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Pabomas c anenuiickum azvikom, 6epezu pyccKuil A3biK.

Homunanus |. «IlepeBoa cnenuaaIbHOr0 TEKCTA ¢ AaHIVIMHCKOT0 S3bIKA HA PYCCKHUIA SI3BIK H
pelaKTHPOBaHUE MEePeBOIa»

UCXO/JIHBIE JIAHHBIE JEJIOBOI UI'PhI

Hexas poccuiickasi IpoU3BOICTBEHHAS! KOMITAHUS, PEATH3ys IPOTPaMMy HMIIOPTO3aMEICHHUS,
nproOpena JUIEH3UIO Ha TIPAaBO W3TOTOBIICHHSI U TIPOIAXKH U3eNusl. B coOTBeTCTBHH C
JIMIIEH3HOHHBIM JIOTOBOPOM MPHOOPETEH MaKeT KOHCTPYKTOPCKOH, TEXHOJIOTHUECKOH 1
AKCIUTYaTaI[MOHHOW AOKyMeHTanuu. [Ipn opranu3anuy cepuitHOro MPOrU3BOACTBA U3CIHS MTPEICTOUT
nepen3AaHne BCEro Makera JOKYMEHTALUU JUIsl OTeYeCTBEHHOTo Mojb3oBaTesnd. [Ipu atom
Mpe/rosaraeTcs 3aMeHa MaTepHalIOB ¥ KOMIUIEKTYIONINX Ha OT€YECTBEHHBIC aHAIOTH, IPUMEHEHNE
poccutickux ctanaaptoB ['OCT. Oto otHOCHTCA M K ENMMHON cUCTEME KOHCTPYKTOPCKOM
nokymenTtanuu (ECKJl). B yactHoCTH, TPUMEHUTENBHO K TEKCTOBOM KOHCTPYKTOPCKOMN
nokymeHTaruu Heooxoaumo ciegaoath 'OCT P 2.105-2019 «O06mue TpeboBaHMs K TEKCTOBBIM
JOKYMEHTaM», UMesl B BUIY OOJIbIION THPaX U3AAHUS.

3AJJAHUE

1. BemmosauTts nepeBoa pparmenra «Instruction Manual & Parts List. FK-EN 2012», cTp. 23-24.
2.01penaktupoBath U 0OPMHUTH TIEPEBOT B cOOTBeTCTBUU ¢ TpeboBanusmu ['OCT P 2.105-2019
«O06mue TpedoBaHMs K TEKCTOBBIM JJOKYMEHTaM).

Homunanus |l. «XynokecTBeHHBIH MepeBoj1 MPO3bI C AHTJIMICKOT0 SI3bIKA HA PYCCKHUI S3BIK»

B 2024 rony koHKypcaHTaM Mpeiaraercsi monpoOoBaTh CBOM CHIIBI B IEPEBOJIE pacCKa3a, BXOASIIETO
B MEKaBTOPCKHUH LMK, MOCBAIMEHHBIN BceaeHnoi Warhammer 40,000. Bei6op komuccun 00ycIioBiIeH
BO3pACTAIOIIMM 3allpOCOM H3AATEIbCTB (M YHMTATENel) Ha MEepeBOJ JIUTEpaTyphl, CO3JaBaeMOi Ha
OCHOBE KOMIIBIOTEpHBIX Hrp. He momydas jxemaemMoro, MOKJIOHHUKH Wrp Oepyrcss 3a paboty
CaMOCTOSITENIBHO, co3aBasi (0 HEKOTOPOW CTENEHH) KOHKYPEHIIMIO MPOQHIBHBIM H3/1aTEIbCTBAM.
YacTo KauecTBO BBIMOJIHEHHBIX JTIOOUTENSIMU MIEPEBOJIOB HUUYTh HE YCTYMAeT, a MHOT/Ia IPEBOCXOAUT
nepeBo1 NpoheCCUOHATBHBIMN.

