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Pabomas c anenuiickum azvikom, Gepezu pyccKuil A3biK.

HOMI/IHa!!Hﬂ l. «HepeBon CHEelHAJTbHOI0 TEKCTA ¢ AHIJIMIICKOro sI3bIKAa HA pyCCKI/Iﬁ fI3bIK "
PC€AAKTUPOBAHUE IIEPEBOAA»

3AJIAHUE:

1. Bemonnuts nepeson «Painter Safety and Health Issues»
(https://ecopainting.ca/lemployment/painter-safety/).

2.0tpenakTupoBaTh 1 0(pOpMUTH NIEpeBO/] B cooTBeTcTBUU ¢ TpeboBanusmu ['OCT P 2.105-
2019 «O06mmue TpedoBaHUS K TEKCTOBBIM JOKYMEHTaM).

Homunamusi _|l. «XynoxkecTBeHHBIH NepeBO MPO3bl ¢ AHIVIHIICKOIO fI3bIKA HA PYCCKHUM
SI3BIK)

B 2025 robueiinoMm roay Sensum de Sensu KOHKypcaHTaM MpeaaaracTcs MornpoOOBaTh CBOM
CHJIBI B TICPEBO/JIC paccKasa, BXOsIero B apropckuii coopunk CtuBena Kunra You like it darker,
00bEeTMHUBIINHI KaK CTapbie, TAK U HOBBIC Ipou3BeacHus mucarenss. CtuBeH KuHT yike maThaecsaT
JICT pagayeT MOKJIOHHMKOB jKaHpa MPOU3BEICHUSIMU, KOTOPBIE HE TOJIBKO IyraloT U Pa3BJCKaroT,
HO M 3aCTaBJIAIOT 3aJyMaThCs O MPHUPOJE A00pa U 351, BOZMOKHOCTH IIPEOI0JIETh COOCTBEHHBIE
CTpaxd M OCTaBaTHCS YEIOBEKOM B JFOOBIX YCIIOBHUSIX.

[Ipemyaraemblii K mepeBoy GparMeHT B3ST M3 paccKkasa, 3aaymMaHHoOro KuHroMm Tpuanarth Jiet
Ha3aJ1, 0JIHaKo JonucanHoro Jmmib B 2023 roxy. Paccka3s BriepBbeie yBuaen cBeT B 2024 roy, Obu1
MepeBe/ieH Ha PYCCKUIL SI3bIK ¥ OMyOJIMKOBaH 03 yKa3aHus EPEeBOIUMKA.

Stephen King
The Answer Machine
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On a windy October day in the fall of 1995, Phil slid behind the wheel of his car for the last time. Not a
Chevrolet jalopy or a Buick these days but a Cadillac Seville equipped with all the bells and whistles.

“T hope to Christ I don’t kill anybody, Frank,” he said to the dog that wasn’t there. He was headache free
for the time being, but a coldness—sort of a distantness—had begun to inhabit his fingers and toes.

He drove through town at twenty miles an hour, increasing his speed to thirty when he left downtown.
Several cars swerved around him, horns blaring. “Eat shit and die,” Phil told each of them. “Bark if you agree, Frank.”

On Route 111 the traffic thinned away to almost nothing, and was he surprised when he passed the bright
yellow sign reading 2 MILES TO THE ANSWER MAN? He was not. Why else was he risking his life and the lives



of anyone he happened to meet going the other way? Nor did he believe it was the spreading black rot in his brain
sending out false information. He came to the next one soon after: bright blue, ANSWER MAN 1 MILE. And there,
just over a rise on the outskirts of Curry Township, was the table and the bright red umbrella. Phil pulled over and
turned on the engine. He grabbed his cane and struggled out from behind the wheel.

“You stay there, Frank. This won’t take long.”

Was he surprised to see the Answer Man looked just the same? Same bright eyes, same thinning hair, same
clothes? He was not. There was just one change Phil could see, although it was hard to be sure with his vision doubling
and sometimes trebling. There was only a single sign on the Answer Man’s table. It read

ALL ANSWERS FREE

He sat down in the client’s chair with a grunt and a grimace. “You’re just the same.”

“So are you, Just Phil.”

