapeM, YCBOEHHE BOKaOysipa.
Meroanvyeckne peKOMEHAAIMM IO BBIIOJHEHHUIO 3aJaHWii: 3ajaHue UHAMBHIYaJIbHOE.

MaTCpI/IaJ'ILI JJIS  CaMOCTOSITEIIbHOM pa6OTBI 06yqa101ueroc51: TCKCTBI Ha A3BIKEC OpUTrMHAJIa

Pa3HOTO KaHpa U CTUJIA, CIIOBAPH, IIpcAjiaracMas JIMTeparypa 1o nepcBoay.
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TpeGoBanus nmpenoaaBaTesisi K BbINOJHEHHUIO 3aIaHUsI: pabOTa BBINOJHSIETCS B 00beME HE
Oonee 5 crpanur ¢popmata A4. IlpenamepeBoqueckuil aHAIM3 TEKCTAa, CPABHUTEIBHBIA aHAIH3
MepeBoJia U TEKCTA s3bIKa OpUTHHAIA.

Kputepun ouneHkH BbINOJHEeHUs1 3aaaHus (YyKa3aTb Kakue YCJIOBHS TMOBJHMAKT Ha
OLICHOYHBIH 0aJu1): aZeKBaTHBIA NEPEBOJ, cAaya 3aJaHUsl B YKa3aHHBIM CPOK, TIIATEIbHOCTH
MPOBEACHUSI  aHAJM3a, YETKOCTh (OPMYIUPOBOK U  SCHOCTh  BBIPQKEHHUS  MBICICH,
apryMeHTHPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJOB.

Tema 4: BUJIbI TIPEOBPA3OBAHNSA B XYJIOXXECTBEHHOM TEKCTE
JIekcuKo-TpaMMaTHYECKUi aceKT NepeBOa.

3agjaHue NPAKTHYECKOI0 3aHATHUA: OCYILIECTBJICHHE IEpeBOJa XYyA0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa,
BBINIOJIHEHUE aHalIM3a TEKCTa OpUIMHala M IepeBoja. BolsBieHne ocoOeHHOCTEH mnepeBoja
TEKCTOB XYJ0KECTBEHHOI'O CTUJIsI, paboTa HaJl HOBBIM CJIOBapeM, YCBOEHUE BOKaOyJsipa.
Meroanyeckue peKOMEHAAIMM MO BBINOJHEHUIO 33/aHUM: 3ajaHue UHAMBHUYaJbHOE.

Martepuansl Ui CaMOCTOSITEIbHOW pabOThl 00ydaroIlerocs:: TEKCThl Ha S3bIKE OpUrHHAala
Pa3HOTO JKaHpa U CTUJIS, CJIOBapH, NpeajaraeMas JurepaTypa 1no nepeBomay.

TpeOGoBanusi npenoaaBaTe/isi K BbINOJHEHHIO 3aJaHusi: paboTa BBHINOJHSAETCS B 00beMe He
oosee 5 crtpanun gopmara A4. IlpenmepeBoquecKkuii aHaIN3 TEKCTa, CPABHHUTEIIBHBINA aHAIHN3
MepeBo/ia U TEKCTa A3bIKa OpUTHHAIA.

Kpurepuu oueHku BbINOJHEHUs 3aJaHus (YKa3aTb KaKue YCJOBHUSI TOBJIHMSIIOT Ha
OLICHOYHBIH 0a/1J1): aJCKBATHBIM NEPEBOJ, CAAaYa 33JlaHUs B YKa3aHHBIM CpPOK, TIIATEIBHOCTH
IPOBEACHUS  aHAJIN3a, YETKOCTb (OPMYIUPOBOK U  SCHOCTb  BBIPQXKEHUS  MBICIEH,
apryMEHTHPOBAHHOCTh BBIBOJIOB.

Tema 5. CTPYKTYPA ITEPEBOJHOI'O TEKCTA

HMuBapuaHT 3HAaYeHHWE W CTWINCTUYECKHE TpaHcdopmanuu B 1epeBojae. HecoBmaaenue
BapUAaHTHBIX DIEMEHTOB BO BCEX MEPEBOJAAX OJHOIO M TOI'O YK€ IPOU3BEICHUS.

3ajaHne NPAKTHYECKOr0 3aHSITHSI: OCYIICCTBICHHE TIEPEBOJIa XYA0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa,
BBITIOJTHEHUE aHalM3a TEKCTa OpWIMHAja M TepeBojaa. BrIsBieHHE 0COOCHHOCTEH NepeBoja
TEKCTOB XYJ0KECTBEHHOT'O CTHJISA, pab0oTa HaJl HOBBIM CJIOBapeM, YCBOCHHE BOKaOyIIspa.
MeToauyeckne pPeKOMEHJANMH IO BBINOJHEHHI0 3aJaHuii: 3amaHue MHAWBUAYaIbHOE.

MaTepI/IaJ'IBI JJIA CaMOCTOATEILHOM paGOTBI 06yqa10mer0c>1: TCKCTbl Ha A3bIKC OpUTHHAJIa

Pa3HOTO JKaHpa U CTUJIS, CJIOBapH, peAaraeMas JurepaTypa 1no nepeBomay.
TpeOGoBanus npenogaBaTe/isi K BbINOJHEHHIO 3aJaHusi: paboTa BHINONHSETCS B 00beMe He
6onee 5 crtpanun ¢opmata A4. IlpeamepeBoueckuil aHANU3 TEKCTa, CPABHUTEIbHBIM aHAIHU3
MepeBo/ia U TEKCTa A3bIKa OpUTHHATIA.

Kpurtepuu ouneHku BbINOJHEHUs 3a/aHus (YKa3aThb KaKue YCJIOBHUSI TOBJIHAIOT HA
OlIeHOYHBIN 0aJu1): aJeKBaTHBIA MEpeBO, cAaya 3aJaHus B yKa3aHHBIA CPOK, TIIATEIHHOCTh
MPOBEJICHUSI  aHaIu3a, YETKOCTb (OPMYTUPOBOK U  SICHOCTh  BBIPOKEHUS  MBICIEH,
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTh BBIBOJIOB.

Tema 6: A3LIKOBOE ITOCTPOEHUE TEKCTA 1 TUITOJIOT' WA ITEPEBOJIA.
IIepexoaMpoBaHue A3bIKOBBIX YPDOBHEHN C TEKCTA OPUTHHAA B TEKCT NEPEBOJA.

3agaHue NPAKTHYECKOI0 3aHATHS: OCYLIECTBICHHE IEPEBOJA XYHO0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa,
BBITMIOJTHEHUE aHalu3a TEKCTa OpUTMHala U IepeBoja. BrlsBIeHHEe 0COOCHHOCTEH IepeBoja
TEKCTOB XY/10°)KECTBEHHOT'O CTUJIsI, paboTa HaJl HOBBIM CJIOBapeM, YCBOCHHE BOKaOyIspa.
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MeTtoanyeckue pPeKOMEHJIANMM MO BBINMOJHEHUIO 3aJaHMii: 3aJaHue WHAUBHIYaJIbHOEC.
Martepuansl JUIss CaMOCTOSITENIbHOW paboOThl 0OYdYarOIIErocs: TEKCTHI Ha S3BIKE OpHUTHHAJIA
pa3HOro KaHpa U CTUJISA, CIIOBApH, MpeaiaraeMas JUTepaTypa 1o mepeBomy.

TpebdoBanus nmpenoaaBaTe/isi K BBINOJHEHHIO 3aJaHusi: paboTa BEINIONHSETCS B 00beMe He
Oonee 5 crpanur; ¢popmarta A4. IlpenmepeBoaueckuil aHAIHM3 TEKCTAa, CPABHUTCIBHBIA aHAIH3
IepeBOJa U TCKCTA A3bIKa OPUT'MHAJIA.

Kputepuu omeHkH BbINOJHEHUs 3aJaHus (yKa3aTh KaKhe YCJIOBHS NOBJIUSIIOT Ha
OLICHOYHBIH 0aJu1): aJeKBaTHBIA NEPEBOJ, cAaya 3aJaHus B yKa3aHHBIM CPOK, TIIATEIbHOCTh
MPOBEACHUSI  aHAJM3a, YETKOCTh (OPMYIUPOBOK W  SCHOCTh  BBIPQKEHHUS  MBICICH,
apryMEeHTHPOBAHHOCTE BBIBOJOB.

Tema 7: IIEPEBO/I 1 CTHUJIb

CTHMcTHYECKAsT MHTEPOPETALMS  OKBUBAJEHTHOCTH B IIEPEBOJE. Ilouck u  BEIOOD
CTHJIMCTUYECKUX SKBUBAJICHTOB B TEKCTE OPUTHHAJIA.

3ajaHne NPAKTHUYECKOr0 3aHSATHUS: OCYIIECTBIEHHE TIEPEBOJIa XYJ0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa,
BBITIOJTHEHUE aHallM3a TEKCTa OpWIMHAja W TepeBojaa. BrisBieHHMe 0coOEHHOCTEH TepeBoja
TEKCTOB XY0KECTBEHHOTO CTHIISI, pab0Ta HaJl HOBBIM CIIOBAapEeM, YCBOSHHE BOKaOyIIspa.
MeTtoanyeckne pPeKOMEHJANMH 10 BBINOJHEHUIO 3aJaHMi: 3aJaHUE HWHAUBUIYAJIbHOE.

Martepuansl Ui CaMOCTOSITENIbHOW paboThl 00ydarollerocs: TEKCThl Ha S3bIKE OpUrHHAala
Pa3HOTO JKaHpa U CTHJISI, CJIOBAPH, MIpeJiaraeMast JInTeparypa 1mo mnepeBoy.

TpeOGoBanusi npenoaaBaTe/isi K BbINOJHEHHIO 3aJaHusi: paboTa BBINOJHSAETCS B 00beMe He
oonee 5 crpanun gopmara A4. IlpenmepeBoauecKuii aHaIM3 TEKCTa, CPABHHUTEIIBHBINA aHAIHN3
MepeBo/ia ¥ TEKCTa A3bIKa OpUTHHAIA.

Kputepuu ouneHkn BbINOJHeHUs 3adaHusi (YyKa3aThb KaKHe YCJIOBHMS TOBJIHMSIOT Ha
OLIEHOYHBbIH 0aJ1): aJeKBaTHBIM NEPEBOJI, cAavya 3aJaHusl B YKa3aHHBIA CPOK, THIATEIbHOCTD
MPOBEJICHUS] ~ aHalM3a, YETKOCTb (OPMYIUPOBOK U  SICHOCTh  BBIPAKEHHUS  MBICIIEH,
apryMEeHTUPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

Tema 8: [IEPEBOJI 1 CTHNJIb

3ajaHne NPAKTHYECKOT0 3aHSITHA: OCYIIECTBICHHE TIEPEBOJIa XYA0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa,
BBITIOJTHEHUE aHal3a TEKCTa OpUIMHAja M TepeBojaa. BrwIsBieHHE 0COOCHHOCTEH NepeBoja
TEKCTOB XYJ0KECTBEHHOT'O CTHJIS, pab0Ta HaJl HOBBIM CIIOBapeM, YCBOSHHE BOKaOyIspa.
Metoanyeckue peKOMeHAAIMM 1O BBHINOJHEHUIO 3aJaHuWii: 3ajaHue WHAMBHIYaJbHOE.

MaTepI/IaJ'ILI JJIA CaMOCTOATEILHON pa6OTBI 06yqa101ueroc;1: TCKCTbI Ha A3BIKC OpUTIHMHAJIa

Pa3HOTO JKaHpa U CTUJIS, CJIOBapH, peaaraeMas JurepaTypa 1no nepeBomay.
TpeOGoBanus npenoaaBaTe/isi K BbINOJHEHHIO 3aJaHusi: paboTa BHINONIHSAETCS B 00beMe He
6onee 5 crtpanun ¢opmata A4. IlpeamepeBogueckuil aHaNU3 TEKCTa, CPABHUTEIBHBIM aHAIHU3
MepeBoJia U TEKCTA SA3bIKa OPUTHUHATIA.

Kpurtepuu oueHkn BbINOJHEHUs 3a/aHus (YKa3aThb KaKue YCJIOBHUSI TOBJIHMSIOT HA
OlIeHOYHBIN 0aJuT): aZeKBaTHBIA MEPeBOJ, cAaya 3aJaHus B YKa3aHHBIM CPOK, THIATEIHHOCTH
MPOBEJICHUSI  aHaIu3a, YETKOCTb (OPMYTUPOBOK U  SICHOCTh  BBIPOKEHUS  MBICIEH,
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTh BBIBOJIOB.

Tema 9: CTWJIMCTUYECKUE HOPMBI BOCHPUHUMAIOUIMA JUTEPATYPHI U
TEKCT ITEPEBOJIA
Crpatudukanys IMTepaTypHbIX HOPM B CTHJIE IEPEBOJIA.
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3ajaHne NPAKTHYECKOI0 3aHATHUS: OCYIICCTBICHHE IIEPEBOJIa XYA0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa,
BBIIIOJIHEHUE aHaIM3a TEKCTa OpPUIMHAla M IepeBoja. DBblsBieHne 0coOEHHOCTEH IepeBoja
TEKCTOB XYI0KECTBEHHOTO CTHJISI, pab0Ta HaJl HOBBIM CIIOBapeM, YCBOSHUE BOKAOyIsipa.

MeToauyeckne peKOMEHIANMM MO BbINOJHEHMIO 3aJaHuii: 3ajaHue UHAUBUAYaIbHOE.

Marepuansl Uil CaMOCTOSITEILHOW paboThl 00y4YaroIEerocs: TEKCThl Ha S3bIKE OpUrHMHAala
Pa3HOro JKaHpa U CTUJIS, CIOBapH, NpeajaraeMas JurepaTypa 1no nepeBomay.

TpeOoBanus npenoaasBaTe/isi K BBINOJHEHHUIO 3aJaHusi: paboTa BBINOJHSAETCS B 00beME HE
Oonee 5 crpanur; ¢popmarta A4. IlpenmepeBoaueckuil aHAIHM3 TEKCTAa, CPABHUTCIBHBIA aHAIH3
IepeBOJa U TCKCTA A3bIKa OPUT'MHAJIA.

Kpurepun ouneHku BbINOJHEHUs 3aaHus (YKa3aTb KaKue YCJOBHUSI TOBJIHMAIOT Ha
OLICHOYHBINH 0a/J1): aJCKBATHBIM NEPEBOJ, CAAYa 3aJaHUs B YKa3aHHBIM CPOK, TIIATEIBHOCTH
MPOBEJICHUS] ~ aHaJIM3a, YETKOCTb (OPMYJUPOBOK U  SICHOCTh  BBIPAXKEHHUS  MBICIIEH,
apryMEeHTHPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJOB.

Tema 10: IIPOBJIEMbI CEMUOTHUKMN.

Cy1iecTBOBaHNE UCXOAHOI0 TEKCTA KAK MaTepHAIbHOI0 3HAaKa B IIPOIIECCe IepeBo/Ia.

3ajaHue NPaAKTUYECKOr0 3aHATHS: OCYIIECTBJIEHUE IEPEBOJIa XYI0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa,
BBITIOJTHEHUE aHalM3a TEKCTa OpWIMHAja U TepeBojaa. BrwisBieHHMe ocoOEHHOCTEH TepeBoja
TEKCTOB XY0KE€CTBEHHOTO CTHJISI, pab0Ta HaJl HOBBIM CIIOBapeM, YCBOSHHE BOKaOyIIspa.
MeTtoanyeckne pPeKOMEHAALMHM 10 BBINOJHEHUIO 3aJaHMid: 3aJaHUE  HWHAUBUYAIbHOE.

Martepuansl Ui CaMOCTOSITENIbHOW paboThl 00ydarollerocs: TEKCThl Ha S3bIKE OpUrHHAala
Pa3HOTO JKaHpa U CTWJIS, CJIOBapH, peaaraeMas JurepaTypa 1no nepeBomay.

TpeOGoBanusi npenoaaBaTe/isi K BbINOJHEHHIO 3aJaHusi: paboTa BBHINOJHSAETCS B o0beMe He
oonee 5 crpanun gopmara A4. IlpenmepeBoquecKuii aHaIM3 TEKCTa, CPABHHUTEIIBHBIA aHAIHN3
MepeBo/ia ¥ TEKCTa A3bIKa OpUTHHAIA.

Kputepun oneHkH BbINOJHEHUs 3aaaHus (YKa3aThb KaKHe YCJIOBHUSI TOBJHUSIIOT Ha
OLIEHOYHBbIH 0aJI1): aJeKBaTHBINA NMEPEBOJI, cAavya 3aJaHusl B YKa3aHHbBIM CPOK, TIIATEIbHOCTh
MPOBEACHUS  aHAIM3a, YETKOCTh (POPMYJUPOBOK U  SICHOCTh  BBIPQKEHHUS  MBICIICH,
apryMEHTHPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

Tema 11. [IPOBJIEMbI CEMUOTUKHN ITEPEBOJA

Ilopoxxgaromuid  (IepBUYHEIN) CEMHO3HC: aBTOPCKAsl  MBICHb. Bocnpuanmaroniuii
(IIepeBOTYECKUI) CEMHO3MC: NTEPEBOIYECKAS MBICIbD.

3ajaHne NPAKTHYECKOI0 3aHATHUA: OCYIIECTBIEHUE IIEPEBOJIa XYJ0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa,
BBITIOJTHEHUE aHall3a TEKCTa OpHUIMHAja M TepeBojaa. BrwIsBieHHUE 0COOCHHOCTEH mepeBojia
TEKCTOB XYA0XKECTBEHHOIO CTUJIsI, paboTa HaJl HOBBIM CIIOBapeM, YCBOEHUE BOKaOyIsIpa.
MeToauyeckne PEeKOMEHJAUMH II0 BBINOJHEHMIO 3aJaHWil: 3aJaHue  MHAUBUAYAIbHOE.

Marepuansl 111 CaMOCTOATENBHOW pabOThl 0O0yyaromerocs: TEKCThl Ha s3bIKE OpUTHHANa
Pa3HOIO JKaHpa W CTUJIS, CJIOBApH, NIpeAIaraeMas JuTepaTypa 1o nNepeBoay.

TpeGoBanus npenogaBare/si K BbINOJHEHHIO 3a]aHusA: padoTa BHINOJHIETCS B 00beMe He
6onee 5 ctpanun ¢opmarta A4. IlpeanepeBogueckuil aHanu3 TEKCTa, CPABHUTENIBHBIA aHAIU3
IIEPEBO/Ia ¥ TEKCTA sA3bIKa OPUTHHAJIA.

Kputepnu ouneHku BbINOJIHEHHS] 3aJaHusl (YKa3aTh KaKHe YCJIOBHUSI NOBJMAIT Ha
OLICHOYHBINH 0aJl1): aZeKBaTHBIN NEPEBOJ, CAaya 3aJaHUsd B yKa3aHHBIM CPOK, TIIATEIBHOCTh
NPOBEACHUSI  aHAJM3a, YETKOCTb (OPMYIUPOBOK U  SCHOCTh  BBIPQKEHUS  MBICICH,
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTh BBIBOJIOB.

Tema 12; IIEPEBOJI B JUTEPATYPHOI KOMMYHUKAITUN
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Moenb TUTEpaTyYPHOM KOMMYHHUKAITMH.

3ajaHne NPAKTHYECKOr0 3aHATHA: OCYIICCTBICHHE IIEPEBOJIa XYA0XKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa,
BBINIOJTHEHUE aHaJM3a TEKCTa OpUrMHajia U mepeBoda. BrisBiaeHue ocoOeHHOCTEH mepeBojia
TEKCTOB XYI0KECTBEHHOTO CTHJISL, paboTa HaJl HOBBIM CIIOBapeM, YCBOSHUE BOKAOyIsipa.
MeToauyeckne peKOMEHJANUMM MO BBINOJHEHHIO 3aJaHuii: 3ajaHue MHAUBUAYaIbHOE.

Marepuansl Uil CaMOCTOSITEIbHOW pabOThl 00y4YaroIErocs:: TEKCThl Ha S3bIKE OpUrHHAala
Pa3HOro JKaHpa U CTUJIS, CIOBapH, NpeajaraeMas JurepaTypa 1no nepeBomay.

TpeOoBanus npenoaasBaTe/isi K BBINOJHEHHUIO 3aJaHusi: paboTa BBINOJHAETCS B 00beMe He
Oonee 5 crpanur; ¢popmarta A4. IlpenmepeBoauecknuil aHAIHM3 TEKCTAa, CPABHUTCIBHBIA aHAIH3
IepeBOJa U TCKCTA A3bIKa OPUTI'MHAJIA.

Kpurepun ouneHku BbINOJHEHUs 3aaHus (YKa3aThb KaKue YCJOBHUSI TOBJIHMSIOT Ha
OLICHOYHBINH 0a/J1): aJCKBATHBIM NEPEBOJ, CAAYa 3aJaHUs B YKAa3aHHBIM CPOK, TIIATEIBHOCTH
MIPOBEJICHUS] ~ aHaJIM3a, YETKOCTb (OPMYJUPOBOK U  SICHOCTh  BBIPAKEHHUS  MBICIIEH,
apryMEeHTHPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJOB.

Tema 13: [IEPEBOJI B JINTEPATYPHOU KOMMVYHUKALIUA

KynbpTypHBIM KO, pEAJIM30BAaHHBIM B TEKCTE OPHIHHAJIAa M HepeBoaa. MeXKyIbTYpHBIE
OCJIOKHEHUS KaK (pakTop mepeBojaa.

3ajaHue NPaKTHYECKOr0 3aHATHS: OCYIIECTBJIEHUE IEPEBOJIa XYI0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa,
BBITIOJTHEHUE aHalM3a TEKCTa OpWIMHAja W TepeBojaa. BrwisBieHHMe 0cOOCHHOCTEH TepeBoja
TEKCTOB XY0’KECTBEHHOTO CTHJISA, pab0Ta HaJl HOBBIM CJIOBapeM, YCBOSHHE BOKaOyIsipa.
MeTtoanyeckne peKOMEHJANMH IO BBHINOJHEHUIO 3aJaHMii: 3aJaHue HWHAUBUIYAIbHOE.

Martepuansl Ui CaMOCTOSITENIbHOW paboThl 00ydaromlerocs: TEKCThl Ha S3bIKE OpUrHHAala
Pa3HOTO JKaHpa U CTUJIS, CJIOBapH, peaaraeMas JurepaTypa 1no nepeBomay.

TpebGoBanus npenoaaBaTelisi K BbINOJHEHHIO 3aJaHusA: paboTa BBHINOJHSAETCS B 00beMe He
oonee 5 crpanun gopmara A4. IlpenmepeBoquecKuii aHaIM3 TEKCTa, CPABHHUTEIIbHBIN aHAIHN3
MepeBo/ia ¥ TEKCTa A3bIKa OpUTHHAIA.

Kputepun omneHkH BbINOJHEHUs 3aaaHus (YyKa3aThb KaKHe YCJIOBHSI TOBJHUSIIOT Ha
OLIEHOYHBbIH 0aJI1): aJeKBaTHBIM NEPEBOJI, clAavya 3aJaHusl B yKa3aHHBIA CPOK, THIATEIbHOCTb
MPOBEACHUS  aHAIM3a, YETKOCTh (POPMYJUPOBOK W  SICHOCTh  BBIPQKEHHUS  MBICIICH,
apryMEHTHPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.
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MATEPHAJIBI )11 CAMOCTOSTEJIbHOM PABOTHI CTYIEHTA

Texer 1. 1893 - AWOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE by Oscar Wilde

3AIAHUE: npounTaiiTe TEKCT, OCYIIECTBUTE €€ MPEANEePEeBOTUECKUNA aHAIU3 U CAENaiTe ee
nepeBoJ B NHUCbMEHHOH ¢opme. B kakux TpaHchopMmaiusx BO3HHKIA HEOOXOAUMOCTH?
BrisiBuTe 0COOEHHOCTH MEPEeBO/Ia TEKCTA JAHHOTO XYA0KECTBEHHOTO CTHIIA.

THE PERSONS OF THE PLAY
LORD ILLINGWORTH

SIR JOHN PONTEFRACT

LORD ALFRED RUFFORD

MR. KELVIL, M.P.

THE VEN. ARCHDEACON DAUBENY, D.D.
GERALD ARBUTHNOT
FARQUHAR, Butler

FRANCIS, Footman

LADY HUNSTANTON

LADY CAROLINE PONTEFRACT
LADY STUTFIELD

MRS. ALLONBY

MISS HESTER WORSLEY
ALICE, Maid

MRS. ARBUTHNOT

THE SCENES OF THE PLAY

ACT I. The Terrace at Hunstanton Chase.

ACT Il. The Drawing-room at Hunstanton Chase.

ACT III. The Picture-gallery at Hunstanton Chase.

ACT IV. Sitting-room in Mrs. Arbuthnot's House at Wrockley.

Time, the Present. Place, the Shires.
The Action of the Play takes place within twenty-four hours.

FIRST ACT
FIRST ACT

SCENE- Lawn in front of the terrace at Hunstanton.

[Sir John and Lady Caroline Pontefract, Miss Worsley,
on chairs under large yew tree.]

LADY CAR. | believe this is the first English country house you have stayed at, Miss
Worsley?

HES. Yes, Lady Caroline.

LADY CAR. You have no country houses, | am told, in America?

HES. We have not many.

LADY CAR. Have you any country? What we should call country?

HES. [Smiling.] We have the largest country in the world, Lady Caroline. They used to tell us
at school that some of our states are as big as France and England put together.
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LADY CAR. Ah! you must find it very draughty, | should fancy. [To Sir John.] John, you
should have your muffler. What is the use of my always knitting mufflers for you if you won't
wear them?

SIR JOHN. I am quite warm, | assure you. LADY CAR. I think not, John.
Well, you couldn't come to a more charming place than this, Miss Worsley, though the house is
excessively damp, quite unpardonably damp, and dear Lady Hunstanton is sometimes a

little lax about the people she asks down here. [To Sir John.] Jane mixes too much. Lord
Illingworth, of course, is a man of high distinction. It is a privilege to meet him. And that
member of Parliament, Mr. Kettle-

SIR JOHN. Kelvil, my love, Kelvil.

LADY CAR. He must be quite respectable. One has never heard his name before in the whole
course of one's life, which speaks volumes for a man, now-a-days. But Mrs. Allonby is hardly a
very  suitable person.

HES. I dislike Mrs. Allonby. I dislike her more than | can say.

LADY CAR. | am not sure, Miss Worsley, that foreigners like yourself should cultivate likes or
dislikes about the people they are invited to meet. Mrs. Allonby is very well born. She is a niece
of Lord Brancaster's. It is said, of course. that she ran away twice before she was married. But
you know how unfair people often are. | myself don't believe she ran away more than once.

HES. Mr. Arbuthnot is very charming.

LADY CAR. Ah, yes! the young man who has a post in a bank. Lady Hunstanton is most kind
in asking him here, and Lord Illingworth seems to have taken quite a fancy to him. I am not sure,
however, that Jane is right in taking him out of his position. In my young days, Miss Worsley,
one never met anyone in society who worked for their living. It was not considered the thing.
HES. In America those are the people we respect most.

LADY CAR. | have no doubt of it.

HES. Mr. Arbuthnot has a beautiful nature! He is so simple, so sincere. He has one of the most
beautiful natures I have ever come across. It is a privilege to meet him.

LADY CAR. It is not customary in England, Miss Worsley, for a young lady to speak with such
enthusiasm of any person of the opposite sex. English women conceal their feelings till after
they are married. They show them then.

HES. Do you, in England, allow no friendship to exist between a

young man and a young girl?

[Enter Lady Hunstanton followed by Footman with shawls and a cushion.]

LADY CAR. We think it very inadvisable. Jane, | was just saying what a pleasant party you
have asked us to meet. You have a wonderful power of selection. It is quite a gift.

LADY HUN. Dear Caroline, how kind of you! I think we all do fit in very nicely together. And |
hope our charming American visitor will carry back pleasant recollections of our English country
life. [To Footman.] The cushion there, Francis. And my shawl.

The Shetland. Get the Shetland. [Exit Footman for shawl.]

[Enter Gerald Arbuthnot.]

GER. Lady Hunstanton, I have such good news to tell you. Lord Illingworth has just offered to
make me his secretary.

LADY HUN. His secretary? That is good news indeed, Gerald. It means a very brilliant future in
store for you. Your dear mother will be delighted. I really must try and induce her to come up
here to-night. Do you think she would, Gerald? I know how difficult it is to get her to go
anywhere.

GER. Oh! I am sure she would, Lady Hunstanton, if she knew Lord Illingworth had made me
such an offer.
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[Enter Footman with shawl.]

LADY HUN. I will write and tell her about it, and ask her to come up and meet him. [To
Footman.] Just wait, Francis. [Writes letter.]
LADY CAR. That is a very wonderful opening for so young a man as you are, Mr. Arbuthnot.
GER. It is indeed, Lady Caroline. I trust I shall be able to show myself worthy of it.
LADY CAR. I trust so.
GER. [To Hester.] You have not congratulated me yet, Miss Worsley.
HES. Are you very pleased about it?
GER. Of course | am. It means everything to me- things that were out of the reach of hope before
may be within hope's reach now.
HES. Nothing should be out of reach of hope. Life is a hope.
LADY HUN. I fancy, Caroline, that Diplomacy is what Lord Illingworth is aiming at. | heard
that he was offered Vienna. But that may not be true.
LADY CAR. | don't think that England should be represented abroad by an unmarried man,
Jane. It might lead to complications.
LADY HUN. You are too nervous, Caroline. Believe me, you are too nervous. Besides, Lord
[llingworth may marry any day. | was in hopes he would have married Lady Kelso. But | believe
he said her family was too large. Or was it her feet? | forget which. I regret it very much. She
was made to be an ambassador's wife.
LADY CAR. She certainly has a wonderful faculty of remembering people's names, and
forgetting their faces.
LADY HUN. Well, that is very natural, Caroline, is it not? [To Footman.] Tell Henry to wait for
an answer. | have written a line to your dear mother, Gerald, to tell her your good news and to
say she really must come to dinner. [Exit Footman.]
GER. That is awfully kind of you, Lady Hunstanton. [To Hester.] Will you come for a stroll,
Miss Worsley?
HES. With pleasure.

[Exit with Gerald.]
LADY HUN. I am very much gratified at Gerald Arbuthnot's good fortune. He is quite a protege
of mine. And | am particularly pleased that Lord Illingworth should have made the offer of his
own accord without my suggesting anything. Nobody likes to be asked favours. | remember poor
Charlotte Pagden making herself quite unpopular one season, because she had a French
governess  she wanted to recommend to every one.

In DOS versions italicized text is enclosed in chevrons .
LADY CAR. | saw the governess, Jane. Lady Pagden sent her to me. It was before Eleanor came
out. She was far too good-looking to be in any respectable household. I don't wonder Lady
Pagden was so anxious to get rid of her.
LADY HUN. Ah, that explains it.
LADY CAR. John, the grass is too damp for you. You had better go and put on your overshoes
at once.
SIR JOHN. I am quite comfortable, Caroline, | assure you.
LADY CAR. You must allow me to be the best judge of that, John. Pray, do as I tell you.

[Sir John gets up and goes off.]
LADY HUN. You spoil him, Caroline, you do, indeed.

[Enter Mrs. Allonby and Lady Stutfield.]
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[To Mrs. Allonby.] Well, dear, | hope you like the park. It is said to be well timbered.
MRS. ALL. The trees are wonderful, Lady Hunstanton.
LADY STU. Quite, quite wonderful.
MRS. ALL. But somehow, | feel sure that if I lived in the country for six months, | should
become so unsophisticated that no one would take the slightest notice of me.
LADY HUN. | assure you, dear, that the country has not that effect at all. Why, it was from
Melthorpe, which is only two miles from here, that Lady Belton eloped with Lord Fethersdale. |
remember the occurrence perfectly. Poor Lord Belton died three days afterwards of joy or gout. |
forget which. We had a large party staying here at the time, so we were all very much interested
in
the whole affair.
MRS. ALL. I think to elope is cowardly. It's running away from danger. And danger has become
so rare in modern life.
LADY CAR. As far as | can make out, the young women of the present day seem to make it the
sole object of their lives to be always playing with fire.
MRS. ALL. The one advantage of playing with fire, Lady Caroline, is that one never gets even
singed. It is the people who dont know how to play with it who get burned up.
LADY STU. Yes; | see that. It is very, very helpful.
LADY HUN. I don't know how the world would get on with such a theory as that, dear Mrs.
Allonby.
LADY STU. Ah! The world was made for men and not for women.
MRS. ALL. Oh, don't say that, Lady Stutfield. We have a much better time than they have. There
are far more things forbidden to us than are forbidden to them.

LADY STU. Yes; that is quite, quite true. I had not thought of that.

[Enter Sir John and Mr. Kelvil.]

LADY HUN. Well, Mr. Kelvil, have you got through your work?

KEL. I have finished my writing for the day, Lady Hunstanton. It has been an arduous task. The
demands on the time of a public man are very heavy now-a-days, very heavy indeed. And | don't
think they meet with adequate recognition.

LADY CAR. John, have you got your overshoes on?

SIR JOHN. Yes, my love.

LADY CAR. I think you had better come over here, John. It is more sheltered.

SIR JOHN. I am quite comfortable, Caroline.

LADY CAR. I think not, John. You had better sit beside me.

[Sir John rises and goes across.]

LADY STU. And what have you been writing about this morning, Mr. Kelvil?

KEL. On the usual subject, Lady Stutfield. On Purity.

LADY STU. That must be such a wvery, very interesting thing to write about.
KEL. It is the one subject of really national importance, now-a-days, Lady Stutfield. | purpose
addressing my constituents on the question before Parliament meets. | find that the poorer
classes of this country display a marked desire for a higher ethical standard.

LADY STU. How quite, quite nice of them.

LADY CAR. Are you in favour of women taking part in politics, Mr. Kettle?

SIR JOHN. Kelvil, my love, Kelvil.

KEL. The growing influence of women is the one reassuring thing in our political life, Lady
Caroline. Women are always on the side of morality, public and private.

LADY STU. Itis so very, very gratifying to hear you say that.
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LADY HUN. Ah, yes! The moral qualities in women- that is the important thing. |1 am afraid,
Caroline, that dear Lord Illingworth doesn't value the moral qualities in women as much as he
should.

[Enter Lord Illingworth.]

LADY STU. The world says that Lord Illingworth is very, very wicked.

LORD ILL. But what world says that, Lady Stutfield? It must be the next world. This world
and | are on excellent terms. [Sits down beside Mrs. Allonby.]

LADY STU. Every one | know says you are very, very wicked.

LORD ILL. It is perfectly monstrous the way people go about, now-a-days, saying things against
one behind one's back that are absolutely and entirely true.

LADY HUN. Dear Lord Illingworth is quite hopeless, Lady Stutfield. I have given up trying to
reform him. It would take a Public Company with a Board of Directors and a paid Secretary to
do that. But you have the secretary already, Lord Illingworth, haven't you? Gerald
Arbuthnot has told us of his good fortune; it is really most kind of you.

LORD ILL. Oh, don't say that, Lady Hunstanton. Kind is a dreadful word. | took a great fancy
to young Arbuthnot the moment I met him, and he'll be of considerable use to me in something |
am foolish enough to think of doing.

LADY HUN. He is an admirable young man. And his mother is one of my dearest friends. He
has just gone for a walk with our pretty American. She is very pretty, is she not?

LADY CAR. Far too pretty. These American girls carry off all the good matches. Why can't they
stay in their own country? They are always telling us it is the Paradise of women.

LORD ILL. It is, Lady Caroline. That is why, like Eve, they are so extremely anxious to get out
of it.

LADY CAR. Who are Miss Worsley's parents?

LORD ILL. American women are wonderfully clever in concealing their parents.

LADY HUN. My dear Lord Illingworth, what do you mean? Miss Worsley, Caroline, is an
orphan. Her father was a very wealthy millionaire, or philanthropist, or both, I believe, who
entertained my son quite hospitably, when he visited Boston. | don't know how he made his
money, originally.

KEL. I fancy in American dry goods.

LADY HUN. What are American dry goods?

LORD ILL. American novels.

LADY HUN. How very singular!... Well, from whatever source her large fortune came, | have a
great esteem for Miss Worsley. She dresses exceedingly well. All Americans do dress well. They
get their clothes in Paris.

MRS. ALL. They say, Lady Hunstanton, that when good Americans die they go to Paris.

LADY HUN. Indeed? And when bad Americans die where do they go?

LORD ILL. Oh, they go to America.

KEL. | am afraid you don't appreciate America, Lord Illingworth. It is a very remarkable
country, especially considering its youth.

LORD ILL. The youth of America is their oldest tradition. It has been going on now for three
hundred years. To hear them talk one would imagine they were in their first childhood. As far as
civilisation goes they are in their second.

KEL. There is undoubtedly a great deal of corruption in American politics. | suppose you allude
to that?

LORD ILL. I wonder.

LADY HUN. Politics are in a very sad way everywhere, | am told. They certainly are in
England. Dear Mr. Cardew is ruining the country. | wonder Mrs. Cardew allows him. | am sure,
Lord Illingworth, you don't think that uneducated people should be allowed to have
votes?
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LORD ILL. I think they are the only people who should.
KEL. Do you take no side then in modern politics, Lord Illingworth?
LORD ILL. One should never take sides in anything, Mr. Kelvil. Taking sides is the beginning
of sincerity, and earnestness follows shortly afterwards, and the human being becomes a bore.
However, the House of Commons really does very little harm. You can't make people good by
Act of Parliament- that is something.
KEL. You cannot deny that the House of Commons has always shown great sympathy with the
sufferings of the poor.
LORD ILL. That is its special vice. That is the special vice of the age. One should sympathise
with the joy, the beauty, the colour of life. The less said about life's sores the better, Mr. Kelvil.
KEL. Still our East End is a very important problem.
LORD ILL. Quite so. It is the problem of slavery. And we are trying to solve it by amusing the
slaves.
LADY HUN. Certainly, a great deal may be done by means of cheap entertainments, as you say,
Lord Illingworth. Dear Dr. Daubeny, our rector here, provides with the assistance of his curates,
really admirable recreations for the poor during the winter. And much good may be done by
means of a magic lantern, or a missionary, or some popular amusement of that kind.
LADY CAR. I am not at all in favour of amusements for the poor, Jane. Blankets and coals are
sufficient. There is too much love of pleasure amongst the upper classes as it is. Health is what
we want in modern life. The tone is not healthy, not healthy at all.
KEL. You are quite right, Lady Caroline.
LADY CAR. | believe I am usually right.
MRS. ALL. Horrid word "health.”
LORD ILL. Silliest word in our language, and one knows so well the popular idea of health. The
English country gentleman galloping after a fox- the unspeakable in full pursuit of the uneatable.
KEL. May | ask, Lord Illingworth, if you regard the House of Lords as a better institution than
the House of Commons?
LORD ILL. A much better institution, of course. We in the House of Lords are never in touch
with public opinion. That makes us a civilised body.
KEL. Are you serious in putting forward such a view?
LORD ILL. Quite serious, Mr. Kelvil. [To Mrs. Allonby.] Vulgar habit that is people have now-
a-days of asking one, after one has given them an idea, whether one is serious or not. Nothing is
serious except passion. The intellect is not a serious thing, and never has been. It is an instrument
on which one plays, that is all. The only serious form of intellect | know is the British intellect.
And on the British intellect the illiterates play the drum.
LADY HUN. What are you saying, Lord Illingworth, about the drum?
LORD ILL. I was merely talking to Mrs. Allonby about the leading articles in the London
newspapers.
LADY HUN. But do you believe all that is written in the newspapers?
LORD ILL. I do. Now-a-days it is only the unreadable that occurs.
[Rises with Mrs. Allonby.]
LADY HUN. Are you going, Mrs. Allonby?
MRS. ALL. Just as far as the conservatory. Lord Illingworth told me this morning that there was
an orchid there as beautiful as the seven deadly sins.
LADY HUN. My dear, | hope there is nothing of the kind. I will certainly speak to the gardener.
[Exeunt Mrs. Allonby and Lord Illingworth.]
LADY CAR. Remarkable type, Mrs. Allonby.
LADY HUN. She lets her clever tongue run away with her sometimes.
LADY CAR. Is that the only thing, Jane, Mrs. Allonby allows to run away with her?
LADY HUN. I hope so, Caroline, I am sure.

[Enter Lord Alfred.]
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Dear Lord Alfred, do join us. [Lord Alfred sits down beside Lady Stutfield.]

LADY CAR. You believe good of every one, Jane. It is a great fault.

LADY STU. Do you really, really think, Lady Caroline, that one should believe evil of every
one?

LADY CAR. I think it is much safer to do so, Lady Stutfield. Until, of course, people are found
out to be good. But that requires a great deal of investigation, now-a-days.

LADY STU. But there is so much unkind scandal in modern life.

LADY CAR. Lord Illingworth remarked to me last night at dinner that the basis of every
scandal is an absolutely immoral certainty.

KEL. Lord Illingworth is, of course, a very brilliant man, but he seems to me to be lacking in that
fine faith in the nobility and purity of life which is so important in this country.

LADY STU. Yes, quite, quite important, is it not?

KEL. He gives me the impression of a man who does not appreciate the beauty of our English
home-life. I would say that he was tainted with foreign ideas on the subject.

LADY STU. There is nothing, nothing like the beauty of home-life, is there?

KEL. It is the mainstay of our moral system in England, Lady Stutfield. Without it we would
become like our neighbours.

LADY STU. That would be so, so sad, would it not?

KEL. | am afraid, too, that Lord Illingworth regards woman simply; as a toy. Now, | have never
regarded woman as a toy. Woman is the intellectual help-meet of man in public as in private life.
Without her we should forget the true ideals. [Sits down beside Stutfield.]

LADY STU. I am so very, very glad to hear you say that.

LADY CAR. You a married man, Mr. Kettle?

SIR JOHN. Kelvil, dear, Kelvil.

KEL. | am married, Lady Caroline.

LADY CAR. Family?

KEL. Yes.

LADY CAR. How many?

KEL. Eight.

[Lady Stutfield turns her attention to Lord Alfred.]

LADY CAR. Mrs. Kettle and the children are, | suppose, at the seaside? [Sir John shrugs his
shoulders.]

KEL. My wife is at the seaside with the children, Lady Caroline.

LADY CAR. You will join them later on, no doubt?

KEL. If my public engagements permit me.

LADY CAR. Your public life must be a great source of gratification to Mrs. Kettle.

SIR JOHN. Kelvil, my love, Kelvil.

LADY STU. [To Lord Alfred.] How very, very charming those gold-tipped cigarettes of yours
are, Lord Alfred.

LORD ALF. They are awfully expensive. | can only afford them when I'm in debt.

LADY STU. It must be terribly, terribly distressing to be in debt.

LORD ALF. One must have some occupation now-a-days. If | hadn't mydebts | shouldn't have
anything to think about. All the chaps I know are in debt.

LADY STU. But don't the people to whom you owe the money give you a great, great deal of
annoyance?

[Enter Footman.]

LORD ALF. Oh, no, they write; | don't.
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LADY STU. How very, very strange.

LADY HUN. Ah, here is a letter, Caroline, from dear Mrs. Arbuthnot. She won't dine. | am so
sorry. But she will come in the evening. | am very pleased indeed. She is one of the sweetest of
women.  Writes a beautiful hand too, so large, so firm. [Hands letter to Lady Caroline.]

LADY STU. [Looking at it.] A little lacking in femininity, Jane. Femininity is the quality |
admire most in women.

LADY HUN. [Taking back letter and leaving it on table.] Oh! she is very feminine, Caroline,
and so good too. You should hear what the Archdeacon says of her. He regards her as his right
hand in  the parish. [Footman speaks to her.] In the Yellow Drawing-room. Shall we all go in?
Lady Stutfield, shall we go in to tea?

LADY STU. With pleasure, Lady Hunstanton. [They rise and proceed to go off. Sir John offers
to carry Lady Stutfield's cloak.]

LADY CAR. John! If you would allow your nephew to look after Lady Stutfield's cloak, you
might help me with my workbasket.

[Enter Lord Illingworth and Mrs. Allonby.]

SIR JOHN. Certainly my love. [Exeunt.]

MRS. ALL. Curious thing, plain women are always jealous of their husbands, beautiful women
never are!

LORD ILL. Beautiful women never have time. They are always so occupied in being jealous of
other people's husbands.

MRS. ALL. I should have thought Lady Caroline would have grown tired of conjugal anxiety by
this time! Sir John is her fourth!

LORD ILL. So much marriage is certainly not becoming. Twenty years of romance make a
woman look like a ruin; but twenty years of marriage make her something like a public building.
MRS. ALL. Twenty years of romance! Is there such a thing?

LORD ILL. Not in our day. Women have become too brilliant. Nothing spoils a romance so
much as a sense of humour in the woman.

MRS. ALL. Or the want of it in the man.

LORD ILL. You are quite right. In a Temple every one should be serious, except the thing that is
worshipped.

MRS. ALL. And that should be man?

LORD ILL. Women kneel so gracefully; men don't.

MRS. ALL. You are thinking of Lady Stutfield!

LORD ILL. I assure you I have not thought of Lady Stutfield for the last quarter of an hour.
MRS. ALL. Is she such a mystery?

LORD ILL. She is more than a mystery- she is a mood.

MRS. ALL. Moods don't last.

LORD ILL. It is their chief charm.

[Enter Hester and Gerald.]

GER. Lord Illlingworth, every one has been congratulating me, Lady Hunstanton and Lady
Caroline, and... every one. | hope I shall make a good secretary.

