MMOJIO’KEHUE
O MPOBEAECHUH IIKOJIBHOTO KOHKYpCa NEPEBOJOB C aHTITUHUCKOTO S3bIKa
“Face to Face”-2016

OpranuzatopoM KoHKypca sBisiercsi MO yuuTenei aHTIIMMCKOTO si3blka JIMHTBUCTHYECKOM
rumHa3ud Ne 3 r. YVinag-VYm.

esn u 3a1a4n KOHKYypca
- pa3BUTHE TBOPUYECKHUX CIIOCOOHOCTEH ydyaluxcsi THMHA3UU;
- TOBBIIICHHE HWHTEpeca K H3YYEHHUIO AaHIJIMICKOTO U PYCCKOTO S3BIKOB, MX MPAKTHUECKOE
HUCIIOJb30BaHUC B HpCHMeTHOfI ACATCIIbHOCTH.

YciaoBus 4 NOPSA0K NPOBeIEeHNS
Konkypc mpoBoautcs ¢ 11 anpens nmo 1 mast 2016 rona u nocssimaercs ['ogy mamstu Y. lekcnnpa
(1616-2016).
B koHKypce MOTyT mpyUHUMATh ydyacThe ydamuecs 5-11 kiaccoB rUMHA3MU.
Konkypc nmpoBoauTcst B TPEX HOMUHAIIHSIX
- «[Ipo3ay» (TekcT A nepeBojia NpeAoCcTaBisieTcss opranuzaropamu, cM. [punoxenue);
- «[Toa3us» (TEKCT AJig nepeBojia MpeI0CTaBIseTC Opranu3aTopamu, cM. [lpunoxenue);
- «®pucTaitny (MO3TUYECKUN WIH MTPO3aMUECKUN TEKCT MO BHIOOPY Y4aCTHHKA)

Tekct 1s1 iepeBo/ia B TF000H HOMUHALIMY JIOJIKEH COOTBETCTBOBATH CIICAYIOIIMM TPEOOBAHUSIM:
- 3aKOHYEHHOE TMPOU3BEJICHHE WM 3aBEPIICHHBIH B CMBICJIOBOM OTHOIICHHH OTPBIBOK
OPUTHHAILHOTO HEAIaITHPOBAHHOTO MTPOU3BEACHUS aHIIOSN3bIYHOTO aBTOPA (aBTOPOB);
- 00bém Tekcra — 200-250 ciioB (Tipo3a)
8-14 crpok (1o33ust)

OauH y4yaCTHUK MOKET IPUHUMATh Y4acTHE B HECKOJIbKMX HOMHMHAIUAX KOHKYpCa, B 3TOM Cllydae
ero paboThI OLIEHUBAIOTCS OTACIBHO B KAk /JI0W HOMUHAIUH.

TpebGoBanus kK IEPEBOY:

- CaMOCTOATEIHHOCTh; B Cllyuae BBISBJICHMsS IUIarMata Ha JOOOM dTame padoTa K KOHKYpCY He
JIOTTYCKAeTCsl, YHaCTHUK TUCKBAIU(DULIUPYETCS;

- OPUTHHAIBHOCTH, TBOPUYECKUN TOJIXO K padoTe;

- CMBICJIOBO€ U CTHJINCTUYECKOE COOTBETCTBHUE MEPEBO/Ia OPUTHHAITY;

- COOTBETCTBHUE MEPEBOA HOPMaAM JIMTEPATYPHOI'O PYCCKOTO S3bIKA;

Jlis ydacTust B KOHKypce HEOOXOIMMO IpEACTaBUTh OTBETCTBEHHBIM 3a NPOBEACHHE KOHKypca
nepeBoj Tekcrta B meuatHoM Bune (mpudt Times New Roman 14, uatepBan 1,5) ¢ ykazanuem
UMEHH, (haMIIINK U KJ1acca. YYaCTHUKU B HOMUHAIUH «DpUCTalI» IPEJOCTaBIAIOT TAKKE OPUTHHAT
HEPEeBOIMMOr0 TEKCTA C YKa3aHUEM aBTOpa U UCTOYHHUKA.

IToaBeneHne UTOrOB KOHKYPCA M HarpaskaeHue nmodeauresiei
Htorm koHKypca noaBoauT xkropu B coctaBe: AnxyHcaeBa M.U., Konnenkas M.IO., ITsaTtkosa T.A.,
Hamb6aesa 1.0. Ilo utoram KOHKypca OMpeaessitoTcs No0euTe I B HOMUHAIMSIX ¥ HArPaKIal0TCS
3a 1, 2, 3 Mecto. Opranu3aTopbl OCTaBISIOT 32 cOOO0M MpaBo HE MPUCYkKAATh MECTa B HOMHHALIUAX B
Clly4ae HEJIOCTaTOYHO BBICOKOTO YPOBHSI IPEJCTAaBICHHBIX paboT. B 3ToM ciydyae yyacTHHKHU
HarpaxaarTcs 6JarolapcTBEHHBIMU MUCbMaMH 32 y4acTHue B KOHKYpCE.



IMPUJIO)KEHUE
Texcrsl 1 nepesoaa B HomuHanusax «IIposa» u «Ilo33usa»

THE GLORIOUS WHITEWASHER by Mark Twain

Saturday morning was come, and all the summer world was bright and fresh, and brimming with life.
There was a song in every heart; and if the heart was young the music issued at the lips. There was
cheer in every face and a spring in every step. The locust trees were in bloom and the fragrance of
the blossoms filled the air. Cardiff Hill, beyond the village and above it, was green with vegetation,
and it lay just far enough away to seem a Delectable Land, dreamy, reposeful, and inviting.

Tom appeared on the sidewalk with a bucket of whitewash and a long-handled brush. He surveyed
the fence, and all gladness left him and a deep melancholy settled down upon his spirit. Thirty yards
of board fence nine feet high. Life to him seemed hollow, and existence but a burden. Sighing he
dipped his brush and passed it along the topmost plank; repeated the operation; did it again; compared
the insignificant whitewashed streak with the far-reaching continent of unwhitewashed fence, and sat
down on a tree-box discouraged. Jim came skipping out at the gate with a tin pail, and singing
“Buffalo Gals.” Bringing water from the town pump had always been hateful work in Tom’s eyes,
before, but now it did not strike him so. He remembered that there was company at the pump. White,
mulatto, and negro boys and girls were always there waiting their turns, resting, trading playthings,
quarreling, fighting, skylarking. (244 words)

From The Adventures of Tom Sawyer (Minster Classics London England, s.a., pp. 19-20)

ORPHEUS
By William Shakespeare

Orpheus with his lute made trees

And the mountains tops that freeze
Bow themselves when he did sing:

To his music plants and flowers

Ever sprung; as sun and showers
There had made a lasting spring.

Every thing that heard him play,
Even the billows of the sea,

Hung their heads and then lay by.
In sweet music is such art,

Killing care and grief of heart

Fall asleep, or hearing, die.

https://www.poets.org/poetsorg/poem/orpheus-0
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