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KoHKypc nmceMOBOIO
Iepexsamy

2025

[BaH0-PpaHKIBCHKMI HALlOHABHWI TEXHIYHN
yHiBepcuTeT HapT 1 Tasy
[HCTUTYT ryMaHiTapHOI IiArOTOBKM Ta Jep>KaBHOIO
yIIpaB/IiHHA
Kadenpa durostorii Ta nepexiay



IITaHoBHI 3HABII1 aHIJIIICHLKOI MOBM!
3anpouryeMo Bac 10 y4acTi y KOHKypci
IIVCBbMOBOIO IIepeKyIamy

Harta mposenenHs: 1-15 tpasHs1 2025 poKy

Pobotn Hagcvizati no 15 tpaBHa 2025 poky
Ilepexiagy gosaydanTe OO peecTpaliiHOL
dopmMu 3a NOKIMKAHHSIM:
https://docs.google.com/forms/d/e/IFAIpOQLSeNke2ZmWjkBNBFA

NKdnzEQJYHYCO5tGOZDEIrsjnX0tAkpJw/viewform?usp=sharing

BuMorn 1o KOHKypcHMX pooiT
® BINNOBITHICTH 3MiCTy TEKCTy IepeKsiaay A0 OpuUriHasiy;
® BiATBOpeHHs aBTOPCHKOTO CTMJIIO Ta MMUJIO3BYYHOCTI;
® I'PaMOTHICTB;
® OIiIbHE 3aCTOCyBaHHs NepeKIagallbKmX
TpaHcdopMarrin.

MosBa nnepexiiany:
= yKpaiHcbKa (y 3aBgaHHsX 1 i 2);

=~ aHIJIiVIChbKa (3aBOaHHA 3).

Bumorn 1o odpopmienHs pobit

dopmar - MS Word IIpudTt - Times New Roman 14
InTrepBan -1 AG3amHM Bigcryn - 1,25

ITimcyMKy KOHKYpCY Ta OroJIOIIeHHsI IIepeMOXKIIiB Oye
IIpOBeeHO IIifI 9Yac 3aX04iB TVIKHS

®inosnorii-2025 y IPHTYHT



https://docs.google.com/forms/d/e/1FAIpQLSeNke2ZmWjkBNBFANKdnzEQJYHYCQ5tGOZDEIrsjnX0tAkpJw/viewform?usp=sharing
https://docs.google.com/forms/d/e/1FAIpQLSeNke2ZmWjkBNBFANKdnzEQJYHYCQ5tGOZDEIrsjnX0tAkpJw/viewform?usp=sharing

TBOPU JJIS IIEPEKJIAY
1.ITPO3A
Keystone P.D. (by Robert Ambros)

Ray Walker approached the steam engine next to the oil derrick and dropped
his toolbox. He brushed the dust off his oil-stained heavy shirt, pushed his hair back,
and sighed. What have we here? He wondered. The derrick was one of ninety owned
by the Keystone Oil Company. A series of valleys west of Cincinnati, just north of
the Ohio River, contained the wells.

When Ray started a year ago, the 34-year-old mechanic from Oklahoma found
the stationary oil pump steam engines a little intimidating. Back in central Oklahoma,
he spent most of his time repairing farmers’ tractors: Reeves, Fricks, Minnies,
Aultmans—he knew them all. The first time he saw a stationary oil pump steam
engine; its complexity overwhelmed him. The systems for cooling, lubrication, and
power delivery were all more sophisticated with these derrick machines. After a year,
working on them had become second nature.

He removed the cylinder cover and spotted the problem; the piston ring was
bad. Back on the farms of Oklahoma, it would have taken him an hour to remove it
and file down the rough spots. Here at Keystone Oil, all he had to do was replace the
old piston ring with a new one. But that was the only upside he saw working in Ohio.
The arcadian farmland was gone and replaced with dirt, oil smell, noise, and poor
living conditions. He had little choice; there was no work after the drought. Everyone
in the area was struggling when a friend who had gone east, Robbie Johnson, sent
word that a job for a mechanic was open at an oil company in Ohio.

As he pulled out the old ring, a strange cracking abruptly filled the air. The
sudden roar of a train engine made him recoil. Ray looked up—around; just over a
hundred yards away, a column of oil gushed into the sky as pieces of wood, iron
pipes, and metal braces flew up in the air and came crashing to the ground. A cloud
rapidly approached him. He stood motionless in a haze of dust, acrid oil and smoke,
and suddenly felt his eyes burn. Men yelled. Others were running—several lay flat on
the ground, motionless. A man in overalls ran over to Ray; it was Pete Harris, a
fellow mechanic.

“You okay?” asked Pete. Ray couldn’t answer. He tried to process what was
happening and looked up, trying to see through the dust and smoke: the derrick was
gone. A twisted and distorted pile of metal and wood lay in its place. Blowout—he
thought. It was a blowout.



2.ITOE3IA
I Shall Return (by Claude McKay)

% % % % %
I SHALL return again; I shall return

To laugh and love and watch with wonder-eyes

At golden noon the forest fires burn,

Wafting their blue-black smoke to sapphire skies.

I shall return to loiter by the streams

That bathe the brown blades of the bending grasses,
And realize once more my thousand dreams

Of waters rushing down the mountain passes.

I shall return to hear the fiddle and fife

Of village dances, dear delicious tunes

That stir the hidden depths of native life,

Stray melodies of dim remembered runes.

I shall return, I shall return again,

To ease my mind of long, long years of pain.

(1922)

EE



3. YKkpaiHcbKa moe3is
ABtop: HartaJia Kpicman

EE I

bYTHU BIV/IbHUM

JInxaTu - KoJiu OpaKy€ KUCHIO,
BipuTu - ik cBiT Bike 3pikcs bora,
Bimmykaru B Mopoui gopory,
YyTH roJioc iHroJiiB y BUCI.

Wtu nasycrpiu BiTpoBi i Biiinam,
3anMmaTuch HEPBOM LBLOIO CBITY,
JIJil He3pSiYUX AYLI CTABATH CBITJIOM...
Sk BaXJIMBO - IPOCTO OyTH BUIbHUM!

L

KUTTA - BEJIMKA HIKOJIA

KuTTH - BeJIMKA IIKO0J1A
I3 coTHsiMu ABEpUAT,

B oani 3aiigeM - nokoJjeM
I Horm, i cepus.

A B iHIIIHUX - HAC YeKAIOTh
He3Bigani cBiTH,

e ar06ss4a pyka €,

SIka nomozxe UTH,
JlonaTu Bci ropepsn

Ha noJieHbKH cTeKKaX...
Binkpmuii, cuHouky, 1Bepi,
Kuiroui - B TBOIX pykax!

EE I

O MoBo piiHa, HUILIEHA BIKAMM,
Ycore npodouBacuics Kpi3b KaMiHb,
3puBaci TepHs Bpaxkoi 00ayIH...
Jonmoxu ti 3B8yuyuui - Hapox nam oyne!