Phil laughed. “Pull the other one, why don’t you?” A stupid question, he supposed, but why not? Today
all the answers were free.

“It’s true. Inside, you are just the same.”

“If you say so, but I have my doubts. Have you still got your big clock in your bag?”

“Yes, but today I won’t need it.”

“Freebie Friday, is it?”

The Answer Man smiled. “It’s Tuesday, Just Phil.”

“I know that. It was an impotent question. Are you familiar with those?”

“I’m familiar with every kind of question. What’s yours?”

Phil decided he no longer wanted to ask why me; it was, the Answer Man would have said, another
impotent question. It was him because he was him. There was no other reason. Nor was he curious about how long he
would live. He might see the snow fly, but it was a sure thing he wasn’t going to be around for the spring melt. There
was only one thing he was curious about.

“Do we go on? After we die, do we go on?”

“Yes.”

The grayness started to come, closing in around them very slowly. At the same time, the Answer Man
began to recede. Also very slowly. Phil didn’t mind. There was no headache, that was a relief, and the foliage—what
he could still see of it—was very beautiful. In fall the trees burned so bright at the end of the cycle. And since all the
answers were free...

“Is it heaven we go to? Is it hell? Is it reincarnation? Are we still ourselves? Do we remember? Will | see
my wife and son? Will it be good? Will it be awful? Are there dreams? Is there sorrow or joy or any emotion?”

The Answer Man, almost lost in the gray, said: “Yes.” <...>

Homunanus III. «IN MEMORIA»

B 2025 rony ucnonusiercst 250 et co aHs poxkaeHus HenpeB3oiaennon ket Ocren (1775—
1817), 1o mpaBy 3aHUMAIOIIEH MECTO B Py KPYIMHEHIIMX OPUTAHCKUX IMHCATENIEH BCEX BPEMEH.
CoBepUICHHBI  CTHJIb, CMEINIbIA CHHTAaKCUC, OCTpas HaOJIOJaTeNIbHOCTh, OTCYTCTBHE
MOPaIM3aTOPCTBA, CBOMCTBEHHOTO MHCATEIIBHUIIAM-BUKTOPUAHKAM, MIIQIIINM COBPEMECHHUIIAM
OcrteH, — BCe 3TO 3aCTaBIISET YUTATENICH, IEPEBOYMKOB U U3/IaTelIeii CHOBA M CHOBA 00paIiaThCs
K ee npou3BeeHUsIM. CBUACTEIBCTBOM COXPAHSIONIETOCS HHTepeca K TBopyecTBy OcTeH MOTYT
CIIY)KUTh W TOCTOSIHHO TOsIBIIsifoIuecs: Gpanduku u mapoauu Ha ee npousBencHus. OIHUM U3
takux mapoguii ctan poman Cera ['pama-Cmuta «['opmocts U mpenyOexaeHue U 30MOu»,
yBojuBInui cBeT B 2009 romy. TekcT pomaHa MpencTaBiiseT COOOHW KOMOHMHAIIMIO pOMaHa
«opmocte u mpenyoexaerue» (1813) ¢ smeMeHTaMH 30MOM-TpHIUIEpa, 4YTO MPHBEIO K
M3MEHEHHIO HE TOJIBKO CEOXKETHOW CTOPOHBI, HO U SI3bIKA MTPOU3BEIICHUSI.

[IpeyiaraeM KOHKypcaHTaM IPOBECTH  «CJIENOE TECTUPOBAHME», JAPYIMMU CIOBAaMH, -
[IPOAHAIM3UPOBATh TEKCTHI, ONPENENINTh, MPUHAIISKUT U (pparmeHT JDxeitn Octen nim Cery
I'pomy-CMHTy, U TIEpeBECTH €ro ¢ y4eToM OCOOEHHOCTeM OpWUIMHaia TakK, 4TOOBl Mapoius
ocTaBaJjlach napoauen, a Tekct /pxeitH OcTeH He mocTpaaail.

KoHkypcaHTBI T0JKHBI BEIOpATh OAMH U3 MPEATIOKEHHBIX TEKCTOB, yKa3aB B KOHKYPCHOH paboTe
Text 1 unu Text 2 B 3aBUCUMOCTH OT CAECTAHHOTO BHIOOpA.