LORD ILL. You will be the pattern secretary, Gerald. [Talks to him.]

MRS. ALL. You enjoy country life, Miss Worsley?

HES. Very much indeed.

MRS. ALL. Don't find yourself longing for a London dinner-party?

HES. I dislike London dinner-parties.

MRS. ALL. I adore them. The clever people never listen, and the stupid people never talk.

HES. I think the stupid people talk a great deal.
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MRS. ALL. Ah, | never listen!
LORD ILL. My dear boy, if I didn't like you | wouldn't have made you the offer. It is because |
like you so much that | want t have you with me.

[Exit Hester with Gerald.]
Charming fellow, Gerald Arbuthnot!
MRS. ALL. He is very nice; very nice indeed. But | can't stand the American young lady.
LORD ILL. Why?
MRS. ALL. She told me yesterday, and in quite a loud voice too, that she was only eighteen. It
was most annoying.
LORD ILL. One should never trust a woman who tells one her realage. A woman who would tell
one that would tell one anything.
MRS. ALL. She is a Puritan besides-
LORD ILL. Ah, that is inexcusable. I don't mind plain women being Puritans. It is the only
excuse they have for being plain. But she is decidedly pretty. | admire her immensely. [Looks
steadfastly at Mrs. Allonby.]
MRS. ALL. What a thoroughly bad man you must be!
LORD ILL. What do you call a bad man?
MRS. ALL. The sort of man who admires innocence.
LORD ILL. And a bad woman?
MRS. ALL. Oh! the sort of woman a man never gets tired of.
LORD ILL. You are severe- on yourself.
MRS. ALL. Define us as a sex.
LORD ILL. Sphinxes without secrets.
MRS. ALL. Does that include the Puritan women?
LORD ILL. Do you know, I don't believe in the existence of Puritan women? | don't think there
is @ woman in the world would not be a little flattered if one made love to her. It is that which
makes women so irresistibly adorable.
MRS. ALL. You think there is no woman in the world who would object to being kissed?
LORD ILL. Very few.
MRS. ALL. Miss Worsley would not let you Kiss her.
LORD ILL. Are you sure?
MRS. ALL. Quite.
LORD ILL. What do you think she'd do if | kissed her?
MRS. ALL. Either marry you, or strike you across the face with he glove. What would you do if
she struck you across the face with her glove?

LORD ILL.
MRS. ALL.
LORD ILL.
MRS. ALL.
LORD ILL.
MRS. ALL.
LORD ILL.
MRS. ALL.
LORD ILL.
MRS. ALL.
LORD ILL.
MRS. ALL.
LORD ILL.
MRS. ALL.
LORD ILL. I never intend to grow old. The soul is born old but grows young. That is the

Fall in love with her, probably.

Then it is lucky you are not going to kiss her!

Is that a challenge?

It is an arrow shot into the air.

Don't you know that I always succeed in whatever | try?

I am sorry to hear it. We women adore failures. They lean on us.
You worship successes. You cling to them.

We are the laurels to hide their baldness.

And they need you always, except at the moment of triumph.
They are uninteresting then.

How tantalising you are! [A pause.]

Lord Hlingworth, there is one thing I shall always like you for.
Only one thing? And | have so many bad qualities.

Ah, don't be too conceited about them. You may lose them as you grow old.

comedy of life.



MRS. ALL. And the body is born young and grows old. That is life's tragedy.

LORD ILL. Its comedy also, sometimes. But what is the mysterious reason why you will always
like me?

MRS. ALL. It is that you have never made love to me.

LORD ILL. I have never done anything else.

MRS. ALL. Really? | have not noticed it.

LORD ILL. How fortunate! It might have been a tragedy for both of us.

MRS. ALL. We should each have survived.

LORD ILL. One can survive everything now-a-days, except death, and live down anything
except a good reputation.

MRS. ALL. Have you tried a good reputation?

LORD ILL. It is one of the many annoyances to which | have never been subjected.

MRS. ALL. It may come.

LORD ILL. Why do you threaten me?

MRS. ALL. I will tell you when you have kissed the Puritan.

[Enter Footman.]

FRAN. Tea is served in the Yellow Drawing-room, my lord.
LORD ILL. Tell her ladyship we are coming in. [Exit.]
FRAN. Yes, my lord.
LORD ILL. Shall we go in to tea?
MRS. ALL. Do you like such simple pleasures?
LORD ILL. I adore simple pleasures. They are the last refuge of the complex. But, if you wish,
let us stay here. Yes, let us stay here. The Book of Life begins with a man and a woman in a
garden.
MRS. ALL. It ends with Revelations.
LORD ILL. You fence divinely. But the button has come off your foil.
MRS. ALL. I have still the mask.
LORD ILL. It makes your eyes lovelier.
MRS. ALL. Thank you. Come.
LORD ILL. [Sees Mrs. Arbuthnot's letter on table, and takes it up and looks at envelope.] What a
curious handwriting! It reminds me of the handwriting of a woman | used to know years ago.
MRS. ALL. Who?
LORD ILL. Oh! no one. No one in particular. A woman of no importance. [Throws letter down,
and passes up the steps of the terrace with Mrs. Allonby. They smile at each other.]
ACT-DROP

Texcr 2. The cop and the anthem O. Henry

3AJJAHUME: npounTaiiTe TEKCT, OCYIIECTBUTE €€ MPEANEPEBOAUECKUN aHAIU3 U CHEJalTE ee
nepeBoJ B NHUCbMEHHOH ¢opme. B kakux TpaHchopMmalusx BO3HHKIA HEOO0XOAUMOCTh?
Br1siBUTE 0COOEHHOCTH MEPEBOA TEKCTA JAHHOTO XY/10KECTBEHHOTO CTHJIS.

On his bench in Madison Square Soapy moved uneasily. When wild geese honk high of
nights, and when women without sealskin coats grow kind to their husbands, and when Soapy
moves uneasily on his bench in the park, you may know that winter is near at hand.

A dead leaf fell in Soapy's lap. That was Jack Frost's card. Jack is kind to the regular
denizens of Madison Square, and gives fair warning of his annual call. At the corners of four
streets he hands his pasteboard to the North Wind, footman of the mansion of All Outdoors, so
that the inhabitants thereof may make ready.
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Soapy's mind became cognisant of the fact that the time had come for him to resolve
himself into a singular Committee of Ways and Means to provide against the coming rigour. And
therefore he moved uneasily on his bench.

The hibernatorial ambitions of Soapy were not of the highest. In them there were no
considerations of Mediterranean cruises, of soporific Southern skies drifting in the Vesuvian
Bay. Three months on the Island was what his soul craved. Three months of assured board and
bed and congenial company, safe from Boreas and bluecoats, seemed to Soapy the essence of
things desirable.

For years the hospitable Blackwell's had been his winter quarters. Just as his more
fortunate fellow New Yorkers had bought their tickets to Palm Beach and the Riviera each
winter, so Soapy had made his humble arrangements for his annual hegira to the Island. And
now the time was come. On the previous night three Sabbath newspapers, distributed beneath his
coat, about his ankles and over his lap, had failed to repulse the cold as he slept on his bench
near the spurting fountain in the ancient square. So the Island loomed big and timely in Soapy's
mind. He scorned the provisions made in the name of charity for the city's dependents. In
Soapy's opinion the Law was more benign than Philanthropy. There was an endless round of
institutions, municipal and eleemosynary, on which he might set out and receive lodging and
food accordant with the simple life. But to one of Soapy's proud spirit the gifts of charity are
encumbered. If not in coin you must pay in humiliation of spirit for every benefit received at the
hands of philanthropy. As Caesar had his Brutus, every bed of charity must have its toll of a
bath, every loaf of bread its compensation of a private and personal inquisition. Wherefore it is
better to be a guest of the law, which though conducted by rules, does not meddle unduly with a
gentleman’s private affairs.

Soapy, having decided to go to the Island, at once set about accomplishing his desire.
There were many easy ways of doing this. The pleasantest was to dine luxuriously at some
expensive restaurant; and then, after declaring insolvency, be handed over quietly and without
uproar to a policeman. An accommodating magistrate would do the rest.

Soapy left his bench and strolled out of the square and across the level sea of asphalt,
where Broadway and Fifth Avenue flow together. Up Broadway he turned, and halted at a
glittering cafe, where are gathered together nightly the choicest products of the grape, the
silkworm and the protoplasm.

Soapy had confidence in himself from the lowest button of his vest upward. He was
shaven, and his coat was decent and his neat black, ready-tied four-in-hand had been presented to
him by a lady missionary on Thanksgiving Day. If he could reach a table in the restaurant
unsuspected success would be his. The portion of him that would show above the table would
raise no doubt in the waiter's mind. A roasted mallard duck, thought Soapy, would be about the
thing--with a bottle of Chablis, and then Camembert, a demi-tasse and a cigar. One dollar for the
cigar would be enough. The total would not be so high as to call forth any supreme manifestation
of revenge from the cafe management; and yet the meat would leave him filled and happy for the
journey to his winter refuge.

But as Soapy set foot inside the restaurant door the head waiter's eye fell upon his frayed
trousers and decadent shoes. Strong and ready hands turned him about and conveyed him in
silence and haste to the sidewalk and averted the ignoble fate of the menaced mallard.

Soapy turned off Broadway. It seemed that his route to the coveted island was not to be
an epicurean one. Some other way of entering limbo must be thought of.

At a corner of Sixth Avenue electric lights and cunningly displayed wares behind plate-
glass made a shop window conspicuous. Soapy took a cobblestone and dashed it through the
glass. People came running around the corner, a policeman in the lead. Soapy stood still, with his
hands in his pockets, and smiled at the sight of brass buttons.

"Where's the man that done that?" inquired the officer excitedly.
"Don't you figure out that I might have had something to do with it?" said Soapy, not without
sarcasm, but friendly, as one greets good fortune.
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The policeman's mind refused to accept Soapy even as a clue. Men who smash windows
do not remain to parley with the law's minions. They take to their heels. The policeman saw a
man half way down the block running to catch a car. With drawn club he joined in the pursuit.
Soapy, with disgust in his heart, loafed along, twice unsuccessful.

On the opposite side of the street was a restaurant of no great pretensions. It catered to
large appetites and modest purses. Its crockery and atmosphere were thick; its soup and napery
thin. Into this place Soapy took his accusive shoes and telltale trousers without challenge. At a
table he sat and consumed beefsteak, flapjacks, doughnuts and pie. And then to the waiter be
betrayed the fact that the minutest coin and himself were strangers.

"Now, get busy and call a cop,” said Soapy. "And don't keep a gentleman waiting."

"No cop for youse," said the waiter, with a voice like butter cakes and an eye like the cherry in a
Manhattan cocktail. "Hey, Con!"

Neatly upon his left ear on the callous pavement two waiters pitched Soapy. He arose, joint by
joint, as a carpenter's rule opens, and beat the dust from his clothes. Arrest seemed but a rosy
dream. The Island seemed very far away. A policeman who stood before a drug store two doors
away laughed and walked down the street.

Five blocks Soapy travelled before his courage permitted him to woo capture again. This
time the opportunity presented what he fatuously termed to himself a "cinch.” A young woman
of a modest and pleasing guise was standing before a show window gazing with sprightly
interest at its display of shaving mugs and inkstands, and two yards from the window a large
policeman of severe demeanour leaned against a water plug.

It was Soapy's design to assume the role of the despicable and execrated "masher." The
refined and elegant appearance of his victim and the contiguity of the conscientious cop
encouraged him to believe that he would soon feel the pleasant official clutch upon his arm that
would insure his winter quarters on the right little, tight little isle.

Soapy straightened the lady missionary's readymade tie, dragged his shrinking cuffs into
the open, set his hat at a killing cant and sidled toward the young woman. He made eyes at her,
was taken with sudden coughs and "hems,” smiled, smirked and went brazenly through the
impudent and contemptible litany of the "masher.” With half an eye Soapy saw that the
policeman was watching him fixedly. The young woman moved away a few steps, and again
bestowed her absorbed attention upon the shaving mugs. Soapy followed, boldly stepping to her
side, raised his hat and said:

"Ah there, Bedelia! Don't you want to come and play in my yard?"

The policeman was still looking. The persecuted young woman had but to beckon a
finger and Soapy would be practically en route for his insular haven. Already he imagined he
could feel the cozy warmth of the station-house. The young woman faced him and, stretching out
a hand, caught Soapy's coat sleeve.

Sure, Mike," she said joyfully, "if you'll blow me to a pail of suds. I'd have spoke to you sooner,
but the cop was watching." With the young woman playing the clinging ivy to his oak Soapy
walked past the policeman overcome with gloom. He seemed doomed to liberty.

At the next corner he shook off his companion and ran. He halted in the district where by
night are found the lightest streets, hearts, vows and librettos.

Women in furs and men in greatcoats moved gaily in the wintry air. A sudden fear seized
Soapy that some dreadful enchantment had rendered him immune to arrest. The thought brought
a little of panic upon it, and when he came upon another policeman lounging grandly in front of
a transplendent theatre he caught at the immediate straw of "disorderly conduct."

On the sidewalk Soapy began to yell drunken gibberish at the top of his harsh voice. He
danced, howled, raved and otherwise disturbed the welkin.

The policeman twirled his club, turned his back to Soapy and remarked to a citizen.

"Tis one of them Yale lads celebratin' the goose egg they give to the Hartford College. Noisy;
but no harm. We've instructions to lave them be."
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Disconsolate, Soapy ceased his unavailing racket. Would never a policeman lay hands on
him? In his fancy the Island seemed an unattainable Arcadia. He buttoned his thin coat against
the chilling wind.

In a cigar store he saw a well-dressed man lighting a cigar at a swinging light. His silk
umbrella he had set by the door on entering. Soapy stepped inside, secured the umbrella and
sauntered off with it slowly. The man at the cigar light followed hastily.

"My umbrella,” he said, sternly.

"Oh, is it?" sneered Soapy, adding insult to petit larceny. "Well, why don't you call a policeman?
| took it. Your umbrella! Why don't you call a cop? There stands one on the corner."

The umbrella owner slowed his steps. Soapy did likewise, with a presentiment that luck
would again run against him. The policeman looked at the two curiously.

"Of course," said the umbrella man--"that is--well, you know how these mistakes occur--1--if it's
your umbrella I hope you'll excuse me--1 picked it up this morning in a restaurant--If you
recognise it as yours, why--1 hope you'll--"

"Of course it's mine," said Soapy, viciously.

The ex-umbrella man retreated. The policeman hurried to assist a tall blonde in an opera
cloak across the street in front of a street car that was approaching two blocks away.

Soapy walked eastward through a street damaged by improvements. He hurled the
umbrella wrathfully into an excavation. He muttered against the men who wear helmets and
carry clubs. Because he wanted to fall into their clutches, they seemed to regard him as a king
who could do no wrong.

At length Soapy reached one of the avenues to the east where the glitter and turmoil was
but faint. He set his face down this toward Madison Square, for the homing instinct survives
even when the home is a park bench.

But on an unusually quiet corner Soapy came to a standstill. Here was an old church,
quaint and rambling and gabled. Through one violet-stained window a soft light glowed, where,
no doubt, the organist loitered over the keys, making sure of his mastery of the coming Sabbath
anthem. For there drifted out to Soapy's ears sweet music that caught and held him transfixed
against the convolutions of the iron fence.

The moon was above, lustrous and serene; vehicles and pedestrians were few; sparrows
twittered sleepily in the eaves--for a little while the scene might have been a country churchyard.
And the anthem that the organist played cemented Soapy to the iron fence, for he had known it
well in the days when his life contained such things as mothers and roses and ambitions and
friends and immaculate thoughts and collars.

The conjunction of Soapy's receptive state of mind and the influences about the old
church wrought a sudden and wonderful change in his soul. He viewed with swift horror the pit
into which he had tumbled, the degraded days, unworthy desires, dead hopes, wrecked faculties
and base motives that made up his existence.

And also in a moment his heart responded thrillingly to this novel mood. An
instantaneous and strong impulse moved him to battle with his desperate fate. He would pull
himself out of the mire; he would make a man of himself again; he would conquer the evil that
had taken possession of him. There was time; he was comparatively young yet; he would
resurrect his old eager ambitions and pursue them without faltering. Those solemn but sweet
organ notes had set up a revolution in him. To-morrow he would go into the roaring downtown
district and find work. A fur importer had once offered him a place as driver. He would find him
to-morrow and ask for the position. He would be somebody in the world. He would--

Soapy felt a hand laid on his arm. He looked quickly around into the broad face of a policeman.

"What are you doin' here?" asked the officer.

"Nothin'," said Soapy.

"Then come along," said the policeman.

"Three months on the Island," said the Magistrate in the Police Court the next morning.
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Texcr 3. The Cactus O. Henry

3AIAHHUE: npounTaiiTe TEKCT, OCYIIECTBUTE €€ MPEANEePEeBOTUECKUNA aHAIU3 U CAENaiTe ee
nepeBoJ B NHCbMEHHOH ¢opme. B kakux TtpaHchopMamusax BO3ZHUKIA HEOOXOIUMOCTH?
BrrsiBuTE 0COOEHHOCTH MEPEBO/Ia TEKCTA JAHHOTO XYA0KECTBEHHOTO CTHIIS.

The most notable thing about Time is that it is so purely relative. A large amount of
reminiscence is, by common consent, conceded to the drowning man; and it is not past belief that
one may review an entire courtship while removing one's gloves.

That is what Trysdale was doing, standing by a table in his bachelor apartments. On the
table stood a singular-looking green plant in a red earthen jar. The plant was one of the species of
cacti, and was provided with long, tentacular leaves that perpetually swayed with the slightest
breeze with a peculiar beckoning motion.

Trysdale's friend, the brother of the bride, stood at a sideboard complaining at being
allowed to drink alone. Both men were in evening dress. White favors like stars upon their coats
shone through the gloom of the apartment.

As he slowly unbuttoned his gloves, there passed through Trysdale's mind a swift,
scarifying retrospect of the last few hours. It seemed that in his nostrils was still the scent of the
flowers that had been banked in odorous masses about the church, and in his ears the lowpitched
hum of a thousand well-bred voices, the rustle of crisp garments, and, most insistently recurring,
the drawling words of the minister irrevocably binding her to another.

From this last hopeless point of view he still strove, as if it had become a habit of his
mind, to reach some conjecture as to why and how he had lost her. Shaken rudely by the
uncompromising fact, he had suddenly found himself confronted by a thing he had never before
faced --his own innermost, unmitigated, arid unbedecked self. He saw all the garbs of pretence
and egoism that he had worn now turn to rags of folly. He shuddered at the thought that to
others, before now, the garments of his soul must have appeared sorry and threadbare. Vanity
and conceit? These were the joints in his armor. And how free from either she had always been--
But why--

As she had slowly moved up the aisle toward the altar he had felt an unworthy, sullen
exultation that had served to support him. He had told himself that her paleness was from
thoughts of another than the man to whom she was about to give herself. But even that poor
consolation had been wrenched from him. For, when he saw that swift, limpid, upward look that
she gave the man when he took her hand, he knew himself to be forgotten. Once that same look
had been raised to him, and he had gauged its meaning. Indeed, his conceit had crumbled; its last
prop was gone. Why had it ended thus? There had been no quarrel between them, nothing--

For the thousandth time he remarshalled in his mind the events of those last few days
before the tide had so suddenly turned.

She had always insisted upon placing him upon a pedestal, and he had accepted her
homage with royal grandeur. It had been a very sweet incense that she had burned before him; so
modest (he told himself); so childlike and worshipful, and (he would once have sworn) so
sincere. She had invested him with an almost supernatural number of high attributes and
excellencies and talents, and he had absorbed the oblation as a desert drinks the rain that can
coax from it no promise of blossom or fruit.

As Trysdale grimly wrenched apart the seam of his last glove, the crowning instance of
his fatuous and tardily mourned egoism came vividly back to him. The scene was the night when
he had asked her to come up on his pedestal with him and share his greatness. He could not,
now, for the pain of it, allow his mind to dwell upon the memory of her convincing beauty that
night--the careless wave of her hair, the tenderness and virginal charm of her looks and words.
But they had been enough, and they had brought him to speak. During their conversation she had
said:
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"And Captain Carruthers tells me that you speak the Spanish language like a native. Why
have you hidden this accomplishment from me? Is there anything you do not know?"

Now, Carruthers was an idiot. No doubt he (Trysdale) had been guilty (he sometimes did
such things) of airing at the club some old, canting Castilian proverb dug from the hotchpotch at
the back of dictionaries. Carruthers, who was one of his incontinent admirers, was the very man
to have magnified this exhibition of doubtful erudition.

But, alas! the incense of her admiration had been so sweet and flattering. He allowed the
imputation to pass without denial. Without protest, he allowed her to twine about his brow this
spurious bay of Spanish scholarship. He let it grace his conquering head, and, among its soft
convolutions, he did not feel the prick of the thorn that was to pierce him later.

How glad, how shy, how tremulous she was! How she fluttered like a snared bird when
he laid his mightiness at her feet! He could have sworn, and he could swear now, that
unmistakable consent was in her eyes, but, coyly, she would give him no direct answer. "I will
send you my answer to-morrow," she said; and he, the indulgent, confident victor, smilingly
granted the delay. The next day he waited, impatient, in his rooms for the word. At noon her
groom came to the door and left the strange cactus in the red earthen jar. There was no note, no
message, merely a tag upon the plant bearing a barbarous foreign or botanical name. He waited
until night, but her answer did not come. His large pride and hurt vanity kept him from seeking
her. Two evenings later they met at a dinner. Their greetings were conventional, but she looked
at him, breathless, wondering, eager. He was courteous, adamant, waiting her explanation. With
womanly swiftness she took her cue from his manner, and turned to snow and ice. Thus, and
wider from this on, they had drifted apart. Where was his fault? Who had been to blame?
Humbled now, he sought the answer amid the ruins of his self-conceit. If--

The voice of the other man in the room, querulously intruding upon his thoughts, aroused him.

"I say, Trysdale, what the deuce is the matter with you? You look unhappy as if you yourself
had been married instead of having acted merely as an accomplice. Look at me, another
accessory, come two thousand miles on a garlicky, cockroachy banana steamer all the way from
South America to connive at the sacrifice--please to observe how lightly my guilt rests upon my
shoulders. Only little sister | had, too, and now she's gone. Come now! take something to ease
your conscience."

"I don't drink just now, thanks," said Trysdale.

"Your brandy,” resumed the other, coming over and joining him, "is abominable. Run down to
see me some time at Punta Redonda, and try some of our stuff that old Garcia smuggles in. It's
worth the, trip. Hallo! here's an old acquaintance. Wherever did you rake up this cactus,
Trysdale?"

"A present,” said Trysdale, "from a friend. Know the species?"

"Very well. It's a tropical concern. See hundreds of 'em around Punta every day. Here's the name
on this tag tied to it. Know any Spanish, Trysdale?"

"No," said Trysdale, with the bitter wraith of a smile--"Is it Spanish?"

"Yes. The natives imagine the leaves are reaching out and beckoning to you. They call it by this
name--Ventomarme. Name means in English, '‘Come and take me."'

Texcr 4. The Twelve Dancing Princesses Brothers Grimm

3AJIAHUE: nmpouuTaiiTe TEKCT, OCYLIECTBUTE €€ NPEANECPEBONUECKUI aHAIN3 U CHCIANTE €€
nepeBoJ B NHUCbMEHHOH ¢opme. B kakux TpaHchopMmalusx BO3HHKIA HE00XOAUMOCTh?
Br1siBUTE 0COOEHHOCTH MEPEBOA TEKCTA JAHHOTO XYA0KECTBEHHOTO CTHJIS.

There was a king who had twelve beautiful daughters. They slept in twelve beds all in
one room and when they went to bed, the doors were shut and locked up. However, every
morning their shoes were found to be quite worn through as if they had been danced in all night.
Nobody could find out how it happened, or where the princesses had been.
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So the king made it known to all the land that if any person could discover the secret and
find out where it was that the princesses danced in the night, he would have the one he liked best
to take as his wife, and would be king after his death. But whoever tried and did not succeed,
after three days and nights, they would be put to death.

A Kking's son soon came. He was well entertained, and in the evening was taken to the
chamber next to the one where the princesses lay in their twelve beds. There he was to sit and
watch where they went to dance; and, in order that nothing could happen without him hearing it,
the door of his chamber was left open. But the king's son soon fell asleep; and when he awoke in
the morning he found that the princesses had all been dancing, for the soles of their shoes were
full of holes.

The same thing happened the second and third night and so the king ordered his head to
be cut off.

After him came several others; but they all had the same luck, and all lost their lives in
the same way.

Now it happened that an old soldier, who had been wounded in battle and could fight no longer,
passed through the country where this king reigned, and as he was travelling through a wood, he
met an old woman, who asked him where he was going.

‘I hardly know where |1 am going, or what | had better do," said the soldier; 'but I think 1 would
like to find out where it is that the princesses dance, and then in time I might be a king." "Well,'
said the old woman, 'that is not a very hard task: only take care not to drink any of the wine
which one of the princesses will bring to you in the evening; and as soon as she leaves you
pretend to be fast asleep.’

Then she gave him a cloak, and said, 'As soon as you put that on you will become invisible, and
you will then be able to follow the princesses wherever they go." When the soldier heard all this
good advice, he was determined to try his luck, so he went to the king, and said he was willing to
undertake the task.

He was as well received as the others had been, and the king ordered fine royal robes to be given
him; and when the evening came he was led to the outer chamber.

Just as he was going to lie down, the eldest of the princesses brought him a cup of wine;
but the soldier threw it all away secretly, taking care not to drink a drop. Then he laid himself
down on his bed, and in a little while began to snore very loudly as if he was fast asleep.

When the twelve princesses heard this they laughed heartily; and the eldest said, 'This
fellow too might have done a wiser thing than lose his life in this way!" Then they rose and
opened their drawers and boxes, and took out all their fine clothes, and dressed themselves at the
mirror, and skipped about as if they were eager to begin dancing.

But the youngest said, 'l don't know why it is, but while you are so happy | feel very
uneasy; | am sure some mischance will befall us.’'

"You simpleton,’ said the eldest, 'you are always afraid; have you forgotten how many Kings'
sons have already watched in vain? And as for this soldier, even if | had not given him his
sleeping draught, he would have slept soundly enough.’

When they were all ready, they went and looked at the soldier; but he snored on, and did not stir
hand or foot: so they thought they were quite safe.

Then the eldest went up to her own bed and clapped her hands, and the bed sank into the floor
and a trap-door flew open. The soldier saw them going down through the trap-door one after
another, the eldest leading the way; and thinking he had no time to lose, he jumped up, put on the
cloak which the old woman had given him, and followed them.

However, in the middle of the stairs he trod on the gown of the youngest princess, and she cried
out to her sisters, 'All is not right; someone took hold of my gown.’

"You silly creature!" said the eldest, 'it is nothing but a nail in the wall.'

Down they all went, and at the bottom they found themselves in a most delightful grove of trees;
and the leaves were all of silver, and glittered and sparkled beautifully. The soldier wished to
take away some token of the place; so he broke off a little branch, and there came a loud noise
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from the tree. Then the youngest daughter said again, 'l am sure all is not right -- did not you
hear that noise? That never happened before.’

But the eldest said, 'It is only our princes, who are shouting for joy at our approach.'
They came to another grove of trees, where all the leaves were of gold; and afterwards to a third,
where the leaves were all glittering diamonds. And the soldier broke a branch from each; and
every time there was a loud noise, which made the youngest sister tremble with fear. But the
eldest still said it was only the princes, who were crying for joy.

They went on till they came to a great lake; and at the side of the lake there lay twelve
little boats with twelve handsome princes in them, who seemed to be waiting there for the
princesses. One of the princesses went into each boat, and the soldier stepped into the same boat
as the youngest. As they were rowing over the lake, the prince who was in the boat with the
youngest princess and the soldier said, 'l do not know why it is, but though I am rowing with all
my might we do not get on so fast as usual, and | am quite tired: the boat seems very heavy
today." 'It is only the heat of the weather," said the princess, 'l am very warm, too." On the other
side of the lake stood a fine, illuminated castle from which came the merry music of horns and
trumpets. There they all landed, and went into the castle, and each prince danced with his
princess; and the soldier, who was still invisible, danced with them too. When any of the
princesses had a cup of wine set by her, he drank it all up, so that when she put the cup to her
mouth it was empty. At this, too, the youngest sister was terribly frightened, but the eldest
always silenced her.

They danced on till three o'clock in the morning, and then all their shoes were worn out,
so that they were obliged to leave. The princes rowed them back again over the lake (but this
time the soldier placed himself in the boat with the eldest princess); and on the opposite shore
they took leave of each other, the princesses promising to come again the next night. When they
came to the stairs, the soldier ran on before the princesses, and laid himself down. And as the
twelve, tired sisters slowly came up, they heard him snoring in his bed and they said, ‘Now all is
quite safe’. Then they undressed themselves, put away their fine clothes, pulled off their shoes,
and went to bed.

In the morning the soldier said nothing about what had happened, but determined to see
more of this strange adventure, and went again on the second and third nights. Everything
happened just as before: the princesses danced till their shoes were worn to pieces, and then
returned home. On the third night the soldier carried away one of the golden cups as a token of
where he had been.

As soon as the time came when he was to declare the secret, he was taken before the
king with the three branches and the golden cup; and the twelve princesses stood listening behind
the door to hear what he would say.

The king asked him. "Where do my twelve daughters dance at night?"

The soldier answered, "With twelve princes in a castle underground.’ And then he told the
king all that had happened, and showed him the three branches and the golden cup which he had
brought with him. The king called for the princesses, and asked them whether what the soldier
said was true and when they saw that they were discovered, and that it was of no use to deny
what had happened, they confessed it all.

So the king asked the soldier which of the princesses he would choose for his wife; and
he answered, 'l am not very young, so | will have the eldest.' -- and they were married that very
day, and the soldier was chosen to be the king's heir.

Texer 5. The Elephant's Child RUDYARD KIPLING
3AJJAHUME: npouunTaiiTe TEKCT, OCYIIECTBUTE €€ MPEANEPEBOAUECKUN aHAIM3 U CHEJalTE €€

nepeBoJ B NHUCbMEHHOH ¢opme. B kakux TpaHchopMalusx BO3HHKIA HEOO0XOAUMOCTH?
BrisiBuTE 0COOEHHOCTH MEPEBOA TEKCTA JAHHOTO XY/10KECTBEHHOTO CTHJIS.
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In the High and Far-Off Times the Elephant, O Best Beloved, had no trunk. He had only
a blackish, bulgy nose, as big as a boot, that he could wriggle about from side to side; but he
couldn't pick up things with it. But there was one Elephant--a new Elephant--an Elephant's
Child--who was full of 'satiable curtiosity, and that means he asked ever so many questions. And
he lived in Africa, and he filled all Africa with his 'satiable curtiosities. He asked his tall aunt, the
Ostrich, why her tail-feathers grew just so, and his tall aunt the Ostrich spanked him with her
hard, hard, claw. He asked his tall uncle, the Giraffe, what made his skin spotty, and his tall
uncle, the Giraffe, spanked him with his hard, hard hoof. And still he was full of 'satiable
curtiosity! He asked his broad aunt, the Hippopotamus, why her eyes were red, and his broad
aunt, the Hippopotamus, spanked him with her broad, broad hoof; and he asked his hairy uncle,
the Baboon, why melons tasted ! just so, and his hairy uncle, the Baboon, spanked him with his
hairy, hairy paw. And still he was full of 'satiable curtiosity! He asked questions about
everything that he saw, or heard, or felt, or smelt, or touched, and all his uncles and his aunts
spanked him. And still he was full of 'satiable curtiosity!

One fine morning in the middle of the Precession of the Equinoxes this 'satiable
Elephant's Child asked a new fine question that he had never asked before. He asked, "What does
the crocodile have for dinner?" Then everybody said, "Hush!" in a loud and dretful tone, and
they spanked him immediately and directly, without stopping, for a long time.

By and by, when that was finished, he came upon Kolokolo Bird sitting in the middle of
a wait-a-bit thornbush, and he said, "My father has spanked me, and my mother has spanked me;
all my aunts and uncles have spanked me for my 'satiable curtiosity; and still I want to know
what the Crocodile has for dinner!"

The Kolokolo Bird said, with a mournful cry, "Go to the banks of the great grey-green,
greasy Limpopo River, all set about with fever-trees, and find out.”

That very next morning, when there was nothing left of the Equinoxes, because the
Precession had preceded according to precedent, this 'satiable Elephant's Child took a hundred
pounds of bananas (the little short red kind), and a hundred pounds of sugar-cane (the long
purple kind), and seventeen melons (the greeny-crackly kind), and said to all his dear families,
"Good-bye. I am going to the great grey-green, greasy Limpopo River, all set about with fever-
trees, to find out what the Crocodile has for dinner.” And they all spanked him once more for
luck, though he asked them most politely to stop.

Then he went away, a little warm, but not at all astonished, eating melons, and throwing
the rind about, because he could not pick it up.

He went from Graham's Town to Kimberley, and from Kimberley to Khama's Country,
and from Khama's Country he went east by north, eating melons all the time, till at last he came
to the banks of the great grey-green, greasy Limpopo River, all set about with fever-trees,
precisely as Kolokolo Bird had said.

Now you must know and understand, O Best Beloved, that till that very week, and day,
and hour, and minute, this 'satiable Elephant's Child had never seen a Crocodile, and did not
know what one was like. It was all his 'satiable curtiosity.

The first thing that he found was a Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake curled around a
rock.

"'Scuse me," said the Elephant's Child most politely, "but have you seen such a thing as a
Crocodile in these promiscuous parts?"

"Have | seen a crocodile?" said the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake, in a voice of dretful scorn.
"What will you ask me next?"

"Scuse me," said the Elephant's Child, "but could you kindly tell me what he has for dinner?"
Then the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake uncoiled himself very quickly from the rock, and
spanked the Elephant's Child with his scalesome, flailsome tail.

"That is odd," said the Elephant's Child, "because my father and mother, and my uncle and my
aunt, not to mention my other aunt, the Hippopotamus, and my other uncle, the Baboon, have all
spanked me for my 'satiable curtiosity--and | suppose this is the same thing."

182



So he said good-bye very politely to the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake, and helped to
coil him up on the rock again, and went on, a little warm, but not at all astonished, eating
melons, and throwing the rind about, because he could not pick it up, till he trod on what he
thought was a log of wood at the very edge of the great grey-green, greasy Limpopo River, all
set about with fever-trees.

But it was really the Crocodile, O Best Beloved, and the Crocodile winked one eye--like this!
"Scuse me," said the Elephant's Child most politely, "but do you happen to have seen a
Crocodile in these promiscuous parts?"

Then the Crocodile winked the other eye, and lifted half his tail out of the mud; and the
Elephant's Child stepped back most politely, because he did not wish to be spanked again.

"Come hither, Little One," said the Crocodile. "Why do you ask such things?"

"Scuse me," said the Elephant's Child most politely, "But my father has spanked me, my mother
has spanked me, not to mention my tall aunt, the Ostrich, and my tall uncle, the Giraffe, who can
kick ever so hard, as well as my broad aunt, the Hippopotamus, and my hairy uncle, the Baboon,
and including the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake, with the scalesome, flailsome tail, just up
the bank, who spanks harder than any of them; and so, if it's quite all the same to you, | don't
want to be spanked any more."

"Come hither, Little One,” said the Crocodile, "for I am the Crocodile,” and he wept crocodile
tears to show it was quite true.

Then the Elephants' child grew all breathless, and panted, and kneeled down on the bank
and said, "You are the very person | have been looking for all these long days. Will you please
tell me what you have for dinner?"

"Come hither, Little One," said the Crocodile, "and I'll whisper."

Then the Elephant's Child put his head down close to the Crocodile's musky, tusky mouth, and
the Crocodile caught him by his little nose, which up to that very week, day, hour, and minute,
had been no bigger than a boot, though much more useful.

"I think," said the Crocodile--and he said it between his teeth, like this--"I think to-day I will
begin with Elephant's Child!"

At this, O Best Beloved, the Elephant's Child was much annoyed, and he said, speaking
through his nose, like this, "Led go! You are hurtig be!"

Then the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake scuffled down from the bank and said, "My
young friend, if you do not now, immediately and instantly, pull as hard as ever you can, it is my
opinion that your acquaintance in the large-pattern leather ulster” (and by this he meant the
Crocodile) "will jerk you into yonder limpid stream before you can say Jack Robinson."

This is the way Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake always talked.

Then the Elephant's child sat back on his little haunches, and pulled, and pulled, and
pulled, and his nose began to stretch. And the Crocodile floundered into the water, making it all
creamy with great sweeps of his tail, and he pulled, and pulled, and pulled.

And the Elephant's Child's nose kept on stretching; and the Elephant's child spread all his
little four legs and pulled, and pulled, and pulled, and his nose kept on stretching; and the
Crocodile threshed his tail like an oar, and he pulled, and pulled, and pulled, and at each pull the
Elephant's Child's nose grew longer and longer--and it hurt him hijjus!!

Then the Elephant's Child felt his legs slipping, and he said through his nose, which was
now nearly five feet long, "This is to butch for be!"

Then the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake came down from the bank, and knotted
himself in a double-clove-hitch round the Elephant's Child's hind legs, and said, "Rash and
inexperienced traveller, we will now seriously devote ourselves to a little high tension, because if
we do not, it is my impression that yonder self-propelling man-of-war with the armour-plated
upper deck™ (and by this, O Best Beloved, he meant the Crocodile) "will permanently vitiate
your future career."”

That is the way all Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snakes always talk.
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So he pulled, and the Elephant's Child pulled, and the Crocodile pulled, but the Elephant's Child
and the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake pulled hardest; and at last the Crocodile let go of the
Elephant's Child's nose with a plop that you could hear all up and down the Limpopo.

Then the Elephant's Child sat down most hard and sudden; but first he was careful to say
"Thank you" to the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake; and next he was kind to his poor pulled
nose, and wrapped it all up in cool banana leaves, and hung it in the great grey-green greasy
Limpopo to cool.

"What are you doing that for?" said the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake.

"'Scuse me," said the Elephant's Child, "but my nose is badly out of shape, and | am waiting for
it to shrink"

"Then you will have to wait a long time,” said the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake. "Some
people do not know what is good for them."

The Elephant's Child sat there for three days waiting for his nose to shrink. But it never
grew any shorter, and, besides, it made him squint. For, O Best Beloved, you will understand
that the Crocodile had pulled it out into a really truly trunk, same as all Elephant's have today.

At the end of the third day a fly came and stung him on the shoulder, and before he knew
what he was doing he lifted up his trunk and hit that fly dead with the end of it.

"Vantage number one!" said the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake. "You couldn't have done
that with a mere-smear nose. Try and eat a little now."

Before he thought what he was doing the Elephant's Child put out his trunk and plucked
a large bundle of grass, dusted it clean against his forelegs, and stuffed it into his mouth.
"Vantage number two!" said the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake. "You couldn't have done
that with a mere-smear nose. Don't you think the sun is very hot here?"

"It is," said the Elephant's Child, and before he thought what he was doing he schlooped up a
schloop of mud from the banks of the great grey-green, greasy Limpopo, and slapped it on his
head, where it made a cool schloopy-sloshy mud-cap all trickly behind his ears.

"Vantage number three!" said the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake. "You couldn't have done
that with a mere-smear nose. Now how do you feel about being spanked again?"

"Scuse me," said the Elephant's Child, "but I should not like it at all.”

"How would you like to spank somebody?" said the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake.

"I should like it very much indeed,"” said the Elephant's Child.

"Well," said the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake, "you will find that new nose of yours very
useful to spank people with."

"Thank you," said the Elephant's child, "I'll remember that; and now I think I'll go home to all
my dear families and try."

So the Elephant's Child went home across Africa frisking and whisking his trunk. When
he wanted fruit to eat he pulled fruit down from a tree, instead of waiting for it to fall as he used
to do. When he wanted grass he plucked grass up from the ground, instead of going on his knees
as he used to do. When the flies bit him he broke off the branch of a tree and used it as a fly-
whisk; and he made himself a new, cool slushy-squshy mud-cap whenever the sun was hot.
When he felt lonely walking through Africa he sang to himself down his trunk, and the noise was
louder than several brass bands. He went especially out of his way to find a broad Hippopotamus
(she was no relation of his), and he spanked her very hard, to make sure that the Bi-Coloured-
Python-Rock-Snake had spoken the truth about his new trunk. The rest of the time he picked up
the melon rinds that he had dropped on his way to the Limpopo--for he was a Tidy Pachyderm.

One dark evening he came back to all his dear families, and he coiled up his trunk and
said, "How do you do?" They were very glad to see him, and immediately said, "Come here and
be spanked for your 'satiable curtiosity."

"Pooh," said the Elephant's Child. "I don't think you people's know anything about
spanking; but I do, and I'll show you."

Then he uncurled his trunk and knocked two of his dear brothers head over heels.
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"O Bananas!" said they, "Where did you learn that trick, and what have you done to your
nose?"

"I got a new one from the Crocodile on the banks of the great grey-green, greasy
Limpopo River," said the Elephant's Child. "I asked him what he had for dinner, and he gave me
this to keep."

"It looks very ugly,"” said his hairy uncle, the Baboon.

"It does,” said the Elephant's Child. "But it's very useful,” and he picked up his hairy
uncle, the Baboon, by one hairy leg, and hove him into a hornets' nest.

Then that bad Elephant's Child spanked all his dear families for a long time, till they
were very warm and greatly astonished. He pulled out his tall Ostrich aunt's tail-feathers; and he
caught his tall uncle, the Giraffe, by the hind-leg, and dragged him through a thorn-bush; and he
shouted at his broad aunt, the Hippopotamus, and blew bubbles into her ear when she was
sleeping in the water after meals; but he never let any one touch the Kolokolo Bird.

At last things grew so exciting that his dear families went off one by one in a hurry to the
banks of the great grey-green, greasy Limpopo River, all set about with fever-trees, to borrow
new noses from the Crocodile. When they came back nobody spanked anybody any more; and
ever since that day, O Best Beloved, all the Elephants you will ever see besides all those that you
won't, have trunks precisely like the trunk of the 'satiable Elephant's Child.

Texcr 6. The Darling by Anton Pavlovich Chekhov

3AJJAHUE: npouuntaiiTe TEKCT, OCYIIECTBUTE €€ MPEANEPEeBOAUECKAN aHAIU3 U CAENalTe ee
nepeBoJl B NHCbMEHHON (opme. B kakux Tpancpopmanusx BO3HHKIA HEOOXOAMMOCTH?
BersiBuTe 0COOEHHOCTH NEPEBOA TEKCTA JAHHOTO XYA0KECTBEHHOTO CTHJIS.

Olenka, the daughter of the retired collegiate assessor, Plemyanniakov, was sitting in her
back porch, lost in thought. It was hot, the flies were persistent and teasing, and it was pleasant
to reflect that it would soon be evening. Dark rainclouds were gathering from the east, and
bringing from time to time a breath of moisture in the air.

Kukin, who was the manager of an open-air theatre called the Tivoli, and who lived in
the lodge, was standing in the middle of the garden looking at the sky.

"Again!" he observed despairingly. "It's going to rain again! Rain every day, as though to spite
me. | might as well hang myself! It's ruin! Fearful losses every day."

He flung up his hands, and went on, addressing Olenka:

"There! that's the life we lead, Olga Semyonovna. It's enough to make one cry. One works and
does one's utmost, one wears oneself out, getting no sleep at night, and racks one's brain what to
do for the best. And then what happens? To begin with, one's public is ignorant, boorish. I give
them the very best operetta, a dainty masque, first rate music-hall artists. But do you suppose
that's what they want! They don't understand anything of that sort. They want a clown; what they
ask for is vulgarity. And then look at the weather! Almost every evening it rains. It started on the
tenth of May, and it's kept it up all May and June. It's simply awful! The public doesn't come, but
I've to pay the rent just the same, and pay the artists."

The next evening the clouds would gather again, and Kukin would say with an hysterical
laugh:

"Well, rain away, then! Flood the garden, drown me! Damn my luck in this world and the next!
Let the artists have me up! Send me to prison! -- to Siberia! -- the scaffold! Ha, ha, ha!"

And next day the same thing.

Olenka listened to Kukin with silent gravity, and sometimes tears came into her eyes. In the end
his misfortunes touched her; she grew to love him. He was a small thin man, with a yellow face,
and curls combed forward on his forehead. He spoke in a thin tenor; as he talked his mouth
worked on one side, and there was always an expression of despair on his face; yet he aroused a
deep and genuine affection in her. She was always fond of some one, and could not exist without
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loving. In earlier days she had loved her papa, who now sat in a darkened room, breathing with
difficulty; she had loved her aunt who used to come every other year from Bryansk; and before
that, when she was at school, she had loved her French master. She was a gentle, soft-hearted,
compassionate girl, with mild, tender eyes and very good health. At the sight of her full rosy
cheeks, her soft white neck with a little dark mole on it, and the kind, naive smile, which came
into her face when she listened to anything pleasant, men thought, "Yes, not half bad,” and
smiled too, while lady visitors could not refrain from seizing her hand in the middle of a
conversation, exclaiming in a gush of delight, "You darling!"

The house in which she had lived from her birth upwards, and which was left her in her
father's will, was at the extreme end of the town, not far from the Tivoli. In the evenings and at
night she could head the band playing, and the crackling and banging of fireworks, and it seemed
to her that it was Kukin struggling with his destiny, storming the entrenchments of his chief foe,
the indifferent public; there was a sweet thrill at her heart, she had no desire to sleep, and when
he returned home at day-break, she tapped softly at her bedroom window, and showing him only
her face and one shoulder through the curtain, she gave him a friendly smile ...

