Oovasnaemcsa koukype !l!

Ha daxynbTeTe ”HOCTpaHHBIX S3BIKOB OOBSBIISIETCS KOHKYPC
MO3TUYECKUX IIEPEBOJIOB C PYCCKOTO HA aHTJIMMCKUHN U C AHTJIMHUCKOTO
Ha PYCCKUM SA3BIKU.

Y4YacTHUKHA KOHKYpPCa — CTYJI€HThI U Maructpantel U

Hroru konkypca 0ynyT ornamensl 11 gexadps 2015 rona Ha
MEPOIPUSATHH, TTOCBAIICHHOM FO0UJICIO JpeBHeIero ropoja larectana
u Poccum JlepOenTa.

JIaHHBIN KOHKYPC BKJIIOYAET HECKOJIBKO HOMUHALIUM:
1 — «JIyymiasi npe3enrauus o Jlepoente;

2 — «JIyumuii nepeBoj ¢ PpyCCKOro HA AHTJINICKUH A3BIK
cruxorBopenusi b.Ceuoosoii « UMH J/IEPBEHTY»»,

3 — «Jlyymimii mepeBo/i ¢ AHIJIMHCKOr0 HA PYCCKHI A3BIK
cruxorBopenusi S.Heaney «FIELD OF VISION»»;

4 — «Jlyuymee 3cce Ha aHTIIMIiCKOM si3bike «/[EPEEHT — I'OPO/]
HOBOI'O IIOKOJIEHH A »»;

5 — «Jly4yiiee cTUXOTBOPEeHHE COOCTBEHHOTO COUMHEHUSI».

KonkypcHbie paboThl HEOOXOUMO CZIaTh Ha Kadeapy aHTJIMHCKOM
(bUI0JIOTHY WM B HAYYHO-HUCCIIEIOBATEIBCKYIO J1a00PaTOPHIO
«nTepaunresa» no 1 nexaOps BkiIounTENHHO! ! !

XKenaem ecem yuacmHuxam 600XHO8eHUsL, YOadu U nobeovl Ha KOHKypce!




buke CennoBa
TMMH JJEPBEHTY

ne nnewet Kacnui Haw ceaon,
['ynaeT BeTep Ha NpocTope.
[epbeHT, NtobumbI ropoa MoM,
nagvib 3aayMUYnBO Thl B MOPE.
M cTpaxk TBOM BEPHBIN U POAHOW,
«HapblH-Kana», Kak CTOMKWUIA BOWH,
XpaHun OTYM3HY M MOKOMN.

N BeuHOM craBbl OH JOCTOUH!
KTo BMaen, ToT He 3abbiBan
Tebs, C BOCTOProm 1 cnesamu.
BekaMun HaTUCK oTpaxkan

Tbl C HENPUCTYMHBLIMX FOPaAMM.
beneet 6neck TBOMX CeauH,
CBepkasi rpaHsiIMK anmasa,

M cnaBHbIX TPyAOBbIX BEPLUNH
Hoctur, »xemuyxunHa KaBkaza!
BpaTa cTapuHHbIX CTEH TBOUX
Jlyyamn conHua oborpeTsbl.

MyTb WENKOBbIA TEX NET ObINbIX
BcTpeyan 3aecb paHHWE paccBeTbl.
PaBHWHHO-3010TOW TPOMOW
TAHYUCb Lenu KapaBaHa.
HespuMoi cunon — kpai poaHou

Tbl cTan onopon [JarectaHa!
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Seamus Heaney
FIELD OF VISION

| remember this woman who sat for years
In a wheelchair, looking straight ahead

Out the window at sycamore trees unleafing
And leafing at the far end of the lane.

Straight out past the TV in the corner,

The stunted, agitated hawthorn bush,

The same small calves with their backs to wind and rain,
The same acre of ragwort, the same mountain.

She was steadfast as the big window itself.

Her brow was clear as the chrome bits of the chair.
She never lamented once and she never

Carried a spare ounce of emotional weight.

Face to face with her was an education

Of the sort you got across a well-braced gate—

One of those lean, clean, iron, roadside ones

Between two whitewashed pillars, where you could see
Deeper into the country than you expected

And discovered that the field behind the hedge

Grew more distinctly strange as you kept standing
Focused and drawn in by what barred the way.