Pacckaz Kpuca Paiita, xopomio usBectHoro mnokiaonnukam Warhammer 40,000, mepeBoauics Ha
pycckuid S3bIK MO KpaiiHeW Mmepe nBaxkibl. lIpennmaraem KOHKypcaHTaM MpEACTaBUTh, YTO TEKCT
paccka3a BbIOpaH M37aTeIbCTBOM B KaueCTBE TECTOBOTO 3aJaHMs, U MOOOPOTHCS 3a pabouee MECTO B
uznatenbcrBe. lloTeHnmanbHelii  paboTomarens OydeT OIEHWBaTh HE TOJBKO JIUTEpaTypHbBIE
JOCTOMHCTBA TEKCTa, HO W YECTHOCTb KOHKYpPCaHTa, BeIb CpPaBHUTh TECTOBOE 3aJaHUE C
CYIIECTBYIOIIMMU MEPEBOIaMU OYEHb NPOCTO, a HAPYILIEHHWE aBTOPCKOTO MpaBa rpo3uT mrTpadamu.
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Chris Wright
ABERRANT

<...>Then the sanctioners were off, heading back to their own transport. The stimm-thugs clambered up
into the hauler, and both vehicles swung out of the gates, back onto the road. The sanctioners turned left,
heading towards their own district’s inhabited zones. The hauler turned right, going back to Urgeyena.
Zidarov watched the lumens disappear into the night, leaving nothing behind but the hot, dusty air.

The fat man, alone now, locked up the gates and trudged back across the compound towards one
of the low buildings. Zidarov saw him open a door and go inside. A lumen came on a moment later,
before shutters came down and blotted it out again.

Zidarov sat motionless. The presence of sanctioners made this even more tortuous. Meleta was
probably paying them. Or maybe Meleta was paying the fat man, and the local enforcers were taking a
cut. Either way, it complicated the situation.

He waited for a little longer, just enough to ensure that no one was coming back. Then he got
out, drew his pistol and powered up the jawsnapper. He walked over to the perimeter fence, stumbling
a little on the uneven ground before reaching the rockcrete plates. The lock was a crude mechanical
brace — easy enough to shatter with the snapper’s energy field. Then he was inside, stealing carefully up
to the building. The place looked like it had once been a control tower, maybe when the compound had
been a commercial set-down for transports, but it was now virtually -derelict. Only the ground level
looked occupied, and cracks of light peeped around the edge of the shuttered windows.

Zidarov edged quietly towards the door, running a scan for noise and heat on the other side. Then
he took a step back and kicked the handle heavily. The latch snapped, sending the door slamming inward,
and he followed it inside.

The fat man jerked his head up, eyes wide. Zidarov shot him in the shoulder, sending his flabby
body skidding along the floor. He squealed, wriggling away as Zidarov shut the door behind him and
strode over, taking out a pair of immobiliser-cuffs as he did so. The fat man tried to wriggle towards a
second closed door, but Zidarov got to him first, hauling his arms behind his back and snapping the cuffs
on. The fat man spasmed, then lolled uselessly, blood spreading across his shirt, sweating in thick sheets.
The immobilisers locked him down, clamping a weight-field over him, seizing up his jaw muscles to
keep him quiet and pinning him like an insect to the floor.

Zidarov took a look around him. The chamber was filthy. Some cheap furniture leaned against
stained walls and a few strip-lumens hung from wires in the ceiling. Bottles of jeneza stood on a
sideboard along with freeze-dried ration packs. There was a vid-unit in the corner with a cracked lens, a
couple of threadbare rugs on the rockcrete floor. It smelled foul, like mould spores.

Zidarov kept his autopistol drawn. The man had been trying to get to the other door. His eyes
kept flickering towards it even as his jaw locked tight. Zidarov went silently, sidling up to the frame,
nudging it open and letting it swing.