He proposed to her, and they were married. And when he had a closer view of her neck
and her plump, fine shoulders, he threw up his hands, and said:

"You darling!"

He was happy, but as it rained on the day and night of his wedding, his face still retained

an expression of despair.

They got on very well together. She used to sit in his office, to look after things in the
Tivoli, to put down the accounts and pay the wages. And her rosy cheeks, her sweet, naive,
radiant smile, were to be seen now at the office window, now in the refreshment bar or behind
the scenes of the theatre. And already she used to say to her acquaintances that the theatre was
the chief and most important thing in life and that it was only through the drama that one could
derive true enjoyment and become cultivated and humane.

"But do you suppose the public understands that?" she used to say. "What they want is a
clown. Yesterday we gave 'Faust Inside Out,” and almost all the boxes were empty; but if
Vanitchka and | had been producing some vulgar thing, | assure you the theatre would have been
packed. Tomorrow Vanitchka and | are doing 'Orpheus in Hell.' Do come."

And what Kukin said about the theatre and the actors she repeated. Like him she
despised the public for their ignorance and their indifference to art; she took part in the
rehearsals, she corrected the actors, she kept an eye on the behaviour of the musicians, and when
there was an unfavourable notice in the local paper, she shed tears, and then went to the editor's
office to set things right.

The actors were fond of her and used to call her "Vanitchka and 1," and "the darling"; she
was sorry for them and used to lend them small sums of money, and if they deceived her, she
used to shed a few tears in private, but did not complain to her husband.

They got on well in the winter too. They took the theatre in the town for the whole
winter, and let it for short terms to a Little Russian company, or to a conjurer, or to a local
dramatic society. Olenka grew stouter, and was always beaming with satisfaction, while Kukin
grew thinner and yellower, and continually complained of their terrible losses, although he had
not done badly all the winter. He used to cough at night, and she used to give him hot raspberry
tea or lime-flower water, to rub him with eau-de-Cologne and to wrap him in her warm shawls.
"You're such a sweet pet!" she used to say with perfect sincerity, stroking his hair. "You're such
a pretty dear!"

Towards Lent he went to Moscow to collect a new troupe, and without him she could not
sleep, but sat all night at her window, looking at the stars, and she compared herself with the
hens, who are awake all night and uneasy when the cock is not in the hen-house. Kukin was
detained in Moscow, and wrote that he would be back at Easter, adding some instructions about
the Tivoli. But on the Sunday before Easter, late in the evening, came a sudden ominous knock
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at the gate; someone was hammering on the gate as though on a barrel -- boom, boom, boom!
The drowsy cook went flopping with her bare feet through the puddles, as she ran to open the
gate.

"Please open," said someone outside in a thick bass. "There is a telegram for you."

Olenka had received telegrams from her husband before, but this time for some reason
she felt numb with terror. With shaking hands she opened the telegram and read as follows:
"IVAN PETROVITCH DIED SUDDENLY TO-DAY. AWAITING [IMMATE
INSTRUCTIONS FUFUNERAL TUESDAY."

That was how it was written in the telegram -- "fufuneral,” and the utterly
incomprehensible word "immate."” It was signed by the stage manager of the operatic company.
"My darling!" sobbed Olenka. "Vanka, my precious, my darling! Why did | ever meet you! Why
did I know you and love you! Your poor heart-broken Olenka is alone without you!"

Kukin's funeral took place on Tuesday in Moscow, Olenka returned home on
Wednesday, and as soon as she got indoors, she threw herself on her bed and sobbed so loudly
that it could be heard next door, and in the street.

"Poor darling!" the neighbours said, as they crossed themselves. "Olga Semyonovna, poor
darling! How she does take on!"

Three months later Olenka was coming home from mass, melancholy and in deep
mourning. It happened that one of her neighbours, Vassily Andreitch Pustovalov, returning home
from church, walked back beside her. He was the manager at Babakayev's, the timber
merchant's. He wore a straw hat, a white waistcoat, and a gold watch-chain, and looked more a
country gentleman than a man in trade.

"Everything happens as it is ordained, Olga Semyonovna,” he said gravely, with a
sympathetic note in his voice; "and if any of our dear ones die, it must be because it is the will of
God, so we ought have fortitude and bear it submissively."

After seeing Olenka to her gate, he said good-bye and went on. All day afterwards she
heard his sedately dignified voice, and whenever she shut her eyes she saw his dark beard. She
liked him very much. And apparently she had made an impression on him too, for not long
afterwards an elderly lady, with whom she was only slightly acquainted, came to drink coffee
with her, and as soon as she was seated at table began to talk about Pustovalov, saying that he
was an excellent man whom one could thoroughly depend upon, and that any girl would be glad
to marry him. Three days later Pustovalov came himself. He did not stay long, only about ten
minutes, and he did not say much, but when he left, Olenka loved him -- loved him so much that
she lay awake all night in a perfect fever, and in the morning she sent for the elderly lady. The
match was quickly arranged, and then came the wedding.

Pustovalov and Olenka got on very well together when they were married.

Usually he sat in the office till dinner-time, then he went out on business, while Olenka
took his place, and sat in the office till evening, making up accounts and booking orders.

"Timber gets dearer every year; the price rises twenty per cent,” she would say to her
customers and friends. "Only fancy we used to sell local timber, and now Vassitchka always has
to go for wood to the Mogilev district. And the freight!" she would add, covering her cheeks
with her hands in horror. "The freight!"

It seemed to her that she had been in the timber trade for ages and ages, and that the most
important and necessary thing in life was timber; and there was something intimate and touching
to her in the very sound of words such as "baulk," "post,” "beam,” "pole," "scantling," "batten,"
"lath,” "plank," etc.

At night when she was asleep she dreamed of perfect mountains of planks and boards,
and long strings of wagons, carting timber somewhere far away. She dreamed that a whole
regiment of six-inch beams forty feet high, standing on end, was marching upon the timber-yard;
that logs, beams, and boards knocked together with the resounding crash of dry wood, kept
falling and getting up again, piling themselves on each other. Olenka cried out in her sleep, and
Pustovalov said to her tenderly: "Olenka, what's the matter, darling? Cross yourself!"
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Her husband's ideas were hers. If he thought the room was too hot, or that business was
slack, she thought the same. Her husband did not care for entertainments, and on holidays he
stayed at home. She did likewise.

"You are always at home or in the office," her friends said to her. "You should go to the
theatre, darling, or to the circus."”

"Vassitchka and | have no time to go to theatres," she would answer sedately. "We have
no time for nonsense. What's the use of these theatres?"

On Saturdays Pustovalov and she used to go to the evening service; on holidays to early
mass, and they walked side by side with softened faces as they came home from church. There
was a pleasant fragrance about them both, and her silk dress rustled agreeably. At home they
drank tea, with fancy bread and jams of various kinds, and afterwards they ate pie. Every day at
twelve o'clock there was a savoury smell of beet-root soup and of mutton or duck in their yard,
and on fast-days of fish, and no one could pass the gate without feeling hungry. In the office the
samovar was always boiling, and customers were regaled with tea and cracknels. Once a week
the couple went to the baths and returned side by side, both red in the face.

"Yes, we have nothing to complain of, thank God,” Olenka used to say to her
acquaintances. "l wish every one were as well off as Vassitchka and 1."

When Pustovalov went away to buy wood in the Mogilev district, she missed him
dreadfully, lay awake and cried. A young veterinary surgeon in the army, called Smirnin, to
whom they had let their lodge, used sometimes to come in in the evening. He used to talk to her
and play cards with her, and this entertained her in her husband's absence. She was particularly
interested in what he told her of his home life. He was married and had a little boy, but was
separated from his wife because she had been unfaithful to him, and now he hated her and used
to send her forty roubles a month for the maintenance of their son. And hearing of all this,
Olenka sighed and shook her head. She was sorry for him.

"Well, God keep you," she used to say to him at parting, as she lighted him down the
stairs with a candle. "Thank you for coming to cheer me up, and may the Mother of God give
you health."”

And she always expressed herself with the same sedateness and dignity, the same
reasonableness, in imitation of her husband. As the veterinary surgeon was disappearing behind
the door below, she would say:

"You know, Vladimir Platonitch, you'd better make it up with your wife. You should forgive her
for the sake of your son. You may be sure the little fellow understands.”

And when Pustovalov came back, she told him in a low voice about the veterinary
surgeon and his unhappy home life, and both sighed and shook their heads and talked about the
boy, who, no doubt, missed his father, and by some strange connection of ideas, they went up to
the holy ikons, bowed to the ground before them and prayed that God would give them children.

And so the Pustovalovs lived for six years quietly and peaceably in love and complete
harmony.

But behold! one winter day after drinking hot tea in the office, Vassily Andreitch went
out into the yard without his cap on to see about sending off some timber, caught cold and was
taken ill. He had the best doctors, but he grew worse and died after four months' illness. And
Olenka was a widow once more.

"I've nobody, now you've left me, my darling," she sobbed, after her husband's funeral.
"How can | live without you, in wretchedness and misery! Pity me, good people, all alone in the
world!"

She went about dressed in black with long "weepers,” and gave up wearing hat and
gloves for good. She hardly ever went out, except to church, or to her husband's grave, and led
the life of a nun. It was not till six months later that she took off the weepers and opened the
shutters of the windows. She was sometimes seen in the mornings, going with her cook to
market for provisions, but what went on in her house and how she lived now could only be
surmised. People guessed, from seeing her drinking tea in her garden with the veterinary
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surgeon, who read the newspaper aloud to her, and from the fact that, meeting a lady she knew at
the post-office, she said to her:

"There is no proper veterinary inspection in our town, and that's the cause of all sorts of
epidemics. One is always hearing of people's getting infection from the milk supply, or catching
diseases from horses and cows. The health of domestic animals ought to be as well cared for as
the health of human beings."”

She repeated the veterinary surgeon's words, and was of the same opinion as he about
everything. It was evident that she could not live a year without some attachment, and had found
new happiness in the lodge. In any one else this would have been censured, but no one could
think ill of Olenka; everything she did was so natural. Neither she nor the veterinary surgeon said
anything to other people of the change in their relations, and tried, indeed, to conceal it, but
without success, for Olenka could not keep a secret. When he had visitors, men serving in his
regiment, and she poured out tea or served the supper, she would begin talking of the cattle
plague, of the foot and mouth disease, and of the municipal slaughterhouses. He was dreadfully
embarrassed, and when the guests had gone, he would seize her by the hand and hiss angrily:

"I've asked you before not to talk about what you don't understand. When we veterinary
surgeons are talking among ourselves, please don't put your word in. It's really annoying."

And she would look at him with astonishment and dismay, and ask him in alarm: "But,
Voloditchka, what am | to talk about?"

And with tears in her eyes she would embrace him, begging him not to be angry, and they were
both happy.

But this happiness did not last long. The veterinary surgeon departed, departed for ever
with his regiment, when it was transferred to a distant place -- to Siberia, it may be. And Olenka
was left alone.

Now she was absolutely alone. Her father had long been dead, and his armchair lay in
the attic, covered with dust and lame of one leg. She got thinner and plainer, and when people
met her in the street they did not look at her as they used to, and did not smile to her; evidently
her best years were over and left behind, and now a new sort of life had begun for her, which did
not bear thinking about. In the evening Olenka sat in the porch, and heard the band playing and
the fireworks popping in the Tivoli, but now the sound stirred no response. She looked into her
yard without interest, thought of nothing, wished for nothing, and afterwards, when night came
on she went to bed and dreamed of her empty yard. She ate and drank as it were unwillingly.

And what was worst of all, she had no opinions of any sort. She saw the objects about
her and understood what she saw, but could not form any opinion about them, and did not know
what to talk about. And how awful it is not to have any opinions! One sees a bottle, for instance,
or the rain, or a peasant driving in his cart, but what the bottle is for, or the rain, or the peasant,
and what is the meaning of it, one can't say, and could not even for a thousand roubles. When she
had Kukin, or Pustovalov, or the veterinary surgeon, Olenka could explain everything, and give
her opinion about anything you like, but now there was the same emptiness in her brain and in
her heart as there was in her yard outside. And it was as harsh and as bitter as wormwood in the
mouth.

Little by little the town grew in all directions. The road became a street, and where the
Tivoli and the timber-yard had been, there were new turnings and houses. How rapidly time
passes! Olenka's house grew dingy, the roof got rusty, the shed sank on one side, and the whole
yard was overgrown with docks and stinging-nettles. Olenka herself had grown plain and
elderly; in summer she sat in the porch, and her soul, as before, was empty and dreary and full of
bitterness. In winter she sat at her window and looked at the snow. When she caught the scent of
spring, or heard the chime of the church bells, a sudden rush of memories from the past came
over her, there was a tender ache in her heart, and her eyes brimmed over with tears; but this was
only for a minute, and then came emptiness again and the sense of the futility of life. The black
kitten, Briska, rubbed against her and purred softly, but Olenka was not touched by these feline
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caresses. That was not what she needed. She wanted a love that would absorb her whole being,
her whole soul and reason -- that would give her ideas and an object in life, and would warm her
old blood. And she would shake the kitten off her skirt and say with vexation:

"Get along; | don't want you!"

And so it was, day after day and year after year, and no joy, and no opinions. Whatever
Mavra, the cook, said she accepted.

One hot July day, towards evening, just as the cattle were being driven away, and the
whole yard was full of dust, some one suddenly knocked at the gate. Olenka went to open it
herself and was dumbfounded when she looked out: she saw Smirnin, the veterinary surgeon,
grey-headed, and dressed as a civilian. She suddenly remembered everything. She could not help
crying and letting her head fall on his breast without uttering a word, and in the violence of her
feeling she did not notice how they both walked into the house and sat down to tea.

"My dear Vladimir Platonitch! What fate has brought you?" she muttered, trembling
with joy.

"I want to settle here for good, Olga Semyonovna," he told her. "I have resigned my post,
and have come to settle down and try my luck on my own account. Besides, it's time for my boy
to go to school. He's a big boy. I am reconciled with my wife, you know."

"Where is she?" asked Olenka.
"She's at the hotel with the boy, and I'm looking for lodgings."

"Good gracious, my dear soul! Lodgings? Why not have my house? Why shouldn't that
suit you? Why, my goodness, | wouldn't take any rent!" cried Olenka in a flutter, beginning to
cry again. "You live here, and the lodge will do nicely for me. Oh dear! how glad I am!"

Next day the roof was painted and the walls were whitewashed, and Olenka, with her
arms akimbo walked about the yard giving directions. Her face was beaming with her old smile,
and she was brisk and alert as though she had waked from a long sleep. The veterinary's wife
arrived -- a thin, plain lady, with short hair and a peevish expression. With her was her little
Sasha, a boy of ten, small for his age, blue-eyed, chubby, with dimples in his cheeks. And
scarcely had the boy walked into the yard when he ran after the cat, and at once there was the
sound of his gay, joyous laugh.

"Is that your puss, auntie?" he asked Olenka. "When she has little ones, do give us a
kitten. Mamma is awfully afraid of mice."”

Olenka talked to him, and gave him tea. Her heart warmed and there was a sweet ache in
her bosom, as though the boy had been her own child. And when he sat at the table in the
evening, going over his lessons, she looked at him with deep tenderness and pity as she
murmured to herself:

"You pretty pet! ... my precious! ... Such a fair little thing, and so clever."

"'An island is a piece of land which is entirely surrounded by water," " he read aloud.

"An island is a piece of land,” she repeated, and this was the first opinion to which she gave
utterance with positive conviction after so many years of silence and dearth of ideas.

Now she had opinions of her own, and at supper she talked to Sasha's parents, saying
how difficult the lessons were at the high schools, but that yet the high school was better than a
commercial one, since with a high-school education all careers were open to one, such as being a
doctor or an engineer.

Sasha began going to the high school. His mother departed to Harkov to her sister's and
did not return; his father used to go off every day to inspect cattle, and would often be away from
home for three days together, and it seemed to Olenka as though Sasha was entirely abandoned,
that he was not wanted at home, that he was being starved, and she carried him off to her lodge
and gave him a little room there.

And for six months Sasha had lived in the lodge with her. Every morning Olenka came
into his bedroom and found him fast asleep, sleeping noiselessly with his hand under his cheek.
She was sorry to wake him.
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"Sashenka," she would say mournfully, "get up, darling. It's time for school."”

He would get up, dress and say his prayers, and then sit down to breakfast, drink three
glasses of tea, and eat two large cracknels and a half a buttered roll. All this time he was hardly
awake and a little ill-humoured in consequence.

"You don't quite know your fable, Sashenka,” Olenka would say, looking at him as though he
were about to set off on a long journey. "What a lot of trouble | have with you! You must work
and do your best, darling, and obey your teachers."

"Oh, do leave me alone!" Sasha would say.

Then he would go down the street to school, a little figure, wearing a big cap and
carrying a satchel on his shoulder. Olenka would follow him noiselessly.

"Sashenka!" she would call after him, and she would pop into his hand a date or a caramel.
When he reached the street where the school was, he would feel ashamed of being followed by a
tall, stout woman, he would turn round and say:

"You'd better go home, auntie. I can go the rest of the way alone."

She would stand still and look after him fixedly till he had disappeared at the school-gate.

Ah, how she loved him! Of her former attachments not one had been so deep; never had
her soul surrendered to any feeling so spontaneously, so disinterestedly, and so joyously as now
that her maternal instincts were aroused. For this little boy with the dimple in his cheek and the
big school cap, she would have given her whole life, she would have given it with joy and tears
of tenderness. Why? Who can tell why?

When she had seen the last of Sasha, she returned home, contented and serene, brimming
over with love; her face, which had grown younger during the last six months, smiled and
beamed; people meeting her looked at her with pleasure.

"Good-morning, Olga Semyonovna, darling. How are you, darling?"

"The lessons at the high school are very difficult now,"” she would relate at the market. "It's too
much; in the first class yesterday they gave him a fable to learn by heart, and a Latin translation
and a problem. You know it's too much for a little chap.”

And she would begin talking about the teachers, the lessons, and the school books,
saying just what Sasha said.

At three o'clock they had dinner together: in the evening they learned their lessons
together and cried. When she put him to bed, she would stay a long time making the Cross over
him and murmuring a prayer; then she would go to bed and dream of that far-away misty future
when Sasha would finish his studies and become a doctor or an engineer, would have a big house
of his own with horses and a carriage, would get married and have children ... She would fall
asleep still thinking of the same thing, and tears would run down her cheeks from her closed
eyes, while the black cat lay purring beside her: "Mrr, mrr, mrr."

Suddenly there would come a loud knock at the gate.

Olenka would wake up breathless with alarm, her heart throbbing. Half a minute later
would come another knock.

"It must be a telegram from Harkov," she would think, beginning to tremble from head to foot.
"Sasha's mother is sending for him from Harkov ... Oh, mercy on us!"

She was in despair. Her head, her hands, and her feet would turn chill, and she would feel that
she was the most unhappy woman in the world. But another minute would pass, voices would be
heard: it would turn out to be the veterinary surgeon coming home from the club.

"Well, thank God!" she would think.

And gradually the load in her heart would pass off, and she would feel at ease. She
would go back to bed thinking of Sasha, who lay sound asleep in the next room, sometimes
crying out in his sleep:

"I'll give it you! Get away! Shut up!"

Texcr 7. A Telephone Call by Dorothy Parker
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3AJIAHUE: npounTaiiTe TEKCT, OCYIIECTBUTE €€ MPEANECPEeBOTUCCKUN aHAIM3 U CHIETANTe ee
nepeBoJ B TNHUCbMEHHOH ¢opme. B kakux TpaHchopMmamusx BO3HHKIA HEOOXOAUMOCTH?
BrisiBUTE 0COOCHHOCTH MEPEBOJIa TEKCTA TAHHOTO XYJ0KECTBEHHOTO CTHUJIS.

PLEASE, God, let him telephone me now. Dear God, let him call me now. | won't ask
anything else of You, truly I won't. It isn't very much to ask. It would be so little to You, God,
such a little, little thing. Only let him telephone now. Please, God. Please, please, please.

If I didn't think about it, maybe the telephone might ring. Sometimes it does that. If |
could think of something else. If I could think of something else. Knobby if I counted five
hundred by fives, it might ring by that time. I'll count slowly. I won't cheat. And if it rings when |
get to three hundred, | won't stop; | won't answer it until | get to five hundred. Five, ten, fifteen,
twenty, twenty-five, thirty, thirty-five, forty, forty-five, fifty.... Oh, please ring. Please.

This is the last time I'll look at the clock. I will not look at it again. It's ten minutes past

seven. He said he would telephone at five o'clock. "I'll call you at five, darling.” I think that's
where he said "darling." I'm almost sure he said it there. | know he called me "darling" twice,
and the other time was when he said good-by. "Good-by, darling.” He was busy, and he can't say
much in the office, but he called me "darling” twice. He couldn't have minded my calling him
up. I know you shouldn't keep telephoning them--1 know they don't like that. When you do that
they know you are thinking about them and wanting them, and that makes them hate you. But |
hadn't talked to him in three days-not in three days. And all I did was ask him how he was; it was
just the way anybody might have called him up. He couldn't have minded that. He couldn't have
thought 1 was bothering him. "No, of course you're not,” he said. And he said he'd telephone me.
He didn't have to say that. | didn't ask him to, truly I didn't. I'm sure I didn't. I don't think he
would say he'd telephone me, and then just never do it. Please don't let him do that, God. Please
dont.
"I'll call you at five, darling.” "Good-by, darling.," He was busy, and he was in a hurry, and there
were people around him, but he called me "darling” twice. That's mine, that's mine. | have that,
even if | never see him again. Oh, but that's so little. That isn't enough. Nothing's enough, if I
never see him again. Please let me see him again, God. Please, | want him so much. I want him
so much. I'll be good, God. | will try to be better, I will, If you will let me see him again. If You
will let him telephone me. Oh, let him telephone me now.

Ah, don't let my prayer seem too little to You, God. You sit up there, so white and old,
with all the angels about You and the stars slipping by. And | come to You with a prayer about a
telephone call. Ah, don't laugh, God. You see, You don't know how it feels. You're so safe, there
on Your throne, with the blue swirling under You. Nothing can touch You; no one can twist
Your heart in his hands. This is suffering, God, this is bad, bad suffering. Won't You help me?
For Your Son's sake, help me. You said You would do whatever was asked of You in His name.
Oh, God, in the name of Thine only beloved Son, Jesus Christ, our Lord, let him telephone me
now.

| must stop this. | mustn't be this way. Look. Suppose a young man says he'll call a girl
up, and then something happens, and he doesn't. That isn't so terrible, is it? Why, it's gong on all
over the world, right this minute. Oh, what do | care what's going on all over the world? Why
can't that telephone ring? Why can't it, why can't it? Couldn't you ring? Ah, please, couldn't you?
You damned, ugly, shiny thing. It would hurt you to ring, wouldn't it? Oh, that would hurt you.
Damn you, I'll pull your filthy roots out of the wall, I'll smash your smug black face in little bits.
Damn you to hell.

No, no, no. | must stop. | must think about something else. This is what I'll do. I'll put the
clock in the other room. Then | can't look at it. If I do have to look at it, then I'll have to walk
into the bedroom, and that will be something to do. Maybe, before | look at it again, he will call
me. I'll be so sweet to him, if he calls me. If he says he can't see me tonight, I'll say, "Why, that's
all right, dear. Why, of course it's all right." I'll be the way | was when | first met him. Then
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maybe he'll like me again. | was always sweet, at first. Oh, it's so easy to be sweet to people
before you love them.

| think he must still like me a little. He couldn't have called me "darling™ twice today, if
he didn't still like me a little. It isn't all gone, if he still likes me a little; even if it's only a little,
little bit. You see, God, if You would just let him telephone me, | wouldn't have to ask You
anything more. | would be sweet to him, |1 would be gay, | would be just the way | used to be,
and then he would love me again. And then | would never have to ask You for anything more.
Don't You see, God? So won't You please let him telephone me? Won't You please, please,
please?

Are You punishing me, God, because I've been bad? Are You angry with me because |
did that? Oh, but, God, there are so many bad people --You could not be hard only to me. And it
wasn't very bad; it couldn't have been bad. We didn't hurt anybody, God. Things are only bad
when they hurt people. We didn't hurt one single soul; You know that. You know it wasn't bad,
don't You, God? So won't You let him telephone me now?

If he doesn't telephone me, I'll know God is angry with me. I'll count five hundred by
fives, and if he hasn't called me then, I will know God isn't going to help me, ever again. That
will be the sign. Five, ten, fifteen, twenty, twenty-five, thirty, thirty-five, forty, forty-five, fifty,
fifty-five. . . It was bad. | knew it was bad. All right, God, send me to hell. You think You're
frightening me with Your hell, don't You? You think. Your hell is worse than mine.

I mustn't. I mustn't do this. Suppose he's a little late calling me up --that's nothing to get
hysterical about. Maybe he isn't going to call--maybe he's coming straight up here without
telephoning. He'll be cross if he sees | have been crying. They don't like you to cry. He doesn't
cry. I wish to God | could make him cry. I wish I could make him cry and tread the floor and feel
his heart heavy and big and festering in him. I wish I could hurt him like hell.

He doesn't wish that about me. | don't think he even knows how he makes me feel. | wish
he could know, without my telling him. They don't like you to tell them they've made you cry.
They don't like you to tell them you're unhappy because of them. If you do, they think you're
possessive and exacting. And then they hate you. They hate you whenever you say anything you
really think. You always have to keep playing little games. Oh, I thought we didn't have to; I
thought this was so big | could say whatever | meant. | guess you can't, ever. | guess there isn't
ever anything big enough for that. Oh, if he would just telephone, 1 wouldn't tell him | had been
sad about him. They hate sad people. 1 would be so sweet and so gay, he couldn't help but like
me. If he would only telephone. If he would only telephone.

Maybe that's what he is doing. Maybe he is coming on here without calling me up.
Maybe he's on his way now. Something might have happened to him. No, nothing could ever
happen to him. | can't picture anything happening to him. I never picture him run over. | never
see him lying still and long and dead. | wish he were dead. That's a terrible wish. That's a lovely
wish. If he were dead, he would be mine. If he were dead, | would never think of now and the
last few weeks. | would remember only the lovely times. It would be all beautiful. I wish he were
dead. | wish he were dead, dead, dead.

This is silly. It's silly to go wishing people were dead just because they don't call you up
the very minute they said they would. Maybe the clock's fast; I don't know whether it's right.
Maybe he's hardly late at all. Anything could have made him a little late. Maybe he had to stay at
his office. Maybe he went home, to call me up from there, and somebody came in. He doesn't
like to telephone me in front of people. Maybe he's worried, just alittle, little bit, about keeping
me waiting. He might even hope that | would call him up. | could do that. I could telephone him.

I mustn't. I mustn't, I mustn't. Oh, God, please don't let me telephone him. Please keep
me from doing that. I know, God, just as well as You do, that if he were worried about me, he'd
telephone no matter where he was or how many people there were around him. Please make me
know that, God. | don't ask YOU to make it easy for me--You can't do that, for all that You
could make a world. Only let me know it, God. Don't let me go on hoping. Don't let me say
comforting things to myself. Please don't let me hope, dear God. Please don't.
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| won't telephone him. I'll never telephone him again as long as | live. He'll rot in hell,
before I'll call him up. You don't have to give me strength, God; | have it myself. If he wanted
me, he could get me. He knows where | ram. He knows I'm waiting here. He's so sure of me, so
sure. | wonder why they hate you, as soon as they are sure of you. | should think it would be so
sweet to be sure.

It would be so easy to telephone him. Then I'd know. Maybe it wouldn't be a foolish
thing to do. Maybe he wouldn't mind. Maybe he'd like it. Maybe he has been trying to get me.
Sometimes people try and try to get you on the telephone, and they say the number doesn't
answer. I'm not just saying that to help myself; that really happens. You know that really
happens, God. Oh, God, keep me away from that telephone. Kcep me away. Let me still have
just a little bit of pride. I think I'm going to need it, God. I think it will be all I'll have.

Oh, what does pride matter, when I can't stand it if | don't talk to him? Pride like that is
such a silly, shabby little thing. The real pride, the big pride, is in having no pride. I'm not saying
that just because | want to call him. I am not. That's true, | know that's true. I will be big. I will
be beyond little prides.

Please, God, keep me from, telephoning him. Please, God.

| don't see what pride has to do with it. This is such a little thing, for me to be bringing in
pride, for me to be making such a fuss about. I may have misunderstood him. Maybe he said for
me to call him up, at five. "Call me at five, darling.” He could have said that, perfectly well. It's
so possible that I didn't hear him right. "Call me at five, darling.” I'm almost sure that's what he
said. God, don't let me talk this way to myself. Make me know, please make me know.

I'll think about something else. I'll just sit quietly. If I could sit still. If I could sit still.
Maybe | could read. Oh, all the books are about people who love each other, truly and sweetly.
What do they want to write about that for? Don't they know it isn't tree? Don't they know it's a
lie, it's a God damned lie? What do they have to tell about that for, when they know how it hurts?
Damn them, damn them, damn them.

I won't. I'll be quiet. This is nothing to get excited about. Look. Suppose he were
someone | didn't know very well. Suppose he were another girl. Then I d just telephone and say,
"Well, for goodness' sake, what happened to you?" That's what I'd do, and I'd never even think
about it. Why can't | be casual and natural, just because | love him? I can be. Honestly, | can be.
I'll call him up, and be so easy and pleasant. You see if I won't, God. Oh, don't let me call him.
Dont, don't, don't.

God, aren't You really going to let him call me? Are You sure, God? Couldn't You
please relent? Couldn't You? I don't even ask You to let him telephone me this minute, God; only
let him do it in a little while. I'll count five hundred by fives. I'll do it so slowly and so fairly. If
he hasn't telephoned then, I'll call him. I will. Oh, please, dear God, dear kind God, my blessed
Father in Heaven, let him call before then. Please, God. Please.

Five, ten, fifteen, twenty, twentyfive, thirty, thirty-five....

Texcr 8. The Inn

3AJJAHUE: nmpouuTaiiTe TEKCT, OCYLIECTBUTE €€ NMPEANECPEBOAUECKUI aHAIU3 U CHEIalTe ee
nepeBoJ B NHUCbMEHHOH ¢opme. B kakux TpaHchopMmalusx BO3HHKIA HE0O0XOAUMOCTh?
BrrsiBuTe 0CO6EHHOCTH MEpeBO/ia TEKCTa JAHHOTO XYA0KECTBEHHOTO CTHJIS.

Resembling in appearance all the wooden hostelries of the High Alps situated at the foot
of glaciers in the barren rocky gorges that intersect the summits of the mountains, the Inn of
Schwarenbach serves as a resting place for travellers crossing the Gemini Pass.

It remains open for six months in the year and is inhabited by the family of Jean Hauser;
then, as soon as the snow begins to fall and to fill the valley so as to make the road down to
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Loeche impassable, the father and his three sons go away and leave the house in charge of the
old guide, Gaspard Hari, with the young guide, Ulrich Kunsi, and Sam, the great mountain dog.

The two men and the dog remain till the spring in their snowy prison, with nothing
before their eyes except the immense white slopes of the Balmhorn, surrounded by light,
glistening summits, and are shut in, blocked up and buried by the snow which rises around them
and which envelops, binds and crushes the little house, which lies piled on the roof, covering the
windows and blocking up the door.

It was the day on which the Hauser family were going to return to Loeche, as winter was
approaching, and the descent was becoming dangerous. Three mules started first, laden with
baggage and led by the three sons. Then the mother, Jeanne Hauser, and her daughter Louise
mounted a fourth mule and set off in their turn and the father followed them, accompanied by the
two men in charge, who were to escort the family as far as the brow of the descent. First of all
they passed round the small lake, which was now frozen over, at the bottom of the mass of rocks
which stretched in front of the inn, and then they followed the valley, which was dominated on
all sides by the snow-covered summits.

A ray of sunlight fell into that little white, glistening, frozen desert and illuminated it
with a cold and dazzling flame. No living thing appeared among this ocean of mountains. There
was no motion in this immeasurable solitude and no noise disturbed the profound silence.

By degrees the young guide, Ulrich Kunsi, a tall, long-legged Swiss, left old man Hauser
and old Gaspard behind, in order to catch up the mule which bore the two women. The younger
one looked at him as he approached and appeared to be calling him with her sad eyes. She was a
young, fairhaired little peasant girl, whose milk-white cheeks and pale hair looked as if they had
lost their color by their long abode amid the ice. When he had got up to the animal she was
riding he put his hand on the crupper and relaxed his speed. Mother Hauser began to talk to him,
enumerating with the minutest details all that he would have to attend to during the winter. It was
the first time that he was going to stay up there, while old Hari had already spent fourteen
winters amid the snow, at the inn of Schwarenbach.

Ulrich Kunsi listened, without appearing to understand and looked incessantly at the girl.
From time to time he replied: "Yes, Madame Hauser,” but his thoughts seemed far away and his
calm features remained unmoved.

They reached Lake Daube, whose broad, frozen surface extended to the end of the
valley. On the right one saw the black, pointed, rocky summits of the Daubenhorn beside the
enormous moraines of the Lommern glacier, above which rose the Wildstrubel. As they
approached the Gemmi pass, where the descent of Loeche begins, they suddenly beheld the
immense horizon of the Alps of the Valais, from which the broad, deep valley of the Rhone
separated them.

In the distance there was a group of white, unequal, flat, or pointed mountain summits,
which glistened in the sun; the Mischabel with its two peaks, the huge group of the Weisshorn,
the heavy Brunegghorn, the lofty and formidable pyramid of Mount Cervin, that slayer of men,
and the Dent- Blanche, that monstrous coquette.

Then beneath them, in a tremendous hole, at the bottom of a terrific abyss, they
perceived Loeche, where houses looked as grains of sand which had been thrown into that
enormous crevice that is ended and closed by the Gemmi and which opens, down below, on the
Rhone.

The mule stopped at the edge of the path, which winds and turns continually, doubling
backward, then, fantastically and strangely, along the side of the mountain as far as the almost
invisible little village at its feet. The women jumped into the snow and the two old men joined
them. "Well," father Hauser said, "good-by, and keep up your spirits till next year, my friends,"
and old Hari replied: "Till next year."

They embraced each other and then Madame Hauser in her turn offered her cheek, and
the girl did the same.
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When Ulrich Kunsi's turn came, he whispered in Louise's ear, "Do not forget those up
yonder," and she replied, "No," in such a low voice that he guessed what she had said without
hearing it. "Well, adieu,” Jean Hauser repeated, "and don't fall ill." And going before the two
women, he commenced the descent, and soon all three disappeared at the first turn in the road,
while the two men returned to the inn at Schwarenbach.

They walked slowly, side by side, without speaking. It was over, and they would be
alone together for four or five months. Then Gaspard Hari began to relate his life last winter. He
had remained with Michael Canol, who was too old now to stand it, for an accident might
happen during that long solitude. They had not been dull, however; the only thing was to make
up one's mind to it from the first, and in the end one would find plenty of distraction, games and
other means of whiling away the time.

Ulrich Kunsi listened to him with his eyes on the ground, for in his thoughts he was
following those who were descending to the village. They soon came in sight of the inn, which
was, however, scarcely visible, so small did it look, a black speck at the foot of that enormous
billow of snow, and when they opened the door Sam, the great curly dog, began to romp round
them.

"Come, my boy," old Gaspard said, "we have no women now, so we must get our own
dinner ready. Go and peel the potatoes.” And they both sat down on wooden stools and began to
prepare the soup.

The next morning seemed very long to Kunsi. Old Hari smoked and spat on the hearth,
while the young man looked out of the window at the snow- covered mountain opposite the
house.

In the afternoon he went out, and going over yesterday's ground again, he looked for the
traces of the mule that had carried the two women. Then when he had reached the Gemmi Pass,
he laid himself down on his stomach and looked at Loeche.

The village, in its rocky pit, was not yet buried under the snow, from which it was
sheltered by the pine woods which protected it on all sides. Its low houses looked like paving
stones in a large meadow from above. Hauser's little daughter was there now in one of those
gray-colored houses. In which? Ulrich Kunsi was too far away to be able to make them out
separately. How he would have liked to go down while he was yet able!

But the sun had disappeared behind the lofty crest of the Wildstrubel and the young man
returned to the chalet. Daddy Hari was smoking, and when he saw his mate come in he proposed
a game of cards to him, and they sat down opposite each other, on either side of the table. They
played for a long time a simple game called brisque and then they had supper and went to bed.

The following days were like the first, bright and cold, without any fresh snow. Old
Gaspard spent his afternoons in watching the eagles and other rare birds which ventured on those
frozen heights, while Ulrich returned regularly to the Gemmi Pass to look at the village. Then
they played cards, dice or dominoes and lost and won a trifle, just to create an interest in the
game.

One morning Hari, who was up first, called his companion. A moving, deep and light
cloud of white spray was falling on them noiselessly and was by degrees burying them under a
thick, heavy coverlet of foam. That lasted four days and four nights. It was necessary to free the
door and the windows, to dig out a passage and to cut steps to get over this frozen powder, which
a twelve hours' frost had made as hard as the granite of the moraines.

They lived like prisoners and did not venture outside their abode. They had divided their
duties, which they performed regularly. Ulrich Kunsi undertook the scouring, washing and
everything that belonged to cleanliness. He also chopped up the wood while Gaspard Hari did
the cooking and attended to the fire. Their regular and monotonous work was interrupted by long
games at cards or dice, and they never quarrelled, but were always calm and placid. They were
never seen impatient or ill- humored, nor did they ever use hard words, for they had laid in a
stock of patience for their wintering on the top of the mountain.
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Sometimes old Gaspard took his rifle and went after chamois, and occasionally he killed
one. Then there was a feast in the inn at Schwarenbach and they revelled in fresh meat. One
morning he went out as usual. The thermometer outside marked eighteen degrees of frost, and as
the sun had not yet risen, the hunter hoped to surprise the animals at the approaches to the
Wildstrubel, and Ulrich, being alone, remained in bed until ten o'clock. He was of a sleepy
nature, but he would not have dared to give way like that to his inclination in the presence of the
old guide, who was ever an early riser. He breakfasted leisurely with Sam, who also spent his
days and nights in sleeping in front of the fire; then he felt low-spirited and even frightened at
the solitude, and was-seized by a longing for his daily game of cards, as one is by the craving of
a confirmed habit, and so he went out to meet his companion, who was to return at four o'clock.

The snow had levelled the whole deep valley, filled up the crevasses, obliterated all signs
of the two lakes and covered the rocks, so that between the high summits there was nothing but
an immense, white, regular, dazzling and frozen surface. For three weeks Ulrich had not been to
the edge of the precipice from which he had looked down on the village, and he wanted to go
there before climbing the slopes which led to Wildstrubel. Loeche was now also covered by the
snow and the houses could scarcely be distinguished, covered as they were by that white cloak.

Then, turning to the right, he reached the Loemmern glacier. He went along with a
mountaineer's long strides, striking the snow, which was as hard as a rock, with his ironpointed
stick, and with his piercing eyes he looked for the little black, moving speck in the distance, on
that enormous, white expanse.

When he reached the end of the glacier he stopped and asked himself whether the old
man had taken that road, and then he began to walk along the moraines with rapid and uneasy
steps. The day was declining, the snow was assuming a rosy tint, and a dry, frozen wind blew in
rough gusts over its crystal surface. Ulrich uttered a long, shrill, vibrating call. His voice sped
through the deathlike silence in which the mountains were sleeping; it reached the distance,
across profound and motionless waves of glacial foam, like the cry of a bird across the waves of
the sea. Then it died away and nothing answered him.

He began to walk again. The sun had sunk yonder behind the mountain tops, which were
still purple with the reflection from the sky, but the depths of the valley were becoming gray, and
suddenly the young man felt frightened. It seemed to him as if the silence, the cold, the solitude,
the winter death of these mountains were taking possession of him, were going to stop and to
freeze his blood, to make his limbs grow stiff and to turn him into a motionless and frozen
object, and he set off running, fleeing toward his dwelling. The old man, he thought, would have
returned during his absence. He had taken another road; he would, no doubt, be sitting before the
fire, with a dead chamois at his feet. He soon came in sight of the inn, but no smoke rose from it.
Ulrich walked faster and opened the door. Sam ran up to him to greet him, but Gaspard Hari had
not returned. Kunsi, in his alarm, turned round suddenly, as if he had expected to find his
comrade hidden in a corner. Then he relighted the fire and made the soup, hoping every moment
to see the old man come in. From time to time he went out to see if he were not coming. It was
quite night now, that wan, livid night of the mountains, lighted by a thin, yellow crescent moon,
just disappearing behind the mountain tops.

Then the young man went in and sat down to warm his hands and feet, while he pictured
to himself every possible accident. Gaspard might have broken a leg, have fallen into a crevasse,
taken a false step and dislocated his ankle. And, perhaps, he was lying on the snow, overcome
and stiff with the cold, in agony of mind, lost and, perhaps, shouting for help, calling with all his
might in the silence of the night.. But where? The mountain was so vast, so rugged, so dangerous
in places, especially at that time of the year, that it would have required ten or twenty guides to
walk for a week in all directions to find a man in that immense space. Ulrich Kunsi, however,
made up his mind to set out with Sam if Gaspard did not return by one in the morning, and he
made his preparations.

He put provisions for two days into a bag, took his steel climbing iron, tied a long, thin,
strong rope round his waist, and looked to see that his ironshod stick and his axe, which served
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to cut steps in the ice, were in order. Then he waited. The fire was burning on the hearth, the
great dog was snoring in front of it, and the clock was ticking, as regularly as a heart beating, in
its resounding wooden case. He waited, with his ears on the alert for distant sounds, and he
shivered when the wind blew against the roof and the walls. It struck twelve and he trembled:
Then, frightened and shivering, he put some water on the fire, so that he might have some hot
coffee before starting, and when the clock struck one he got up, woke Sam, opened the door and
went off in the direction of the Wildstrubel. For five hours he mounted, scaling the rocks by
means of his climbing irons, cutting into the ice, advancing continually, and occasionally hauling
up the dog, who remained below at the foot of some slope that was too steep for him, by means
of the rope. It was about six o'clock when he reached one of the summits to which old Gaspard
often came after chamois, and he waited till it should be daylight.

The sky was growing pale overhead, and a strange light, springing nobody could tell
whence, suddenly illuminated the immense ocean of pale mountain summits, which extended for
a hundred leagues around him. One might have said that this vague brightness arose from the
snow itself and spread abroad in space. By degrees the highest distant summits assumed a
delicate, pink flesh color, and the red sun appeared behind the ponderous giants of the Bernese
Alps.

Ulrich Kunsi set off again, walking like a hunter, bent over, looking for tracks, and
saying to his dog: "Seek, old fellow, seek!"

He was descending the mountain now, scanning the depths closely, and from time to
time shouting, uttering aloud, prolonged cry, which soon died away in that silent vastness. Then
he put his ear to the ground to listen. He thought he could distinguish a voice, and he began to
run and shouted again, but he heard nothing more and sat down, exhausted and in despair.

Toward midday he breakfasted and gave Sam, who was as tired as himself, something to
eat also, and then he recommenced his search.

When evening came he was still walking, and he had walked more than thirty miles over
the mountains. As he was too far away to return home and too tired to drag himself along any
further, he dug a hole in the snow and crouched in it with his dog under a blanket which he had
brought with him. And the man and the dog lay side by side, trying to keep warm, but frozen to
the marrow nevertheless. Ulrich scarcely slept, his mind haunted by visions and his limbs
shaking with cold.

Day was breaking when he got up. His legs were as stiff as iron bars and his spirits so
low that he was ready to cry with anguish, while his heart was beating so that he almost fell over
with agitation, when he thought he heard a noise.

Suddenly he imagined that he also was going to die of cold in the midst of this vast
solitude, and the terror of such a death roused his energies and gave him renewed vigor. He was
descending toward the inn, falling down and getting up again, and followed at a distance by Sam,
who was limping on three legs, and they did not reach Schwarenbach until four o'clock in the
afternoon. The house was empty and the young man made a fire, had something to eat and went
to sleep, so worn out that he did not think of anything more.

He slept for a long time, for a very long time, an irresistible sleep. But suddenly a voice,
a cry, a name, "Ulrich!" aroused him from his profound torpor and made him sit up in bed. Had
he been dreaming? Was it one of those strange appeals which cross the dreams of disquieted
minds? No, he heard it still, that reverberating cry-which had entered his ears and remained in
his flesh-to the tips of his sinewy fingers. Certainly somebody had cried out and called "Ulrich!"
There was somebody there near the house, there could be no doubt of that, and he opened the
door and shouted, "Is it you, Gaspard?" with all the strength of his lungs. But there was no reply,
no murmur, no groan, nothing. It was quite dark and the snow looked wan.

The wind had risen, that icy wind that cracks the rocks and leaves nothing alive on those
deserted heights, and it came in sudden gusts, which were more parching and more deadly than
the burning wind of the desert, and again Ulrich shouted: "Gaspard! Gaspard! Gaspard." And
then he waited again. Everything was silent on the mountain.
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Then he shook with terror and with a bound he was inside the inn, when he shut and
bolted the door, and then he fell into a chair trembling all over, for he felt certain that his
comrade had called him at the moment he was expiring.

