YPAJIbCKNIA ®EQEPAJIbHbIA YHUBEPCUTET UM. NEPBOIO NPE3UAEHTA POCCUU
b.H. EJIbLIUHA

UMHCTUTYT ®YHAAMEHTAJIbHOIO OBGPA30BAHUA

KA®EJPA NHOCTPAHHDbIX SA3bIKOB U NEPEBOA

npu nogaep>xke CBepA/10BCKOro permoHasibHoro orgesneHus Coro3a lNepeBogymnkos PO,
leHepasnbHOro KoHcyibcTBa CoeanHeHHbIx LLItatoB AMepuku B r. EkatepuHbypre,
reHepasibHOro KoHcybcTBa 'epmaHnm B r. EkatepuHbypre, FfepmMaHCKoM criyx6bl
akagemmyecknx obmeHoB DAAD, Komuteta ObujectBa um. [aHTe Anurbepu (r.
EkatepnHb6ypr), CBepAa/ioBCcKo/ 06/1aCTHOMU YHUBEPCAIbHOM Hay4YHoU 6ubamnotekun M. B.T.
bennHckoro, bubanoreyHoro LleHTpa "EkatepmnHbypr", bubanoreyHoro VIHpopmMaynoHHOro
LieHTpa "Ypan"

npurnawaeT WKOJbHUKOB, CTYAEHTOB M MOMOAbIX NEPEBOAYMKOB NPUHATb Yy4YacTue B
XV MexxayHapoaHoMm Monoae>xHOM KOHKypce nepeBopa Littera Scripta
KOHKYpC NpoBOANTCS MO CNEAYHOWMM HOMUHALMAM:

e XyAoXXeCTBeHHas npos3a;

e [lybnuuncruka;

e [1033ma (TONLKO aHIIMNCKUNA A3bIK).

Paboumne SA3bikM KOHKYpCa: aHIMUACKUIA, HEMELKKUIA, PPaHLY3CKUIA, UTANIbAHCKUIM, SMOHCKNA.

MaTepuanbl KOHKypca 6yayT Bbl10XeHbl Ha popyme
cavta http://lingvu.ru/forum/ (pa3aen "Littera Scripta - 2016") 1 gpeBpans 2016 r.

PaboTbl npeacTtaBnsoTCa B OprkoMmTeT 4o 28 ¢peBpana 2016 r. BKIOUYNTENBLHO.
MNoaseneHwe utoros — 29 anpesns 2016 r.

dopmMa nNnpeacTaB/IEHUA KOHKYPCHbIX NepeBoaoB:

e MEXCTPOUYHbIM MHTepBan — 1,0; wpudT 12 Times New Roman; TEKCTOBbIA peAaKTop —
Word 2003; BbipaBHMBAHME MO LUNPUHE;

® B JIEBOM BEPXHEM YI/ly NEPBOI CTpaHuUbl: daMnUansa, MMsa aBTopa, MecTto y4ebsl (paboThl) C

yKasaHueM Kypca n Kadenpbl, ropoj, KOHTaKTHbIN TesieoH, e-mail;

e [IpocnM Ha3biBaTb (paia C TEKCTOM KOHKYPCHOWM paboTbl No haMuninm aBTopa C YyKasaHMEM

HOMMHaLMM 1 A3blKa NepesBoja M paclumnpeHneMm nmenun cdamna .doc (Hanpumep,

MBaHoBa_nybanuuctuka_aHrna.doc)

KoHKypcHble paboTbl MPUHMMAOTCA MO 3/1EKTPOHHOMY aapecy konkurs perevod@mail.ru

Mpo6nemMbl NnepeBoAa KOHKYPCHbIX 3afgaHUi npurnawaeMm obcyamtb Ha
cdopyme http://lingvu.ru/forum/, rae Tak)ke MO>XXHO HAUTU OTBETbl HA 4YacTo

Byaem paabl OTBETUTb Ha Balluy BonpocCkl MO 3/1EKTPOHHOM noyTe e-m.bozhko@yandex.ru,
Boxko EkaTepnHa MuxannoBHa.