KOHKprHaSI KOMHUCCHA HAIIOMHUHACT, 4YTO o0a Tekcra NEepCBOJUIIUCH Ha pyCCKI/Iﬁ SA3BIK, IPUYCM
pomMaH «FOp,Z[OCTB u HpCI[y6e)KI[CHI/IC» — HC MCHCC ITSITU pa3, HC CHUTaA JIFOOUTENBCKHUX MEepeBOI0B.



Jane Osten/ Seth Grahame-Smith

Pride and Prejudice/Pride and Prejudice and Zombies
CHAPTER 13

Text 1
I HOPE, MY DEAR,” said Mr. Bennet to his wife, as they were at breakfast the next morning, “that you have ordered
a good dinner to-day, because | have reason to expect an addition to our family party.”
“Who do you mean, my dear? | know of nobody that is coming, | am sure, unless Charlotte Lucas should happen to
call in-and | am sure my dinners are good enough for her, since she is an unmarried woman of seven-and-twenty, and
as such should expect little more than a crust of bread washed down with a cup of loneliness.”
“The person of whom | speak is a gentleman, and a stranger.”
Mrs. Bennet’s eyes sparkled. “A gentleman and a stranger! It is Mr. Bingley, | am sure! | shall be extremely glad to
see Mr. Bingley. But — good Lord! How unlucky! There is not a bit of fish to be got today. Lydia, my love, ring the
bell-1 must speak to Hill this moment.”
“It is not Mr. Bingley, you senseless old cur,” said her husband; “it is a person whom I never saw in the whole course
of my life.”
After amusing himself some time with their curiosity, he thus explained:
“About a month ago | received this letter; and about a fortnight ago | answered it. It is from my cousin, Mr. Collins,
who, when | am dead, may turn you all out of this house as soon as he pleases.”
“Oh! My dear,” cried his wife, “Pray do not talk of that odious man. | do think it is the hardest thing in the world that
your estate should be entailed away from your own children!”
Jane and Elizabeth tried to explain that all five of them were capable of fending for themselves; that they could make
tolerable fortunes as bodyguards, assassins, or mercenaries if need be. But it was a subject on which Mrs. Bennet was
beyond the reach of reason, and she continued to rail bitterly against the cruelty of settling an estate away from a
family of five daughters, in favour of a man whom nobody cared anything about.
“It certainly is a most iniquitous affair,” said Mr. Bennet,“and nothing can clear Mr. Collins from the guilt of inheriting
Longbourn. But if you will listen to his letter, you may perhaps be a little softened by his manner of expressing
himself.”
Hunsford, near Westerham, Kent,
15th October

DEAR SIR,

The disagreement subsisting between yourself and my late honoured father always gave me much uneasiness. He was
a great warrior, as you once were, and | know he looked with fondness upon the days when both of you fought side
by side-back when the strange plague was but an isolated inconvenience. Since his passing, | have frequently wished
to heal the breach; but for some time | was kept back by my own doubts, fearing lest it might seem disrespectful to
his memory for me to be on good terms with anyone with whom my father had once vowed to castrate. My mind,
however, is now made up on the subject, for having entered the priesthood, | have been so fortunate as to be
distinguished by the patronage of the Right Honourable Lady Catherine de Bourgh ...

“Heavens!” cried Elizabeth, “He works for Lady Catherine!”

“Let me finish,” said Mr. Bennet, sternly.

... whose skill with blade and musket are unmatched, and who has slain more unmentionables than any woman known.
As a clergyman, | feel it my duty to promote and establish the blessing of peace in all families. If you should have no
objection to receive me into your house, | propose myself the satisfaction of waiting on you and your family, Monday,
November 18th, by four o’clock, and shall probably trespass on your hospitality till the Saturday following. | remain,
dear sir, with respectful compliments to your lady and daughters, your well-wisher and friend,

WILLIAM COLLINS

Text 2
| hope, my dear,” said Mr. Bennet to his wife, as they were at breakfast the next morning, “that you have ordered a
good dinner to-day, because | have reason to expect an addition to our family party.”
“Who do you mean, my dear? | know of nobody that is coming, | am sure, unless Charlotte Lucas should happen to
call in; and | hope my dinners are good enough for her. | do not believe she often sees such at home.”
“The person of whom | speak is a gentleman and a stranger.”