He was sure of that, as sure as one is of being alive or of eating a piece of bread. Old
Gaspard Hari had been dying for two days and three nights somewhere, in some hole, in one of
those deep, untrodden ravines whose whiteness is more sinister than subterranean darkness. He
had been dying for two days and three nights and be had just then died, thinking of his comrade.
His soul, almost before it was released, had taken its flight to the inn where Ulrich was sleeping,
and it had called him by that terrible and mysterious power which the spirits of the dead have to
haunt the living. That voiceless soul had cried to the worn-out soul of the sleeper; it had uttered
its last farewell, or its reproach, or its curse on the man who had not searched carefully enough.

And Ulrich felt that it was there, quite close to him, behind the wall, behind the door
which be had just fastened. It was wandering about, like a night bird which lightly touches a
lighted window with his wings, and the terrified young man was ready to scream with horror. He
wanted to run away, but did not dare to go out; he did not dare, and he should never dare to do it
in the future, for that phantom would remain there day and night, round the inn, as long as the
old man's body was not recovered and had not been deposited in the consecrated earth of a
churchyard.

When it was daylight Kunsi recovered some of his courage at the return of the bright
sun. He prepared his meal, gave his dog some food and then remained motionless on a chair,
tortured at heart as he thought of the old man lying on the snow, and then, as soon as night once
more covered the mountains, new terrors assailed him. He now walked up and down the dark
kitchen, which was scarcely lighted by the flame of one candle, and he walked from one end of it
to the other with great strides, listening, listening whether the terrible cry of the other night
would again break the dreary silence outside. He felt himself alone, unhappy man, as no man had
ever been alone before! He was alone in this immense desert of Snow, alone five thousand feet
above the inhabited earth, above human habitation, above that stirring, noisy, palpitating life,
alone under an icy sky! A mad longing impelled him to run away, no matter where, to get down
to Loeche by flinging himself over the precipice; but he did not even dare to open the door, as he
felt sure that the other, the dead man, would bar his road, so that he might not be obliged to
remain up there alone:

Toward midnight, tired with walking, worn out by grief and fear, he at last fell into a
doze in his chair, for he was afraid of his bed as one is of a haunted spot. But suddenly the
strident cry of the other evening pierced his ears, and it was so shrill that Ulrich stretched out his
arms to repulse the ghost, and he fell backward with his chair.

Sam, who was awakened by the noise, began to howl as frightened dogs do howl, and he
walked all about the house trying to find out where the danger came from. When he got to the
door, he sniffed beneath it, smelling vigorously, with his coat bristling and his tail stiff, while he
growled angrily. Kunsi, who was terrified, jumped up, and, holding his chair by one leg, he
cried: "Don't come in, don't come in, or I shall kill you." And the dog, excited by this threat,
barked angrily at that invisible enemy who defied his master's voice. By degrees, however, he
quieted down and came back and stretched himself in front of the fire, but he was uneasy and
kept his head up and growled between his teeth.

Ulrich, in turn, recovered his senses, but as he felt faint with terror, he went and got a
bottle of brandy out of the sideboard, and he drank off several glasses, one after anther, at a gulp.
His ideas became vague, his courage revived and a feverish glow ran through his veins.

He ate scarcely anything the next day and limited himself to alcohol, and so he lived for
several days, like a drunken brute. As soon as he thought of Gaspard Hari, he began to drink
again, and went on drinking until he fell to the ground, overcome by intoxication. And there he
remained lying on his face, dead drunk, his limbs benumbed, and snoring loudly. But scarcely
had he digested the maddening and burning liquor than the same cry, "Ulrich!" woke him like a
bullet piercing his brain, and he got up, still staggering, stretching out his hands to save himself
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from falling, and calling to Sam to help him. And the dog, who appeared to be going mad like
his master, rushed to the door, scratched it with his claws and gnawed it with his long white
teeth, while the young man, with his head thrown back drank the brandy in draughts, as if it had
been cold water, so that it might by and by send his thoughts, his frantic terror, and his memory
to sleep again.

In three weeks he had consumed all his stock of ardent spirits. But his continual
drunkenness only lulled his terror, which awoke more furiously than ever as soon as it was
impossible for him to calm it. His fixed idea then, which had been intensified by a month of
drunkenness, and which was continually increasing in his absolute solitude, penetrated him like a
gimlet. He now walked about the house like a wild beast in its cage, putting his ear to the door to
listen if the other were there and defying him through the wall. Then, as soon as he dozed,
overcome by fatigue, he heard the voice which made him leap to his feet.

At last one night, as cowards do when driven to extremities, he sprang to the door and
opened it, to see who was calling him and to force him to keep quiet, but such a gust of cold
wind blew into his face that it chilled him to the bone, and he closed and bolted the door again
immediately, without noticing that Sam had rushed out. Then, as he was shivering with cold, he
threw some wood on the fire and sat down in front of it to warm himself, but suddenly he started,
for somebody was scratching at the wall and crying. In desperation he called out: "Go away!" but
was answered by another long, sorrowful wail.

Then all his remaining senses forsook him from sheer fright. He repeated: "Go away!"
and turned round to try to find some corner in which to hide, while the other person went round
the house still crying and rubbing against the wall. Ulrich went to the oak sideboard, which was
full of plates and dishes and of provisions, and lifting it up with superhuman strength, he dragged
it to the door, so as to form a barricade. Then piling up all the rest of the furniture, the
mattresses, palliasses and chairs, he stopped up the windows as one does when assailed by an
enemy.

But the person outside now uttered long, plaintive, mournful groans, to which the young
man replied by similar groans, and thus days and nights passed without their ceasing to howl at
each other. The one was continually walking round the house and scraped the walls with his nails
so vigorously that it seemed as if he wished to destroy them, while the other, inside, followed all
his movements, stooping down and holding his ear to the walls and replying to all his appeals
with terrible cries. One evening, however, Ulrich heard nothing more, and he sat down, so
overcome by fatigue, that he went to sleep immediately and awoke in the morning without a
thought, without any recollection of what had happened, just as if his head had been emptied
during his heavy sleep, but he felt hungry, and he ate.

The winter was over and the Gemmi Pass was practicable again, so the Hauser family
started off to return to their inn. As soon as they had reached the top of the ascent the women
mounted their mule and spoke about the two men whom they would meet again shortly. They
were, indeed, rather surprised that neither of them had come down a few days before, as soon as
the road was open, in order to tell them all about their long winter sojourn. At last, however, they
saw the inn, still covered with snow, like a quilt. The door and the window were closed, but a
little smoke was coming out of the chimney, which reassured old Hauser. On going up to the
door, however, he saw the skeleton of an animal which had been torn to pieces by the eagles, a
large skeleton lying on its side.

They all looked close at it and the mother said:

"That must be Sam," and then she shouted: "Hi, Gaspard!" A cry from the interior of the house
answered her and a sharp cry that one might have thought some animal had uttered it. Old
Hauser repeated, "Hi, Gaspard!" and they heard another cry similar to the first.

Then the three men, the father and the two sons, tried to open the door, but it resisted
their efforts. From the empty cow-stall they took a beam to serve as a battering-ram and hurled it
against the door with all their might. The wood gave way and the boards flew into splinters.
Then the house was shaken by a loud voice, and inside, behind the side board which was
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overturned, they saw a man standing upright, with his hair falling on his shoulders and a beard
descending to his breast, with shining eyes, and nothing but rags to cover him. They did not
recognize him, but Louise Hauser exclaimed:
"It is Ulrich, mother." And her mother declared that it was Ulrich, although his hair was white.
He allowed them to go up to him and to touch him, but he did not reply to any of their
questions, and they were obliged to take him to Loeche, where the doctors found that he was
mad, and nobody ever found out what had become of his companion.
Little Louise Hauser nearly died that summer of decline, which the physicians attributed
to the cold air of the mountains.

Teker 9. A Haunted House

3AJIAHUE: npounTaiiTe TEKCT, OCYIIECTBUTE €€ MPEANEePEeBOTUECKUNA aHAIU3 U CHAeNaiTe ee
nepeBoJl B NHCbMEHHOM (opme. B kakux TpaHcpopmanusx BO3HHKIA HEOOXOAMMOCTH?
BrisiBUTE 0COOEHHOCTH MEPEBO/Ia TEKCTA TAHHOTO XY0’KECTBEHHOTO CTUJIS.

Whatever hour you woke there was a door shutting. From room to room they went, hand
in hand, lifting here, opening there, making sure--a ghostly couple.

"Here we left it,” she said. And he added, "Oh, but here tool" "It's upstairs,” she murmured.
"And in the garden," he whispered. "Quietly," they said, "or we shall wake them."

But it wasn't that you woke us. Oh, no. "They're looking for it; they're drawing the
curtain,” one might say, and so read on a page or two. "Now they've found it," one would be
certain, stopping the pencil on the margin. And then, tired of reading, one might rise and see for
oneself, the house all empty, the doors standing open, only the wood pigeons bubbling with
content and the hum of the threshing machine sounding from the farm. "What did | come in here
for? What did | want to find?" My hands were empty. "Perhaps its upstairs then?" The apples
were in the loft. And so down again, the garden still as ever, only the book had slipped into the
grass.

But they had found it in the drawing room. Not that one could ever see them. The
windowpanes reflected apples, reflected roses; all the leaves were green in the glass. If they
moved in the drawing room, the apple only turned its yellow side. Yet, the moment after, if the
door was opened, spread about the floor, hung upon the walls, pendant from the ceiling--what?
My hands were empty. The shadow of a thrush crossed the carpet; from the deepest wells of
silence the wood pigeon drew its bubble of sound. "Safe, safe, safe™ the pulse of the house beat
softly. "The treasure buried; the room . . ." the pulse stopped short. Oh, was that the buried
treasure?

A moment later the light had faded. Out in the garden then? But the trees spun darkness
for a wandering beam of sun. So fine, so rare, coolly sunk beneath the surface the beam I sought
always burned behind the glass. Death was the glass; death was between us, coming to the
woman first, hundreds of years ago, leaving the house, sealing all the windows; the rooms were
darkened. He left it, left her, went North, went East, saw the stars turned in the Southern sky;
sought the house, found it dropped beneath the Downs. "Safe, safe, safe," the pulse of the house
beat gladly. 'The Treasure yours."

The wind roars up the avenue. Trees stoop and bend this way and that. Moonbeams
splash and spill wildly in the rain. But the beam of the lamp falls straight from the window. The
candle burns stiff and still. Wandering through the house, opening the windows, whispering not
to wake us, the ghostly couple seek their joy.

"Here we slept," she says. And he adds, "Kisses without number." "Waking in the
morning--" "Silver between the trees--" "Upstairs--" 'In the garden--" "When summer came--""In
winter snowtime--" "The doors go shutting far in the distance, gently knocking like the pulse of a
heart.
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Nearer they come, cease at the doorway. The wind falls, the rain slides silver down the
glass. Our eyes darken, we hear no steps beside us; we see no lady spread her ghostly cloak. His
hands shield the lantern. "Look," he breathes. "Sound asleep. Love upon their lips."

Stooping, holding their silver lamp above us, long they look and deeply. Long they
pause. The wind drives straightly; the flame stoops slightly. Wild beams of moonlight cross both
floor and wall, and, meeting, stain the faces bent; the faces pondering; the faces that search the
sleepers and seek their hidden joy.

"Safe, safe, safe,” the heart of the house beats proudly. "Long years--" he sighs. "Again
you found me." "Here," she murmurs, "sleeping; in the garden reading; laughing, rolling apples
in the loft. Here we left our treasure--" Stooping, their light lifts the lids upon my eyes. "Safe!
safe! safe!" the pulse of the house beats wildly. Waking, | cry "Oh, is this your buried treasure?
The light in the heart.”

Texcr 10. Joseph Jacobs «Connla and the fairy maiden»

3AIAHUE: npounTaiiTe TEKCT, OCYIIECTBUTE €€ MPEANEePEeBOTUECKUNA aHAIU3 U CHAeNaiTe ee
nepeBoJl B NHCbMEHHON Qopme. B kakux Tpancpopmanusx BO3HHKIA HEOOXOAMMOCTH?
BrisiBUTE 0COOEHHOCTH MEPEBO/IAa TEKCTA TAHHOTO XY10)KECTBEHHOTO CTHIIS.

CONNLA OF THE FIERY HAIR was son of Conn of the Hundred Fights. One day as he
stood by the side of his father on the height of Usna, he saw a maiden clad in strange attire
coming towards him.

“Whence comest thou, maiden?” said Connla.

“I come from the Plains of the Ever Living,” she said, “there where there is neither death nor sin.
There we keep holiday alway, nor need we help from any in our joy. And in all our pleasure we
have no strife. And because we have our homes in the round green hills, men call us the Hill
Folk.”

The king and all with him wondered much to hear a voice when they saw no one. For
save Connla alone, none saw the Fairy Maiden.

“To whom art thou talking, my son?”” said Conn the king. Then the maiden answered,
“Connla speaks to a young, fair maid, whom neither death nor old age awaits. | love Connla, and
now | call him away to the Plain of Pleasure, Moy Mell, where Boadag is king for aye, nor has
there been complaint or sorrow in that land since he has held the kingship.

Oh, come with me, Connla of the Fiery Hair, ruddy as the dawn with thy tawny skin. A
fairy crown awaits thee to grace thy comely face and royal form. Come, and never shall thy
comeliness fade, nor thy youth, till the last awful day of judgment.”

The king in fear at what the maiden said, which he heard though he could not see her,
called aloud to his Druid, Coran by name.

“Oh, Coran of the many spells,” he said, “and of the cunning magic, I call upon thy aid. A task is
upon me too great for all my skill and wit, greater than any laid upon me since | seized the
kingship. A maiden unseen has met us, and by her power would take from me my dear, my
comely son. If thou help not, he will be taken from thy king by woman’s wiles and witchery.”
Then Coran the Druid stood forth and chanted his spells towards the spot where the maiden’s
voice had been heard.

And none heard her voice again, nor could Connla see her longer. Only as she vanished before
the Druid’s mighty spell, she threw an apple to Connla. For a whole month from that day Connla
would take nothing, either to eat or to drink, save only from that apple. But as he ate it grew
again and always kept whole. And all the while there grew within him a mighty yearning and
longing after the maiden he had seen.
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But when the last day of the month of waiting came, Connla stood by the side of the king
his father on the Plain of Arcomin, and again he saw the maiden come towards him, and again
she spoke to him.

“’Tis a glorious place, forsooth, that Connla holds among short-lived mortals awaiting the day of
death. But now the folk of life, the ever-living ones, beg and bid thee come to Moy Mell, the
Plain of Pleasure, for they have learnt to know thee, seeing thee in thy home among thy dear
ones.”

When Conn the king heard the maiden’s voice he called to his men aloud and said:

“Summon swift my Druid Coran, for I see she has again this day the power of speech.”

Then the maiden said: “Oh, mighty Conn, fighter of a hundred fights, the Druid’s power is little
loved; it has little honour in the mighty land, peopled with so many of the upright. When the
Law will come, it will do away with the Druid’s magic spells that come from the lips of the false
black demon.”

Then Conn the king observed that since the maiden came, Connla his son spoke to none
that spake to him. So Conn of the hundred fights said to him, “Is it to thy mind what the woman
says, my son?”

“’Tis hard upon me,” then said Connla; “I love my own folk above all things; but yet, but yet a
longing seizes me for the maiden.”

When the maiden heard this, she answered and said “The ocean is not so strong as the
waves of thy longing. Come with me in my curragh, the gleaming, straight-gliding crystal
canoe. Soon we can reach Boadag’s realm. I see the bright sun sink, yet far as it is, we can reach
it before dark. There is, too, another land worthy of thy journey, a land joyous to all that seek it.
Only wives and maidens dwell there. If thou wilt, we can seek it and live there alone together in

2

]oy.

When the maiden ceased to speak, Connla of the Fiery Hair rushed away from them and
sprang into the curragh, the gleaming, straight-gliding crystal canoe. And then they all, king and
court, saw it glide away over the bright sea towards the setting sun. Away and away, till eye
could see it no longer, and Connla and the Fairy Maiden went their way on the sea, and were no
more seen, nor did any know where they came.

Texer 11. Simak, Clifford «Destiny Doll» (1971)

3AJAHUE: npouutaiiTe TEKCT, OCYIIECTBUTE €€ MPEANEPEeBOAUYECKUN aHAIU3 U ClIeTalTe ee
nmepeBoJ; B NUCBMEHHOW ¢opme. B kakmx TpaHchopManusx BO3HUKIA HEOOXOIUMOCTH?
BrisiBUTE 0COOCHHOCTH MEPEBO/Ia TEKCTA IAHHOTO XY0>KECTBEHHOTO CTHUJIS.

l.

The place was white and there was something aloof and puritanical and uncaring about the
whiteness, as if the city stood so lofty in its thoughts that the crawling scum of life was as
nothing to it.

And yet, | told myself, the trees towered over all. It had been the trees, | knew, when the ship
started coming down toward the landing field, riding on the homing beam we'd caught far out in
space, that had made me think we'd be landing at a village.

Perhaps, | had told myself, a village not unlike that old white New England village | had seen
on Earth, nestled in the valley with the laughing brook and the flame of autumn maples climbing
up the hills.

Watching, | had been thankful, and a bit surprised as well, to find such a place,

a quiet and peaceful place, for surely any creatures that had constructed such a village would
be a quiet and peaceful people, not given to the bizarre concepts and outlandish mores so often
found on an alien planet.

But this was not a village. It was about as far from a village as it was possible to get. It had
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been the trees towering over the whiteness of it that had spelled village in my mind.

But who would expect to find trees that would soar above a city, a city that rose so tall one
must tilt his head to see its topmost towers?

The city rose into the air like a towering mountain range springing up, without benefit of
foothills, from a level plain.

It fenced in the landing field with its massive structure, like an oval of tall bleachers hemming
in a playing field.

From space the city had been shining white, but it no longer shone. It was white, all white, but
soft satiny, having something in common with the subdued gleam of expensive china on a
candle-lighted table.

The city was white and the landing field was white and the sky so faint a blue that it seemed
white as well.

All white except the trees that topped a city which surged up to mountain height.

My neck was getting tired from tilting my head to stare up at the city and the trees and now,
when | lowered my head and looked across the field, | saw, for the first time, there were other
ships upon the field.

A great many other ships, | realized with a start-more ships than one would normally expect to
find on even some of the larger and busier fields of the human galaxy.

Ships of every size and shape and all of them were white. That had been the reason, | told
myself, I'd not spotted them before.

The whiteness of them served as a camouflage, blending them in with the whiteness of the
field itself.

All white, | thought. The whole damn planet white.

And not merely white, but a special kind of whiteness-all with that same soft-china glow.

The city and the ships and the field itself all were china-white, as if they had been carved by
some industrious sculptor out of one great block of stone to form a single piece of statuary.

There was no activity. There was nothing stirring. No one was coming out to meet us. The city
stood up dead.

A gust of wind came from somewhere, a single isolated gust, twitching at my jacket. And |
saw there was no dust.

There was no dust for the wind to blow, no scraps of paper for it to roll about.

| scuffed at the material which made up the landing surface and my scuffing made no marks.
The material, whatever it might be, was as free of dust as if it had been swept and scrubbed less
than an hour before.

Behind me | heard the scrape of boots on the ladder's rungs. It was Sara Foster coming down
the ladder and she was having trouble with that silly ballistics rifle slung on a strap across one
shoulder.

It was swinging with the motion of her climbing and bumping on the ladder, threatening to get
caught between the rungs.

| reached up and helped her down and she swung around as soon as she reached the ground to
stare up at the city.

Studying the classic planes of her face and mop of curling red hair, | wondered again how a
woman of such beauty could have escaped all the softness of face that would have rounded out
the beauty.

She reached up a hand and brushed back a lock of hair that kept falling in her eyes. It had been
falling in her eyes since the first moment I had met her.

“I feel like an ant,” she said. “It just stands there, looking down at us. Don't you feel the
eyes?”

| shook my head. I had felt no eyes.

“Any minute now,” she said, “it will lift a foot and squash us.”
“Where are the other two?” I asked.
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“Tuck is getting the stuff together and George is listening, with that soft, silly look pasted on
his face. He says that he is home.”

“For the love of Christ,” I said.

“You don't like George,” said Sara.

“That's not it at all,” I said. “I can ignore the man. It's this whole deal that gets me. It makes
no sort of sense.”

“But he got us here,” she said.

“That is right,” I said, “and I hope he likes it.”

For | didn't like it. Something about the bigness and the whiteness and the quietness of it.
Something about no one coming out to greet us or to question us.

Something about the directional beam that had brought us to this landing field, then no one
being there. And about the trees as well.

No trees had the right to grow as tall and big as those that rose above the city.

A clatter broke out above us. Friar Tuck had started down the ladder and George Smith,
puffing with his bulk, was backing out the port, with Tuck guiding his waving feet to help him
find the rungs.

“He'll slip and break his neck,” I said, not caring too much if he did.

“He hangs on real good,” said Sara, “and Tuck will help him down.”

Fascinated, | watched them coming down the ladder, the friar guiding the blind man's feet and
helping him to find the rungs when he happened to misjudge them.

A blind man, | told myself-a blind man and a footloose, phony friar, and a female big game
hunter off on a wild goose chase, hunting for a man who might have been no man at all, but just a
silly legend.

I must have been out of my mind, | told myself, to take on a job like this.

The two men finally reached the ground and Tuck, taking the blind man's arm, turned him
around so he faced the city.

Sara had been right, I saw, about that silly smile.

Smith's face was wreathed in beatitude and a look like that, planted on his flabby, vacant face,
reeked of obscenity.

Sara touched the blind man's arm with gentle fingers.

“You're sure this is the place, George? You couldn't be mistaken?”

The beatitude changed to an ecstasy that was frightening to see.

“There is no mistake,” he babbled, his squeaky voice thickened by emotion. “My friend is
here. | hear him and he makes me see.

It's almost as if I could reach out and touch him.”

He made a fumbling motion with a pudgy hand, as if he were reaching out to touch someone,
but there was nothing there to touch. It all was in his mind.

It was insane on the face of it, insane to think that a blind man who heard voices-no, not
voices, just a single voicecould lead us across thousands of light years, toward and above the
galactic center, into territory through which no man and no human ship had been known to pass,
to one specific planet.

There had been, in past history, many people who had heard voices, but until now not too
many people bad paid attention to them.

“There is a city,” Sara was saying to the blind man. “A great white city and trees taller than
the city, trees that go up and up for miles. Is that what you see?”

“No,” said George, befuddled by what he had been told,

“No, that isn't what I see. There isn't any city and there aren't any trees.” He gulped. “I see,”
he said, “I see...”

He groped for what he saw and finally gave up.

He waved his hands and his face was creased with the effort to tell us what he saw.

“I can't tell you what I see,” he finally whispered. “I can't find the words for it. There aren't
any words.”
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“There is something coming,” said Friar Tuck, pointing toward the city.

“I can't make it out. Just a shimmer. As if there were something moving.”

| looked where the friar was pointing and | caught the shimmer. But that was all it was. There
was nothing one could really see.

Out there, at the base of the city wall, something seemed to be moving, an elusive flow and
sparkle.

Sara was looking through her glasses and now she slipped the strap over her shoulder and
handed them to me.

“What do you think, captain?”

| put the glasses to my eyes and moved them slowly until | caught the movement.

At first it was no more than a moving blur, but slowly it grew in size and separated. Horses?

I wondered. It didn't make much sense that there'd be horses here, but that was what they
looked like.

White horses running toward us-if there were horses, of course they would be white!

But very funny horses and, it seemed, with very funny feet, not running the way a normal
horse would run, but with a crazy gait, rocking as they ran.

As they came closer | could make out further detail. They were horses, all right.

Formalized horses-pert upright ears, flaring nostrils, arched necks, manes that rose as if the
wind were blowing through them, but manes that never moved.

Like wild running horses some crummy artist would draw for a calendar, but keeping the set
pose the artist had given them, never changing it.

And their feet? Not feet, | saw. Not any feet at all, but rockers.

Two pair of rockers, front and rear, with the front ones narrower so there'd be no interference
as the horses ran-reaching forward with the rear pair and, as they touched the ground, rocking
forward on them, with the front pair lifted and reaching out to touch the ground and rock in turn.

Shaken, I lowered the glasses and handed them to Sara.

“This,” I said, “is one you won't believe.”

She put the glasses up and | watched the horses coming on.

There were eight of them and they all were white and one was so like the other there was no
telling them apart.

Sara took down the glasses.

“Merry-go-round,” she said.

“Merry-go-round?”

“Sure. Those mechanical contraptions they have at fairs and carnivals and amusement parks.”

I shook my head, bewildered. “I never went to an amusement park,” I told her. “Not that kind
of amusement park. But when I was a kid I had a hobbyhorse.”

The eight came rushing in, sliding to a halt. Once they halted, they stood rocking gently back
and forth.

The foremost of them spoke to us, employing that universal space argot that man had found
already in existence when he'd gone into space more than twenty centuries before,

a language composed of terms and phrases and words from a hundred different tongues,
forged into a bastard lingo by which many diverse creatures could converse with one another.

“We be hobbies,” said the horse. “My name is Dobbin and we have come to take you in.”

No part of him moved. He simply stood there, rocking gently, with his ears still perked, his
carven nostrils flaring, with the nonexistent breeze blowing at his mane.

I got the impression, somehow, that the words he spoke came out of his ears.

“I think they're cute,” Sara cried, delighted. And that was typical; she would think that they
were cute.

Dobbin paid her no attention.

“We urge upon you haste,” he said. “There is a mount for each of you and four to take the
luggage. We have but a small amount of time.”

| didn't like the way that it was going; | didn't like a thing about it. I'm afraid | snapped at him.

206



“We don't like being hurried,” I told him.

“If you have no time, we can spend the night on the ship and come in tomorrow morning.”

“No! No!” the hobby protested frantically.

“That is impossible. There exists great danger with the setting of the sun. You must be
undercover by the time the sun is set.”

“Why don't we do the way he says,” suggested Tuck, pulling his robe tight around himself.

“I don't like it out here. If there is no time now, we could come back and pick up the luggage
later.”

Said Dobbin, “We'll take the luggage now. There'll be no time in the morning.”

“It seems to me,” I said to Dobbin, “you're greatly pressed for time. If that's the case, why
don't you simply turn around and go back where you came from. We can take care of ourselves.”

“Captain Ross,” said Sara Foster, firmly, “I'm not going to walk all that way if there's a chance
to ride.

I think you're being foolish.”

“That may well be,” I said, angrily, “but I don't like snotty robots ordering me around.”

“We be hobbies,” Dobbin said. “We not be any robots.”

“You be human hobbies?”

“I do not know your meaning.”

“Human beings made you. Creatures very much like us.”

“I do not know,” said Dobbin.

“The hell you don't,” I said. I turned to Smith. “George,” I said.

The blind man turned his puffy face toward me. The look of ecstasy still was pasted on it.

“What is it, captain?”

“In your talk back and forth with this friend of yours, did you ever mention hobbies?”

“Hobbies? Oh, you mean stamp collecting and...”

“No, I don't,” I said. “I mean hobbyhorses. Did you ever mention hobbyhorses?”

“Until this moment,” said the blind man, “I never heard of them.”

“But you had toys when you were a child.”

The blind man sighed.

“Not the kind you are thinking of. I was born blind. I have never seen. The kind of toys other
children had were not...”

“Captain,” Sara said, angrily, “you are ridiculous. Why all this suspicion?”

“I'll tell you that,” I said, just as angrily, “and it's an easy answer...”

“I know,” she said. “I know. Suspicion, time and time again, has saved that neck of yours.”

“Gracious lady,” Dobbin said, “please believe there is great danger once the sun has set.

I plead with you, I implore you, I urge you to come with us and most speedily at that.”

“Tuck,” said Sara, “get up that ladder and start getting down the stuff!” She swung
belligerently toward me. “Have you objections, captain?”

“Miss Foster,” I told her, “it's your ship and it's your money. You're paying for the show.”

“You're laughing at me,” she stormed.

“You've laughed all the way. You never really believed in anything | told you. You don't
believe at all-not in anything.”

“I got you here,” I told her, grimly, “and I'll get you back. That's the deal we made. All I ask is
that you try not to make the job any harder than it has to be.”

And immediately that | said it, | was sorry that | had.

We were on an alien planet and very far from home and we should stick together and not start
off with bickering. More than likely, | admitted to myself, she had been quite right; I might have
been ridiculous.

But right away, | amended that. Ridiculous on the surface, maybe, but not in principle.

When you hit an alien planet, you are on your own and you have to keep your senses and your
hunches sharp.

I'd been on a lot of alien planets and had always managed
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and so, of course, had Sara, but she'd always hit them with a good-sized expeditionary force
and I'd been on my own.

Tuck, at the first word from her, had gone swarming up the ladder, with his robe tucked up
underneath his belt so he wouldn't trip,

and now was handing down the duffle bags and the other plunder to Sara, who was halfway
up the ladder, taking the stuff from him and dropping it as gently as she could at the ladder's
base.

There was one thing you had to say about the gal-she never shirked the work. She was al.
ways in there, doing “her fair share and perhaps a good deal more.

“All right,” I said to Dobbin, “run your packhorses over here. How do you handle this?”

“I regret,” said Dobbin, “that we haven't any arms.

But with the situation as it is, you'll be forced to do the packing.

Just heap the luggage on top the hobbies” backs and when the load is completed, metal
cinches will extrude from the belly and strap the load securely.”

“Ingenious,” I said.

Dobbin made a little forward dip upon his rockers, in the semblance of hewing. “Always,” he
said, “we attempt to serve.”

Four of the horses came rocking up and | began loading them. When Tuck got through with
handing down the gear, Sara came and helped me. Tuck closed the port and by the time he had
climbed down the ladder, we were all set to go.

The sun was touching the city skyline and hunks were being nibbled out of it by the topmost
towers. It was slightly more yellow than the sun of Earth-perhaps a K-type star.

The ship would know, of course; the ship would have it all. The ship did all the work that a
man was supposed to do.

It gobbled up the data and pulled it all apart and put it back together.

It knew about this planet and about the planet's star, it knew about the atmosphere and the
chemistry and all the rest of it and it would have been more than willing to give it out to anyone
who asked.

But | hadn't asked. | had meant to go back and get the data sheet, but | hadn't counted on
getting a reverse bum's rush by a pack of hobbyhorses.

Although, I told myself, it probably made, no difference, | could come back in the morning.

But I couldn't bring myself to like the fact that I'd not latched onto that data sheet.

“Dobbin,” I asked, “what is all this danger business?

What are we supposed to be afraid of?”

“I cannot inform you,” Dobbin said, “since I, myself, fail to understand, but I can assure
you...”

“OK, let it go,” I told him.

Tuck was puffing and panting, trying to boost Smith onto one of the hobbies, Sara already was
on one of them, sitting straight and prim, the perfect picture of a gal on the threshold of a very
great adventure, and that, of course, was all it was to her-another great adventure.

Sitting there, proud, astride her mount, with that ridiculous ancient rifle slung across her
shoulder, nattily attired in an adventure-going costume.

| glanced quickly about the bowl that was the landing field, rimmed in by the city, and there
was nothing stirring.

Shadows ran out from the city's western wall as the sun went inching down behind the
buildings and some of those western buildings had turned from white to black, but there were no
lights.

Where was everyone? Where were the city's residents and all those visitors who'd come down
on the spaceships standing like ghostly tombstones on the field? And why were the ships all
white?

“Honored sir,” Dobbin said to me, “if you please, would you get into my saddle. Our time is
running short.”
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A chill was in the air and | don't mind admitting that | felt a twinge of fright. | don't know
why.

Perhaps just the place itself, perhaps the feeling of being trapped on the landing field rimmed
in by the city, perhaps the fact that there seemed no living thing in sight except the hobbies-if you
could call them living and | suppose you could.

| reached up and lifted the strap of my laser gun off my shoulder and, grasping it in hand,
swung into Dobbin's saddle.

“You need no weapon here,” Dobbin said, disapprovingly.

| didn't answer him. It was my own damn business.

Dobbin wheeled and we started out across the field, heading toward the city.

It was a crazy kind of ride-smooth enough, no jerking, but going up and down as much, it
seemed, as one was moving forward.

It wasn't rocking; it was like skating on a sine wave.

The city seemed not to grow much larger, nor to gain in detail.

We bad been much farther from it, I realized, than it bad appeared; the landing field was
larger, too, than it had appeared.

Behind me, Tuck let out a yell. “Captain!”

| twisted in the saddle.

“The ship!” yelled Tuck. “The ship! They're doing something to it.”

And they were, indeed-whoever they might be.

A long-necked mechanism stood beside the ship. It looked like a bug with a squat and massive
body and a long and slender neck with a tiny head atop it.

From the mouth of it sprayed out a mist directed at the ship. Where it struck the ship, the ship
was turning white, just like those other tombstone ships that stood upon the, field.

| let out an angry yelp, reaching for a rein and yanking hard. But I might as well have yanked
upon a rock. Dobbin kept straight on.

“Turn around,” I yelled. “Go back!”

“There is no turning back, most honored sir,” said Dobbin, conversationally, not even panting
with his running.

“There is no time. We must reach the safety of the city.”

“There is time, by God,” I yelled,

jerking up the gun and aiming it at the ground in front of us, between Dobbin's ears.

“Shut your eyes,” I yelled to the others, and pulled the trigger one notch back.

Even through my eyelids, | sensed the flaring of the laser-light as it bounced back from the
ground. Under me Dobbin reared and spun, almost swapping end for end,

and when | opened my eyes we were heading back toward the ship.

“You'll be the death of us, crazy being,” Dobbin moaned. “All of us will die.”

| looked behind me and the hobbies all were following.

Dobbin, it appeared, was leader and where he went they were content to follow.

But farther back there was no sign of where the laser bolt had struck. Even at first notch
capacity it should have made a mark; there should have been a smoking crater back there where
it struck.

Sara was riding with one arm up across her eyes.

“You all right?” I asked.

“You crazy fool!” she cried.

“I yelled for you to close your eyes,” I said. “There was bound to be reflection.”

“You yelled, then fired,” she said. “You didn't give us time.”

She took her arm down and her eyes blinked at me and, hell, she was all right.

Just something else to bitch about; she never missed a chance.

Ahead of us the bug that had been spraying the ship was scurrying off across the field.

It must have had wheels or treads underneath it, for it was spinning along at a headlong clip,
its long neck stretched out in front of it in its eagerness to get away from there.
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“Please, sir,” Dobbin pleaded, “we are simply wasting time. There is nothing that can be
done.”

“One more word out of you,” I said, “and this time right between the ears.”

We reached the ship and Dobbin skidded to a halt, but | didn't wait for him to stop.

| hit the ground and was running toward the ship while he still was moving. Although what |
intended to do | had no idea.

| reached the ship and | could see that it was covered with some stuff that looked like frosty
glass and when | say covered, | mean covered-every inch of it. There was no metal showing.

It looked unfunctional, like a model ship. Reduced in size, it could have passed for those little
model ships sold in decorator shops to stick up on the mantle.

| put out my hand and touched it and it was slick and hard. There was no look of metal and
there was no feel of metal, either.

| rapped it with my gun stock and it rang like a bell, setting up a resonance that went bouncing
across the field and came back as an echo from the city walls.

“What is it, captain?” Sara asked, her voice somewhat shaky. This was her ship, and there was
no one who could mess around with it.

“A coating of something hard,” I said. “As if it had been sealed.”

“You mean we can't get into it?”

“I don't know. Maybe if we had a sledge hammer to crack it, we could peel it off.”

She made a sudden motion and the rifle was off her back and the butt against her shoulder. I'll
say this for her: crazy as that gun might be, she could handle it.

The sound of the shot was loud and flat and the hobbies reared in terror.

But above the sound of the report itself was another sound, a wicked howling that almost
screamed, the noise of a ricocheting bullet tumbling end for end, and pitched lower than the shrill
howling of the slug was the booming resonance of the milk-white ship.

But there was no indication of where the bullet might have struck. The whiteness of the ship
still was smooth-uncracked, unblemished, unmarked. Two thousand foot-pounds of metal had
slammed against it and had not made a dent.

| lifted the laser gun and Dobbin said to me,

“There be no use, you foolish folk. There is nothing you can do.”

I whirled on him angrily.

“I thought I told you... “I yelled. “One more word out of you and right between the eyes.”

“Violence,” Dobbin told me, perkily, “will get you nowhere. But staying here, once the sun
has set, spells very rapid death.”

“But the ship!” I shouted.

“The ship is sealed,” said Dobbin, “like all the others. Better sealed with you outside of it than
with you still inside.”

And although | would not have admitted it, 1 knew that he was right in saying there was
nothing we could do.

For | recalled that the field had been unmarked by the laser beam and undoubtedly all this
whiteness was the same-the field, the ships, the city, all coated, more than likely, with some
substance so tightly bonded in its atomic structure that it was indestructible.

“I sorrow greatly for you,” said Dobbin, with no sorrow in his voice.

“T know the shock of you. But once on this planet, no one ever leaves.

Although there is no need of also dying, | plead with you compassionately to get into the
saddle and let us head for safety.”

| looked up at Sara and she nodded quietly.

She had figured it, I knew, about the way | had, although in my case most unwillingly.

There was no use in staying out here. The ship was sealed, whatever that might mean or for
whatever purpose,

and when morning came we could come back to see what we could do.

From the moment we had met him, Dobbin had been insistent about the danger. There might
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be danger or there might be none-there was no way, certainly, that we could determine if there
were or weren't. The only sensible thing, at the moment, was to go along with him.

I swung swiftly to the saddle and even before | found seat, Dobbin had whirled about, running
even as he led.

“We have lost most valued time,” he told me. “We will try with valiance to make it up. We
yet may reach the city.”

A good part of the landing field lay in shadow now and only the sky was bright. A faint,
smokelike dusk was filtering through the city.

Once on this planet, Dobbin had said, no one ever leaves. But these were his words alone, and
nothing else.

Perhaps there was a real intent to keep us here, which would explain the sealing of the ship,

but there would be ways, | told myself, that could be tried to get off the planet when the time
to go should come. There were always ways.

The city was looming up as we drew closer, and now the buildings began to assume their
separate shapes.

Up till now they had been a simple mass that had the appearance of a solid cliff thrusting up
from the flatness of the field. They had seemed tall from out in the center of the field; now they
reared into the sky so far that, this close, it was impossible to follow with the eye up to their tops.

The city still stayed dead. There were no lights in any of the windows-if, indeed, the buildings
did have windows.

There was no sign of movement at the city's base. There were no outlying buildings; the field
ran up to the base of the buildings and the buildings then jutted straight into the sky.

The hobbies thundered cityward, their rockers pounding out a ringing clangor as they humped
along like a herd of horses galloping wildly before a scudding storm front. Once you got the hang
of riding them, it wasn't bad at all.

You just went sort of loose and let your body follow that undulating sine wave.

The city walls loomed directly in front of us, great slabs of masonry that went up and up, and
now | saw that there were streets, or at least what | took for streets, narrow slits of empty
blackness that looked like fractures in a monstrous cliff.

The hobbies plunged into one of the slits of emptiness and darkness closed upon us. There was
no light here; except when the sun stood straight overhead, there never would be light.

The walls seemed to rise all about us, the slit that was a street narrowing down to a vanishing
point so that the walls seemed on every hand.

Ahead of us one building stood a little farther back, widening the street, and from the level of
the street a wide ramp ran up to massive doors.

The hobbies turned and flung themselves at the ramp and went humping up it and through one
of the gaping doors.

We burst into a room where there was a little light and the light, 1 saw, came from great
rectangular blocks set into the wall that faced us.

The hobbies rocked swiftly toward one of the blocks and came to a halt before it.

To one side | saw a gnome, or what appeared to be a gnome, a small, humpbacked, faintly
humanoid creature that spun a dial set into the wall beside the slab of glowing stone.

“Captain, look!” cried Sara.

There was no need for her to cry out to me-and | had seen it almost as soon as she had. Upon
the glowing stone appeared a scene-a faint and shadowed scene, as if it might be a place at the
bottom of a clear and crystal sea, its colors subdued by the depth of water, its outlines shifting
with the little wind ripples that ran on the water's surface.

A raw and bleeding landscape, with red lands stretching to a mauve, storm-torn horizon,
broken by crimson buttes, and in the foreground a clump of savage yellow flowers.

But even as | tried to grasp all this, to relate it to the kind of world it might have been, it
changed, and in its place was a jungle world, drowned in the green and purple of overwhelming
vegetation, spotted by the flecks of screaming color that | knew were tropic flowers, and back of
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it all a sense of lurking bestiality that made my hide crawl even as | looked at it.

Then it, too, was gone-a glimpse and it was gone-and in its place was a yellow desert lighted
by a moon and by a flare of stars that turned the sky to silver, with the lips of the marching sand
dunes catching and fracturing the moon and starlight so that the dunes appeared to be foaming
waves of water charging in upon the land.

The desert did not fade as the other places had. It came in a rush upon us and exploded in my
face.

Beneath me | felt the violent plunging of a bucking Dobbin and made a frantic grab at the
cantle of the saddle which seemed to have no cantle and then felt myself pitched forward and
turning in the air.

| struck on one shoulder and skidded in the sand and finally came to rest, the breath knocked
out of me. I struggled up, cursing-or trying to curse and failing, because | had no breath to curse
with-and once on my feet, saw that we were alone in that land we had seen upon the glowing
block.

Sara sprawled to one side of me and not far off Tuck was struggling to his feet, hampered by
the cassock that had become entangled about his legs,

and a little beyond Tuck, George was crawling on his hands and knees, whimpering like a pup
that had been booted out of doors into a friendless. frigid night.

All about us lay the desert, desiccated, without a shred of vegetation, flooded by the great
white moon and the thousand glowing stars, all shining like lamps in a cloudless sky.

“He's gone!” George was whimpering as he crawled about. “I can't hear him anymore. I have
lost my friend.”

And that was not all that was lost. The city was lost and the planet on which the city stood.
We were in another place.

This was one trip, | told myself, that I never should have made. | had known it all along.

I'd not believed in it, even from the start. And to make a go of it, you had to believe in
everything you did. You had to have a reason for everything you did.

Although, I recalled, I had really no choice.

| had been committed from the moment | had seen that beauty of a spaceship standing on the
field of Earth.

Texcr 12. «The Way to Dusty Death» ALISTAIR MACLEAN

3AJIAHHME: npouuTaiiTe TEKCT, OCYIIECTBUTE €€ MPEANECPEBOAUECCKUN aHAIU3 U CHACJIAlTe ee
nepeBoJi B NUCBMEHHOW ¢opme. B kakux TpaHchopManusx BO3HUKIA HEOOXOIUMOCTH?
BrisiBUTE 0COOCHHOCTH MEPEBO/IAa TEKCTA IAHHOTO XY0KECTBEHHOTO CTHIIS.

Ch. 1

Harlow sat by the side of the race-track on that hot and cloudless afternoon, his long
hair blowing about in the fresh breeze and partially obscuring his face, his golden helmet
clutched so tightly in his gauntleted hands that he appeared to be trying to crush it: the hands
were shaking uncontrollably and occasional violent tremors racked his entire body.

His own car, from which he had been miraculously thrown clear, uninjured, just before
it had overturned lay, of all places, in its own Coronado pits, upside down and with its wheels
spinning idly. Wisps of smoke ware coming from an engine already engulfed under a mound
of foam from the fire extinguishers and it was clear that there was now little danger of an
explosion from the unruptured fuel tanks.

Alexis Dunnet, the first to reach Harlow, noticed that he wasnt looking at his own car
but was staring trance-like at a spot about two hundred yards farther along the track where an
already dead man called Isaac Jethou was being cremated in the white-flamed funeral pyre of
what had once been his Grand Prix Formula One racing car. There was curiously little smoke
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coming from the blazing wreck, presumably because of the intense heat given off by the
incandescent magnesium alloy wheels, and when the gusting wind occasionally parted the
towering curtains of flame Jethou could be seen sitting bolt upright in his cockpit, the one
apparently undamaged structure left in an otherwise shattered and unrecognizable mass of
twisted steel: at least Dunnet knew | was Jethou but what he was seeing was a blackened and
horribly charred remnant of a human being.

The many thousands of people in the stands and lining the track were motionless and
soundless, staring in transfixed and incredulous awe and horror at the burning car. The last of
the engines of the Grand Prix cars there were nine of them stopped in sight of the pits, some
drivers standing by their sides died away as the race marshals frantically flagged the
abandonment of the race.

The public address system had fallen silent now, as did a sirens ululating wail as an
ambulance screeching to a halt at a prudent distance from Jethous car, its flashing light fading
into nothingness against the white blaze in the background. Rescue workers in aluminium
asbestos suits, some operating giant wheeled fire-extinguishers, some armed with crowbars
and axes, were trying desperately, for some reason wholly beyond the bounds of logic, to get
sufficiently close to the car to drag the cindered corpse free, but the undiminished intensity of
the flames made a mockery of their desperation. Their efforts were as futile as the presence of
the ambulance was unnecessary. Jethou was beyond any mortal help or hope.

Dunnet looked away and down at the overalled figure beside him. The hands that held
the golden helmet still trembled unceasingly and the eyes still fixed immovably on the sheeted
flames that now quite enveloped Isaac Jethous car were the eyes of an eagle gone blind.
Dunnet reached for his shoulder and shook it gently but he paid no heed. Dunnet asked him if
he were hurt for his face and trembling hands were masked in blood : he had cart-wheeled at
least half a dozen times after being thrown from his car in the final moments before it had
upended and come to rest in its own pits. Harlow stirred and looked at Dunnet, blinking, like a
man slowly arousing himself from a nightmare, then shook his head.