KOHKYPCHbIE PABOTbl HE PELEH3UPYIOTCA U HE BO3BPALLIAIOTCA

XKIOPW OCTABJISET 3A COBOW NPABO CHUMATbL C KOHKYPCA PABOTbI, HE OTBEYAIOLME
TPEBOBAHUAM K O®OPMJIEHNIO, A TAKXKE PABOTbI, MOAAHHbBIE B HAPYLLEHVNE 3AKOHA
OB WHTENNEKTYA/IbHON COBCTBEHHOCTM


http://lingvu.ru/forum/
mailto:konkurs_perevod@mail.ru
http://lingvu.ru/forum/,
mailto:e-m.bozhko@yandex.ru

BHMMAHME! B SABUCMMOCTU OT KOJIMHECTBA PABOT, MOAAHHbIX HA KOHKYPC,
YXIOPU OCTABJISIET 3A COG0M NPABO NEPEHOCUTb CPOKW NOABEAEHUS
UTOroB!

IMos3unsn:

Breakfast at Tiffany's

There are only diamonds in the whole world,
diamonds and perhaps the shabby gift of disillusion.

F. Scott Fitzgerald

Holly Golightly haunts the streets of New York.
Look into the distance. The girl is gone,
and each diamond is simply a star in the dark

that she followed far from the well-worn track.
Now the stars are her jewels, the night, her gown.
Holly Golightly haunts the streets of New York.

Her reflection was elegant, slender and stark.
She toasted each dawn by strolling downtown
to the diamonds that spilled like tears from the dark.

Her moon river still leaps like a cat over rocks,
her small voice floating its singular tune.
Holly Golightly haunts the streets of New York

Slipping on shades to mimic the black
for she knew that the party would be over too soon
and that diamonds are lovely tricks of the dark

In each life, that solitary walk

into a distance that is ours alone.

Holly Golightly haunts the streets of New York,

And each diamond? Just a diamond, lost in the dark.

Tracey Herd
From Dead Redhead (Newcastle: Bloodaxe, 2001)



MybauyucmukKa:

When the littlest things are really the biggest things
By Beverly Beckham

My husband insists I shouldn’t have been kick-boxing with women 20, well, actually 30,
years younger than I am. But it wasn't real kick-boxing, It was kick-boxing light, and I did it
only once and only for a half-hour and it was fun and didn't hurt at all.

Until I was walking to my car. That's when age, old bones, maybe even the fates, caught up
with me.

It's funny about body parts. We're made up of flesh and blood and muscles and cartilage
and appendages that stick out of us like twigs on a stick figure. But mostly we go on our
merry way unaware of our vulnerability, unimpressed that the knee bone’s connected to the
thigh bone and the toe bone’s connected to the foot bone until we stub a toe or hurt a knee.
And then it’s like waking up a sleeping infant, all that sweet, lovely, predictable stillness
gone in an instant, replaced by a shrieking, wailing, very needy alien.

I never in my life paid attention to the space behind my left knee — it was just there like
the space behind my right knee — until I felt a hitch, a kink, something I thought would
work itself out. But it didn’t. In a matter of days, it went from annoying to painful and I
went from running around, faster than a speeding bullet, to stopped dead in my tracks.

Kick-boxing apparently was my kryptonite.

Ten weeks later the baby’s asleep again. The knee is back to what it was. But I am not. And
I don't want to be.

I used to have a friend who had ALS. I used to visit him at New England Sinai Hospital
where he lived attached to a ventilator. When he was alive, I didn't take walking or talking
or breathing or eating for granted. I learned from Sal not to be annoyed by the long lines at
Shaw’s but to be grateful that I was physically able to wait in them. I constantly noticed the
grace of the human body, all the things it can do and does: bend, skip, press a button,
shake a hand. I savored every meal, every food choice, the bounty, because Sal said he
missed eating most of all.

But time tempered these lessons. When you can drive yourself places, when you can run to
catch a train, when you can hurry across a street, when you can walk from one end of
Costco to the other, when all your body parts are working perfectly, when you can hear and
see and breathe and feel and swallow, you forget the miracle that all these things are.

Before I tried kick-boxing, I was on a four-month gym spree, heading out every morning,
working out, feeling better than I've ever felt. Feeling maybe even a little bit bulletproof.