Mrs. Bennet’s eyes sparkled. “A gentleman and a stranger! It is Mr. Bingley, | am sure. Why, Jane—you never dropped
a word of this—you sly thing! Well, 1 am sure | shall be extremely glad to see Mr. Bingley. But—good Lord! how
unlucky! there is not a bit of fish to be got to-day. Lydia, my love, ring the bell. | must speak to Hill this moment.”
“It is not Mr. Bingley,” said her husband; “it is a person whom I never saw in the whole course of my life.”
Thisroused a general astonishment; and he had tpy pleasure of being eagerly questioned by his wife and five daughters
at once.

After amusing himself some time with their curiosity, he thus explained:—“About a month ago | received this letter,
and about a fortnight ago | answered it; for | thought it a case of some delicacy, and requiring early attention. It is
from my cousin, Mr. Collins, who, when | am dead, may turn you all out of this house as soon as he pleases.”

“Oh, my dear,” cried his wife, “I cannot bear to hear that mentioned. Pray do not talk of that odious man. I do think it
is the hardest thing in the world, that your estate should be entailed away from your own children; and | am sure, if |
had been you, | should have tried long ago to do something or other about it.”

Jane and Elizabeth attempted to explain to her the nature of an entail. They had often attempted it before: but it was a
subject on which Mrs. Bennet was beyond the reach of reason; and she continued to rail bitterly against the cruelty of
settling an estate away from a family of five daughters, in favour of a man whom nobody cared anything about.

“It certainly is a most iniquitous affair,” said Mr. Bennet; “and nothing can clear Mr. Collins from the guilt of inheriting
Longbourn. But if you will listen to his letter, you may, perhaps, be a little softened by his manner of expressing
himself.”

“No, that I am sure | shall not: and | think it was very impertinent of him to write to you at all, and very hypocritical.
I hate such false friends. Why could not he keep on quarrelling with you, as his father did before him?”

“Why, indeed, he does seem to have had some filial scruples on that head, as you will hear.”

Hunsford, near Westerham, Kent, 15th October.
Dear Sir,
The disagreement subsisting between yourself and my late honoured father always gave me much uneasiness; and,
since | have had the misfortune to lose him, I have frequently wished to heal the breach: but, for some time, | was kept
back by my own doubts, fearing lest it might seem disrespectful to his memory for me to be on good terms with anyone
with whom it had always pleased him to be at variance.”—‘There, Mrs. Bennet.”—*“My mind, however, is now made
up on the subject; for, having received ordination at Easter, | have been so fortunate as to be distinguished by the
patronage of the Right Honourable Lady Catherine de Bourgh, widow of Sir Lewis de Bourgh, whose bounty and
beneficence has preferred me to the valuable rectory of this parish, where it shall be my earnest endeavour to demean
myself with grateful respect towards her Ladyship, and be ever ready to perform those rites and ceremonies which are
instituted by the Church of England. As a clergyman, moreover, | feel it my duty to promote and establish the blessing
of peace in all families within the reach of my influence; and on these grounds I flatter myself that my present overtures
of good-will are highly commendable, and that the circumstance of my being next in the entail of Longbourn estate
will be kindly overlooked on your side, and not lead you to reject the offered olive branch. | cannot be otherwise than
concerned at being the means of injuring your amiable daughters, and beg leave to apologize for it, as well as to assure
you of my readiness to make them every possible amends; but of this hereafter. If you should have no objection to
receive me into your house, | propose myself the satisfaction of waiting on you and your family, Monday, November
18th, by four o’clock, and shall probably trespass on your hospitality till the Saturday se’nnight following, which I
can do without any inconvenience, as Lady Catherine is far from objecting to my occasional absence on a Sunday,
provided that some other clergyman is engaged to do the duty of the day. | remain, dear sir, with respectful
compliments to your lady and daughters, your well-wisher and friend,
WILLIAM COLLINS