Two ambulance men with a stretcher came towards them at a dead run, but Harlow,
unaided except for Dunnets supporting hand under his upper arm, pushed himself shakily to
his feet and waved them off. He didnt, however, seem to object to what little help Dunnets
hand lent him and they walked slowly back to the Coronado pits, the still dazed and virtually
uncomprehending Harlow, Dunnet tall, thin, with dark hair parted in the middle, a dark pencil-
line moustache and rimless glasses, everyones idealized conception of a city accountant even
though his passport declared him to be a journalist.

MacAlpine, a fire-extinguisher still held in one hand, turned to meet them at the
entrance to the pits. James MacAlpine, owner and manager of the Coronado racing team,
dressed in a now stained tan gabardine suit, was in his mid-fifties, as heavily jowled as he was
heavily built and had a deeply lined face under an impressive mane of black and silver hair.
Behind him, Jacobson, the chief mechanic and his two red-haired assistants, the Rafferty twins
who for some reason unknown were invariably referred to as Tweedledum and Tweedledee,
still ministered to the smoldering Coronado, while behind the car two other men, white-coated
first-aid men, were carrying out more serious ministrations of their own : on the ground,
unconscious but still clutching the pad and pencil with which she had been taking lap times,
lay Mary MacAlpine, the owners black-haired, twenty-year-old daughter. The first-aid men
were bent over her left leg and scissoring open to the knee wine-red slacks that had been white
moments ago. MacAlpine took Harlows arm, deliberately shielding him from the sight of his
daughter, and led him to the little shelter behind the pits. MacAlpine was an extremely able,
competent and tough man, as millionaires tend to be: beneath the toughness, as of now, lay a
kindness and depth of consideration of which no one would have dared to accuse him.

In the back of the shelter stood a small wooden crate which was, in effect, a portable
bar. Most of it was given over to an ice-box stocked with a little beer and lots of soft drinks,
chiefly for the mechanics, for working under that torrid sun was thirsty business. There were
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also two bottles of champagne for it had not been unreasonable to expect of a man who had
just reeled off a near-impossible five consecutive Grand Prix victories that he might just
possibly achieve his sixth. Harlow opened the lid of the crate, ignored the ice-box, lifted out a
bottle of brandy and half-filled the tumbler, the neck of the bottle chattering violently against
the rim of the glass: more brandy spilled to the ground than went into the glass. He required
both hands to lift the glass to his mouth and now the rim of the tumbler, castanet-like fashion,
struck up an even more erratic tattoo against his teeth than the bottle had on the glass. He
managed to get some of it down but most of the glasss contents overflowed by the two sides of
his mouth, coursed down the blood-streaked chin to stain the white racing overalls to exactly
the same colour as the slacks of the injured girl outside. Harlow stared bemusedly at the empty
glass, sank on to a bench and reached for the bottle again.

MacAlpine looked at Dunnet, his face without expression. Harlow had suffered three
major crashes in his racing career, in the last of which, two years previously, he had sustained
near-fatal injuries: on that last occasion, he had been smiling, albeit in agony, as his stretcher
had been loaded aboard the ambulance plane for the flight back to London and the left hand he
had used to give the thumbs-up signal his right forearm had been broken in two places had
been as steady as if graven from marble. But more dismaying was the fact that apart from a
token sip of celebration champagne he had nevertouched hard alcohol in his life.

It happens to them all, MacAlpine had always maintained, sooner or later it happens to
them all. No matter how cool or brave or brilliant they were, it happened to them all, and the
more steely their icy calm and control the more fragile it was. MacAlpine was never a man to
be averse to the odd hyperbolic turn of phrase and there was a handful but only a handful of
outstanding ex-Grand Prix drivers around who had retired at the top of their physical and
mental form, sufficient, at any rate, to disprove MacAlpines statement in its entirety. But it
waswell enough known that there existed top-flight drivers who had crashed or who had
suffered so much nervous and mental fatigue that they had become empty shells of their
former selves, that there were among the current twenty-four Grand Prix drivers four or five
who would never win a race again because they had no intention of ever trying to do so, who
kept going only in order to shore up the facade of a now-empty pride. But there are some
things that are not done in the racing world and one of those is that you dont remove a man
from the Grand Prix roster just because his nerve is gone.

But that MacAlpine was more often right than wrong was sadly clear from the sight of
that trembling figure hunched on the bench. If ever a man had gone over the top, had reached
and passed the limit of endurance before tumbling over the precipice of self-abnegation and
hapless acceptance of ultimate defeat, it was Johnny Harlow, the golden boy of the Grand Prix
circuits, unquestionably, until that afternoon, the outstanding driver of his time and, it was
being increasingly suggested, of all time : with last years world championship safely his and
the current years, by any reasonable standards, almost inevitably his with half the Grand Prix
races still to run, Harlows will and nerve would have appeared to have crumbled beyond
recovery : it was plain to MacAlpine and Dunnet that the charred being who had been Isaac
Jethou would haunt him for however long his days were to be.

Teker 13.
Task: Find the equivalent into the Russian language.

3AJJIAHUE: npounTaiiTe MOCIOBULBI U TIOTOBOPKHM, OCYIIECTBUTE HUX mepeBol. Haiigure
DKBHUBAJICHT NIEPEBOJA HA PYCCKOM SI3BIKE.

Proverbs and sayings
1. A friend in need is a friend indeed

2. Allin good time
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3. Live and learn

4. Never put off till tomorrow what you can do today
5. Haste makes waste

6. Practice makes perfect

7. ltis never too late to learn

8. Tastes differ

9. A penny saved is a penny earned

10. Easy come, easy go

11. God helps those who help themselves
12. Old friends and old wine are the best
13.1t’s a small world

14. Actions speak louder than words

15. When it rains it pours

16. Save it for a rainy day

17. Do what’s true — and say it, too!

18. The first health is wealth

19. Keep kind in mind

20. It’s not whether you win or lose that matters, it’s how you play the game
21. Bald as an eagle

22. Stubborn as a mule

23. The early bird catches the worm

24. Take the bull by the horns

25. An oak is not felled with one stroke
26. Rome was not built in a day

27. Strike while the iron is hot

28. Time and tide wait for no man

29. Time is a great healer

30. Time is money
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31. When at Rome, do as the Romans do

32. He laughs best who laughs last

33. Too many cooks spoil the broth

34. East or West, home is best

35. Lightning never strikes the same place twice

36. The best part of living is loving and giving
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CTPYKTYPA U METOAUYECKHUE YKA3AHUA 11O BBIITIOJIHEHUIO
CAMOCTOSTEJBbHOM PABOTHI CTYJIEHTA

Tema 1. IIEPEBOJ XYIOXECTBEHHOM IIPO3bl U XYJIOXXECTBEHHOM
IIVJININCTUKN. OcHOBBI XVIOKECTBEHHON NYOIMIIUCTUKN, XVIOKECTBEHHOW IIPO3EL,
IIOD3UH.

3amanue Nel: nepeBoj texcra 1893 A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE by Oscar Wilde
Heab camocrositeibHON padoTbl: OCBOUTH TEOPETUUECKUNH MUHUMYM, PacKpbIBAIOLIUN CYTh

npoOiemsl nepeBojia. CaMOCTOSTENbHOE BBINIOJHEHUE MEPEBOJA XYJO0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
MUCbMEHHOM opme.
MeToauyeckne peKOMEHIAUMH 110 BbINOJIHEHHUIO 32 JaHNS:

® U3Y4YUTh PEKOMEHJOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY;

e  BBIIIOJIHUTH [TOJIHBIA MUCBMEHHBIN MTEPEBO/] MPEUIAraeMOro Xy10KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTA;

e [loAroTOBUTH NPEANEPEBOUECKUI aHAIN3 TEKCTA;

® BOCIIOJIB30BAThHCA ITI0CCAPUEM IO TAHHOM TEME;

® BBINOJIHUTD YIIPAKHEHUSI U NIEPEBO/]] TEKCTA,

e VYCTaHOBIEHUS SKBUBAJICHTHOCTH INpPU IEPEBOJEC HA PYCCKUU SA3BIK Pa3HbIX TEKCTOB
XYIO>KECTBEHHOTO CTHJIS (XYHOXECTBEHHas Mpo3a, IMO033Usl, Ibeca, NyOIUIUCTHKA,
(oNBKIIOP, @ UMEHHO CKa3KH, MOCIOBUIIBI U IOTOBOPKH)

TpeGoBanusi mnpenogaBare/isi K BBINOJHEHHIO 3aJaHMS: CTYICHTHl JOJDKHBI BBINIOJHUTH

MepeBOJ] TEKCTa, IMOJATOTOBUTH MPEANEPEBOMUYECKUN aHanmu3 nepeBoauMoro Tekcra. CPC
BBITIOJTHSETCS. B MMChbMEHHOM BHze B (dopmate A4, oObeMoMm 5-8 cTp. BrimonHseTcs Takke
MIpenepeBoTYECKUil aHaTN3 XyA0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa KaKk OpUTrHHAalIa, TaK U ePeBOa;
Kpurtepuu ouneHku BbINOJHEHUs 3aJaHus (YKa3aThb KakKue YCJOBHUSI TOBJIHSIOT Ha
OLIEHOYHBIH 0aJIJ1): caya 3a/laHusl B YKa3aHHBIM CPOK, TIIATEJIbHOCTh MPOBEICHUS aHAIIN3a,
4eTKOCTh  (OPMYIMPOBOK M  SICHOCTh  BBIPKEHUS  MbICJIEH, aJeKBaTHBIM  IEpEBOJ,
apryMEeHTUPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

®opmMa KOHTPOJIsI: TUCbMEHHBIN MEPEBOJ]

OueHoYHBINA 02/1J1 BHIIOJHEHUS 3a0aHua: 5

CnucoK peKoOMeHyeMOi JTUTepPaTyphbl:

1. Taueumnanze I'.P. «BBeneHnue B TeOpHIO Xy105KECTBEHHOTO TIepeBoaa», Toumucu, 1970r.
2. KazakoBa T.A. «IIpakTukym 1o xyaoskectBeHHOMY niepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

3. KazakoBa O.B. OcobeHHOCTH Xy0KeCcTBEHHOTO nepeBoja. M3a-Bo «Denukcy, 2006r.

4

bpannec M.IL., IIpoBoropos B.U. IIpennepeBoaueckuii ananus tekcra. Kypck. U3n-Bo
POCH 1999r.

3aganue No2: mpouMTaiiTe TEKCT, OCYIIECTBUTE €€ MPEINepeBOIUECKUI aHaIu3 U clejaiTe ee
nepeBoJl B THCbMEHHON (opme. B kakux Ttpancpopmanusx BO3HHKIA HEOOXOAMMOCTH?
BrisiBUTE 0COOEHHOCTH MEPEBO/Ia TEKCTA JAHHOTO Xy05KECTBEHHOTO CTHIIA.

Heas camocTosiTebHOH PadoThl: OCBOUTH TEOPETUUECKH MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAIOIINN CYTh

npoOiemsl nepeBojia. CaMOCTOSITENbHOE BHITIOJHEHHE MEPEeBOJa XYIOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
nUcbMeHHOU (opme.
MeToanyeckue peKOMEHIAIUH 10 BHINOJTHEHUIO 3aJaHUs:

® U3yYUTh PEKOMEHJIOBAHHYIO JUTEPATYPY;

®  BBINOJIHUTH MOJIHBIA MMCEMEHHBIN MEPEBO/T MPEIaraeMoro XyJI0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa;

e [loaroToBUTH MpEANEPEBOTUECKUI aHATU3 TEKCTA;

® BOCIOJIH30BATHCS IIIOCCAPUEM TI0 JAHHOU TEME;
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¢  BLIIIOJIHUTH YIIPAKHCHUSA U IICPCBOJ TCKCTA,

e VYCTaHOBJICHHS SKBUBAJICHTHOCTH IIPU NEPEBOJIE HA PYCCKUU SI3bIK PAa3HbIX TEKCTOB
XYJI0’)KECTBEHHOTO CTWJIA (XYIOKECTBEHHAsl Mpo3a, M033Usl, Ibeca, MYyOJIUINCTHKA,
(OJIBKIIOP, @ UMEHHO CKa3KH, MOCIOBHUIIBI U TIOTOBOPKH)

TpeGoBanusi mnpenogaBarte/isi K BBINOJHEHUIO 3aJaHMs: CTYICHTHI JOJKHBI BBITIOJHUTH

MepeBOJ] TEKCTa, IMOATOTOBUTH MPEANEPEeBOIUCCKUN aHanu3 mnepeBoauMoro Ttekcra. CPC
BBITIOJTHSCTCS B NMUChbMEHHOM BHJe B (opmare A4, oObemMoM 5-8 crp. BeimomnHseTcs Takxke
MPEIEPEBOTUECKUI aHAIN3 XYI0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa KaK OPUTMHAJIA, TaK U IIEPEBOJA;
Kpurepun oumeHKH BBINOJHEHUA 3a4aHMsl (YKa3aThb KaKHe YCJIOBUS MNOBJMSIOT Ha
OLIEHOYHBIH 0aJl1): crava 3aJaHusl B YKa3aHHBIM CPOK, THIATEIBHOCTH MPOBEJACHUS aHAIU3a,
YETKOCTh  (QOPMYJIMPOBOK U  SICHOCTh BBIP@XEHHUS  MBICIEH, aJIeKBaTHBIM  TEpPeBO,
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

dopMa KOHTPOJISI: THCbMEHHBIN ITEPEBO]

OneHoYHBIH 02/1J1 BLINOJHEHUS 3a0aHusd: 5

Cnucok pekoMeHayeMoii JIuTepaTypbl:

lNaueunnamse I'.P. «BBenenne B TeOpHio Xy10KECTBEHHOTO TIepeBoaa», Toumucu, 1970r.
KazakoBa T.A. «I[IpakTukym no xXyao:kecTBeHHOMY TiepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

Kazakopa O.B. OcobenHOCTH Xyn05KeCTBEHHOTO TiepeBoaa. M3a-Bo «Denukcy, 2006r.

bpannec MLIL., IIpoBotopos B.U. IlpennepeBonuecknii ananu3 tekcra. Kypck. M3g-so POCU
1999r.

Tema 2. [PEJIEPEBOJYECKWUIN AHAJIM3 TEKCTA W BbIBOPKA OBIIEN
CTPATEI'MU ITEPEBOJIA

IloaroToBka Kk mepeBOAY U OCHOBBI IEPEBOIYESCKOT0 aHAJIN3a TEKCTa OPUTHHATA.

3aganme Nel: mepeBoa Texcta « The cop and the anthem By O. Henry
eab camocTosiTe/IbHOM PadoThI: OCBOUTH TEOPETUUECKUH MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAIOIIHNI CYTh

npo0semsbl mepeBoga. CaMOCTOSTENFHOE BBITIOJHEHUE MEPEBOa XYJOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
MUCbMEHHOM popme.

MeToanyeckue peKOMeHIAIUH 110 BbINOJHEHUIO 3aJaHUS:
® U3y4YUTh PEKOMEHJOBAHHYIO JIUTEPATYPY;
®  BBINOJIHUTD MOJIHBIM MMCEMEHHBIH MEPEBO/I MPEUIaraéMoro XyA0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa;
e [loarotoBuTh NpeAnepeBOYECKUI aHAIN3 TEKCTa;
® BOCIMOJIB30BATHCS III0CCAPUEM IO JAaHHOU TEME;
® BBINOJHUTH YIPAKHEHUS U MIEPEBO]] TEKCTA,

e YCTaHOBJEHUS SKBUBAJIICHTHOCTH IIpru IICPCBOAC Ha py'CCKI/Iﬁ A3BIK PAa3HbIX TCKCTOB
XYAOXKECTBCHHOTO CTHUIIA (Xy,HO)KeCTBeHHaSI Impo3a, I1093u:A, IIbECa, HY6J'II/II_II/ICTI/IK8.,
(I)OJ'ILKJ'IOp, a HMCHHO CKa3KH, IIOCJIOBUIIBI U HOFOBOpKI/I)

Tpeﬁona}mﬂ npenoaaBare/id K BbINOJHCHMIO 3adaHMs: CTYACHTBI JOJDKHBI BBLINTOJIHUTDH

IIEpEeBOJl TEKCTa, IMOATOTOBUTH NPEANEPEBONUECKHN aHain3 mepeBogumoro Ttekcra. CPC
BBITNOJIHAETCS B NMHMCbMEHHOM Buzae B (opmate A4, o6beMoM 5-8 cTp. BrimonHsercs Takxke
IIPEANIEPEBOTUECKUI aHATIN3 XYA0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa KaK OpPUTHHAJA, TaK U IIEPEBOA;
Kpurepun oumeHku BbINOJIHEHUs 3aaHus (YKa3aThb KaKHe YCJOBHSI TOBJIHMAIT Ha
OLICHOYHBINH 0ay1): cava 3aJaHusl B YKa3aHHBIA CPOK, TIIATEIbHOCTb NPOBEICHMS AHAIU3a,
YEeTKOCTh  (OPMYJIUPOBOK UM  SICHOCTb BBIPQXEHHS MBICICH, aJEeKBAaTHBIM MEpeBOJ,
apryMEHTHPOBAHHOCTh BBIBOJIOB.

®opMa KOHTPOJIAA: IUCbMEHHBIN I1EPEBO

OueHouHbIN 02/1J1 BHIMOJTHEHUS 3aJaHud: 5
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Cnucoxk peKoMeHyeMoii JTuTepaTyphbl:

1. Taueunnamze I'.P. «BBeaeHue B TEOpHIO XYHOXKECTBEHHOTO MEpeBOja», T OwMimcH,
1970r.

2. Kazakosa T.A. «IIpakTukym 1o XyaoxecTBeHHOMY nepeBony», C.-I1., 2006r.

3. KazakoBa O.B. OcoOGeHHOCTH XyIOKECTBEHHOTO ImepeBoaa. M3m-Bo «DeHukey,
2006r.

4. bpannec M.IL., IIpoBoropoB B.U. [IpeanepeBonueckuii ananus rekcra. Kypck. 13a-
Bo POCH 1999r.

3apanme Ne2: mpouuTaiiTe TEKCT, OCYIIECTBUTE €€ MPEANEePEBOAUECCKUI aHAU3 U CleaiTe ee
IepeBoJl B NHCbMEHHOM (opme. B kakux TpaHcpopmanusx BO3HHKIA HEOOXOAMMOCTH?
BrisiBUTE 0COOEHHOCTH MEPEBO/Ia TEKCTA TAHHOTO XY0’KECTBEHHOTO CTUJIS.

Heab camocrositeibHON padoTbl: OCBOUTH TEOPETUUECKUH MUHUMYM, PacKpbIBAIOLIUN CYTh

npo6sieMbl nepeBosia. CaMOCTOSITENFHOE BBHITIOJIHEHHE TIEPEBOJ/Aa XYHAOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
MUCbMEHHOM opme.
MeTtoanyeckue peKOMEHAAIMU 10 BbINOJHEHUIO 3aIaHUsA:

® H3YYHUTh PEKOMEHJOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY;

®  BBINOJHUTH NOJHBIM MUCbMEHHBIN NEPEBO MPEIIAraeMOro XyJa0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa;

e [loaAroToBUTH MPEANEPEBOAUECKUN AHAIN3 TEKCTA;

® BOCIIOJIb30BaThCS III0CCAPUEM IO JAHHOU TEME;

® BBHITIOJIHATH YIPAKHEHUS U TIEPEBOJT TEKCTA,

e VYCTaHOBJICHHs DKBUBAJICHTHOCTH TpPU TIEPEBOJC HA PYCCKUU SI3BIK PA3HBIX TEKCTOB
XY/I0)KECTBEHHOTO CTHJISL (XYIOXKECTBEHHAs Mpo3a, T0A3Us, Ibeca, ITyOIHUIMCTHKA,
($honBKIIOp, @ UMEHHO CKa3KH, TTOCIIOBHUIIBI M TIOTOBOPKH )

TpeGoBanusi mpenogaBaTesisi K BBINOJHEHHIO 3aJaHHsI: CTYIACHTHI JIOJKHBI BBITIOJHHUTH

MepeBOJ TEKCTa, MOArOTOBUTH NpPEANEPEeBOTYECKH aHanu3 mnepeBogumoro tekcra. CPC
BBITIOJTHSETCS. B MMChbMEHHOM BHze B (dopmare A4, obbreMoM 5-8 cTp. BrimonHseTcs Takke
MPEANEPEBOTUECKUN aHATIN3 XYI0KECTBEHHOI'O TEKCTA KaK OPUTHHAJIA, TaK U IEPEBOJIA;
Kputepun ouneHkH BbINOJHEHUs 3aJaHus (YKa3aTb KakKHe YCJIOBHUS NOBJHUAKOT Ha
OLICHOYHBINA 0a/L1): coada 3aJaHus B YKa3aHHBIM CPOK, THIATEIIBHOCTH MPOBEIACHUS AHAIN3A,
4eTKOCTb  (OPMYIMPOBOK M  SICHOCTh  BBIPAKEHUS  MbICJIEH, aJeKBaTHBIM IEpEBOJ,
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTh BBIBOJIOB.

®opMa KOHTPOJIA: TUCHMEHHBIN IEPEBOT

OueHo4HbIN 0a/1J1 BHIMOJTHEHUS 3aJaHus: 5

Cnmcok pekoMeHayeMoil JInTepaTypbl:

1. Taueumnanze I'.P. «BBeneHue B TeOpUIO Xya05KECTBEHHOTO MepeBoaa», Tommucu, 1970r.

2. Kazakoa T.A. «IIpakTukyM N0 Xyn0KeCTBEHHOMY nepeBoy», C.-I1., 2006r.

3. Kazakosa O.B. OcobeHHOCTH XyI0)KECTBEHHOTO nepeBoja. M3n-so «Denukcey, 2000r.

4. bpangec ML.IIL., ITposotopos B.U. IIpennepeBoaueckuii ananu3 tekcta. Kypck. M3a-Bo
POCH 1999r.

Tema 3. IPEJINEPEBOMUYECKHU AHAJIM3 TEKCTA W BBIBOPKA OBIIENU
CTPATEI'MU ITEPEBOJIA

TepmuHOTOrHYECKUA U JIOTHYECKUHN aHATM3 UCXOIHOTO TEKCTA.

3amanme Nel: nepeBop texcra The Cactus O. Henry

Leanb camocTonTebHON PadoThl: OCBOUTH TEOPETUUECKUN MUHMMYM, PACKPBIBAIOLIUI CYTh

npobsembl nepeBoga. CaMOCTOSTEIBHOE BBIMIOJHEHUE MEPEBOA XYJOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
MUCbMEHHOU popme.
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MeToauyeckne peKOMEH/IAMH 110 BbINOJHEHHUIO 32 JaHNUA:
® U3Y4YUTb PEKOMEHJOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY;
e  BBIIIOJIHUTH ITOJIHBIA MMCHbMEHHBIN IIEPEBO IIPEIAracMoro Xy10KeCTBEHHOIO TEKCTa;
e [loaroToBUTH NpEANEPEBOUECKUI aHAIN3 TEKCTA,
® BOCIOJB30BATHCS IJI0CCAPUEM 110 JaHHOU TEME;
e BBHIIOJIHUTH YIPAKHEHUS U IIEPEBOJT TEKCTA;

e VYCTaHOBJIEHUS SKBUBAJICHTHOCTH IPU IIEPEBOAEC HA PYCCKUU SA3BIK Pa3HbIX TEKCTOB
XYIO’KECTBEHHOTO0 CTWJIS (XYHOXKECTBEHHasl IIpo3a, I033Usl, Ibeca, IyOIUIMCTHKA,
(OJBKIIOP, @ IMEHHO CKa3KH, TIOCIOBHUIIBI M IOTOBOPKH )

TpeOoBanusi mnpenogaBate/ssi K BbINOJHEHHIO 3aJaHMS: CTYIEHTHl JIOJKHBI BBINOJHUTH

MepeBOJl TEKCTa, MOArOTOBUTH NpeAnepeBoqUEecKUi aHanu3 mnepeBogumoro Tekcra. CPC
BBITIOJIHSAETCS B NMUCBbMEHHOM BHJe B (Qopmare A4, oObemoM 5-8 crp. BeimoniHserca Takxke
MIpeNNepeBOTUECKII aHATIN3 XyA0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa KaKk OpUTrHHAaIIa, TaK U ePeBO/a;
Kpurepuun ouneHku BbINOJHeHUs 3aaHus (YKa3aThb KaKue YCJOBHUSI TOBJIMSIOT Ha
OLIEHOYHBIH 0aJIi1): caavya 3a/laHusl B YKa3aHHBIM CPOK, TINATEJIbHOCTh MPOBEICHUS aHAIW3a,
YeTKOCTh  (OPMYJIMPOBOK M  SICHOCTh  BBIPKEHUS  MbICJIEH, aJeKBaTHBIM  IEpEeBOJ,
apryMEHTHPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

®opMa KOHTPOJIsSI: THCbMEHHBIN ITEPEBO]

OneHoYHBINA 02/1J1 BHINOJHEHUS 3a0aHus: 5

Cnmcok pekoMeHayeMoil JIuTepaTypbl:

1. Taueumnanze I'.P. «BBenenue B TeOpHIO XyJI05KECTBEHHOTO TiepeBoiay, Toumucu, 1970r.

2. KazakoBa T.A. «IIpakTtukym 1o xymoskectBeHHOMY niepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

3. Kazakora O.B. OcobeHHOCTH Xyn0XKeCTBEHHOTO TiepeBoaa. M3a-Bo «Denuxcy, 2006r.

4. Bbpanpec M.II., IIpoBotopor B.U. IlpeanepeBomueckuii ananu3 Tekcra. Kypck. U3n-Bo
POCH 1999r.

3ananue No2: nmpoyuTalTe TEKCT, OCYIIECTBUTE €€ MPEANECPEBOIUECCKUN aHAIU3 U ClIETAlTe ee
nmepeBoJ; B NUCbMEHHOW ¢opme. B kakmx TpaHchopManusx BO3HUKIA HEOOXOIUMOCTH?
BrisiBuTE 0COOEHHOCTH MEpeBOia TEKCTA JAHHOTO XYA0KECTBEHHOTO CTHIIA.

eab camocTosiTeIbHOM PadoThIi: OCBOUTH TEOPETUUECKUMH MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAIOIIHNI CYTh

npobOsemsbl nepeBoga. CaMOCTOSTENBHOE BBITIOJHEHUE MEPEBOa XYJOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
MUCbMEHHOU (popme.
MeTtoanyeckue peKOMEHIANNH M0 BbINMOJHEHUIO 32 IaHUA:

® M3YYUTh PEKOMEHJIOBAHHYIO JIUTEPATYPY;

®  BBITNIOJHHUTH TOJIHBIN MMCHMEHHBIN NIEPEBOJT IPEIIAraeMoro XyI0’KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa,;

e [loAroToBHUTH NPEANEPEBOIUECKUI aHAIN3 TEKCTA,

®  BOCIIOJIB30BAThCS TII0CCAPUEM TI0 TAHHOH TeMe;

® BBINOJHUTH YIIPAKHEHUS U TIEPEBO/] TEKCTA,

e VYCTaHOBIEHHS SKBHBAJIEHTHOCTH Ipu IEepeBOAC Ha pYCCKI/Iﬁ A3BIK PA3HBIX TEKCTOB
XYAOXKECTBCHHOTO CTHIIA (Xy,HO)KeCTBeHHaSI Impo3a, I1033u#d, IIbeca, HY6J'II/II_II/ICTI/IK8.,
(I)OJ'ILKJ'IOp, d UMCHHO CKa3KH, IMOCJIOBHUIILI U HOFOBOpKI/I)

Tpeﬁona}mﬂ npenogaBarTre/id K BbBIMOJHCHHUIO 3aJaHUA: CTYACHTBI JOJDKHBI BBLINIOJIHUTH

NepeBol TCEKCTA, IMOATOTOBUTH HpCIlHCpCBOIL‘-ICCKI/Iﬁ aHaJIn3 TCPEBOAUMOI0 TCKCTA. CpPC
BBIIIOJHACTCA B IMIMCbMCHHOM BHJIC B (popMaTe A4, o0beMoM 5-8 CTp. Brinonnsercs takxke
npe;[nepeBo,uquKHﬁ AHAJIN3 XYHOXKCCTBCHHOI'O TCKCTA KaK OpUTHHAJIa, TaK U IICPCBOAA,

KpnTeplm OLICHKHM BBbIINOJHCHHUA 3aJaHUA (yKa3aTb KaKue YyCJI0BHUS IIOBJIHUAIOT Ha
OLlEHOYHBIN 63.]1.]1): caadya 3aJaHus B yKa3aHHBIf/'I CPOK, THIATCJIBHOCTH IMPOBCACHHUA aHAJIM3a,
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9eTKOCTh  (OPMYJTMPOBOK H  SICHOCTh  BBIPKEHUS  MBICIICH, aJCKBAaTHBIM  IEPEBOI,
apryMEHTHPOBAHHOCTH BHIBOJIOB.

®opMa KOHTPOJIS: TUCbMEHHBIN I1EPEBO

OneHoYHLBIH 02J1J1 BBIIOJHEHUS 3aaHuA: 5

Cnncok pekoMeHayeMoii JIuTepaTypbl:

1. Tayeummanze I'.P. «BBenenue B TEOPHIO Xy0KECTBEHHOTO NiepeBoay, Tommmcu, 1970r.

2. Kazakoa T.A. «IIpakTuKy™m MO XyI0KeCTBEHHOMY mepeBoxy», C.-I1., 2006r.

3. Kazakosa O.B. OcobenHocTn Xya0KecTBeHHOTO nepeBoaa. M3a-so «Dennkcy, 2000r.

4. bpangec M.IL., IlpoBoropoB B.U. IlpennepeBonueckuii ananus texcra. Kypck. M3a-Bo
POCU 1999r.

Tema 4. BUJIbI IIPEOEPA3OBAHU A B XYJIOXKECTBEHHOM ITEPEBOJE
HGKCI/IKO-FpaMMaTI/ILIGCKI/Iﬁ ACIICKT IMEpCBOJIa. HGKCI/Iqe()KI/Ie, CTUIIUCTUYCCKHUE TIPHUEMBL.
3amanue Nel: nepesoj texcra The Twelve Dancing Princesses Brothers Grimm

Heab camocrositeibHON padoTbl: OCBOUTH TEOPETUUECKUH MUHUMYM, PacKpbIBAIOLIUN CYTh

npoOnemMsl nepeBojia. CaMOCTOSITENIbHOE BBINIOJHEHHE MEPEBOJA XYHAOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
MUCbMEHHOU popme.
MeToauyeckne peKOMEHIAUMH 110 BbINOJHEHUIO 32 IaHHUS:

® U3Y4YUTh PEKOMEHJOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY;

®  BBIIIOJIHUTH MTOJHBIA MHCBMEHHBIN MTEPEBO/] MPEUIAraeMOro Xy10KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTA;

e [loaroTOBUTH NpeANEepeBOUECKUI aHAIN3 TEKCTA;

® BOCIMOJIB30BATHCS IJI0CCAPUEM IO JAHHOU TEME;

® BBINOJIHUTH YIIPAXKHEHUS U IEPEBOJ TEKCTA,

e VYCTaHOBJICHHS DKBUBAJICHTHOCTH TPU TIEPEBOJC HA PYCCKUU S3BIK PA3HBIX TEKCTOB
XY/I0KECTBEHHOTO CTHJISL (XYOOXKECTBEHHAs Mpo3a, T0A3Us, Ibeca, IyOIHUIIUCTHKA,
($honBKIIOp, @ UMEHHO CKa3KH, TTOCIIOBHUIIBI M TIOTOBOPKH )

TpeGoBanusi mpenogaBaTesisi K BBITOJHEHHIO 3aJaHHUs: CTYJACHTHI JIOJKHBI BBITIOJHHUTH

MEepeBOJl TEKCTa, IOArOTOBUTH NPEANEPEBONUECKUN aHanu3 nepeBoauMoro Ttekcra. CPC
BBITIOJTHSETCS B MIMChbMEHHOM BHze B (dopmare A4, oObemMoMm 5-8 cTp. BrImonHseTcs Takke
MPEANEPEBOTUECKUN aHATIN3 XY I0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa KaK OPUTMHAJIA, TaK U [IEPEBOJA;
Kputepun oumeHkH BbINOJHEHUs 3aJaHus (YKa3aTb KakKHe YCJIOBHUS NOBJHUAIOT Ha
OLCHOYHBINA 0a/lI): cava 3aJaHus B YKa3aHHBIM CPOK, THIATEIBHOCTH MPOBEACHUS aHAIU3a,
4eTKOCTh  (OPMYJIMPOBOK M  SICHOCTh  BBIPOKEHUS  MBbICIEH, aJeKBaTHBIM  TepeBOs,
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTh BBIBOJIOB.

@®opMa KOHTPOJIA: TUCbMEHHBIN IEPEBOT

OueHo4HbIN 0a/1J1 BLIMOJTHEHUS 3aJaHus: 5

Cnmcok pekoMeHaAyeMoil JInTepaTypbl:

1. Taueumnanze I'.P. «BBeneHue B TeOpHI0 XyJ0KECTBEHHOTO mepeBoiay, Toumucu, 1970r.

2. Kazakona T.A. «IIpakTukyM MO Xyn0KeCTBEHHOMY nepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

3. Kazakosa O.B. OcobenHocTH Xyn0KeCTBEHHOTO nepeBoja. M3n-so «Denukcey, 2000r.

4. bpangec ML.IIL., ITposotopos B.U. IIpennepeBoaueckuii ananu3 tekcta. Kypck. M3n-Bo
POCH 1999r.

3aganue Ne2: npouMTalTe TEKCT, OCYIIECTBUTE €€ MPEANEPEBOIUECKUI aHAIN3 U CAETANTe ee
nepeBoJ B NHUCbMEHHOH ¢opme. B kakux TpaHchopMmalusx BO3HHKIA HEOO0XOAUMOCTH?
BrrsiBuTe 0CO6EHHOCTH MEpPeBO/ia TEKCTa JAHHOTO XYA0KECTBEHHOTO CTHJIS.
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Heab camocrositeibHON padoThbl: OCBOUTH TEOPETUUECKUH MUHHUMYM, PAacCKPbIBAIOIIUMA CyTh
npobnemsbl nepeBoga. CaMOCTOSATENBHOE BBIIIOJHEHUE MEPEBOAA XYJOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
MUCBbMEHHOU popme.
MeToauyeckue peKOMEHIAUMH 110 BbINOJHEHHUIO 32 JaHNUA:

® U3Y4YUTh PEKOMEHJOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY;

e  BBIIIOJIHUTH ITOJIHBIM MMCbMEHHBIN IIEPEBO/ IIPEAIAraeMOro Xy 10KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTA;

e [loaroToBUTH NpEANEPEBOUECKUI aHAIN3 TEKCTA;

® BOCIIOJIB30BATHCA ITI0CCAPUEM IO TAHHOHU TEME;

e BBIIOJIHUTH YIPAKHEHUS U IIEPEBOJT TEKCTA;

e VYCTaHOBJIEHUS SKBUBAJICHTHOCTH INPU IEPEBOJAEC HA PYCCKUU SA3BIK Pa3HbIX TEKCTOB
XYIOKECTBEHHOTO0 CTWJIS (XYAOXECTBEHHasi Mpo3a, I033Us, Ibeca, IYOIUIUCTHKA,
(oJIBKIIOP, @ UMEHHO CKa3KH, MOCIOBUIBI ¥ IOTOBOPKH)

TpeOoBanusi mnpenogaBate/ssi K BbINOJHEHHUIO 3aJaHMS: CTYIEHTHl JIOJKHBI BBINOJHUTH

MepeBoJl TEKCTa, MOArOTOBUTH NpeANepeBOqUECKUi aHanu3 mnepeBogumoro Tekcta. CPC
BBITIOJIHSETCS B NMUMCbMEHHOM BHAE B (QopmaTte A4, oObemoM 5-8 crp. BrimoniHserca Takxke
MpeNepeBoTYECKHil aHaTN3 XyA0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa KaKk OpUTrHHAIIa, TaK U ePeBO/ia;
Kpurepuu ouneHku BbINOJHEHUs 3aaHus (YKa3aThb KaKue YCJOBHUSI TOBJIHMSIIOT Ha
OLIEHOYHBIH 0aJli1): cJavya 3a/laHusl B YKa3aHHBIM CPOK, TIIATEIbHOCTH MPOBEICHHS aHAJIN3a,
YeTKOCTh  (OPMYIMPOBOK M  SICHOCTh  BBIPAKEHHUS  MbICJIEH, aJeKBaTHBIM IEpEeBOJ,
apryMEHTHPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

®opmMa KOHTPOJIsI: THCbMEHHBIN MEPEBO]

OueHouHbIH 02171 BHINOJIHEHHUS 3aJaHUA: D

CnucoK peKoOMeHyeMOi JTUTepPaTyphbl:

1. Taueumnanze I'.P. «BBenenue B TeOpHIO Xy105KECTBEHHOTO TIepeBoiay, Toumucu, 1970r.

2. KazakoBa T.A. «IIpakTtukym 1o xymoskectBeHHOMY niepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

3. Kazakora O.B. OcobeHHOCTH XyI0’KeCTBEHHOTO TiepeBoaa. M3a-Bo «Denukcy, 2006r.

4. bpanpec M.II., IIpoBotopor B.U. IlpeanepeBomueckuii ananu3 texcra. Kypck. M3n-Bo
POCH 1999r.

Tema S. CTPYKTVPA [IEPEBOJIHOI'O TEKCTA. HWHBAPUAHT 3HAYEHWUE U
CTUWIMCTUYECKUE TPAHCO®OPMAIIMU B ITEPEBO/IE.
HecoBnajieHne BapuaHTHBIX 3JEMEHTOB BO BCEX NEPEBOAAX OAHOTO U TOTO YK€ IPOU3BEICHUS.

3aganme Nel: nmepeBox texcra The Elephant’s Child RUDYARD KIPLING
Heab camocTosiTeIbHON PadoThbi: OCBOUTH TEOPETUUECKHI MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAIOIIUI CYTh

npoOiemsl nepeBojia. CaMOCTOSITENIbHOE BBITIOJHEHHE MEPEeBOJA XYIOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
MUCbMEHHOU popme.

MeTtoanyeckue peKOMEHAANMH N0 BINOJHEHUIO 32/1aHUSA:
® U3y4UTh PEKOMEHJIOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY;
®  BBINOJIHUTH [IOJIHBIM MMCEMEHHBIN IEPEBO/JI IPEUIAraéMOr0 XyA0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTA;
e [loaroToBuTH NpeANEepeBOAUECKUI aHAIIN3 TEKCTA;
® BOCIOJIB30BATHCS IJI0CCAPUEM IO JaHHOU TEME;
® BBINOJHUTh YIPAXKHEHUS U IEPEBOJ] TEKCTa;

e VYCTaHOBJIEHHS SKBHUBAJIEHTHOCTH npu nepeBoac Ha pYCCKI/Iﬁ A3BIK PA3HBIX TCKCTOB
XYAOXKECTBCHHOTO CTHIIA (XyIIO)KCCTBCHHaSI Impo3a, I1033u#d, IIbeca, Hy6J'II/II_II/ICTI/IKa,
(bOHLKJ'IOp, d UMCHHO CKa3KH, ITOCJIOBUIILI U HOFOBOpKI/I)

TpeﬁoBaHnﬂ npenoaaBarTre/id K BbBINOJHCHMIO 3aJaHMs: CTYACHTBI JOJIKHBI BBLIINTOJHUTDH

NepeBol TEKCTA, IMNOATOTOBUTH HpCIlHCpCBOI[‘-ICCKI/Iﬁ aHaJIn3 TCPEBOAUMOI0 TCKCTA. CpC
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BBITIOJIHAETCS B NMCbMEHHOM Buae B (opmate A4, o6beMoM 5-8 cTp. BrimonmHsiercs Takxke
IIpeAIEpEBOUECKUI aHATIN3 XYA0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa KaK OpUTMHAaja, TaK U IIEPEBOA;
Kpurepun ouneHkn BbINOJHeHHs 3aJaHus (YKa3aTb KaKuHe YCJIOBHMSA MOBJHMAKIT Ha
OLIEHOYHBINH 0aJl1): crava 3aJaHusl B YKa3aHHBIM CPOK, THIATEIBHOCTH MPOBEJACHUS aHAIU3a,
YEeTKOCTh  (POPMYJIMPOBOK UM  SICHOCTh BBIP@KECHHS  MBICICH, aJCKBATHBIM IEPEBOJ,
apryMEeHTHPOBAHHOCTh BBIBOJIOB.

®opMa KOHTPOJIsSI: THCbMEHHBIN ITEPEBO

OneHo4HbIH 02171 BHINIOJIHEHHUS 32JaHUA: D

Cnucok pekoMeH/yeMoii JJuTepaTyphbl:

1. Taueumnanze I'.P. «BBenenue B Te€OpHIO XyJ05KECTBEHHOTO TiepeBoiay, Toumucu, 1970r.

2. Kazakoa T.A. «I[IpakTukyMm 10 Xym0xKecTBeHHOMY miepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

3. Kazakora O.B. OcobeHHOCTH Xy0KEeCTBEHHOTO mepeBoa. M3a-Bo «Denukcy, 20006r.

4. bpangec M.IL., IlpoBoropoB B.U. IlpennepeBoqueckuii ananu3 texcta. Kypck. M3a-Bo
POCH 1999r.

3aganue Ne2: mpoyuTalTe TEKCT, OCYIIECTBUTE €€ MPEANEePEBOIUECKUN aHAIU3 U CACIIANTE ee
nepeBoJl B NHCbMEHHOM (opme. B kakux TpaHcpopmanusx BO3HHKIA HEOOXOAMMOCTH?
BrisiBUTE 0COOEHHOCTH MEPEBO/Ia TEKCTA TAHHOTO XY0’KECTBEHHOTO CTHUJIS.

Heasb camocrosATeIbHONH PadoTbl: OCBONUTH TEOPETUUECKUI MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAIOIIUN CYTh

npobseMbl nepeBosia. CaMOCTOSITENHPHOE BBHITIOJIHEHHE TIEPEBOIA XYIOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
MUCbMEHHOU popme.
MeToauyeckne peKoOMeH/ AU 10 BbHITIOJHEHUIO 32 IaHNsI:

® U3YYUTh PEKOMEHJIOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY;

®  BBITIOJIHATH MMOJHBIA MUCHbMEHHBIN MEPEBOJI MPEIIAraéMoro Xy10KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTA;

e [loaAroToBUTH MPEANEPEBOAUECKUN AHAIN3 TEKCTA;

® BOCIIOJI30BATHCSA III0CCAPUEM TIO TAHHOHN TEME;

®  BBINIOJIHATH YIPAKHEHUS U TIEPEBOJT TEKCTA,

e VYCTaHOBJIEHHMSA SKBHBAJICHTHOCTH Inpu mnepeBoac Ha pYCCKI/Iﬁ SA3BIK PA3HBIX TCEKCTOB
XYIO0XKCCTBCHHOI'O CTHUJIA (Xy,HO)KCCTBeHHaH Impo3a, I1093u:A, IIbECa, HY6J'II/II_II/ICTI/IKa,
(bOJ'IBKJ'IOp, a MMCHHO CKa3KH, IIOCJIOBUIIBI U HOFOBOpKI/I)

TpeﬁoBaHml npemnoaaBare/is K BbINMOJHCHUIO 3aJaHUSA. CTYACHTBI JOJIXKHBI BBIIIOJTHHUTH

IIEpEeBOJl TEKCTa, IMOATOTOBUTH NPEANEPEBONYECKHN aHain3 mepeBogumoro Ttekcra. CPC
BBITNOJIHAETCS B NMCbMEHHOM Buzae B (opmate A4, oobeMom 5-8 cTp. BrimosHsercs Takxke
IIPEANIEPEBOTYECKUI aHAIN3 XyA0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa KaK OPUTMHAJIA, TAK U IIEPEBOJA;
Kpurepun ouneHku BbINOJIHEHUs 3aaHus (YKa3aThb KaKHe YCJOBHS IOBJIHMAIT Ha
OLICHOYHBINH 0a/1): cada 3aJaHus B yKa3aHHBIM CPOK, TIIATEIbHOCTH IIPOBEICHUS aHAJIN3a,
YEeTKOCTb  (OPMYJIUPOBOK UM  SICHOCTb  BBIPQXEHHUS  MBbICICH, aJEKBAaTHBIM IEpeBOJ,
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

®opMa KOHTPOJIAA: TUCbMEHHBIN I1EPEBO

OueHouHbIN 0a/1J1 BHIMOJTHEHU 3aJaHud: 5

CnHcox peKoMeHyemMoii JTuTepaTyphbl:

1. Tayeumnanze I'.P. «BBenenue B TeopuIo Xy105KECTBEHHOTO nepeBoday, Toumucu, 1970r.

2. Kazakona T.A. «IIpakTuKyM MO XyI0KeCTBEHHOMY nepeBoy», C.-I1., 2006r.

3. Kazakosa O.B. OcobenHOCTH Xy0KECTBEHHOTO NepeBoaa. M3n-Bo «Denukcey, 2000r.

4. bpangec ML.IIL., ITpoBotopos B.U. IIpennepeBoaueckuii ananu3 tekcta. Kypck. M3a-Bo
POCH 1999r.
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Tema 6. A3BIKOBOE ITOCTPOEHUE TEKCTA U TUITOJIOT WA ITEPEBOJA
IlepexoampoBaHue A3bIKOBBIX YPDOBHEH C TEKCTA OPUTMHAJIA B TEKCT IEPEBOAA.

