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Angļu valodas olimpiādes “ENGLISH GURU” 1. kārtas uzdevums

Iztulkojiet tekstus:

Markus Zusak I Am the Messenger
I have a TV that needs time to warm up, a phone that almost never rings, and a fridge that buzzes like a radio.

There’s a photo of my family on top of the TV from years ago. Since I hardly ever watch the TV, I watch the photo once in a while. A pretty good show, really, although it gets dustier every day. It’s a mother, a father, two sisters, me, and a younger brother. Half of us smile on the photo. Half don’t. I like it.

In terms of my family, my ma’s one of those tough women you couldn’t kill with an ax. She’s also developed a bit of swearing habit, which I’ll tell you more about later.
Like I said, my father died about six months ago. He was a lonely, kind, quiet, hard-drinking deadbeat. I could say that living with my ma wasn’t easy and it drove him to drink, but there are no excuses. You can make them, but you don’t believe them. He was a furniture deliverer. When he died they found him sitting on an old lounge chair still inside the truck.

Latifa (Preface by Karenna Gore Schiff) My Forbidden Face: Growing up under the Taliban
The talibs had burst into the apartment and caught the boys, aged fifteen to seventeen, red-handed. After the breaking the television and the VCR and ripping out the cassette tape, the talibs ordered everyone outside. Then they demanded to know which boy owned these forbidden things, and Aimal stepped forward. As punishment, they made boys slap one another, which is very humiliating for an Afghan, even for a boy. When Aimal didn’t hit hard enough for their taste, a talib went over to him and said, “I’ll show you how to do it.”

And he attacked him first with his hands, then with his weapon. Aimal’s mother tried to shield him with her body, but a talib slapped her and hurled her into some barbed wire. Then they all battered the boy with their riffle butts.
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