And then I hurt my leg.

And it slowed me down. And in those weeks of limping and grimacing, I regained an
appreciation for people who hurt every day, but who get dressed and go out anyway.

Sal went out. It took a village, plus a van driver and hours of preparation. I have a picture
of him all bundled up in his reclining wheelchair caught in a downpour at St. Peter’s Fiesta
in Gloucester. He is cold and he is soaked to the skin. But he is beaming.



I watched an elderly man cross the street the other day. He was stooped and bent over his
walker, and his steps were slow. But there he was. On his way to the post office.

Crossing a street. Breathing fresh air. Holding a cup of coffee. The littlest things are really
the biggest things.

lpo3a:

From 'Aokigahara' by Jennifer Down

We pulled in to a carpark. We'd arrived suddenly. I hadn’t been looking for signs. Mr. Ukai
sat for a moment after he cut the ignition, looking at something I couldn’t see in the rear-
view mirror. I thought he was going to ask me if I was ready, but he just reached into the
back seat for his plastic water canteen.

From the car boot he took out a smaller women'’s rain jacket and handed it to me. He
retrieved a backpack, a torch, and a length of fluorescent-yellow nylon cord, neatly coiled.
That nearly brought me to my knees. I had a bad feeling in the guts. It smelled like new
earth out here, petrichor; like bright air. I tried to think about that instead of the nylon
cord.

Mr. Ukai shut the boot gently. He slung the backpack over his shoulder, and his waterproof
jacket gave out a rustle.

‘Ja, ikoka?’

We started toward the entrance. The leaves were wet underfoot.

‘People say it’s a mystical place, they say, nanka, many kind of thing, but it’s just a forest,’
he said. ‘The mystery is why are so many people sad.’

It struck me as a distinctly un-Japanese thing to say. The woods were darker than I'd
imagined. It was all electric green moss and untamed tree roots crawling over the forest
floor. It felt prehistoric. We came to a length of yellow rope stretched across the path. There
was a sign that said No Entry. Mr. Ukai stepped right over it, then held it down so I could do
the same.

‘I think it is best, from here, if I walk first,” he said. He inclined his head. I nodded.

*Of course.’



‘Cammy-san. If the experience becomes too heavy, nanka, tsurai — we will go back to my
car. Please do not be troubled. Do - not - hesitate.’

He pronounced my name kami, like ‘god’. I nodded again. I had my thumbs looped through
the straps of my backpack. I felt like a child on an excursion.

We fell into step single file, me behind him. I wondered what he’d meant, exactly, with his
polite, broken English. There was such a chasm between us. I thought about Eri saying ‘I
can’t go with you’.

I kept my eyes fixed on Mr. Ukai’s back, or on my own running shoes, caked with wet
leaves. When he started humming to himself, I thought it must be safe to look up. There
was tape everywhere, strung between trees. Some of the trunks had numbers spray-
painted on them. Mr. Ukai stepped off the main trail onto a smaller one. He looked back at
me. He said, daijobu? and I said daijobu. I could feel sweat cooling on my neck.

It had been weeks before the funeral took place. There were complications bringing
Tommy'’s body back. For a while the Japanese seemed to think there should be an autopsy,
and that they should be the ones to undertake it, but that faded. I took half a valium before
the service and another after I'd read my eulogy.

There was no word for closure in Japanese. I'd looked it up online in my hotel room the
other night.

Mr. Ukai had stopped humming. He was walking respectfully, if that were possible.
Everything he did was gentle. He surveyed the forest calmly. His eyes went everywhere. I
flinched at it.

There was human detritus everywhere. Plastic umbrellas, food wrappers, mittens, lengths of
rope, a bicycle, a pair of scissors, a blue tarpaulin. The trees were so thick overhead, I
wondered how they let any light through. I could see why Tommy would have loved it here.

Mr. Ukai paused. He waited until I was beside him, then he pointed at the base of a tree a
little way off the path. There was a marker at its base. Someone had left a bouquet of
flowers, pink cellophane, and a tiny banquet of food, laid out on a piece of cloth.

‘It is recent,” Mr. Ukai said. ‘Maybe someone else is making our same journey today.’