3amanue Nel: nepesoj texcra The Darling by Anton Pavlovich Chekhov
Heab camocrositeibHON padoThbl: OCBOUTH TEOPETUUECKUNH MUHUMYM, PacKpbIBAIOLIUN CYTh

npobsemsl nepeBoga. CaMOCTOSATENBHOE BBIIIOJHEHUE MEPEBOAA XYJOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
MUCbMEHHOU opme.
MeToauyeckue peKOMEH AU 110 BbINOJIHEHHUIO 32 JaHNUS:

® U3Y4YUTh PEKOMEHJOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY;

®  BBIIIOJIHUTH [TOJIHBIM MMCBMEHHBIN IIEPEBOJI IPEAIATaEMOr0 XyI0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTA;

e [loAroTOBUTH NPEANEPEBOUECKUI aHAIN3 TEKCTA;

® BOCIIOJIB30BAThHCA ITI0CCAPUEM IO TAHHOM TEME;

® BBINOJIHUTD YIIPAKHEHUSI U NIEPEBOJ] TEKCTA,

e VYCTaHOBJIEHUS SKBUBAJICHTHOCTH INPU IEPEBOJAEC HA PYCCKUU SA3BIK Pa3HbIX TEKCTOB
XYIOKECTBEHHOTO CTWJIS (XYHOXKECTBEHHasi Mpo3a, IM033Us, Ibeca, IMyOIUIMCTHKA,
(oJIBKIIOP, @ UMEHHO CKa3KH, MOCIOBUIIBI ¥ IOTOBOPKH)

TpeGoBanusi mnpenogaBareisi K BBINOJHEHHUIO 3aJaHMS: CTYICHTHl JOJDKHBI BBITIOJHUTH

IIEpEBOJl TEKCTa, IOATOTOBUTh NPEANEPEBONUYECKUN aHanu3 nepeBoauMoro Ttekcra. CPC
BBITIOJIHSIETCS B MUCbMEHHOM BHJe B (opmare A4, oObemoM 5-8 crp. Beimonnsercs Takxke
MpeNepeBoTYECKHl aHaU3 XyA0KECTBEHHOIO TeKCTa KaKk OpUTrHHAIIa, TaK U IepeBoa;
Kpurepuu ouneHku BbINOJHEHUs 3aJaHus (YKa3aTb KaKue YCJOBHUSI TOBJIMSIIOT Ha
OLEHOYHBIH 0aJIJ1): caaya 3a/laHusl B YKa3aHHBIM CPOK, TIIATEIbHOCTh MPOBEJACHUS aHAIU3a,
4eTKOCTh  (OPMYJIMPOBOK M  SICHOCTh  BBIPOKEHUS  MbICJIEH, aJeKBaTHBIM  IEpPEBOJ,
apryMEHTUPOBAaHHOCTh BBIBOJIOB.

®opmMa KOHTPOJISI: THCbMEHHBIN MEPEBOJ]

OueHouHBbIH 02171 BHINOJIHEHHUS 3aJaHUA: D

Cnucok pekoMeHyeMoi JIuTepaTypbl:

1. Taueumnanze I'.P. «BBenenue B TeOpHio XyJ05KECTBEHHOTO iepeBoiay, Toumucu, 1970r.

2. KazakoBa T.A. «IIpakTukym 1o xymokectBeHHOMY niepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

3. Kazakora O.B. OcobeHHOCTH Xyn05KeCTBEHHOTO TiepeBoaa. M3a-Bo «Denukcy, 2006r.

4. bpanpec M.II., [IpoBoTopoB B.U. [IpeanepeBomueckuii ananu3 texcra. Kypck. U3n-Bo
POCH 1999r.

3aganue No2: mpouMTaiiTe TEKCT, OCYIIECTBUTE €€ MPEINepeBOIUECKUI aHaIu3 U clejaiTe ee
nepeBoJl B NHCbMEHHON Qopme. B kakux Ttpancpopmanusx BO3HHKIA HEOOXOAMMOCTH?
BrisiBUTE 0COOCHHOCTH MEPEBOIa TEKCTA JAHHOTO XYy105KECTBEHHOTO CTHIIS.

Heab camocrosiTeibHON padoThl: OCBOUTH TEOPETHUECKUNM MUHUMYM, PACKPHIBAIOIIUN CYTh

npoOiemsl nepeBojia. CaMOCTOSITENIBHOE BBIMIOJHEHHE MEPEeBOJa XYIOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
nUcbMeHHOU (opme.
MeToanyeckue peKOMeHIAIUH 110 BbHINOJHEHUIO 3aJaHUS:

® U3yYUTh PEKOMEHJIOBAHHYIO JIUTEPATYPY;

®  BBIMOJHUTH MOJIHBIM MMCEMEHHBIN MEPEBO/I MPEIaraeMoro XyJA0KeCTBEHHOTO TEKCTa;

e [loarotoBUTH MpeANepeBOYECKUI aHATN3 TEKCTa;

® BOCIOJH30BATHCS IIIOCCAPUEM TI0 JAHHOU TEME;

® BBINOJHUTH YIIPAKHEHUS U TIEPEBO]] TEKCTA,

e VYCTaHOBJIEHHS SKBHUBAJIEHTHOCTH npu nepeBoac Ha pYCCKI/Iﬁ A3BIK PA3HBIX TCKCTOB
XYAOXKECTBCHHOTO CTHIIA (XyIIO)KCCTBCHHaSI Impo3a, I1033u#d, IIbeca, Hy6J'II/II_II/ICTI/IKa,
(bOJ'ILKJ'IOp, d UMCHHO CKa3KH, ITOCJIOBUIILI 1 HOFOBOpKI/I)
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TpeOoBanuss mnpenogaBartesss K BbINOJHEHUIO 3aJaHMA: CTYICHTbl JIOJDKHBI BBIIIOJIHUTH
IIEpeBOJl TEKCTa, MOArOTOBUTH NPEANEPEBOAUECKUN aHaiu3 mepeBogumoro Tekcra. CPC
BBITIOJIHAETCS B NMHCbMEHHOM Buae B (opmate A4, o6beMoM 5-8 cTp. BrimomHsiercs Takxe
MIPEANEPEBONYECKUN aHAIIN3 XyI0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTAa KaK OPUTHHAJIA, TaK U IIEPEBOJA;
Kpurepuun ouneHkn BbINOJHEHUs 3aJaHus (YKa3aThb KaKuHe YCJOBHSI NOBJIMAKT Ha
OLIEHOYHBIH 0aJl1): crava 3aJaHusl B YKa3aHHBIM CPOK, THIATEIBHOCTH MPOBEIACHUS aHAIU3a,
9EeTKOCTh  (POPMYJIMPOBOK UM  SICHOCTh BBIPQKECHHS  MBICICH, aJEKBATHBIM IEPEBOJ,
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTh BBIBOJIOB.

®opMa KOHTPOJISI: THCbMEHHBIN ITEPEBO]

OneHoYHBIH 0a)1J1 BHINOJHEHUS 3a0aHus: 5

Cnucok pekoMeHyeMoii JJuTepaTyphbl:

1. Taueunmnanze I'.P. «BBenenue B TeOpHIO XyJ05KECTBEHHOTO TiepeBoiay, Toumucu, 1970r.

2. Kazakoa T.A. «I[IpakTukyMm 10 Xym0XKecTBeHHOMY TiepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

3. Kazakosa O.B. OcobenHocT Xya0KecTBeHHOTO niepeBoaa. M3a-Bo «Dennkcey, 2000r.

4. bpangec M.IL., IlpoBoropoB B.U. IlpennepeBoqueckuii ananus texcta. Kypck. M3a-Bo
POCH 1999r.

Tema 7. IEPEBOJA U CTUJIb

Ctuanctudueckas HUHTEPHPETAITNA 3KBUBAJICHTHOCTH B IIEPEBOIC

3amanue Nel: nepeBon texcra «A Telephone Call by Dorothy Parker»

Heanb camocrosiTeIbHONH PadoThbl: OCBONUTE TEOPETUUECKUI MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAIOIIUN CYTh

npoOsemsbl mepeBoga. CaMOCTOSTENEHOE BBITIOJHEHUE MEPEBOa XYJO0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
MUCbMEHHOU popme.
MeTtoanyeckue peKOMeHIANNH M0 BbINMOJHEHUIO 32/1aHUS:

® U3YYUTh PEKOMEHJIOBAHHYIO JUTEPATYPY;

®  BBITIOJHUTH TIOJTHBIN MMCHMEHHBIH IEPEBOJT PEIAraeMoro XyI0’KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa;

e [loAroToBHUTH NpPEANEPEBOAUECKII aHAIN3 TEKCTA,

®  BOCIIOJIH30BATHCS TIIOCCAPUEM IO TAHHOH TeMe;

®  BBINIOJHHUTH YIPAXHEHUS U IEPEBOJ] TEKCTA;

e VYCTaHOBJIECHHMSA SKBHBAJICHTHOCTH Inpu mnepeBoac Ha pYCCKI/Iﬁ SA3BbIK PA3HBIX TCKCTOB
XYIO0XKCECTBCHHOI'O CTHUJIA (Xy,HO)KCCTBCHHaH Impo3a, I1093u:A, IIbECa, HY6J'II/IHI/ICTI/IKa,
(bOJ'IBKJ'IOp, a MMCHHO CKa3KH, IIOCJIOBUIIBI U HOFOBOpKI/I)

Tpeﬁosaﬂnﬂ npenoaaBarTre/id K BbBIMOJHCHHUIO 3aJaHUA: CTYACHTBI JOJDKHBI BBLIIIOJIHUTDH

IIEpeBOJl TEKCTa, IMOATOTOBUTH NPEANEPEBONUYECKUN aHaiu3 mepeBogumoro Ttekcra. CPC
BBITNOJIHAETCS B NMCbMEHHOM Buzae B (opmate A4, o6bemMoM 5-8 cTp. BrimosHsercs Takxke
IIPEANIEPEBOTYECKUI aHATIN3 XYA0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa KaK OPUTMHAJIA, TAK U IIEPEBOJA;
Kpurepun oumeHku BbINOJIHEHUs 3aaHus (YKa3aThb KaKHe YCJOBHS IOBJIHMAIT Ha
OLICHOYHBINH 0aJ1): cava 3aJaHusl B YKa3aHHBIA CPOK, TIIATEIbHOCTb NPOBEICHMS AHAIMU3a,
YETKOCTb  (OPMYJIUPOBOK UM  SICHOCTb  BBIP@XEHHsS  MBbICIEH, aJeKBAaTHBIM MEpeBOs,
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

®opMa KOHTPOJIAA: TIUCbMEHHBIN I1EPEBO

OueHouHbIN 02/1J1 BHIMOJTHEHU 3aJaHud: 5

Cnmcoxk pekoMeHyeMoii JJuTepaTyphbl:

1. Tayeumnanze I'.P. «BBeneHue B TeOpHIO Xya05KECTBEHHOTO NepeBoiay, Toumucu, 1970r.
2. Kazakona T.A. «IIpakTukyM MO XyI0KeCTBEHHOMY nepeBoty», C.-I1., 2006r.

3. KazakoBa O.B. OcobenHocTH XyI0KeCTBEHHOTO nepeBoaa. M3n-so «Denukcey, 2006r.

4. bpangec ML.IIL., IlpoBotopos B.U. IIpennepeBoaueckuii ananu3 tekcta. Kypck. M3n-Bo
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POCH 1999r.

3aganue Ne2: npouMTaliTe TEKCT, OCYIIECTBUTE €€ NMPEANEPEBOTUECKUIM aHAIU3 U ClelaiTe ee
nepeBoJ B NHCbMEHHOH ¢opme. B kakux TpaHchopManusx BO3HUKIA HEOOXOAUMOCTH?
BrisiBUTE 0COOEHHOCTH MEPEBO/IA TEKCTA IAHHOTO XY/I0’KECTBEHHOTO CTUJIS.

Heab camocrositeibHON padoTbl: OCBOUTH TEOPETUUECKUNH MUHUMYM, PacKpbIBAIOLIUN CYTh

npobsemsl nepeBoaa. CamMOCTOATENBHOE BBIIIOJHEHHE TEPEBOJA XYI0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
MUCbMEHHOM popme.
MeToauyeckne peKOMEHIAUMH 110 BbINOJIHEHHUIO 32 JaHNUS:

® U3Y4YUTh PEKOMEHJOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY;

e  BBIIIOJIHUTH ITOJIHBIA MUCBMEHHBIN MTEPEBO/] MPEUIAraeMOro Xy10KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTA;

e [loaroToBUTH NPEANEPEBOUECKUI aHAIN3 TEKCTa;

® BOCIIOJIB30BAThHCA ITI0CCAPUEM IO TAHHOM TEME;

® BBINOJIHUTD YIIPAKHEHUSI U IEPEBO/J] TEKCTA,

e VYCTaHOBJIEHUS SKBUBAJICHTHOCTH INPU IEPEBOJAEC HA PYCCKUU SA3BIK Pa3HbIX TEKCTOB
XYIO0KECTBEHHOTO CTHJIS (XYHOXKECTBEHHasi Mpo3a, I033usl, Ibeca, MyOIUIMCTHKA,
(hoNBKIIOP, @ UMEHHO CKa3KH, MOCIOBUIIBI U TOTOBOPKH)

TpeGoBanusi mnpenogaBare/isi K BBINOJHEHHUIO 3aJaHMS: CTYICHTHl JOJDKHBI BBINIOJHUTH

MepeBOJ] TEKCTa, IMOJATOTOBUTH MPEANEPEBOMUECKUN aHanmu3 nepeBoauMoro Tekcra. CPC
BBITIOJIHSIETCS B MUCbMEHHOM BHJe B  (opmare A4, oObemoM 5-8 crp. BeimonHsercs taxxke
MIPEANEePEBOTIECKAN aHATIN3 XYI0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTAa KaK OPUTHUHAJIA, TaK U TIEPEBOJIA;
Kputepun ouneHkH BbINOJHEHUs 3aJaHus (YKa3aTb KakKHe YCJIOBHUS NOBJHUAKT Ha
OLEHOYHBIH 0aJIJ1): caavya 3a/laHusl B YKa3aHHBIM CPOK, TIIATEIbHOCTh MPOBEJACHUS aHAIU3a,
YeTKOCTh  (OPMYIMPOBOK M  SICHOCTh  BBIPDAKEHHUS  MBICJIEH, aJeKBAaTHBIM  MepeBOs,
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTh BBIBOJIOB.

®opmMa KOHTPOJISI: THCbMEHHBIN MEPEBOJ]

OueHOYHBINA 02/1J1 BHIIOJHEHU 3a0aHuA: 5

CnucoK peKoMeHyeMOi JTUTepPaTyphbl:

1. Taueumnanze I'.P. «BBeneHnue B T€OpHIO XyT0KECTBEHHOTO TIepeBoaay», Towmcu, 1970r.

2. KazakoBa T.A. «IIpakTukym 1o xynoskectBeHHOMY niepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

3. Kazakora O.B. OcobeHHOCTH XyT05KeCTBEHHOTO TiepeBoaa. M3a-Bo «Denukcy, 2006r.

4. Bbpanpec M.II., IIpoBotopor B.U. IlpeanepeBomueckuii ananmmu3 tekcra. Kypck. M3a-Bo
POCH 1999r.

Tema 8. [IEPEBOJI 1 CTHNJIb
OKBUBAJICHTHOCTb B IepeBojie. TUNOa0rus CTUAMCTUYECKUX N3MEHEHUN B TIEPEBOJIE.

3aganme Nel: nepeBoa texcra « The Inn»
Heab camocrosiTeibHON padoThl: OCBOUTH TEOPETHUECKUNH MUHUMYM, PACKPHIBAIOIIUN CYTh

npoOiemsl nepeBojia. CaMOCTOSITENIbHOE BHITIOJHEHUE TMEpPeBOJla XYJ0KECTBEHHOTO TEeKCTa B
nUcbMeHHOU (opme.
MeToanyeckue peKOMEHIAIUH 10 BHINOJTHEHUIO 3aJaHUs:

® U3yYUTh PEKOMEHJIOBAHHYIO JIUTEPATYPY;

®  BBIMOJHUTH MOJIHBIM MMCEMEHHBIN MEPEBO/I MPEIaraeMoro XyJA0KeCTBEHHOTO TEKCTa;

e [loaroToBUTH MpEANEPEBOTISCKUI aHATTU3 TEKCTA;

® BOCIOJIH30BATHCS IIIOCCAPUEM TI0 JAHHOU TEME;

® BBINOJHUTH YIIPAKHEHUS U TIEPEBO/] TEKCTA,
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e VYCTaHOBIEHUs SKBUBAJICHTHOCTU IPU IEPEBOJC HA PYCCKUU SI3bIK Pa3HBIX TEKCTOB
XYJO’KECTBEHHOI0 CTWJIS (XYHOXXECTBEHHasi Ipo3a, I033Us, Ibeca, IyOJIMIMCTHKA,
(hOTBKIIOP, @ IMEHHO CKa3KH, OCIOBHUIIBI U IOTOBOPKH )

TpeOoBanusi mnpenogaBarte/ssi K BBINOJHEHHIO 3aJaHMS: CTYICHTHl JIOJDKHBI BBIIIOJHUTH

IIepeBOJl TEKCTa, MOArOTOBUTH NpPEANEpEeBOAUECKUN aHaiu3 mnepeBogumoro Tekcra. CPC
BBITIOJIHACTCS. B NIMCbMEHHOM BHUje B (opmare A4, o6vemom 5-8 cTp. Brimommsercs Taxxe
MIPEANEPEBOTYECKAN AHAIIN3 XyI0KECTBEHHOI'O TEKCTAa KaK OPUTHHAJIA, TaK U IIEPEBOJA;
Kpurepun ouneHku BbINOJIHEHUs 3aaHus (YKa3aThb KaKue YCJOBHUSI TOBJIHMSIIOT Ha
OLIEHOYHBIH 0aJl1): crava 3aJaHusl B YKa3aHHBIM CPOK, THIATEIBHOCTH MPOBEJACHUS aHAIU3a,
YETKOCTh  (POPMYJIMPOBOK U  SICHOCTh BBIPDAKCHHS MBICICH, aJCKBaTHBIM IEPEeBOJ,
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

dopMa KOHTPOJIsSI: THCbMEHHBIN ITEPEBO]

OneHoYHBIH 0aJ1J1 BHINOJHEHUS 3aXaHus: 5

Cnucok pekoMeH/yeMoii JJuTepaTyphbl:

1. Taueunnanze I'.P. «BBemenue B TEOpHIO XyT0’KECTBEHHOTO TEPEBOJIa», TOMIHCH,
1970r.
2. Kazakosa T.A. «IIpakTukym 1o XyaoecTBeHHOMY TiepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.
3. KazakoBa O.B. Oco0OeHHOCTH XyHOXECTBEHHOTO TiepeBoja. M3a-Bo «DeHuKCe»,
2006r.
4. bpannec M.IL., IIpoBoropoB B.U. [IpeanepeBonyeckuii ananusz rekcra. Kypck. 13a-
Bo POCH 1999r.
3ananue Ne2: mpoyuTalTe TEKCT, OCYIIECTBUTE €€ MPEANECPEBOAUECKUN aHAIU3 U CIIETAlTe €€
nmepeBoJi B TNUCBMEHHOW ¢opme. B kakmx TpaHchopManusx BO3HUKIA HEOOXOIUMOCTH?
BrisiBUTE 0COOEHHOCTH MEpPEBO/Ia TEKCTA TAHHOTO XY0KECTBEHHOTO CTHUJIS.
Heab camocTosiTeIbHOM PadoThI: OCBOUTH TEOPETUUECKUH MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAIOIIHI CYTh

npobOsemsbl mepeBoga. CaMOCTOSTENFHOE BBHITIOJHEHUE MEPEBOa XYJO0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
MUCbMEHHOU popme.
MeTtoanyeckue peKOMEHIAMH MO BHINOJHEHUIO 32/IaHUSA:

® U3YYUTh PEKOMEHJIOBAHHYIO JIUTEPATYPY;

®  BBITIOJHUTH TOJTHBIA MMCHbMEHHBIN TIEPEBOJI MPEIAraeMoro Xy10’KeCTBEHHOTO TeKCTa;

e [loAroToBHUTH NpPEANEPEBOAUECKII aHAIN3 TEKCTA,

®  BOCIIOJIH30BATHCS TIOCCAPUEM TI0 TAHHOH TeMe;

® BBINIOJHHUTH YIPAXHCHHUS U IEPEBOJ] TEKCTA,

e YCTaHOBJECHUS SKBUBAJIICHTHOCTH IIpru IICPCBOAC Ha py'CCKI/Iﬁ A3BIK PAa3HbIX TCKCTOB
XYAOXKECTBCHHOTO CTHIJIA (Xy,HO)KCCTBCHHaH mpo3a, I1093usd, IIbECa, HY6J'II/II_[I/ICTI/IK8.,
(I)OJ'ILKJ'IOp, a HMCHHO CKa3KH, IIOCJIOBUIIBI U HOFOBOpKI/I)

Tpeﬁosaﬂnﬂ npenoaaBarTre/id K BbBIMOJHCHUIO 3aJaHUA: CTYACHTHBI JOJDKHBI BBLINIOJIHUTDH

IIEpEeBOJl TEKCTa, IMOATOTOBUTH NPEANEPEBOAUECKUN aHaiu3 nepeBogumoro Ttekcra. CPC
BBITNOJIHAETCS B NMHMCbMEHHOM Buae B (opmate A4, o6beMoM 5-8 cTp. BrimonHsiercs Takxke
IIPEANIEPEBOTUECKUI aHATIN3 XYA0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa KaK OPUTMHAJIA, TAK U IIEPEBOJIA;
Kpurepun ouneHkm BbINOJIHEHUs 3aaHus (YKa3aThb KaKHe YCJOBHSI NOBJIHMAIT Ha
OLICHOYHBINH 0aJ1): cava 3aJaHus B YKa3aHHBIA CPOK, TIIATEIbHOCTb NPOBEICHMS AHAIU3a,
YETKOCTb  (OPMYJIUPOBOK UM  SICHOCTb BBIPQXEHHsS  MBbICIEH, aJeKBAaTHBIM MEpeBOs,
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

®opMa KOHTPOJIAA: IUCbMEHHBIN I1EPEBO

OueHoYHbIN 02/1J1 BHIMOJTHEHUS 3aJaHud: 5

Cnucoxk pekoMeHyeMol JUTepaTyphbl:

227



lNayeunnanze I'.P. «BBenenue B TeOpHIO Xy0KECTBEHHOTO NiepeBoiay, Toumucu, 1970r.
KazakoBa T.A. «IIpakTukym no xynoxecrseHHOMY nepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

KazakoBa O.B. OcoGeHHOCTH Xy/n0KecTBEHHOTO niepeBoa. M3n-Bo «Denukcy, 2006r.
bpannec ML.IL., IIpoBoropos B.M. Ilpennepeoayeckuit ananus tekcra. Kypck. M3a-Bo
POCHU 1999r.

N =

Tema 9. CTUWJIMCTUYECKUE HOPMbI BOCHPUHUMAIOIIEN JUTEPATYPBI Y TEKCT
HNEPEBOJIA

Crparudukaiys JIUTepaTypHbIX HOPM B IIEPEBOJIE;

3apanme Nel: nepeBoa texcta A Haunted House

Heab camocrositeibHON PpadoThl: OCBOUTH TEOPETUUECKUH MUHUMYM, PacKpbIBAIOLIUN CYTh

npoOnemMsl nepeBojia. CaMOCTOSITENIbHOE BBINIOJHEHHE MEPEBOJA XYHAOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
MUCbMEHHOM opme.
MeToauyeckne peKOMEH/IAUMH 110 BbINOJIHEHHUIO 32 JaHHUS:

® U3Y4YUTh PEKOMEHJOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY;

®  BBIIIOJIHUTH MOJHBIM MMCHbMEHHBIN ITEPEBOJ IIPEIAraeMOro XyI10KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTA;

e [loaroToBUTH NpEANEepEeBOUECKUI aHAIN3 TEKCTA;

® BOCIIOJIB30BATHCA IJI0CCAPUEM IO TAHHOM TEME;

® BBINOJIHUTD YIIPAKHEHUS U IEPEBO/]] TEKCTA,

e VYCTaHOBIEHUS SKBUBAJEHTHOCTH NpPU IEPEBOJEC HA PYCCKUU SI3bIK Pa3HBIX TEKCTOB
XYyJ0)KECTBEHHOTO CTHJIA (XYIOKECTBEHHAsi Tpo3a, TMO033Us, Ibeca, MYyOJUINCTHKA,
($hoaBKIIOp, @ UMEHHO CKa3KH, TTOCIIOBHUIIBI M TIOTOBOPKH )

TpeGoBanusi mpenogaBaTesisi K BBINOJHEHHIO 3aJaHHsI: CTYIACHTHI JIOJKHBI BBITIOJHHUTH

MepeBoJ TEKCTa, MOArOTOBUTH MpEANEpeBOIUECKHI aHaimu3 nepeBoaumoro Ttekcra. CPC
BBITIOJTHSIETCS. B MMChbMEHHOM BHze B (dopmare A4, oObemom 5-8 cTp. BrimonHseTcs Takke
MpenepeBoTYECKUil aHaTN3 XyA0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa KaKk OpUTrHHAlIa, TaK U ePeBO/Ia;
Kpurtepuu ouneHku BbINOJHEHUS 3aJaHus (YKa3aThb KaKuhe YCJIOBHS TMOBJHMSAIOT Ha
OlIeHOYHBIH 0aJ1): cava 3aJaHus B YKa3aHHBIA CPOK, TIIATEIHHOCTh MPOBEICHMS aHAIU3a,
4eTKOCTb  (OPMYIMPOBOK M  SICHOCTh  BBIPAKEHUS  MbICIIEH, aJeKBaTHBIM  IEpEBOJ,
apryMEeHTUPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

®opmMa KOHTPOJIsI: TUCbMEHHBIN MEPEBOJ]

OneHoYHBINA 02/1J1 BHIIOJHEHUS 3a0aHuA: 5

Cnmcok pekoMeHaAyeMoil JInTepaTypbl:

1. Taueunnamze I'.P. «BBeaeHue B TeOpHIO XYHOXKECTBEHHOTO MepeBoja», 1Owmmucu,
1970r.

2. Kazakosa T.A. «IIpakTukym 1o xynoxecrseHHOMy nepesoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

3. KazakoBa O.B. Oco0GeHHOCTH XyIO0’KE€CTBEHHOTo ImepeBoaa. M3a-Bo «DeHukcy,
2006r.

4. bpangec M.IL., IlpoBotopos B.U. IIpennepeBoaueckuii ananus tekcra. Kypcek. 13a-
Bo POCH1 1999r.

3aganue Ne2: mpouMTalTE TEKCT, OCYIIECTBUTE €€ NMPEANEPEBOTUECKUI aHAIN3 U CHAEIalTe ee
nepeBoJ B NHUCbMEHHOH ¢opme. B kakux TpaHchopMmalusx BO3HHKIA HEOO0XOAUMOCTh?
BrrsiBuTE 0COOEHHOCTH MEpeBOia TEKCTa JAHHOTO XYA0KECTBEHHOTO CTHJIS.

Heab camocrositeibHON padoThbl: OCBOUTH TEOPETUUECKUH MUHUMYM, PacKpbIBAIOLIUN CYTh

npobsiemMbl nepeBoga. CaMOCTOSTEIBHOE BBIMIOJHEHUE MEPEBOIA XYJO0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
MMCbMEHHOU popme.
MeTtoanyeckue peKOMEHIAIMH 110 BbINOJIHEHUIO 3a/IaHHA:
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® U3Y4YUTb PEKOMEHJOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY;

e  BBIIIOJIHUTH ITOJIHBIA MUCBMEHHBIN IIEPEBO/] IIPEUIAraéMoro Xy10KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTA;

e [loaroToBUTH NpEANEPEBONUYECKUI aHAIN3 TEKCTA,

® BOCIOJIB30BATHCA IJI0CCAPUEM 110 JaHHOU TEME;

e BBHIIIOJIHUTH YIPAKHEHUS U IEPEBOJ TEKCTA;

e VYCTaHOBJIEHUS SKBUBAJICHTHOCTH IPU IIEPEBOAEC HA PYCCKUU SA3BIK Pa3HbIX TEKCTOB
XYIO0’KECTBEHHOTO0 CTWJIS (XYJOXKECTBEHHasi Ipo3a, I033Usl, Ibeca, IyOIUIUCTHKA,

(OTBKIIOP, @ IMEHHO CKa3KH, TIOCIOBHUIIBI M IOTOBOPKH)
TpeOoBanusi mnpenogaBarte/ssi K BbINOJHEHHIO 3aJaHUS: CTYICHTHl JIOJDKHBI BBINOJHUTH

MepeBoJl TEKCTa, MOArOTOBUTH NpeANepeBOAUECKUi aHaiu3 mnepeBogumoro Tekcta. CPC
BBITNIOJIHSETCS B NMUCbMEHHOM BHze B (opmare A4, oObemoM 5-8 crp. BeimoniHserca Takxke
MIpeNepeBOTUECKUI aHATIN3 XYA0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa KaKk OpUTrMHAaNa, Tak U IEPeBO/Ia;
Kpurepun ouneHku BbINOJHEHUs 3aaHus (YKa3aTb KaKue YCJOBHUSI TOBJIHMSIOT Ha
OLIEHOYHBIH 0aJIi1): caavya 3a/laHusl B YKa3aHHBIM CPOK, TIIATEIBHOCTh MPOBEIACHUS aHAIU3a,
YeTKOCTh  (OPMYIMPOBOK M  SICHOCTh  BBIPDAKEHUS  MbICNIEH, aJEeKBaTHBIM IEpEBOJ,
apryMEHTHPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

®opMa KOHTPOJIsSI: THCbMEHHBIN ITEPEBO]

OneHoYHBIH 0a/1J1 BHINOJHEHUS 3a0aHus: 5

Cnmcok pekoMeHaAyeMoil JIuTepaTypbl:

1. Taueunmnanze I'.P. «BBenenue B TeOpHIO XyJI05KECTBEHHOTO MiepeBoiay, Toumucu, 1970r.

2. KazakoBa T.A. «IIpakTtukym 1o xymoskectBeHHOMY niepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

3. Kazakora O.B. OcobeHHOCTH XyI0XKeCTBEHHOTO TiepeBoaa. M3a-Bo «Denuxcy, 2006r.

4. Bbpanpec M.II., IIpoBotopor B.U. IlpeanepeBomueckuii anammu3 tekcra. Kypck. M3a-Bo
POCH 1999r.

Tema 10. [IPOBJIEMbI CEMUOTUKU [TEPEBOJIA

CylilecTBOBaHHE UCXOIHOTO TEKCTa KaK MaTepHalIbHOTO 3HAaKa B MpoIlecce MepeBo/ia.

3apanme Nel: mepeBon texcta JOSEPH JACOBS «CONNLA AND THE FAIRY
MAIDEN»

eab camocTosiTe/IbHOM PadoThi: OCBOUTH TEOPETUUECKUH MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAIOIINI CYTh

npoOsieMbl nepeBoga. CaMOCTOSITENIHPHOE BBHITIOJIHEHHUE TEPEBOIA XYAOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
MUCbMEHHOU popme.
MeToauveckne peKoMeH/ AN 10 BHITIOJTHEHUIO 32 IaHMsI:

® U3yYUTh PEKOMEHJIOBAHHYIO JIUTEPATYPY;

®  BBINOJIHUTD MOJIHBIM MMCEMEHHBIN MEPEBO/I MPEIaraeMoro XyA0KEeCTBEHHOTO TEKCTa;

e [loaroToBUTH MpEANEePEBOIUCCKUIN aHAIN3 TEKCTa,

® BOCIIOJIB30BATHCA IJI0CCAPUEM IO IaHHOM TEME;

® BBINMOJHUTH YIIPAKHEHUS U TIEPEBO/] TEKCTA,

e VYCTaHOBIEHMS SKBHUBAJIEHTHOCTH npu nepeBoac Ha py'CCKI/Iﬁ SA3BIK PA3HBIX TCKCTOB
XYAOXKECTBCHHOTO CTHIIA (Xy,HO)KeCTBeHHaSI Impo3a, I1033u#d, IIbeca, HY6J'II/II_II/ICTI/IK8.,
(I)OJ'ILKJ'IOp, d UMCHHO CKa3KH, IMOCJIOBUIILI U HOI‘OBOpKI/I)

TpeﬁoBaHnﬂ npenoaaBarTre/id K BbIMOJHCHUIO 3aJaHUA: CTYACHTBI JOJIKHBI BBLIIIOJHUTH

NepeBol TCEKCTA, IMOATOTOBUTH HpCIlHCpCBOI[‘-ICCKI/Iﬁ aHaJIn3 TCPEBOAUMOI0 TCKCTA. CpPC
BBIIIOJIHACTCA B IMMIMCbMCHHOM BHJIC B (popMaTe A4, o0beMoM 5-8 CTp. Brinonnsercs takxke
npe;[nepeBoL[quKHﬁ AHAJIN3 XYOOKCECTBCHHOI'O TCKCTA KaK OpUTHHAJIA, TaK U IICPCBO A,
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Kpurepun ouneHkn BbINOJHeHHs 3aJaHus (YKa3aTb KaKuHe YCJIOBHMSA MOBJHMAKIT Ha
OLIEHOYHBINH 0aJl1): crada 3aJaHusl B YKa3aHHBIM CPOK, THIATEIBHOCTH MPOBEJACHUS aHAIU3a,
YEeTKOCTh  (POPMYJIMPOBOK UM  SICHOCTh BBIPXCHHSI  MBICIICH, aJeKBaTHBI IEpeBO/,
apryMEHTHPOBAHHOCTh BBIBOJIOB.

®opMa KOHTPOJIsI: THCbMEHHBIN ITEPEBO]

OneHo4HbIH 02171 BHINIOJIHEHHUS 32JaHUA: D

Cnucoxk pekoMeH/yeMoii JJuTepaTyphbl:

1. Taueunnamse I'.P. «BBeneHne B TEOPHIO XYIOXKECTBEHHOTO TEpeBOaa», T OWIHCH,
1970r.

2. Kazakosa T.A. «IIpakTukym 1o XyaoxecTBeHHOMY nepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

3. KazakoBa O.B. OcoOeHHOCTH XyHOXECTBEHHOTO TiepeBoja. M3a-Bo «DeHUKCey,
2006r.

4. bpannec M.IL., IIpoBoropoB B.U. [IpeanepeBonueckuii ananus rekcra. Kypck. 13a-
Bo POCH 1999r.

3apanmne Ne2: mpouuTaiTe TEKCT, OCYIIECTBUTE €€ MPEANEePEBOAUECCKUI aHAM3 U CICIIaTe ee
nepeBoJl B NHCbMEHHOM (opme. B kakux TpaHcpopmanusx BO3HHKIA HEOOXOAMMOCTH?
BrisiBUTE 0COOEHHOCTH MEPEBO/Ia TEKCTA TAHHOTO XY0KECTBEHHOTO CTHUJIS.

Heanb camocrosATeIbHONH PadoThbl: OCBONUTH TEOPETUUECKUI MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAIOLIUN CYTh

npo6seMbl mepeBoga. (CaMOCTOSITENIHFHOE BBHITIOJIHEHHE TIEPEBOIAa XYIOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
MUCbMEHHOU popme.
MeToauyeckue peKoOMeH/IAlMH 10 BbHITIOJHEHUIO 32 IaHNSI:

® U3YYUTh PEKOMEHJOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY;

®  BBHITIOJIHATH MMOJHBIA MUCHMEHHBIN MEPEBO/ MPEIAaraéMoro XyI0KEeCTBEHHOTO TEKCTa;

e [loAroToBUTH MpEeANEPEBOAUYECKUN aHATN3 TEKCTA;

® BOCIIOJI30BATHCS III0CCAPUEM TIO TAHHOH TEME;

®  BBINIOJIHATH YIPAKHEHUS U TIEPEBOJT TEKCTA,

e VYCTaHOBJIEHHMSA SKBHBAJICHTHOCTH Inpu mnepeBoac Ha pYCCKI/Iﬁ SA3BIK PA3HBIX TCEKCTOB
XYIO0XKCCTBCHHOI'O CTHUJIA (Xy,HO)KCCTBeHHaH Impo3a, I1093u:A, IIbECa, HY6J'II/IHI/ICTI/IK3,
(bOJ'IBKJ'IOp, a MMCHHO CKa3KH, IIOCJIOBUIIBI U HOFOBOpKI/I)

TpeﬁoBaHml npemnoaaBare/is K BbINMOJHCHUIO 3aJaHUSA. CTYACHTBI JOJIXKHBI BBIIIOJTHHUTH

IIEpEeBOJl TEKCTa, IMOATOTOBUTH NPEANEPEBONYECKHN aHain3 mepeBogumoro Ttekcra. CPC
BBITNOJIHAETCS B NMCbMEHHOM Buje B (opmate A4, o6bemMoM 5-8 cTp. BrimosHsercs Takxke
IIPEANIEPEBOTUECKUI aHAIN3 XYA0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa KaK OPUTMHAJIa, TAK U IIEPEBOJA;
Kpurepun oumeHku BbINOJIHEHUs 3aaHus (YKa3aThb KaKHe YCJOBHSI IOBJIHMAIT Ha
OLICHOYHBINH 0as1): cava 3aJaHus B YKa3aHHBIM CPOK, TIIATEIbHOCTH IIPOBEICHMS aHAIU3a,
YEeTKOCTb  (OPMYJIUPOBOK UM  SICHOCTb  BBIP@XEHHUsS  MBbICICH, aJEeKBAaTHBIM IEpeBOJ,
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

®opMa KOHTPOJIAA: TUCbMEHHBIN I1EPEBO

OueHo4HbIN 0a/1J1 BHIMOJTHEHUS 3aJaHud: 5

Cnmcoxk peKoMeHyemMoii JTuTepaTyphbl:

1. Taueumnanze I'.P. «BBenenue B TeOpHI0 XyJ0KECTBEHHOTO mepeBoiay, Toumucu, 1970r.

2. Kazakona T.A. «IIpakTuKkyM MO Xyn0KeCTBEHHOMY nepeBoy», C.-I1., 2006r.

3. Kazakosa O.B. OcobeHHOCTH Xy0KECTBEHHOTO NepeBoaa. M3n-Bo «Denukcey, 2000r.

4. bpangec ML.IIL., ITposotopos B.U. IIpennepeBoqueckuii ananu3 tekcra. Kypck. M3a-Bo
POCH 1999r.

Tema 11. ITPOBJIEMbI CEMUOTUKH ITEPEBOJIA
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Toposknaromui (IepBUYHBIIT) CEMHUO3UC: aBTOpPCKAas MBICIIb. Bocopuaumarommii
(IEpeBOAYECKUN ) CEMUO3UC: IIEPEBOIUECKAS] MBICID
3aganme Nel: nepeBos texcra Simak, Clifford «Destiny Doll» (1971)

Heab camocrositeibHON padoTbl: OCBOUTH TEOPETUUECKUH MUHUMYM, PacKpbIBAIOLIUN CYTh

npobsemsbl nepeBoaa. CaMOCTOSATENBHOE BBINIOJHEHUE MEPEBOAA XYJOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
MUCbMEHHOM popme.
MeToauyeckue peKOMEHIAUMH 110 BbINOJIHEHHUIO 32 JaHNUS:

® U3Y4YUTh PEKOMEHJOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY;

e  BBIIIOJIHUTH [TOJIHBIA MMCBMEHHBIN IIEPEBO/] MPEIIAraeMoro Xy10KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTA;

e [loAroToBUTH NPEANEPEBOUECKUI aHAIN3 TEKCTA;

e BOCIIOJIB30BAThHCA ITI0CCAPUEM IO TAHHOM TEME;

® BBINOJIHUTD YIIPAKHEHUSI U NIEPEBO/]] TEKCTA,

e VYCTaHOBJIEHUS SKBUBAJICHTHOCTH IPU IEPEBOJEC HA PYCCKUW SI3bIK Pa3HBIX TEKCTOB
XYZO0KECTBEHHOTO0 CTWJIS (XYJOXKECTBEHHasi Mpo3a, I033Usl, Ibeca, MyOIUIUCTHKA,
(oJIBKIIOP, @ UMEHHO CKa3KH, MOCIOBUIIBI ¥ IOTOBOPKH)

TpeGoBanusi mnpenogaBare/isi K BBINOJHEHHUI0 3aJaHMS: CTYIEHTHl JOJDKHBI BBITIOJHUTH

IepEBOJl TEKCTa, IOATOTOBUTH IPEANEPEBOTUECKUN aHainu3 nepeBoauMoro Ttekcra. CPC
BBITIOJIHSETCS B MUCbMEHHOM BHJe B (opmare A4, oObemoM 5-8 crp. Beimonnsercs Takxke
MpenepeBoTYECKHil aHaTN3 XyA0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa KaKk OpUTrHHAaIIa, TaK U epeBoa;
Kpurepuu ouneHku BbINOJHeHUs 3aAaHusi (YKa3aThb KaKHe YCJIOBHMS TOBJIHMSIOT Ha
OLEHOYHBIH 0aJIJ1): caaya 3a/laHusl B YKa3aHHBIM CPOK, TIIATEIbHOCTh MPOBEJACHUS aHAIU3a,
YeTKOCTh  (OPMYIMPOBOK M  SICHOCTh  BBIPKEHUS  MbICJIEH, aJeKBaTHBIM  IEpEBOJ,
apryMEHTUPOBAaHHOCTh BBIBOJIOB.

®opmMa KOHTPOJISI: TUCbMEHHBIN MEPEBOJ

OueHouHbIH 02171 BHINOJIHEHHUS 3aJaHUA: D

CnucoK peKoOMeHyeMOi JTUTepPaTyphbl:

1. Taueunnanze I'.P. «BBemeHue B TEOpUIO XyT0KECTBEHHOTO IEpeBOJa», TOMIHCH,
1970r.

2. KazakoBa T.A. «IIpakTukym 1o XymoxecTBeHHOMY repeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

3. KazakoBa O.B. OcobOeHHOCTH XyI0KECTBEHHOTO IepeBoga. M3n-Bo «DeHHuKc»,
2006r.

4. bpannec M.II., [IposoTopoB B.U. IlpennepeBoaueckuii ananus tekcta. Kypck. U3n-
Bo POCH 1999r.

3aganue Ne2: mpouMTaiiTe TEKCT, OCYIIECTBUTE €€ MPEeINepeBOIUECKUI aHaIu3 U clejaiTe ee
nepeBol B THCbMEeHHON Qopme. B kakux TpaHchopManusax BO3HUKIA HEOOXOIUMOCTH?
BrisiBUTE 0COOCHHOCTH MEPEBO/Ia TEKCTA IAHHOTO XY0>KECTBEHHOTO CTHUJIS.

Heab camocrosiTeibHON padoThl: OCBOUTH TEOPETHUECKUNM MUHUMYM, PACKPHIBAIOIIUN CYTh

npoOieMbl nepeBojia. CaMOCTOSITENIBHOE BHITIOJHEHHE MEPEBOJA XYIOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
nUcbMeHHOU (opme.
MeToanyeckue peKOMEHIAIUH 0 BHINOJHEHUIO 3aJaHUS:

® U3yYUTh PEKOMEHJIOBAHHYIO JIUTEPATYPY;

®  BBINOJHUTH MOJIHBIM MMCEMEHHBIN MEPEBO/I MPEIaraeMoro XyJA0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa;

e [loaroToBUTH MpEANEPEBOTUECKUI aHATN3 TEKCTA;

® BOCIMOJB30BATHCS TIOCCAPUEM IO TAHHOU TeME;

® BBINOJIHUTH YIIPAKHEHUS U TIEPEBO]] TEKCTA,
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e VYCTaHOBIEHUs SKBUBAJICHTHOCTU IPU IEPEBOJC HA PYCCKUU SI3bIK Pa3HBIX TEKCTOB
XYJI0’KECTBEHHOTO CTWJISA (XYIOXKECTBEHHAsl Mpo3a, M033Us, Ibeca, MYOIUIUCTHKA,
(bOJBKIIOP, @ IMEHHO CKa3KH, TIOCIOBHUIIBI M IOTOBOPKH )

TpeGoBanusi mpenogaBaTesisi K BbINOJHEHHIO 3aJaHUSI. CTYJACHTHI JIOJIKHBI BBIIIOJHHUTH

MepeBoJi TEKCTa, IOJArOTOBUTH MPEANEPEeBOMUECKUN aHanu3 nepeBoauMoro Tekcra. CPC
BBITIOJTHSCTCS B NMUCbMEHHOM BHJe B (opmare A4, oObemMoM 5-8 crp. BeimosHseTcs Takxke
MPEIEPEBOTUECKUI aHAIN3 XYI0)KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTAa KaK OPUTMHAJIA, TaK U NIEPEBOJIA;
Kpurepun oumeHKH BBINOJHEHUA 3a4aHMs (YKa3aTb KaKue YCJIOBHS IOBJIHUAKT HAa
OLIEHOYHBIH 0aJl1): crava 3aJaHusl B YKa3aHHBIM CPOK, THIATEIBHOCTH MPOBEJACHUS aHAIU3a,
9eTKOCTh  (OPMYJIUPOBOK ¥  SICHOCTh  BBIPDAKEHHUS  MBICIICH, aJIeKBaTHBIH  TIEPEBO],
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

dopMa KOHTPOJIsSI: THCbMEHHBIN ITEPEBO]

OneHoYHBIH 0aJ1J1 BHINOJHEHUS 3aXaHus: 5

Cnucok pekoMeHayeMoii JIuTepaTypbl:

1. Taueunmnanze I'.P. «BBenenue B TeOpHIO XyJ05KECTBEHHOTO iepeBoiay, Toumucu, 1970r.

2. Kazakoa T.A. «I[IpakTukyMm 10 XymoxecTBeHHOMY mepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

3. Kazakora O.B. OcobGeHHOCTH XyJ0KEeCTBEHHOTO mepeBoaa. M3n-Bo «Denukcy, 2000r.

4. bpangec M.IL., IlpoBoropoB B.U. IlpennepeBoqueckuii ananus Texcta. Kypck. M3a-Bo
POCH 1999r.