The smell on the other side was worse. It reminded him of the cell in the foundry, only masked
with something else now, like caustic bleach. The lumens were off, so he switched to his iris’ noctis-
vision. The fat man tried to blurt something, and Zidarov turned the pistol on him, giving him a warning
stare. That shut him up.

Then he moved inside. This chamber was even more filthy than the first. All the shutters were
down, and the lumens were disconnected. More jeneza bottles, many empty, lined the walls. A few ration
packs lay on the floor, one open. There was only one piece of furniture — a steel-frame bed with a stained
mattress. A woman lay on the bed.

Only, it wasn’t a woman — not a true woman. She was dressed in dirty workers overalls, but you
couldn’t mistake the signs — pearl-white skin, black-in-black eyes, white lips, over-long limbs, powerful
muscles. She was shackled to the bed frame at the wrists and ankles with inch-thick manacles. Around
her neck was an agony-collar, lashed up to a power unit clamped to the ceiling.

She looked at Zidarov with those unearthly eyes.
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He looked back at her, keeping his pistol trained on her ribcage. He felt himself sweating. He felt
his trigger finger twitch. He wanted so very much to pull it.

‘Are you going to shoot?’ she asked, eventually.

Her voice made his teeth grind. He’d never thought they could talk. He’d imagined they’d snarl,
if they tried, like caged dogs. As it was, she spoke Gothic, heavily accented, unpleasant to listen to, but
understandable enough.

‘I’d like to,” he said.

She nodded. “Yes, you’d like to.’
<..>

Homunanus II1I. <IN MEMORIA)»

Homunamus IN MEMORIA nocesimena mamsitu Maptuna Jlyuca Omuca (1949-2023). Maptun Omuc,

OJIMH U3 KJIIOYEBBIX OpUTAHCKUX MHcaTeNIel BTOPOH MMOJIOBUHBI ABA/ALIATOr0 BeKa Hapsay ¢ JKynnaHoM
bapucom u Jlxxonom daym3om, B Poccuu M3BECTEH JUIIL Y3KOMY KPYTY YMTaTeNed. DMUC 3aCTy KU
penyTanuio MacTepa IpoTecka, MHU3aHTPOIA, CHOCOOHOTO OCTPBIMU, TOHKMMH HITPUXaMU CO3/aTh
SIPKYI0 KapTUHY COBPEMEHHOM >KM3HH — OTBPATUTENILHON M MPUTATATeIbHONW OJHOBpeMeHHO. [Ipo3y
OMuca OTJIMYaeT HW300pEeTaTeNbHOCTh CHOKETHOW  JIMHWUM, OECHOIIaJHOCTh, YECTHOCTh W
XyIO’)KECTBEHHAs BBIPA3UTEIbHOCTh.  KOHKypcaHTam mpejiaraetcsi nepeBectd ouepk Expelled,
Boremui B coopuuk Visiting Mrs. Nabokov and other Excursions (1993). Briepsbie ouepk mosiBuics
Ha ctpanunax The Observer B 1981 roay. [lpemnaraempiii TEKCT OTpakaeT JACTCKHIA OIBIT MHUCATEI,
CMEHMBIIETO MO KpailHell Mepe TpuHAIUATh LIKOJ, U JOCTaTOYHO SIPKO WILTIOCTPUPYET OCOOEHHOCTH
ABTOPCKOTO CTUJISI DMHCA.

Martin Amis
(1949-1923)

EXPELLED

It wasn't easy to get expelled from the school I got expelled from. Boys had fist-fights with masters and
did not get expelled. Boys played hookey for weeks, terms, entire academic years and did not get
expelled. Boys robbed banks in the lunch hour and did not get expelled. But I got expelled. It wasn't
easy.