Tema 12. [IEPEBOJI JUTEPATYPHOM KOMMYHUKALIUN.
Moaens auTepaTypHON KOMMYHUKAIIAH.
3aganme Nel: mepeBos tekcta ALISTAIR MACLEAN «The Way to Dusty Death»

Heab camocTosiTe/IbHOM PadoThIi: OCBOUTH TEOPETUUECKMH MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAIOIIHNI CYTh

npoOsemsbl mepeBoga. CaMOCTOSATENBHOE BBIIIOJHEHHUE MEPEBOA XyI0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
MUCbMEHHOU popme.
MeTtoanyeckue peKOMeHIAMH MO BbINMOJHEHUIO 32/1aHUSA:

® U3YYUTh PEKOMEHJIOBAHHYIO JIUTEPATYPY;

®  BBITIOJHUTH TIOJTHBIN MMCHMEHHBIN NIEPEBOJI PEIIAraeMoro XyI0’KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa;

e [loAroToBHUTH NpPEANEPEBOAUECKII aHAIN3 TEKCTA,

®  BOCIIOJIB30BATKLCS TIIOCCAPUEM TI0 JAHHOH TEME;

® BBINIOJHHUTH YIPAXKHECHUS U IEPEBOJ] TEKCTA,

e YCTaHOBJEHUS SKBUBAJIICHTHOCTH IIpru IICPCBOAC Ha py'CCKI/Iﬁ A3BIK PAa3HbIX TCKCTOB
XYAOXKECTBCHHOTO CTHIJIA (Xy,HO)KeCTBeHHaSI IIpo3a, I1093u:A, IIbECa, HY6J'II/II_II/ICTI/IK8.,
(I)OJ'ILKJ'IOp, a HMCHHO CKa3KH, IIOCJIOBUIIBI U HOI‘OBOpKI/I)

Tpeﬁosaﬂnﬂ npenoaaBarTre/id K BbIMOJHCHUIO 3aJaHUA: CTYACHTHBI JOJDKHBI BBLINIOJIHUTDH

IIEpEeBOJl TEKCTa, MOATOTOBUTH NPEANEPEBONUECKUN aHaiu3 mepeBogumoro Ttekcra. CPC
BBITNOJIHAETCS B NMHMCbMEHHOM Buzae B (opmate A4, o6beMoM 5-8 cTp. BrimonHsercs Takxke
IIPEANIEPEBOTUECKUI aHAIIN3 XYA0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa KaK OPUTMHAIA, TaK U IEPEBOJIA;
Kpurepun ouneHku BbINOJIHEHUs 3aaHus (YKa3aThb KaKHe YCJIOBHSI TOBJIHMAIT Ha
OLICHOYHBINH 0aJ1): cava 3aJaHusl B YKa3aHHBIA CPOK, TIIATEIbHOCTb NPOBEICHMS aHAIMU3a,
YEeTKOCTb  (OPMYJIUPOBOK UM  SICHOCTb BBIp@XEHHs  MbICNIeH, aJeKBaTHBI IepeBof,
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

®opMa KOHTPOJIAA: TUCbMEHHBIN I1EPEBO]

OueHoYHbIN 02/1J1 BHIMOJTHEHUS 3aJaHud: 5

CnHcoxk peKoMeHyemMoii JTuTepaTyphbl:
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1. Taueunnamse I'.P. «BBeaeHue B TEOpHIO XYHOXKECTBEHHOTO MEPeBOja», T OwMiHCcH,

1970r.

KazakoBa T.A. «IIpakTukym no xyaoxectseHHOMY nepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

3. KazakoBa O.B. OcoOGeHHOCTH XyIOKECTBEHHOTO mepeBoaa. M3m-Bo «DeHukcy,
2006r.

4. bpannec M.IL., IIposotopoB B.U. [IpeanepeBonueckuii ananus rekcra. Kypck. 13a-
Bo POCH 1999r.

N

3apanme Ne2: mpouuTaiTe TEKCT, OCYIIECTBUTE €€ MPEANEePEBOIUECCKUI aHAIN3 U CACIIaTe ee
nepeBoJ B TNHChMEHHOH ¢opme. B kakux TpaHchopMmamusx BO3HHKIA HEOOXOAUMOCTH?
BrisiBUTE 0COOEHHOCTH NEPEBO/IA TEKCTA IAHHOTO XY/I0’KECTBEHHOTO CTUJIS.

Heab camocrositeibHON padoTbl: OCBOUTH TEOPETUUECKUH MUHUMYM, PAaCKPBIBAIOIIUN CYTh

npoOnemsl nepeBojia. CaMOCTOSITENIbHOE BBINOJHEHHE MEPEBOJA XYHAOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
MUCbMEHHOM opme.
MeToauyeckne peKOMEHIAUMH 110 BbINOJIHEHHUIO 32 JaHNS:

® U3Y4YUTh PEKOMEHJOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY;

®  BBIIIOJIHUTH ITOJHBIM MMCbMEHHBIN ITEPEBO IPEIAraeMOro Xy/10KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa;

e [loAroTOoBUTH NpEANEepEeBOUECKUI aHAIN3 TEKCTA;

® BOCIIOJIB30BATHCA IJI0CCAPUEM IO TAHHOM TEME;

® BBINOJIHUTH YIIPAKHEHUSI U NIEPEBO/]] TEKCTA,

e VYCTaHOBIEHUS SKBUBAJICHTHOCTH INPU IEPEBOJEC HA PYCCKUU SA3BIK Pa3HbIX TEKCTOB
XY/I0)KECTBEHHOTO CTHJISL (XYJOXKECTBEHHAsi Mpo3a, T0A3Us, Ibeca, ITyOIHUIIUCTHKA,
($honBKIIOp, @ UMEHHO CKa3KH, TTOCIIOBHUIIBI M TIOTOBOPKH )

TpeGoBanusi mpenogaBaTesisi K BBINOJHEHHIO 3aJaHHsI: CTYIACHTHI JIOJKHBI BBITIOJHHUTH

MepeBOJ TEKCTa, MOArOTOBUTH NpPEANEPEeBOTYECKH aHanu3 mnepeBogumoro tekcra. CPC
BBITIOJTHSIETCS. B MMChbMEHHOM BHze B (opmare A4, oObemom 5-8 cTp. BrimonHseTcs Takke
MpenepeBoTYECKHil aHaTN3 XyA0KECTBEHHOIO TeKCTa KaKk OpUTrHHAalIa, TaK U epeBOa;
Kpurtepuu ouneHku BbINOJHEHUs] 3aJaHus (YKa3aThb KaKue YCJOBHUSI NOBJIHMSIOT HA
OlIeHOYHBIH 0aJ1): clava 3aJaHus B yKa3aHHBIA CPOK, TIIATEILHOCTh MPOBEICHHS aHAU3a,
4eTKOCTb  (OPMYJIMPOBOK U  SICHOCTh  BBIPOKEHUS  MbICIIEH, aJeKBaTHBIM  IEpEBOJ,
apryMEeHTUPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

®opmMa KOHTPOJIsI: TUCbMEHHBIN MEPEBOJT

OueHo4HbIN 0a/1J1 BLIMOJTHEHUS 3aJaHusd: 5

Cnmcok pekoMeHaAyeMoil JInTepaTypbl:

1. Taueumnanze I'.P. «BBenenue B TeOpHIO XyJ0KECTBEHHOTO nepeBoiay, Toumucu, 1970r.

2. Kazakona T.A. «IIpakTukyMm N0 Xyn0KeCTBEHHOMY nepeBoy», C.-I1., 2006r.

3. KazakoBa O.B. OcobeHHoCTH Xy0KecTBEHHOTO nepeBoja. M3a-Bo «Denukcy, 2006r.

4. bpangec M.IL., IIpoBoropoB B.U. IlpennepeBomyeckuii ananus tekcra. Kypck. M3a-Bo
POCH 1999r.

Tema 13. IEPEBOJ] B TUTEPATYPHOU KOMMYHUKAITUN
MeXKyIbTypHbIE OCT0KHEHUS KaK (akTop MnepeBoaa

3ananme Nel: translation of Proverbs and sayings

Heasb camocrosiTeIbHONH PadoTbi: OCBOUTH TEOPETUUECKU MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAIOUIUN CYTh
npobnemsl nepeBojia. CaMOCTOSITENbHOE BBITIONHEHHE MEPEeBOJa XYIOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
MMCbMEHHOU popme.

MeToan4eckne peKOMEHIAIUH 110 BbINOJTHEHUIO 3aJaHUS:
® U3y4UTh PEKOMEHJIOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY;

233



®  BBIIIOJIHUTH ITOJIHBIM MMCbMEHHBIN IIEPEBO IIPEIAraeMOro Xy10KEeCTBEHHOIO TEKCTa;

e [loaroToBUTH NpEANEPEBONUECKUI aHAIN3 TEKCTA;

® BOCIOJIB30BATHCA IJI0CCAPUEM 110 JaHHOU TEME;

e BBHIIOJIHUTH YIPAKHEHUS U IIEPEBOJL TEKCTA;

e VYCTaHOBJIEHUS SKBUBAJICHTHOCTH IPU IIEPEBOAEC HA PYCCKUU SA3BIK Pa3HbIX TEKCTOB
XYIOKECTBEHHOTO0 CTWJIS (XYHO0XECTBEHHasl Ipo3a, I033Us, Ibeca, MyOIUIMCTHKA,

(OJBKIIOP, @ IMEHHO CKa3KH, TIOCIOBHUIIBI M IOTOBOPKH )
TpeOoBanuss mnpenogaBate/ssi K BbINOJHEHHIO 3aJIaHMS: CTYIEHTHl JIOJDKHBI BBINOJHUTH

IepeBOJl TEKCTa, MOArOTOBUTH NpEANepeBOAUECKUN aHaiu3 mnepeBogumoro Tekcra. CPC
BBITNIOJIHSETCS. B NMUCBbMEHHOM BHJe B (Qopmare A4, oO0bemoM 5-8 crp. BeimonHserca Takxke
MIpeNepeBOTUECKUI aHAIU3 XyA0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa KaK OpUTrHHAJIa, TaK U epeBO/a;
Kpurepuun ouneHku BbINOJHEHUs 3aaHus (YKa3aThb KakKue YCJOBHUSI TOBJIHMSIOT Ha
OLIEHOYHBIH 0aJli1): cavya 3a/laHusl B YKa3aHHBIM CPOK, TIIATEJIBHOCTh MPOBEICHUS aHAIW3a,
YeTKOCTh  (OPMYIMPOBOK M  SICHOCTh  BBIPDKEHUS  MbICJIEH, aJEeKBaTHBIM  IEpPEBOJ,
apryMEHTHPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

dopMa KOHTPOJIsSI: THCbMEHHBIN ITEPEBO]

OneHoYHBIH 02/1J1 BHIIOJHEHUS 3a0aHus: 5

Crnncok pekoMeHayeMoil JIuTepaTypbl:

1. Taueunnanze I'.P. «BBemenue B TEOpUIO XyT0KECTBEHHOTO TEPEBOJa», TOMIHCH,
1970r.

2. Kazakosa T.A. «[IpakTukym 1o XymoxecTBeHHOMY repeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

3. KazakoBa O.B. OcobeHHOCTH XyI0KECTBEHHOTO TiepeBoaa. M3a-Bo «DeHUKC»,
2006r.

4. bpannec M.II., [IposoTopoB B.U. IlpennepeBoqueckuii ananmm3 texcra. Kypck. U3n-
Bo POCH 1999r.

3ananue Ne2: npouuTaiiTe MOCIOBHUIBI U TIOTOBOPKH, OCYILIECTBUTE UX mnepeBoi. Haitaure
SKBHUBAJICHT MIEPEBOJA Ha PYCCKOM SI3bIKE.
Heab camocTosiTe/IbHOM PadoThi: OCBOUTH TEOPETUUECKUH MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAIOIIHNI CYTh
npoOiemsl nepeBojia. CaMOCTOSITENIBHOE BBIMIOJHEHHE MEPEeBOJa XYIOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa B
MUCbMEHHOU popme.
MeToanyeckue peKOMeHIAIUH 110 BHINIOJTHEHUIO 3aJaHUS:

® U3yYUTh PEKOMEHJIOBAHHYIO JIUTEPATYPY;

®  BBINOJHUTH MOJIHBIM MMCEMEHHBIN MEPEBO/ MPEUIaraéMoro XyA0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa;

e [loarotoBuTh NpeANnepeBOYECKUI aHAIN3 TEKCTA;

® BOCIMOJIB30BATHCS IJI0CCAPUEM IO JAaHHOU TEME;

® BBINOJHUTH YIIPAKHEHUSI U TIEPEBOJ] TEKCTA,

e VYCTaHOBIEHMS SKBHUBAJIEHTHOCTH npu nepeBoac Ha py'CCKI/Iﬁ SA3BIK PA3HBIX TCKCTOB
XYAOXKECTBCHHOTO CTHIIA (Xy,HO)KeCTBeHHaSI Impo3a, I1033usd, IIbCCa, HY6J'II/II_II/ICTI/IKa,
(I)OJ'ILKJ'IOp, d UMCHHO CKa3KH, ITOCJIOBHUIILI U HOFOBOpKI/I)

Tpeﬁona}mﬂ npenoaaBaTre/id K BbBIMOJHCHUIO 3aJaHUA: CTYACHTBI JOJDKHBI BBLIMTOJIHUTDH

NepeBol TEKCTA, IMOATOTOBUTH npennepeBoz{%CKHﬁ aHaJIN3 TMICPEBOAUMOI0 TCKCTA. CpC
BBIIIOJIHACTCA B IMMHMCbMCHHOM BHJC B (bopMaTe A4, o0beMOM 5-8 CTp. Bremmonnsercs takxke
npe;[nepeBo,uquKHﬁ AHAJIN3 XYOOKCCTBCHHOI'O TCKCTA KaK OpUTHHAJIa, TaK U IICPCBOAA,

KpnTeplm OLICHKM BbINNOJHCHHUA 3aJaHUsA (yKa3aTb KaKue YycCJa0oBHs IIOBJIUAIOT Ha
OLlEHOYHBIN 63.]1.]1): caadya 3aJaHus B yKa3aHHBIf/'I CpPOK, THIATCJIBHOCTL MNPOBCACHUSA aHAJIU3a4,
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YEeTKOCTh  (POPMYJIUPOBOK UM  SICHOCTh BBIPQKEGHHS  MBICICH, aJEKBATHBIM MEPEBOJ,
apryMEHTHPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.
®opMa KOHTPOJIS: TUCbMEHHBIN I1EPEBO
OneHoYHLBIH 02J1J1 BBIIOJHEHUS 3aaHuA: 5
Cnucok pekoMeH/yeMoii JTuTepaTyphbl:
1. Taueumnanze I'.P. «BBeneHue B TeopuIo Xy105KECTBEHHOTO nepeBoa», Toumucu, 1970r.
2. Kazakoa T.A. «IIpakTuKy™m MO XyI0KeCTBEHHOMY mepeBoxy», C.-I1., 2006r.
3. Kazakosa O.B. OcobeHHOCTH XyI0KECTBEHHOTO TiepeBoaa. M3n-Bo «Denukcy, 2000r.
4

bpannec M.IL., IIpoBoropos B.M. IIpennepeoaueckuit ananus tekcra. Kypck. M3n-so
POCH 1999r.

CTPYKTYPA U METOAUYECKHE YKA3AHMSI 11O BBIITOJIHEHUIO
CAMOCTOSATEJBHOU PABOTHI CTYJAEHTHI IO PYKOBOCTBOM
NNPENTIOJABATEJIA

Tema 1. [EPEBOJ XYJOXECTBEHHOM TPO3bl M XYAOXECTBEHHOU
NYJIMIUCTUKHN.

OCHOBBI XY/I0)K€CTBEHHOW MYOJUIIUCTUKH, XYI0KECTBEHHON PO3bI, TOI3UH.

3apanme Nel [lonneld mepeBox TekcTa. CTyIEHTHI BBITOJHSIOT MEPEBOJ XYA0KECTBEHHOU
MyOIUIMCTUKH, TTPO3bI, M033UH. OOCYXIal0T MPUHLHUIIBI, TPUEMbI U METO/bI Xy105KECTBEHHOTO
IepeBoa.

Heab camocTosiTeIbHONH PadoTbl: OCBOUTH TEOPETUYECKU MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAIOIIUN CYTh
npoOieMbl  TepeBoja. CaMoOCTOSATETLHOE  BBIMOJHEHHUE XYIOKECTBEHHOIO IEpeBOJa B
MMUCbMEHHO, , MO0 B yCTHOU popme.

MeToauyeckne peKOMEHIAUMH 110 BbINOJHEHUIO 32 IaHNUS:

® U3YYUTh PEKOMEHJOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY
®  BBITIOJTHATH MMOJHBIM MUCHbMEHHBIN MTEPEBO/] PEITIAaraeMoro XyA0’KeCTBEHHOTO TEKCTa.
e [loAroToBUTH MpEANEPEBOAUYECKUN AHATN3 TEKCTA

e VYcTaHOBJICHHS SKBHUBAJICHTHOCTH IPH MEPEBOJIEC HAa PYCCKHUM SI3BIK Pa3HBIX KAHPOBO-
CTHJINCTUYECKHX TEKCTOB (XYI0’KECTBEHHAs IPO3a, MO33US, IMyOTUIUCTHKA; (OJIBKIOP
(cka3ku) u T.1.)

® HAWTHU NOMOJHUTENBHYIO HH(OPMALINIO, UCIIOJIB3YSl HHTEPHET HCTOYHUKHI

® BOCIMOJIB30BATHCS IIOCCAPUEM IO YKA3aHHOM TEME IO XY05KECTBEHHOMY IIEPEBOY;

® PpacKphITh COJIep’KaHuEe MPOOJIEeMBbl MO CIEAYIONIeH cXeMe: a) HCTOPUYECKHH acIeKT
BOMpoca; 0) coliep:kaHue; B) CYIIECTBYIOIINE TOYKH 3PEHHUS; T') BHIBOJI.

e PaboTa ¢ OCHOBHBIMU OCOOCHHOCTSIMU TEKCTa PA3HOIO >KaHPa, XapaKTePHBIX IS TAKUX
TEKCTOB;

e bpICTpOE€ OCMBICIICHHE OpHUIMHAlIa Ha OCHOBE XOPOILEro OBIAACHUS JIEKCHKON U
rpaMMaTHKOW;

TpeOoBanuss mnpenogaBaTessi K BbINOJHEHHUIO 3aJaHMS: CTYICHTHI JIOJDKHBI BBIOJTHUTH

IIMCBMEHHBIA TNEPEBOJ XYAOXKECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa, MOATOTOBUTH MPEANEPEBOAUECKUN AHAIU3
NEPEBOAUMOrO TEKCTa. bBBITh TOTOBBIM OOCYIUTh M IPOAHAIU3UPOBATH BHINOJIHEHHBIE
nepeBoipl. JIUCyT O pasHBIX IEpEeBOJAaxX OJHOTO MTOTrO XK€ TEKCTa, W3JIOKEHUE CBEM TOYKH
3peHHMsl, ApTYMEHTUPYS €€ TOUHBIMHU (haKTaMH U IIpUMEpPaMH.

Kputepnu ouneHKu BbINOJHEHHS] 3aJaHusl (YKa3aThb KakWe YCJIOBUSI NOBJMSIOT Ha
OLICHOYHBINH 0aJ1): coava 3aJaHusl B YKa3aHHBIA CPOK, TIIATEIbHOCTb IPOBEICHMS AHAIU3a,
YEeTKOCTh  (OPMYJIUPOBOK UM  SICHOCTb BBIPQXEHHS  MBICICH, aJEeKBAaTHBIM IEpeBOJ,
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.
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dopMa KOHTPOJISI: MUCHbMEHHBIN MEPEBOJ] XyI0KECTBEHHOI'O TEKCTa
OueHoYHbIi 0211 BhINOJHeHud 3aganus: 10
Crnncok pekoMeHayeMoil JINTepaTypbl:

1. Amumor A.K. «I[Ipobnemsl xymoxkecTBeHHOTO mnepeBoga B Kaszaxcrane B 20-30 rompi»,

C.-I1., 2004r.

AnpmypatoBa A.H. «Teopernueckue mpoOiIeMbl JTUTEPATYpHOTO MEPEBOAa», AMAThI

1998r.

layeunnanze I'.P. «BBenenue B TeOpHIO Xy0KECTBEHHOTO TiepeBoiay, Tommmcu, 1970r.

3anopnoBa B.S. «Bocnpusitue u nHTEpHIpeTanys XyJ0KeCTBEHHOTO TeKcTay, M., 1984r.

KazakoBa T.A. «I[IpakTukym no xynoxecrseHHoMmy nepesoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

KazakoBa O.B. OcobenHocTH Xyn0kecTBEHHOTO TiepeBoaa. M3a-Bo «Denukcy, 2006r.

Kananer B.M. «Bompockl Teopur U HCTOPUHM  XyAO’KECTBEHHOIO IEpeBOAAd», MUHCK,

1972r.

8. KepeeBa-Kanapuera K. «IIpakTukyM 10 TEOpUH MU TPAKTUKE XyJT0KECTBEHHOTO
nepeBosiay, AnMarel, 1984r.

9. TlomoBuu A. «ITpoGiemMbl Xy105KECTBEHHOTO 1epeBoa», M., 1990r.

N

Nookw

Tema 2. I[IPEJAINEPEBOJYECKMII AHAJIM3 TEKCTA W BbBIBOPKA OBIIEN
CTPATET'MU TEPEBOJA

[loaroToBKa K MepeBoy ¥ OCHOBHI IEPEBOIUECKOT0 aHAIN3a TEKCTAa OpUTHHATIA.

3ananme Nel: Ao63amHO-Gpa3oBbIil TepeBoj. BhIMoJHEHHE TpeanepeBOIIECKOTO aHamu3a
TEKCTa;

Heab camocTosiTe/IbHOM PadoThI: OCBOUTH TEOPETUUECKMH MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAIOIIHNI CYTh
npoOieMbl  TepeBoja. CaMocTOATEIbHOE BBIMOJIHEHHE XYJOXKECTBEHHOTO TIEepeBoja B
MMUCBMEHHO, , MO0 B yCTHOU (popme.

MeToanyeckne peKOMeHIAIUH 110 BHINOJTHEHUIO 3aJaHUS:

® U3yYUTh PEKOMEHJIOBAaHHYIO JIUTEPATYPY
®  BBINOJIHUTH MOJIHBIM MMCEMEHHBIN MEPEBO/ MPEUIAaraéMoro XyA0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa.
e JloarotoBuTh NpeAnepeBoYECKHil aHaTU3 TEKCTa

e VYCTaHOBJICHHS DKBUBAICHTHOCTH IMPH TMEPEBOJIC HA PYCCKHI SI3BIK pa3HBIX KAHPOBO-
CTHJIUCTUYECKHX TEKCTOB (XYH0XKECTBEHHAs MpO3a, TM033Usl, MyOIHIUCTHKA; (DOIBKIOp
(Cka3ku) u T.11.)

® HalTH JIOTOJHUTEIbHYIO HH(POPMAIINIO, HCIIOIB3YSI HHTEPHET UCTOYHHKH

®  BOCIIOJIH30BATHCS TIIOCCAPUEM TI0 YKA3aHHOW TeMe 10 XY/I0KECTBEHHOMY IIEPEBOLY;

® PaCKpHITh COJCpPKaHUE MPOOJEMBI MO CIEAYIOIICH CXeMe: a) HMCTOPUYCCKUI aCIeKT
BOmpoca; 0) coliep:kaHue; B) CYIIECTBYIOIINE TOYKH 3PEHHUS; T') BHIBOJI.

e Pabora ¢ OCHOBHBIMU OCOOCHHOCTSIMU TEKCTa Pa3HOTO JKaHPAa, XapaKTEPHBIX JIJISI TAKHX
TEKCTOB;

e DbricTpoe OCMBICICHHE OpUTHHAJIIA HAa OCHOBE XOPOIICTO OBJIAJCHHUS JICKCUKON WU

IrpaMMaTUKOU;
TpeOoBanus npenogaBaTess K BBINOJHEHHIO 3aIaHHMSA: CTYICHTBHl JIOJDKHBI BBINIOJIHUTH

IIMCBMEHHBIA TEPEBOJ XYN0XKECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa, MOATOTOBUTH MNPEANECPEBOAUECKUIN aHAIU3
NEPEeBOAUMOrO TEKCTa. bBBITh TOTOBBIM 00CYIUTh M IPOAHATU3UPOBATH BBINOJHEHHBIE
nepeBobl. JIUCyT O pasHBIX IEpeBOJAaxX OJHOTO MTOTrO XK€ TEKCTa, W3JI0KEHUE CBEM TOYKH
3pEeHHs, APTYMEHTUPYS €€ TOUHBIMU (haKTaMU U TIPUMEPaMH.

Kputepnu ouneHKu BbINOJHEHHS] 3aJaHusl (YKa3aThb KakWe YCJIOBUSI NOBJMSIOT Ha
OLICHOYHBINH 0as1): cava 3aJaHusl B yKa3aHHBIM CPOK, TIIATEIBHOCTH IPOBEICHHS aHAIU3a,
YEeTKOCTh  (OPMYJIUPOBOK UM  SICHOCTb BBIPQXKEHHS  MBICICH, aJEeKBAaTHBIM IEpeBOJ,
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTh BBIBOJIOB.
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®opma KOHTPOJISI: IMCbMEHHBII IEPEBOJI XYA0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTA
OueHouHblii 0a/u1 BbINOJHeHUs 3aganus: 10
Cnucox pekoMeH1yeMoii JIuTepaTyphbl:
1. Amumor A.K. «I[Ipobnemsl xymoxkecTBeHHOTO mnepeBoga B Kaszaxcrane B 20-30 rompi»,
C.-I1., 2004r.
AnbmyparoBa A.H. «Teopernueckue nmpoOiieMbl JUTEPAaTypHOTO IMEpPEBOAa», AJMAaThbl
1998r.
lNaueunnanze I'.P. «BBeneHue B TeOpuUIo XyA0KECTBEHHOIO IlepeBoay, Tounucu, 1970r.
3anopnoBa B.S. «Bocnpusitue u nHTEpHIpeTanys XyJ0KeCTBEHHOTO TeKcTay, M., 1984r.
KazakoBa T.A. «IIpakTukym no xynoxecrseHHOMY nepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.
KazakoBa O.B. OcobenHocTH Xyn0kecTBEHHOTO TiepeBoaa. M3a-Bo «Denukcy, 2006r.
Kananer B.M. «Bompocsl Teopun M HCTOPHUM XYAO’KECTBEHHOIO IEepeBoAa», MHUHCK,
1972r.
8. KepeeBa-Kanapuera K. «[IpakTukym 10 TEOpUU M TPAKTUKE XYyI0’KECTBEHHOTO
nepeBosiay, AnMarel, 1984r.
9. TlomoBuu A. «ITpoGiemMbl Xy105KECTBEHHOTO 1epeBoa», M., 1990r.

N

Nookw

Tema 3. OPEJINEPEBOJYECKHIA AHAJIM3 TEKCTA W BBIBOPKA OBIIEN
CTPATEI'MU ITEPEBO/JIA. TepMUHOJOTHYECKUI U JIOTUYECKUI aHAJIN3 UCXOJTHOTO TEKCTA.
3aganue Nel: PeanbHblif mocienoBaTenbHbIN mepeBoj (mpodeccuoHanbHbli). BrinmonHenue
TEPMHUHOJIOTHYECKOTO U JIOTHUECKOTO aHaJIM3a UCXOJHOTO TEKCTa.

Heasb camocTosiTeqIbHOM PadoThl: OCBONUTH TEOPETUUECKHI MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAIOIIUN CYTh
npobsemMsl MepeBoja. CaMOCTOATEIbHOE BBINOJIHEHUE XYJOJKECTBEHHOTO IIEpEBOJA B
MUCbMEHHO, , 00 B yCTHOU popme.

Meroan4eckne peKOMEHIALUH 110 BbITOJTHEHHUIO 3aJaHUA:

®  U3YYUTh PEKOMEHJOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY
®  BBINIOJTHATH MMOJHBIA MUCHbMEHHBIN MTEPEBO/I IIPEIIaraeMoro Xy/1I0’KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa.
e [loaAroToBUTH MpEANEPEBOAUYECKUN AHATN3 TEKCTA

e VYCTaHOBJICHHS DKBUBAICHTHOCTH IPH TMEPEBOJIC HA PYCCKHM SI3BIK PAa3HBIX JKaHPOBO-
CTHJIUCTUYECKHX TEKCTOB (XYJ0KECTBEHHAs MPO3a, MOA3Us, MyOIUIIUCTHKA; (OIBKIOP
(cka3ku) u T.1.)

® HalTH JIOTOJHUTEIbHYIO HH(POPMAIIUIO, HCIIOB3YSI HHTEPHET UCTOYHHKH

®  BOCIIOJIB30BATHCS TIOCCAPUEM TI0 YKA3aHHOW TeMe 10 XY/I0’KECTBEHHOMY TIEPEBOLY;

® PaCKpHITh COJCpKaHUE MPOOJEMBI MO CIEAYIOIICH CXeMe: a) HMCTOPHUYECKUI aCIeKT
BOmpoca; 0) coepkaHue; B) CyIIECTBYIOIINE TOYKH 3PEHHUSI; T') BHIBOJ.

e Pabora ¢ OCHOBHBIMU OCOOCHHOCTSIMU TEKCTa Pa3HOTO JKaHPAa, XapaKTEPHBIX JIJISI TAKUX
TEKCTOB;

e DbricTpoe OCMBICICHHE OpUTHMHAJIA HAa OCHOBE XOPOILIEro OBJIAZACHUS JICKCHUKOW W

rpaMMaTHKOM;
TpeGoBanuss mpenogaBate/isi K BBINOJHEHHIO 3aJaHMS: CTYIEHTHl JOJKHBI BBINIOJHUTH

IICBMEHHBIA TEPEBOJ XYH0XKECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa, MOATOTOBUTH MNPEANECPEBOAUECKUIN aHAIU3
NEPEeBOAUMOrO TEKCTa. bBBITh TOTOBBIM OOCYIUTh M IPOAHAIU3UPOBATH BBIIOJIHEHHBIE
nepeBoipl. JIMCyT O pasHBIX IEpeBOJAaxX OJHOTO MTOTO XK€ TEKCTa, U3JI0KEHHE CBEH TOUYKU
3peHMs, ApTYMEHTUPYS €€ TOUHBIMU (haKTaMU U IIPUMEpPaMH.

Kputepnu ouneHKu BbINOJHEHHS] 3aJaHusl (YKa3aThb Kakhe YCJIOBUSI NOBJMSIOT Ha
OLICHOYHBINH 0aJ1): coava 3aJaHus B YKa3aHHBIM CPOK, TIIATEIbHOCTb NPOBEICHMS aHAIU3a,
YEeTKOCTh  (POPMYJIUPOBOK UM  SICHOCTb BBIPDOKEHHMsI  MbICNIEl, aJeKBaTHBI IepeBof,
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

®opmMa KOHTPOJISI: MIMCbMEHHBIN NEPEBOJT XYA0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTA
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OueHoYHbIH 0211 BhINOJHEeHud 3aganus: 10
Cnncok pekoMeHayeMoil JIuTepaTypbl:

1. Amumor A.K. «[Ipobnemsl xymoxkecTBeHHOTo mnepeBoga B Kaszaxcrane B 20-30 rombi»,

C.-11., 2004r.

AnbmyparoBa A.H. «Teopernueckue nmpoOiieMbl JUTEPAaTypHOTO IMEPEBOAa», AJIMAaThl

1998r.

layeunmnanze I'.P. «BBenenue B TeOpHIO Xy0KECTBEHHOTO TiepeBoiay, Tommmcu, 1970r.

3anopuoBa B.Sl. «Bocnpusitue u nHTEpHpeTanys XyJ0KeCTBEHHOTo TeKcTay, M., 1984r.

KazakoBa T.A. «I[IpakTukym no xynoxecrseHHOMY nepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

Kazakosa O.B. OcobennocTtu Xy10’xecTBeHHOT0 niepeBoa. M3n-so «®Penukcey, 2006r.

Kananer B.M. «Bompockl Teopur U HCTOPUM  XYAOKECTBEHHOIO IEpeBOAA», MUHCK,

1972r.

8. KepeeBa-Kanapuera K.II «[IpakTukym 10 TEOpUH M TPAKTUKE XYII0KECTBEHHOTO
nepeBojiay, AnMarel, 1984r.

9. TlomoBuu A. «ITpoGiemMbl Xy105KECTBEHHOTO 1epeBoa», M., 1990r.

N

No gk w

Tema 4. BUJIbI IPEOBPASOBAHUA B XYJIOXECTBEHHOM ITEPEBOJIE
HGKCI/IKO-FDaMMaTI/I'-IeCKI/II\/’I ACIICKT IIE€pEeBOaa. HeKCI/I‘-IeCKI/Ie., CTHJIMCTUYCCKHUE ITPUEMBI.
3apanme Nel: VYCTHBI mepeBOJ  XYJIOKECTBEHHOro TekcTa. OOCyXIeHHE JIEKCUKO-
IrpaMMAaTUYECKUX aCIIEKTOB MEPeBOA.

Heanb camocrosATeIbHONH PadoTbl: OCBONUTH TEOPETUUECKUI MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAIOIIUN CYTh
npoOieMbl  TepeBoa. CaMocToATEIbHOE BBIMOJHEHHE XYJOKECTBEHHOTO IMepeBoja B
MMUCbMEHHO, , TH00 B yCTHOU popme.

MeToanyeckue peKOMeHIAIUH 110 BHINOJTHEHUIO 3aJaHUS:

® U3YYUTh PEKOMEHJOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY
®  BBITIOJTHATH MMOJHBIA MUCHMEHHBIN ITEPEBO/I IIPEIIaraeMoro Xy/10’)KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa.
e [loAroToBUTH MpEANEPEeBOAUECCKUN AHAIN3 TEKCTA

e VYcTaHOBJICHHS SKBUBAJICHTHOCTH IPH MEPEBOJEC HAa PYCCKHM SI3BIK Pa3HBIX KAHPOBO-
CTHJINCTUYECKHX TEKCTOB (XYI0’KECTBEHHAs IPO3a, MO33US, IMyOTUIUCTHKA; (OJIBKIOP
(cka3ku) u T.1.)

® HAWTHU NONOJHUTEIHHYIO HH(OPMALINIO, UCIOJIBb3YSl HHTEPHET UICTOYHUKHU

® BOCIMOJIB30BATHCS IJIOCCAPUEM I10 YKa3aHHOU TeMe 10 XYI0KECTBEHHOMY [IEPEBOIY;

® PpacKphITh COJIep’KaHuEe MPOOJIEeMbl MO CIEAYIOHIeH cXeMe: a) HCTOPUYECKHUH acmeKT
BOMpoca; 0) coliep:kaHue; B) CYIIECTBYIOIINE TOYKH 3PEHHUS; T') BHIBOJI.

e PaboTa ¢ OCHOBHBIMU OCOOCHHOCTSIMU TEKCTa Pa3HOTO JKaHpa, XapaKTEPHBIX IJIS TaKHX
TEKCTOB;

e bpICTpOE€ OCMBICIICHHE OpHUIMHAlIa Ha OCHOBE XOPOILEro OBJAACHUS JIEKCHKON U
rpaMMaTHKOW;

TpeOoBanuss mnpenogaBaTeissi K BbINOJHEHHIO 3aJaHMS: CTYICHTHI JOJDKHBI BBIOJTHUTH

MMMCbMEHHBIA TEepPeBOJ XYA0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa, MOATOTOBUTH MPEANEepPEeBOAUECKUN aHAIN3
MEePEeBOJIMMOTO TEKCTa. bBBITh TOTOBBIM OOCYAMTH M TMPOAHATU3UPOBATH BHITIOJHEHHBIC
nepeBoibl. JIMCyT O pa3HBIX MEepeBOJaX OJHOTO MTOTO e TEKCTa, W3NIOKEHHWE CBEH TOYKHU
3peHusi, apryMEHTHPYsI €€ TOUHBIMHU (paKTaMH U MPHUMEPaAMHU.

Kpurtepuu oueHku BbINOJHEHUS 3aJaHus (YKa3aThb KaKuHe YCJIOBHS MOBJIHUSIOT HAa
OIIEHOYHBIN 0aJ1): coada 3aJaHus B YKa3aHHBIA CPOK, TIIATEIHHOCTh MPOBEICHHS aHATU3a,
4eTKOCTh  (OPMYIMPOBOK H  SICHOCTh  BBIPOKEHUS  MBICIEH, aJeKBaTHBIM IMEPEBOJ,
apryMEeHTHPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

@opma KOHTPOJISI: TMCbMEHHBIN MEPEBOJI XYI0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa

OueHouHbIii 027171 BIMoJIHeHud 3aganusa: 10
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Cnucoxk peKoMeHyeMoii JTuTepaTyphbl:

1. Amumor A.K. «[Ipobnemsl xymoxkecTBeHHOTo mnepeBoga B Kaszaxcrane B 20-30 rompi»,

C.-11., 2004r.

AnbmypatoBa A.H. «Teoperndeckue mpoOieMbl JIUTEPATypHOTO MEPEBOJA», AJMATHI

1998r.

layeunnanze I'.P. «BBenenue B TeOpHIO XyI05KECTBEHHOTO TiepeBoay, Tommmcu, 1970r.

3anopnoBa B.A. «Bocnpusitue u nHTEpHIpeTanys XyJ0KeCTBEHHOTO TeKcTay, M., 1984r.

KazakoBa T.A. «I[IpakTukym no xynoxecrseHHOMY nepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

Kazakosa O.B. OcobeHHOCTH Xy/10°K€CTBEHHOTO niepeBoa. M3n-Bo «Penukcey, 2006r.

Kananes B.M. «Bompockl Teopur U HCTOPUHM XyAOKECTBEHHOIO IIEPEBOAA», MUHCK,

1972r.

8. KepeeBa-Kanapuera K. «[IpakTukym 10 TEOpUH M TPAKTUKE XYyI0’KECTBEHHOTO
nepeBojiay, AnMarel, 1984r.

9. TlomoBuu A. «IIpoGiemMbl Xy105K€CTBEHHOTO TIepeBoia», M., 1990r.

N

No gk w

Tema 5. CTPYKTYPA TIEPEBOJIHOT'O TEKCTA. WHBAPHUAHT 3HAYEHUE U
CTUWIMCTUYECKUE TPAHCO®OPMAIIMU B ITEPEBO/IE.

HGCOBHaHeHI/Ie BAapHaHTHBIX 3JIEMEHTOB BO BCEX NIEPEBOAAX OHOT'O U TOI'O K€ IMMPOU3BCACHUS.
3aganue Nel: OnucarensHblii nepeBoa. OOcyx/ieHnE HECOBNAACHUNM BapUAHTHBIX JIEMEHTOB
BO BCEX MEPEBOJIaX OJHOIO U TOTO K€ MPOU3BEACHUS.

Heanb camocrosATeIbHONH PadoTbl: OCBONUTH TEOPETUUECKUI MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAIOIIUN CYTh
npoOieMbl  TepeBoa. CaMocToATEIbHOE BBIMOJIHEHHE XYJO’KECTBEHHOTO TIEepeBoja B
MUCBMEHHO, , JTNOO B yCTHOU popme.

MeTtoanyeckue peKOMEHAANMH N0 BbINOJIHEHHUIO 32/1aHUA:

® U3YYUTh PEKOMEHJOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY
®  BBITIOJTHATH MMOJHBIA MUCHMEHHBIN ITEPEBO/I IIPEIIaraeMoro Xy/10’)KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa.
e [loAroToBUTH MpEANEPEBOAUYECKUN AHATU3 TEKCTA

e VYCTaHOBJICHHS SKBUBAJICHTHOCTH NpPHU TEPEBOJEC HAa PYCCKUU SI3bIK PAa3HBIX KAHPOBO-
CTHJIMCTHYECKUX TEKCTOB (XYIOXKECTBEHHAs Ipo3a, M033Us, MyOIUITUCTHKA; (OJIBKIOP
(cka3ku) u T.1.)

® HaWTH JONMOJHUTEIBHYIO HH(POPMAIINIO, UCIIOJIb3YSI HHTEPHET HCTOYHUKH

® BOCIIOJIb30BaThCS IJI0CCAPUEM IO YKA3aHHOW TEME M0 XYA0KECTBEHHOMY IE€PEBOY;

® DPACKpBITh COJCpP)KaHHUE MPOOJIEMBbI IO CICAYIOIMICH CXEeMe: a) HMCTOPUYECKHH acIeKT
BOMpoca; 0) coliep:kaHue; B) CYIIECTBYIOIINE TOYKH 3PEHHUS; T') BHIBOJI.

e PaboTa ¢ OCHOBHBIMH OCOOCHHOCTSMHM TEKCTa Pa3HOIO JKaHPa, XapaKTEPHBIX JIS TAKHUX
TEKCTOB;

e bricTpoe OCMBICICHHE OpUTMHAlla Ha OCHOBE XOPOIIEro OBJIAJICHUS JICKCUKOU |
rpaMMaTHKOM;

TpeGoBanusi mpenogaBarte/isi K BBINOJHEHHI0 3aJaHMS: CTYICHTHl JOJDKHBI BBINOJHUTH

MMMCbMEHHBIA TEepPeBOJ XYA0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa, MOATOTOBUTH MPEANEepPEeBOAUECKUN aHAIN3
MEepPEeBOJIMMOTO TEKCTAa. bBITh TOTOBBIM OOCYAUTH U TMPOAHAIU3UPOBATH BBIIIOJHEHHBIC
nepeBoibl. JIMCyT O pa3HBIX MEepeBOJaX OJHOTO MTOTO e TEKCTa, W3NIOKEHHWE CBEH TOYKHU
3peHusi, apryMEHTHPYsI €€ TOUHBIMHU (paKTaMH U MPHUMEPaAMHU.

Kpurtepuu ouneHku BbINOJHEHUs 3a/aHus (YKa3aThb KaKue YCJIOBHUSI TOBJHSIIOT HA
OIIEHOYHBIN 0aJ1): coada 3aJaHus B YKa3aHHBIA CPOK, TIIATEIHHOCTh MPOBEICHHS aHATU3a,
4eTKOCTh  (OPMYIMPOBOK H  SICHOCTh  BBIPOKEHUS  MBICIEH, aJeKBaTHBIM IMEPEBOJ,
apryMEeHTHPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

®opma KOHTPOJISI: TMCHbMEHHBIN MEPEBOJI XYA0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa

OueHouHbIii 027171 BIMoJIHeHud 3aganusa: 10
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Cnucoxk peKoMeHyeMoii JTuTepaTyphbl:

1. Amumor A.K. «[Ipobnemsl xymoxkecTBeHHOTo mnepeBoga B Kaszaxcrane B 20-30 rompi»,

C.-11., 2004r.

AnbmypatoBa A.H. «Teoperndeckue mpoOieMbl JIUTEPATypHOTO MEPEBOJA», AJMATHI

1998r.

lNaueunnanze I'.P. «BBeneHue B TeOpUIO XyA0KECTBEHHOIO NepeBoiay, Toumucu, 1970r.

3anopnoBa B.A. «Bocnpusitue u nHTEpHIpeTanys XyJ0KeCTBEHHOTO TeKcTay, M., 1984r.

KazakoBa T.A. «I[IpakTukym no xynoxecrseHHOMY nepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

Kazakosa O.B. OcobennocTtu Xy0xecTBeHHOT0 niepeBoa. M3n-so «®@enukcey, 2006r.

Kananes B.M. «Bompockl Teopur U HCTOPHUHM XYAOKECTBEHHOIO IIEpeBOAA», MUHCK,

1972r.

8. KepeeBa-Kanapuera K. «[IpakTukym 10 TEOpUH M TPAKTUKE XYyI0’KECTBEHHOTO
nepeBojiay, AnMarel, 1984r.

9. TlomoBuu A. «ITpoGiemMBbl Xy105KECTBEHHOTO 1epeBoa», M., 1990r.

N

No gk w

Tema 6. A3bIKOBOE INTOCTPOEHUE TEKCTAU TUITOJIOTUA ITEPEBOJIA
[lepexonmpoBaHue S3bIKOBBIX YPOBHEH ¢ TEKCTa OPUTMHAJIA B TEKCT MEPEBO/IA.

3ananmne Nel: PedepatuBnbiii mepeBoa. CTYACHTHI BBIMOJHSIOT TMEPEBOJBI HA JIEKCHYECKOM
YpOBHE, HE YPOBHE MPEIOKEHHUSI.

Heanb camocrosATeIbHONH PadoTbl: OCBONUTH TEOPETUYECKHIT MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAKOIIUN CYTh
npoOieMbl  TepeBoja. CaMocToATEIbHOE BBIMOJIHEHHE XYJOKECTBEHHOTO TIEepeBoja B
MUCBMEHHO, , MO0 B yCTHOU popme.