The school was a rugged grammar in Battersea, South London. My family was in disarray: | was the
child of a breaking home, thirteen years old, and a sudden 'resident of Knightsbridge, just across the
river. From the first day of term, when | alighted from a taxi to join the boiling, grimacing mob at the
school gates, my notoriety was ensured. (I had arranged for the taxi to stop round the corner; but it was
the wrong corner, | was lost and late, and had to hail another.) Although my hair and my accent were
dutifully tousled, there was no disguising the furtive glow of my middle-class origins.

As a result, and understandably enough, | was beaten up on a pretty regular basis. My only two defences
against the playground bruisers were the many stolen cigarettes I dispensed and my growing reputation
as a palmist. | would tiptoe into the playground, half hat-check girl, half Madame Sosostris. When the
first raised fist jerked towards me | would either thrust a few Marlboro into it or carefully unflex it into
a palm. 'Very long life-line," I would murmur. "Whew, that's some love-life you've got coming. Now let's
see ... Although you're big and tough and good at beating people up, deep down you're really a gentle,
thoughtful, artistic kind of guy.' That's true what he says,' they would remark as | lit their cigarettes.
'Deep down, that's really true.'

If I'd known how to get kicked out of this dump, then I would have lost no time in doing the necessary.
But the place was practically Broadmoor as it was. It seemed that you could burn the school to the ground
or kill the headmaster without getting much more than a terrified caution. And although | was
unaffectionately known as ‘the Demagogue’ (owing to my ability to define this word in an English class),
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I was no firebrand or rabble-rouser. For two terms, along with everyone else, | just smoked cigarettes,
cheated in exams, stole things, bunked off, stared out the masters, did no work at all, and generally kept
my nose clean.

This was the third grammar school in my peripatetic school career. | had flirted far more successfully
with expulsion at the other two, while always avoiding the final disgrace. On balance, | suppose the
worst thing | ever did was to steal the diary of a fat, speechless classmate and fill it with a year's worth
of bestial, obscene and quite imaginary antics. The only reprintable entries, | remember, were as follows:
"June 8: Got my new supply of Durex from the Chemist' and 'June 9: Stole £5 from Mum.' The father of
this unhappy boy found the diary, brought it to school and confronted the headmaster with its contents.
The headmaster, as he flexed his cane, told me that he would not permit ‘the sewer vocabulary' to gain
currency at his school. I got six of the best, and they hurt a lot; but | was allowed to stick around.

So how did I contrive my expulsion from the Battersea rough-house? Through good behaviour, or
conspicuous achievement? In a loose sense, that is what happened. Quite fortuitously and out of the blue,
| was offered a part in a film, which involved four months' work, two of them in the West Indies. There
was some kind of semi-illegality involved in taking children abroad for work, and 20th Century Fox
thought it prudent to wait until we were out of the country before notifying the school. Accordingly, my
mother and | composed a letter and duly dispatched it from Runaway Bay.

The headmaster's reply never reached us. This was unfortunate. Four months later | returned to school,
becomingly tanned, sporting a brand-new blazer, and readying myself for a fresh round of playground
chastisements after my exotic long vac. The form master seemed surprised to see me. | was sent to the
headmaster's study. He seemed surprised to see me, too. His letter to Runaway Bay had been a letter of
expulsion. He summarised its drift, pointing out that in any case | had been an ‘unusually unpromising'
pupil. The head was an intelligent, scathing character; he enjoyed this interview, and | now suspect that
he too might have been doing his bit in the class war.

'Sacked', 'sent down', 'slung out' - these are public-school phrases. There are no euphemisms for state-
school expulsion: it is a disgrace, a disaster, the beginning of the end of everything. | walked towards
the school gates, stunned, bitter, intensely embarrassed about my new blazer. | had been 'expelled’, and
felt all the heaviness of this rejection. My playmates formed their usual gauntlet; | expected to be helped
on my way with a taunt and a kick, but now the boys looked my way with respectful sympathy. Halfway
across Chelsea Bridge | cheered up dramatically. I took off my cap and skimmed it into the Thames,
comforting myself with the obvious thought that | had far less to fear than those who remained.
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