Metoanyeckue peKOMeHAAIUH 110 BHITOJTHEHUIO 3aJaHUS:

® U3YYUTh PEKOMEHJOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY
®  BBITIOJIHATH MMOJHBIA MUCHbMEHHBIN MIEPEBO/T MPEIIAraeMOro Xy/I0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa.
e [loAroToBUTH MpEANEPEBOAUYECKUN AHATN3 TEKCTA

¢ VYCTaHOBJICHHS DKBUBAICHTHOCTH IMpPH TMEPEBOJIC HA PYCCKHM SI3BIK PAa3HBIX JKaHPOBO-
CTHIIUCTUYECKHX TEKCTOB (XYH0KECTBEHHAs MpO3a, MOA3Us, MyOIUIUCTHKA; (POITBKIOp
(cka3ku) u T.1.)

® HalTH JIOTOJHUTEIbHYIO HH(POPMAIINIO, HCIIOIB3YSI HHTEPHET UCTOYHHKH

®  BOCIIOJIH30BATHCS TIIOCCAPUEM TI0 YKA3aHHOW TeMe 10 XY/I0’KECTBEHHOMY TIEPEBOLY;

® PacKpHITh COJECp)KaHUE MPOOJEMBI MO CIEAYIOIIeH CXeMe: a) HMCTOPHUYECKUI aCIeKT
BoIpoca; 0) cojepkaHue; B) CyIIECTBYIONINE TOUYKU 3PEHHS; T) BEIBOJL.

e Pabora ¢ OCHOBHBIMU OCOOCHHOCTSIMU TEKCTa PA3HOTO JKaHPA, XapaKTEPHBIX JIJISI TAKUX
TEKCTOB;

e DbricTpoe OCMBICICHHE OpUTHMHAJIA HAa OCHOBE XOPOILIEro OBJIAZACHUS JICKCHMKOW W

rpaMMaTHKOM;
TpeGoBanuss mnpenogaBate/isi K BBIIOJHEHHI0 3aJaHMS: CTYICHTHl JOJDKHBI BBIIOJHUTH

MUCHMCHHBIN TEPEBOJ XYJIO)KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa, IMOJrOTOBUTH MHPEIINEPEBOUECKUI aHAIU3
MEePEeBOJIMMOTO TEKCTa. bBBITh TOTOBBIM OOCYAMTH M TPOAHATU3UPOBATH BBHITIOJHEHHBIC
nepeBoibl. JIMCyT O pa3HBIX MEepeBOJaxX OJHOTO MTOTO e TEKCTa, W3JIOKEHHWE CBEH TOYKHU
3peHusi, apryMEHTHPYs €€ TOYHBIMU (haKTaMU U PUMEPAMHU.

Kpurtepuu oueHku BbINOJHEHUs 3aaHus (YKa3aThb KaKue YCJIOBHUSI TOBJIHMSIOT HA
OIIeHOYHBIN 0aJ1): cava 3aJaHus B YKa3aHHBIA CPOK, TIHIATEIHHOCTh MPOBEICHHS aHATH3a,
4eTKOCTh  (OPMYIMPOBOK H  SICHOCTh  BBIPOKEHUS  MBICIEH, aJeKBaTHBIM  TEpeBO,
apryMEHTHPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

@opma KOHTPOJISI: TMCHbMEHHBIN MEPEBO/I XYA0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa

OueHouHbIi 027171 BhIoJIHeHud 3aganusa: 10

Cnucok peKoMeH/yeMoii JTuTepaTyphbl:
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1. Amumor A.K. «I[Ipobnemsl XymoxkecTBeHHOTo mepeBoga B Kaszaxcrane B 20-30 rompi»,

C.-11., 2004r.

AnbmypatoBa A.H. «Teoperndeckue mpoOieMbl JIUTEPATypHOTO MEPEBOJA», AJIMATHI

1998r.

lNayeunnanze I'.P. «BBenenue B TeOpHIO Xy0KECTBEHHOTO NiepeBoay, Toummcu, 1970r.

3anopuoBa B.A. «Bocnpusitue u nHTEpHpeTanys XyJ0KeCTBEHHOTO TeKcTay, M., 1984r.

KazakoBa T.A. «IIpakTukym no xyaoxectseHHOMY niepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

Kazakosa O.B. Ocobennoctu xynoskecTBeHHOTO niepeBoaa. M3a-Bo «Denukcy, 2006r.

Kananes B.M. «Bompockl Teopur U HCTOPUHM XYAO’KECTBEHHOIO IIEPEBOAA», MUHCK,

1972r.

8. KepeeBa-Kanapuera K. «IIpakTukymM 1O TEOpUU M MPAKTUKE XYII0’KECTBEHHOTO
nepeBojiay, Anmarel, 1984r.

9. TlomoBuu A. «ITpo6semMbl Xy105K€CTBEHHOTO 1epeBoa», M., 1990r.

N

No gk w

Tema 7. IEPEBOJI 11 CTUJIb

CruimcTryecKasl HHTEPIPETAIs SKBUBAJICHTHOCTH B TIEPEBOJIE.

3aganue Nel: CTuiiMcTHYECKUI aHANIM3 TEKCTa XYy10)KECTBEHHOTO ITPOU3BEICHUS.

Benercs monckoBasi paboTa U BBIOOP CTHIIMCTHYECKUX SKBHBAJICHTOB B TEKCTE OPUTHHAIIA.

Heanb camocTrosiTeIbHONH PadoTbl: OCBONUTE TEOPETUUECKUI MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAIOIIUN CYTh
npoOseMbl  TIEpeBOIA. CaMocTOsSITeThHOE  BBHITIONTHEHUE XYHIO0KECTBEHHOTO TIepeBoJa B
MUCBMEHHO, , TM00 B YCTHOU (opme.

MeTtoanyeckue peKOMEHAAIMH M0 BbINMOJHEHUIO 32/1aHUA:

® U3YYUTh PEKOMEHJIOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY
®  BBITIOJTHATH MMOJHBIA MUCHbMEHHBIN MTEPEBO/I IPEIIaraeMoro Xy/1I0’)KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa.
e [loaAroToBUTH MpEANEPEBOAUYECKUN AHATN3 TEKCTA

e VYcTaHOBJIEHHS SKBUBAJICHTHOCTH IPHU MEPEBOAE HA PYCCKHIl SI3bIK Pa3HBIX >KaHPOBO-
CTHJINCTUYECKHX TEKCTOB (XYI0’KECTBEHHas IPO3a, MO33Us, MyOJUIUCTHKA; (OJIBKIOP
(Cka3ku) u T.1.)

® HAWTHU JONOIHUTEIBHYIO HH(OPMALINIO, UCIOJIBb3YSl HHTEPHET UICTOYHUKHU

® BOCIMOJIB30BATHCS IJI0CCAPUEM IO YKA3aHHOM TeMe M0 XYI0KECTBEHHOMY IIEPEBO1Y;

® PpacKphITh COJIep’KaHue MPOOJIEeMbl MO CIEAYIOHIeH cXeMe: a) HCTOPUYECKHUH acrleKT
BoIpoca; 0) copepkaHue; B) CYyIIECTBYIONINE TOYKU 3PEHUS; T') BBIBO/I.

e PaboTa ¢ OCHOBHBIMU OCOOCHHOCTSIMU TEKCTa PA3HOIO JKaHpa, XapaKTEPHBIX IS TAaKUX
TEKCTOB;

e bpICTpOE OCMBICIIEHHE OpHTMHANIa Ha OCHOBE XOPOILIEro OBIAJCHHUS JIEKCHUKON U
rpaMMaTHKOW;

TpeOoBanuss mnpenogaBaTeissi K BbINOJHEHHIO 3aJaHMS: CTYICHTHI JOJDKHBI BBIIOJHUTH

MMUCHMCHHBIN TEPEBOJ XYJIOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa, IMOJrOTOBUTH MPEIINEPEBOUCCKUI aHAIU3
MEPEeBOJAUMOrO TEKCTa. bBBITh TOTOBBIM OOCYAWTh U IMPOAHAIU3HPOBATH BBIOJHEHHBIC
nepeBoibl. JIMCyT O pa3HBIX MEepeBOJaxX OJHOTO MTOTO e TEKCTa, W3JOKEHHWE CBEH TOYKHU
3peHusi, apryMEHTHPYsI €€ TOYHBIMHU (paKTaMU U MPHUMEPaMHU.

Kpurtepuu ouneHku BbINOJHEHUs 3aaHus (YKa3aThb KaKue YCJIOBHUSI TOBJIHMSIOT HA
OIIEHOYHBIH 0a/1): coava 3aJaHusl B YKa3aHHBIA CPOK, TIIATEIHHOCTh MPOBEICHHS aHATHU3a,
4eTKOCTh  (OPMYIMPOBOK H  SICHOCTh  BBIPOKEHUS  MBbICIEH, aJeKBaTHBIM TMEpEBO,
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

®opma KOHTPOJISI: TMCbMEHHBIN MEPEBOJI XYA0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa

OueHouHbIii 027171 BeImoJIHeHud 3aganus: 10

Cnucok peKoMeH/yeMoii JTuTepaTyphbl:
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1. Amumor A.K. «I[Ipobnemsl XymoxkecTBeHHOTo mepeBoga B Kaszaxcrane B 20-30 rompi»,

C.-11., 2004r.

AnbmypatoBa A.H. «Teoperndeckue mpoOieMbl JIUTEPATypHOTO MEPEBOJA», AJIMATHI

1998r.

lNayeunnanze I'.P. «BBenenue B TEOPHIO XyI0KECTBEHHOTO nepeBoaay, Toummcu, 1970r.

3anopuoBa B.A. «Bocnpusitue u nHTEpHpeTanys XyJ0KeCTBEHHOTO TeKcTay, M., 1984r.

KazakoBa T.A. «I[IpakTukym no xynoxecrseHHOMY nepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

Kazakopa O.B. Ocobennoctu xynoxkecTBeHHOTO niepeBoja. U3n-Bo «Denukcy, 2006r.

Kananes B.M. «Bompockl Teopur U HCTOPUHM XYAO’KECTBEHHOIO IIEPEBOAA», MUHCK,

1972r.

8. KepeeBa-Kanapuera K. «IIpakTukym 10 TEOpUU M TPAKTUKE XYyI0’KECTBEHHOTO
nepeBojiay, Anmarel, 1984r.

9. TlomoBuu A. «ITpo6semMbl Xy105K€CTBEHHOTO 1epeBoa», M., 1990r.

N

No gk w

Tema 8. [IEPEBOJA U CTHUJIb

OKBUBAJIEHTHOCTb B NepeBojie. TUMOI0rus CTUANCTUYECKUX N3MEHEHUH B TIEPEBO/IE.

3aganue Nel: IIucbMeHHBIN epeBO1 XyA0KECTBEHHOTO TeKcTa. [Ipe3enTanus.

CTyneHThl TOTOBAT MPE3EHTALMIO U BBISBIISIIOT S3KBUBAJICHTHOCTD B IIEPEBOJIE.

Heab camocrositesibHON PadoThl: OCBOUTH TEOPETHUECKUH MUHUMYM, PacKpHIBAIOIIUN CYTh
npoOieMbl  TepeBoja. CaMOCTOSATETPHOE  BBITNIOJIHEHHE XYJIOKECTBEHHOIO IEpeBOJa B
MUCBMEHHO, , MO0 B yCTHOU popme.

MeToauyeckne peKOMEHIAUMH 110 BbINOJHEHUIO 32 IaHHUS:

® U3YYUTh PEKOMEHJIOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY
®  BBITIOJIHATH MOJHBIM MUCHbMEHHBIN MMEPEBO/] IPEAIaraeMoro Xy/10’KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa.
e [loaAroToBUTH MpEANEPEBOAUYECKUN AHATN3 TEKCTA

e VYcTaHOBJICHHS SKBUBAJICHTHOCTH IPH MEPEBOJEC HA PYCCKHM SI3BIK Pa3HBIX KAHPOBO-
CTHJINCTUYECKHX TEKCTOB (XYI0’KECTBEHHAs IMpPO3a, MO033Ms, MyOIUIUCTHKA; (OIBKIOP
(Cka3ku) u T.1.)

® HAWTHU JONOIHUTEIBHYIO HH(OPMALINIO, UCIOJIBb3YSl HHTEPHET UICTOYHUKHU

® BOCIMOJIBH30BATHCS IIOCCAPUEM IO YKA3aHHOM TeME IO XY05KECTBEHHOMY IIEPEBOY;

® PpacKphITh COJIep’KaHue MPOOJIEeMbl MO CIEAYIOHIeH cXeMe: a) HCTOPUYECKHUH acrleKT
BoIpoca; 0) cojepkaHue; B) CYIIECTBYIOIINE TOYKU 3PSHHUSI; T) BBIBOI.

e PaboTa ¢ OCHOBHBIMU OCOOCHHOCTSIMU TEKCTa PA3HOIO JKaHpa, XapaKTEPHBIX IS TAaKUX
TEKCTOB;

e bpICTpOE€ OCMBICIICEHHE OpHUIMHAlIa Ha OCHOBE XOpPOILIEro OBJAACHUS JIEKCHKON U
rpaMMaTHKOW;

TpeOoBanusi mnpenogaBaTeissi K BbINOJHEHHIO 3aJaHMSI: CTYICHTHI JOJDKHBI BBIOJTHUTH

MMUCHMCHHBIN TEPEBOJ XYJIOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa, IMOJrOTOBUTH MPEIINEPEBOUCCKUI aHAIU3
MEPEeBOJAUMOTO TEKCTa. bBBITh TOTOBBIM OOCYAWTh M MPOAHAIU3UPOBATH BBITIOJHCHHBIC
nepeBoibl. JIMCyT O pa3HBIX MepeBOJax OJHOTO MTOTO K€ TEeKCTa, M3JOKEHHE CBEH TOUYKU
3peHusi, apryMEHTHPYsI €€ TOYHBIMHU (paKTaMU U MPHUMEPaMHU.

Kpurtepuu ouneHku BbINOJHEHUs 3aaHus (YKa3aThb KaKue YCJIOBHUSI TOBJIHMSIOT HA
OIIEHOYHBIN 0aJ1): coava 3aJaHus B YKa3aHHBIA CPOK, TIIATEIHHOCTh MPOBEICHHS aHATHU3a,
4eTKOCTh  (OPMYIMPOBOK M  SICHOCTh  BBIPDAKEHHUS  MBICIEH, aJleKBaTHBI TEPEeBO],
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

®opma KOHTPOJISI: TMCbMEHHBIN MEPEBOJI XYA0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa

OueHouHblii 027171 BhImoJIHeHud 3aganusa: 10

Cnucok peKoMeH/yeMoii JTuTepaTyphbl:

242



1. Amumor A.K. «[Ipobnemsl xymoxkecTBeHHOTo mnepeBoga B Kaszaxcrane B 20-30 rompi»,

C.-11., 2004r.

AnbmypatoBa A.H. «Teoperndeckue mpoOieMbl JIUTEPATypHOTO MEPEBOJA», AJIMATHI

1998r.

lNayeunnanze I'.P. «BBenenue B TeOpHIO Xy0KECTBEHHOTO NiepeBoay, Toummcu, 1970r.

3anopHoBa B.Sl. «BocnpusitTue u nHTEpHpeTays XyJ0KeCTBEHHOro TekcTay, M., 1984r.

KazakoBa T.A. «I[IpakTukym no xynoxecrseHHOMY nepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

Kazakosa O.B. Ocobennoctu xynoskecTBeHHOTO niepeBoaa. M3a-Bo «Denukcy, 2006r.

Kananes B.M. «Bompockl Teopur U HCTOPUHM XYAO’KECTBEHHOIO IIEPEBOAA», MUHCK,

1972r.

8. KepeeBa-Kanapuera K. «IIpakTukym 10 TEOpUU MU TPAKTUKE XYyI0’KECTBEHHOTO
nepeBojiay, Anmarel, 1984r.

9. TlomoBuu A. «ITpo6semMbl Xy105K€CTBEHHOTO 1epeBoa», M., 1990r.

N

No gk w

Tema 9. CTHJIMCTUYECKUE HOPMbBI BOCHPUHUMAFOIIEN JTUTEPATYPhI U TEKCT
HEPEBOJIA

Crparuduxaiys JuTepaTypHbIX HOPM B IEPEBOJIE;

3apanme Nel: @parMeHTapHBI TEPEBOJI  XYIOXKECTBEHHOTOo Tekcta. OOcyxkaeHue
CTHWJINCTUYECKOTO  KOJa W M300pasUTeNbHBIX  HOPM B  CTPYKType  IepeBoja.
JuddepeHunpoBaHHOCTH ¥ MPUHIIUI 00YCIOBIEHHOCTH BIOOpa N300pa3UTEIbHBIX CPE/ICTB.
Heasb camocTosiTeIbHONH PadoThbl: OCBONUTE TEOPETUUECKHIT MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAIOIIUN CYTh
npoOieMbl  TepeBoa. CaMocToATEIbHOE BBIMOJIHEHHE XYJO0’KECTBEHHOTO TIEepeBoja B
MMUCbMEHHO, , THO0 B yCTHOU popme.

Meroan4eckue peKOMEHIALUH 110 BbINOJTHEHHUIO 3aJaHUSA:

® U3YYUTh PEKOMEHJOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY
®  BBITIOJTHATH MMOJHBIA MUCHbMEHHBIN MEPEBOT MPEATIAraeMOro Xy/I0)KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa.
e [loaAroToBUTH MpEeANEPEBOAUYECKUN AHATU3 TEKCTA

e VYcTaHOBJIEHHS SKBUBAJICHTHOCTH IPH MEPEBOJE HAa PYCCKHM SI3BIK Pa3HBIX KAHPOBO-
CTHJINCTUYECKHX TEKCTOB (XYI0’KECTBEHHAs IPO3a, MO33US, IMyOTUIIUCTHKA; (OJIBKIOP
(Cka3ku) u T.1.)

® HAWTHU NONOJHUTEIHHYIO HH(OPMALINIO, UCIOJIb3YSl HHTEPHET UCTOYHUKHU

® BOCIMOJIB30BATHCS IIOCCAPUEM IO YKA3aHHOM TEME IO XY105KECTBEHHOMY IIEPEBOY;

® PpacKphITh COJIep’KaHuEe MPOOJIEeMbl MO CIEAYIOIIeH cXeMe: a) HCTOPUYECKHUH acmeKT
BOMpoca; 0) coliep:kaHue; B) CYIIECTBYIOIINE TOYKH 3PEHUS; T') BBIBO/IL.

e PaboTa ¢ OCHOBHBIMU OCOOCHHOCTSIMU TEKCTa PA3HOIO >KaHPa, XapaKTEPHBIX IS TAaKUX
TEKCTOB;

e bpICTpOE€ OCMBICIICHHE OpHUIMHAlIa Ha OCHOBE XOPOILEro OBIAACHUS JIEKCHKON U
rpaMMaTUKOW;

TpeOGoBanuss mnpenogaBarTesiss K BbINOJHEHUIO 3aJaHMSA: CTYICHTHl JIOJDKHBI BBIMIOJHUTH

MMMCbMEHHBIA TEepPeBOJ XYA0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa, MOATOTOBUTH MPEANEepPEeBOAUECKUN aHAIN3
MEePEeBOJIMMOTO TEKCTa. bBBITH TOTOBBIM OOCYAMTH M MPOAHATU3UPOBATH BHITIOJHEHHBIC
nepeBoibl. JIMCIyT O pa3HBIX MEepeBOJaxX OJHOTO MTOTO e TEKCTa, W3JIOKEHHWE CBEH TOYKHU
3peHusi, apryMEHTUPYs €€ TOYHBIMU (haKTaMU U PUMEPAMHU.

Kpurtepuu ouneHku BbINOJHEHUs 3aaHus (YKa3aThb KaKue YCJIOBHUSI TOBJHSIOT HA
OIIEHOYHBIN 0aJ1): cava 3aJaHus B YKa3aHHBIA CPOK, TIIATEIHHOCTh MPOBEICHHS aHATN3a,
4eTKOCTh  (OPMYIMPOBOK H  SICHOCTh  BBIPOKEHUS  MBICIEH, aJeKBaTHBIA TEpPEeBOJ,
apryMEHTHPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

®opma KOHTPOJISI: TMCHbMEHHBIHN MEPEBO/I XYA0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa

OueHouHbIi 027171 BhImoJIHeHud 3aganusa: 10
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Cnucoxk peKoMeHyeMoii JTuTepaTyphbl:

1. Amumor A.K. «[Ipobnemsl xymoxkecTBeHHOTo mnepeBoga B Kaszaxcrane B 20-30 rompi»,

C.-11., 2004r.

AnbmyparoBa A.H. «Teopernueckue mpoOiieMbl JUTEPATypHOTO IMEPEBOAA», AJIMAThI

1998r.

layeunnanze I'.P. «BBenenue B TeOpHIO Xy0KECTBEHHOTO TiepeBoiay, Tommmcu, 1970r.

3anopnoBa B.A. «Bocnpusitue u nHTEpHIpeTanys XyJ0KeCTBEHHOTO TeKcTay, M., 1984r.

KazakoBa T.A. «I[IpakTukym no xynoxectseHHOMY nepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

Kazakosa O.B. OcobennocTtu Xy0xecTBeHHOT0 niepeBoa. M3n-so «®@enukcey, 2006r.

Kananes B.M. «Bompockl Teopur U HCTOPUHM XyAOKECTBEHHOIO IIEPEBOAA», MUHCK,

1972r.

8. KepeeBa-Kanapuera K. «IIpakTukymM 10 TEOpUH U TPAKTHUKE XYI0KECTBEHHOTO
nepeBojiay, AnMarel, 1984r.

9. TlomoBuu A. «ITpoGiemMBbl Xy105KECTBEHHOTO 1epeBoa», M., 1990r.

N

No gk w

Tema 10. [IPOBJIEMbI CEMUOTUKU I[MTEPEBOJA

CyliiecTBOBaHME UCXOIHOTO TEKCTa KaK MaTepualbHOIO 3HaKa B MPOliecce NepeBoa.

3aganue Nel: IlonHbi (CUIONIHOM) IEPEBO] XYI0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTA;

OO6cyx1eHne TeKCTa KaK CJI0XKHO CTPYKTYPUPOBAHHON 3HAKOBOM CHCTEMBI;

Heanb camocTosATeIbHONH PadoThbl: OCBONUTH TEOPETUUECKUI MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAIOIIUN CYTh
npoOieMbl  TepeBoja. CaMocToATEIbHOE BBIMOJIHEHHE XYJOKECTBEHHOTO TIEepeBoja B
MUCbMEHHO, , TN0O0 B yCTHOU (popme.

Metoanyeckue peKOMeHAAIUH 110 BHITOJTHEHUIO 3aJaHUS:

® U3YYUTh PEKOMEHJOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY
®  BBINIOJTHATH MMOJHBIA MUCHbMEHHBIN MTEPEBO/I MIPEIIaraeMoro Xy/10’)KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa.
e [loAroToBUTH MpEANEPEBOAUYECKUN AHATN3 TEKCTA

e VYCTaHOBJICHHS DKBUBAICHTHOCTH IIPH IMEPEBOJAC HAa PYCCKHH S3BIK Pa3HBIX KaHPOBO-
CTHIIUCTUYECKHX TEKCTOB (XYH0KECTBEHHAs MpO3a, MOA3Us, MyOIUIUCTHKA; (POITBKIOp
(cka3ku) u T.1.)

® HalTH JIOTOJHUTEIbHYIO HH(POPMAIINIO, HCIIOIB3YSI HHTEPHET UCTOYHHKH

®  BOCIIOJIB30BATHCS TIIOCCAPUEM TT0 YKA3aHHOW TeMe TI0 XYI0’)KECTBEHHOMY TIEPEBOLY;

® PacKpHITh COJECp)KaHUE MPOOJEMBI MO CIEAYIOIIeH CXeMe: a) HMCTOPHUYECKUI aCIeKT
BoIpoca; 0) cojepkaHue; B) CyIIECTBYIONINE TOYKU 3PEHUS; T') BBIBO/I.

e Pabora ¢ OCHOBHBIMU OCOOCHHOCTSIMU TEKCTa PA3HOTO JKaHPA, XapaKTEPHBIX JIJISI TAKUX
TEKCTOB;

e DbricTpoe OCMBICICHHE OpUTHHAJIIA Ha OCHOBE XOPOILIEro OBJIAJCHUS JICKCUKOW H

rpaMMaTHKOM;
TpeGoBanuss mnpenogaBarTe/isi K BBINOJHEHHI0 3aJaHMS: CTYICHTHl JOJDKHBI BBINOJHUTH

MUCHMCHHBIN TEPEBOJ XYJIO)KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa, IMOJrOTOBUTH MHPEIINEPEBOUECKUI aHAIU3
MEePEeBOJIMMOTO TEKCTAa. bBITh TOTOBBIM OOCYAWTh M TPOAHATU3UPOBATH BBITIOJHEHHBIC
nepeBoibl. JIMCyT O pa3HBIX MEepeBOJaxX OJHOTO MTOTO e TEKCTa, W3JIOKEHHWE CBEH TOYKHU
3peHusi, apryMEHTHPYsI €€ TOYHBIMHU (paKTaMU U MPHUMEPaMHU.

Kpurtepuu oueHku BbINOJHEHUs 3aaHus (YKa3aThb KaKue YCJIOBHUSI TOBJIHMSIOT HA
OIIEHOYHBIH 0a/1): cava 3aJaHus B YKa3aHHBIA CPOK, TIIATEIHHOCTh MPOBEICHHS aHATHU3a,
4eTKOCTh  (OPMYIMPOBOK H  SICHOCTh  BBIPOKEHUS  MBICIEH, aJeKBaTHBIM IMEPEBOJ,
apryMEHTHPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

@opma KOHTPOJISI: TMCHbMEHHBIN MEPEBO/I XYA0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa

OueHouHblii 027171 BeImoJiHenud 3aganus: 10

Cnucok peKoMeH/yeMoii JTuTepaTyphbl:

244



1. Amumor A.K. «I[Ipobnemsl XymoxkecTBeHHOTo mepeBoga B Kaszaxcrane B 20-30 rompi»,

C.-11., 2004r.

AnbmypatoBa A.H. «Teoperndeckue mpoOieMbl JIUTEPATypHOTO MEPEBOJA», AJIMATHI

1998r.

lNayeunnanze I'.P. «BBenenue B TEOPHUIO Xy105KECTBEHHOTO nepeBoaay, Toummcu, 1970r.

3anopuoBa B.A. «Bocnpusitue u nHTEpHpeTanys XyJ0KeCTBEHHOTO TeKcTay, M., 1984r.

KazakoBa T.A. «I[IpakTukym no xynoxecrseHHOMY nepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

Kazakopa O.B. Ocobennoctu xynoxkecTBeHHOTO niepeBoaa. U3n-Bo «Denukcy, 2006r.

Kananes B.M. «Bompockl Teopur U HCTOPUHM XYAO’KECTBEHHOIO IIEPEBOAA», MUHCK,

1972r.

8. KepeeBa-Kanapuera K. «IIpakTukym 10 TEOpUU M TPAKTUKE XYyI0’KECTBEHHOTO
nepeBojiay, Anmarel, 1984r.

9. TlomoBuu A. «ITpo6semMbl Xy105K€CTBEHHOTO 1epeBoa», M., 1990r.

N

No gk w

Tema 11. IPOBJIEMbI CEMUOTUKU I[MTEPEBOJA

[opoxparomuii  (MEpBUYHBIN)  CEMHMO3MC:  aBTopckas  Mblciab.  BocnpuHumarommui
(mepeBoAYECKUI) CEMHO3HC: NIEPEBOTUECKAs] MbICHb.

3aganue Nel: acnekTHBIN MEepeBOJI XyA0KECTBEHHO TeKcTa. CTyIeHThl 00CYK/Ial0T MEPBUUYHBIN
Y BTOPUYHBINA CEMHO3HC — aBTOPCKYIO U NEPEBOTYECKYIO MBICIIb

Heanb camocrosiTeIbHONH PadoThbl: OCBONUTE TEOPETUUECKUI MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAIOIIUN CYTh
npoOieMbl  TepeBoja. CaMocToATEIbHOE BBIMOJIHEHHE XYJOKECTBEHHOTO TIEepeBoja B
MUCBMEHHO, , TH00 B yCTHOU popme.

MeToanyeckue peKOMeHAAIUHU 110 BHINOJTHEHUIO 3aJaHUS:

® U3YYUTh PEKOMEHJOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY
®  BBITIOJTHATH MMOJHBIA MUCHbMEHHBIN IMEPEBO/] PEIIaraeMoro Xy/1I0’KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa.
e [loaAroToBUTH MpEANEPEBOAUYECKUN AHATU3 TEKCTA

e VYCTaHOBJICHHS DKBUBAICHTHOCTH IMPH TMEPEBOJEC HA PYCCKHA SI3BIK PAa3HBIX JKaHPOBO-
CTHIIUCTUYECKHX TEKCTOB (XyHO0XKECTBEHHAs MpO3a, MOA3Us, MyOIHIUCTHKA; (POITBKIOP
(cka3ku) u T.1.)

® HalTH JIOTOJHUTEIbHYIO HH(POPMAIINIO, HCIIOIB3YSI HHTEPHET UCTOYHHKH

®  BOCIIOJIH30BATHCS TIIOCCAPUEM TI0 YKA3aHHOW TeMe 10 XY/I0’KECTBEHHOMY TIEPEBOLY;

® PacKpHITh COJEp)KaHUE MPOOJIEMBI MO CIEAYIOIIEH CXeMe: a) HMCTOPUYECKUH aCIeKT
BoIpoca; 0) copepkaHue; B) CyIIECTBYIONINE TOYKU 3PEHUS; T') BBIBO/I.

e Pabora ¢ OCHOBHBIMU OCOOCHHOCTSIMU TEKCTa PA3HOTO JKaHPAa, XapaKTEPHBIX JIJISl TAKUX
TEKCTOB;

e DbricTpoe OCMBICICHHE OpUTHMHAJIA HAa OCHOBE XOPOILIEro OBJIAZACHUS JICKCHUKOW U

rpaMMaTHKOM;
TpeGoBanusi mpenogaBarTe/isi K BBIIOJHEHHI0 3aJaHMS: CTYICHTHl JOJDKHBI BBINOJHUTH

MUCHMCHHBINM TEPEBOJ XYJIOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa, IMOJrOTOBUTH MPEIINEPEBOUCCKUI aHAIU3
MEePEeBOJIMMOTO TEKCTa. bBBITh TOTOBBIM OOCYAMTH M MPOAHATU3UPOBATH BHITIOJHEHHBIC
nepeBoibl. JIUCIyT O pa3HBIX MEPeBOJaX OJHOTO UTOTO K€ TEKCTa, M3JI0KEHHE CBEH TOYKH
3peHusi, apryMEHTHPYsI €€ TOUHBIMHU (paKTaMU U MPUMEPaMHU.

Kpurtepuu oueHkn BbINOJHEHUs 3a/aHus (YKa3aThb KaKue YCJIOBHUSI TOBJHMSIOT HA
OIIEHOYHBIN 0a/1): coada 3aJaHus B yKa3aHHBIA CPOK, THIATETHLHOCTH MPOBEICHUS aHAIM3a,
4eTKOCTh  (OPMYIMPOBOK H  SICHOCTh  BBIPOKEHUS  MBICIEH, aJeKBaTHBIM IMEPEBO,
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

@opma KOHTPOJISI: TMCHbMEHHBIN MEPEBO/I XYA0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa

OueHouHbIi 027171 BhImoJIHeHud 3aganusa: 10

Cnucok peKoMeH/yeMoii JTuTepaTyphbl:
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1. Amumor A.K. «I[Ipobnemsl XymoxecTBeHHOro nepeBona B Kazaxcrane B 20-30 rompi»,

C.-11., 2004r.

AnbmypatoBa A.H. «Teoperndeckue mpoOieMbl JIUTEPATypHOTO MEPEBOJA», AJIMATHI

1998r.

lNayeunnanze I'.P. «BBenenue B TeOpHIO Xy0KECTBEHHOTO NiepeBoay, Toummcu, 1970r.

3anopnoBa B.A. «Bocnpusitue u uHTEpHpeTays Xy10°KECTBEHHOTO TeKCTa», M., 1984r.

KazakoBa T.A. «I[IpakTukym no xynoxecrseHHOMY nepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

Kazakosa O.B. Ocobennoctu xynoskecTBeHHOTO niepeBoaa. M3a-Bo «Denukcy, 2006r.

Kananes B.M. «Bompockl Teopun M HCTOPHUM XYAO’KECTBEHHOIO IepeBoja», MUHCK,

1972r.

8. KepeeBa-Kanapuera K. «IIpakTukym 10 TEOpUU M TPAKTUKE XYyI0’KECTBEHHOTO
nepeBojiay, Anmarel, 1984r.

9. TlomoBuu A. «ITpo6semMbl Xy105K€CTBEHHOTO 1epeBoa», M., 1990r.

N

No gk w

Tema 12. IEPEBOJ] B TUTEPATYPHOU KOMMYHUKAITUN

Mopens quTepaTypHO KOMMYHHMKAIIAH.

3apanue Nel: [osHbIH IepeBO XyT0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTA.

CryneHTsl 00CYX/1al0T aKThl IEPBUYHON U BTOPUUHOM JIUTEPATYPHON KOMMYHHKAITHH.

Heanb camocTrosiTeIbHONH PadoTbl: OCBONUTE TEOPETUUECKUI MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAIOIIUN CYTh
npoOieMbl  TepeBoja. CaMocCTOATEIbHOE BBIMOJHEHUE XYI0)KECTBEHHOTO IIepeBoja B
MUCBMEHHO, , MO0 B yCTHOU popme.

MeToanyeckne peKOMEHAAIUH 110 BHITIOJTHEHUIO 3aJaHUS:

® U3YYUTh PEKOMEHJIOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY
®  BBITIOJTHATH MMOJHBIA MUCHbMEHHBIN MTEPEBO/I IPEIIaraeMoro Xy/1I0’)KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa.
e [loaAroToBUTH MpEeANEPEBOAUECKUNA aHATU3 TEKCTA

e VYcTaHOBJICHHS SKBUBAJICHTHOCTH IPH MEPEBOJEC HA PYCCKHM SI3BIK Pa3HBIX KAHPOBO-
CTHJINCTUYECKHX TEKCTOB (XYI0’KECTBEHHas IPO3a, MO33Us, MyOJUIUCTHKA; (OJIBKIOP
(Cka3ku) u T.1.)

® HAWTHU JONOIHUTEIBHYIO HH(OPMALINIO, UCIOJIBb3YSl HHTEPHET UICTOYHUKHU

® BOCMOJIB30BATHCS II0CCAPUEM IO YKa3aHHON TeMeE 0 Xy/I0KECTBEHHOMY IIEPEBO/1Y;

® PpacKphITh COJIep’KaHue MPOOJIEeMbl MO CIEAYIOHIeH cXeMe: a) HCTOPUYECKHUH acrleKT
BoIpoca; 0) copepkaHue; B) CYyIIECTBYIONINE TOYKU 3PEHUS; T') BBIBO/I.

e PaboTa ¢ OCHOBHBIMU OCOOCHHOCTSIMU TEKCTa Pa3HOIO jKaHpa, XapaKTEPHBIX JJISl TaKUX
TEKCTOB;

e bpICTpOE€ OCMBICIICEHHE OpHUIMHAlIa Ha OCHOBE XOpPOILIEro OBJAACHUS JIEKCHKON U
rpaMMaTHKOW;

TpeOoBanuss mnpenogaBaTeissi K BbINOJHEHHIO 3aJaHMS: CTYICHTHI JOJDKHBI BBIIOJHUTH

MUCHMCHHBIN TEPEBOJ XYI0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa, MOJIrOTOBUThH NPEANECPEBOIUECKUN aHAIN3
MEPEeBOJAUMOTO TEKCTa. bBBITh TOTOBBIM OOCYAWTh M MPOAHAIU3UPOBATH BBITIOJHCHHBIC
nepeBoibl. JIMCyT O pa3HBIX MEepeBOJaxX OJHOTO MTOTO e TEKCTa, W3JOKEHHWE CBEH TOYKHU
3peHusi, apryMEHTHPYsI €€ TOYHBIMHU (paKTaMU U MPHUMEPaMHU.

Kpurtepuu oueHku BbINOJHEHUs 3aJaHus (YKa3aTh KaKHe YCJIOBHS MOBJIHMSIOT Ha
OIIEHOYHBIN 0aJ1): coava 3aJaHus B YKa3aHHBIA CPOK, TIIATEIHHOCTh MPOBEICHHS aHATHU3a,
4eTKOCTh  (OPMYIMPOBOK H  SICHOCTh  BBIPOKEHUS  MBbICIEH, aJeKBaTHBIM TMEpEBO,
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

@opma KOHTPOJISI: TMCbMEHHBIHN MEPEBOJI XYI0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa

OueHouHblii 027171 BhImoJIHeHud 3aganusa: 10

Cnucok peKoMeH/yeMoii JTuTepaTyphbl:
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1. Amumor A.K. «I[Ipobnemsl XymoxkecTBeHHOTo mepeBoga B Kaszaxcrane B 20-30 rompi»,

C.-11., 2004r.

AnbmypatoBa A.H. «Teoperndeckue mpoOieMbl JIUTEPATypHOTO MEPEBOJA», AJIMATHI

1998r.

lNayeunnanze I'.P. «BBenenue B TeOpHIO Xy0KECTBEHHOTO NiepeBoay, Toummcu, 1970r.

3anopuoBa B.A. «Bocnpusitue u nHTEpHpeTanys XyJ0KeCTBEHHOTO TeKcTay, M., 1984r.

KazakoBa T.A. «I[IpakTukym no xynoxecrseHHOMY nepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

Kazakopa O.B. OcobenHOCTH Xy/10KECTBEHHOTO TniepeBoaa. M3a-Bo «Denukcy, 2006r.

Kananes B.M. «Bompockl Teopur U HCTOPUHM XYAO’KECTBEHHOIO IIEPEBOAA», MUHCK,

1972r.

8. KepeeBa-Kanapuera K. «IIpakTukym 10 TEOpUU M TPAKTUKE XYyI0’KECTBEHHOTO
nepeBojiay, Anmarel, 1984r.

9. TlomoBuu A. «IIpoGiemMBbl Xy10KkeCTBEHHOTO TIepeBoa», M., 1990r.

N

No gk w

Tema 13. IEPEBOJI B IUTEPATYPHOU KOMMYHUKAITUN

MC)KKVJ'IBTVDHI)IC OCJIOKHCHHU KaK d)aKTOD IIepeBoaa

3aganue Nel: HemonHblii mnepeBoJl XyI0)KECTBEHHOTO TekcTa. CTylIeHThl 00CYXIaloT
po0ieMbl IepeBOa pealinid, a Tak)Ke IK30THU3ALUI0 B MIEPEBOJIHOM TEKCTE.

Heanb camocTrosiTeIbHONH PadoTbl: OCBONUTE TEOPETUUECKUI MUHUMYM, PACKPBIBAIOIIUN CYTh
npoOieMbl  TepeBoja. CaMocToATEIbHOE BBIMOJIHEHHE XYJOKECTBEHHOTO TIEepeBoja B
MUCBMEHHO, , MO0 B yCTHOU popme.

MeTozmquKne PEKOMEHIAIIMHA 110 BBINMOJIHCHUIO 3a/ITAaHUA

® U3YYUTh PEKOMEHIOBAHHYIO JINTEPATYPY
®  BBITIOJTHATH MMOJHBIA MUCHbMEHHBIN MTEPEBO/I IPEIIaraeMoro Xy/1I0’)KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa.
e [loaAroToBUTH MpEANEPEBOAUYECKUN AHATN3 TEKCTA

e VYcTaHOBJICHHS SKBUBAJICHTHOCTH IPH MEPEBOJEC HA PYCCKHM SI3BIK Pa3HBIX KAHPOBO-
CTHJINCTUYECKHX TEKCTOB (XyI0>KECTBEHHAas Ipo3a, M033Us, MyOIUIUCTUKA; (DOTBKIOP
(Cka3ku) u T.1.)

® HAWTHU JONOIHUTEIBHYIO HH(OPMALINIO, UCIOJIBb3YSl HHTEPHET UICTOYHUKHU

® BOCIMOJIBH30BATHCS IIOCCAPUEM IO YKA3aHHOM TeME IO XY05KECTBEHHOMY IIEPEBOY;

® PpacKphITh COJIep’KaHHe MpoOJIeMbl MO CIAEAYIOUIEH cxeMe: a) UCTOPUYECKHH acIeKT
BoIpoca; 0) copepkaHue; B) CYyIIECTBYIONINE TOYKU 3PEHUS; T') BBIBO/I.

e PaboTa ¢ OCHOBHBIMU OCOOCHHOCTSIMU TEKCTa PA3HOIO JKaHpa, XapaKTEPHBIX IS TAaKUX
TEKCTOB;

e bpICTpOE€ OCMBICIICEHHE OpHUIMHAlIa Ha OCHOBE XOpPOILIEro OBJAACHUS JIEKCHKON U
rpaMMaTHKOW;

TpeOoBanusi mnpenogaBateiisi K BbINOJHEHHIO 3aJaHHUS: CTYICHTHI JOJDKHBI BBIOJTHUTH

MMUCHMCHHBIN TEPEBOJ XYJIOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa, IMOJrOTOBUTH MPEIINEPEBOUCCKUI aHAIU3
MEPEeBOJAUMOTO TEKCTa. bBBITh TOTOBBIM OOCYAWTh M MPOAHAIU3UPOBATH BBITIOJHCHHBIC
nepeBoibl. JIUCIyT O pa3HBIX MepeBOJax OJHOTO WTOTO K€ TEKCTa, M3JI0KEHHE CBeH TOUYKHU
3peHusi, apryMEHTHPYsI €€ TOYHBIMHU (paKTaMU U MPHUMEPaMHU.

Kpurtepuu ouneHku BbINOJHEHUs 3aaHus (YKa3aThb KaKue YCJIOBHUSI TOBJIHMSIOT HA
OIIEHOYHBIN 0aJ1): coava 3aJaHus B YKa3aHHBIA CPOK, TIIATEIHHOCTh MPOBEICHHS aHATHU3a,
4eTKOCTb  (OPMYIUPOBOK M  SICHOCTH  BBIPDOKEHHUS  MBICIEH, aJeKBAaTHBIM MEpEeBO,
apryMEHTUPOBAHHOCTH BBIBOJIOB.

®opma KOHTPOJISI: TMCbMEHHBIN MEPEBOJI XYA0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa

OueHouHblii 027171 BhImoJIHeHud 3aganusa: 10

Cnucok peKoMeH/yeMoii JTuTepaTyphbl:
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AmumoB A.K. «[IpoGnembl xynoxkecTBeHHOTO nepeBoaa B Kazaxcrane B 20-30 romsiy,
C.-11., 2004r.

AnbmypatoBa A.H. «Teoperndeckue mpoOieMbl JIUTEPATypHOTO MEPEBOJA», AJIMATHI
1998r.

lNayeunnanze I'.P. «BBenenue B TeOpHIO Xy0KECTBEHHOTO NiepeBoay, Toummcu, 1970r.
3anopnoBa B.S. «BocnpusitTue u nHTEpHpeTanys Xy10KECTBEHHOTO TeKCTa», M., 1984r.
KazakoBa T.A. «I[IpakTukym no xynoxecrseHHOMY nepeBoay», C.-I1., 2006r.

Kazakosa O.B. OcobennocTtu XyoxxecTBeHHOT0 niepeBoa. 3n-so «®Penukcey, 2006r.
Kananes B.M. «Bompockl Teopur U HCTOPUHM XYAO’KECTBEHHOIO IIEPEBOAA», MUHCK,
1972r.

KepeeBa-Kanaguera K. «IIpakTukym 1O TEOpHHM M TMPAKTHKE XYA0KECTBEHHOTO
nepeBojiay, Anmarel, 1984r.

[TonoBuu A. «IIpoGiieMbl Xy05kecTBEHHOT0 niepeBoaa», M., 1990r.
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. IlonoBuy A. «IIpobaemsbl Xya0kecTBEHHOTO nepesoia», M., 1990r.

JdonmosHuTe/IbHAS JIUTEpPAaTypa

AnexceeBa U.C. Ilpodeccronanbubiii TpeHuHr nepeoauuka. C-I1., 2001r.

bopucosa JI.W. Jloxxnbie npy3bs nepeBoaunka. O0meHay4dHas jgexkcuka. M., 2002r.
bpannec M.IL., IIpoBoropos B.M. IIpennepeoaueckuit ananmus tekcra. Kypck. U3a-Bo
POCH, 1999r.

Kommuccapos B.H. u ap. Tlocobue mo mepeBoay ¢ aHTJIMICKOTO SI3bIKa Ha pycckuid. Y.2:
I'pammaTuyeckne ¥ JKaHPOBO-CTWJIMCTUYECKHME  OCHOBBI  mepeBofa. -  M.:
Brrcm.mk., 1965r. - 286 c.

T.P. JleBunkas, A.M. ®utepman “Tlocobue no nmeperoxy” M, 1973r.

Cnenosuu B.C. «Kypc nepeBona»Munck, 2002r.
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(B COOTBETCTBHH CO CIEIM(PUKON TTPeIMETA)
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TumnoBas ydeObnass mporpamma 1o crenuaiabHocT 5B020700 — IlepeBomgueckoe neno,
nucuuiuinHa «lIpakTrka Xya0KecTBEHHOTO niepeBoia», Anmatel, 2007 T.
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