FOR THE LOVING MEMORY OF
MS.VERA (FAITH ELIZABETH JOAN) RICH
TO THE STUDENTS OF THE HRYHORIY KOCHUR
TRANSLATION/INTERPRETING STUDIES AND CONTRASTIVE
LINGUISTICS DEPARTMENT.

To celebrate the 81% anniversary of the birthday of Ms.Vera Rich on April 24", a
competition among the students has been announced. There are two nominations for:
1/Artistic Translation (from English into Ukrainian);

2/Translation Studies Analysis (in English).

The task of Artistic Translation consists in translating into Ukrainian the verse
‘Elizabeth The Wise-King’s daughter’ by Vera Rich.

The task of Translation Studies Analysis consists in analyzing the translation done by
Vera Rich of an excerpt (Chapter 18) from the poem ‘Panski Zharty’ (‘The Lord’s
Jests’) by 1. Franko.

The deadline for submitting the translations and researches is April 17, 2017, by
6 p.m. The texts should be delivered to the officers of the Department. Electronic

versions of the texts should be sent as WORD files to a.flowers@kingston.ac.uk and to

the Department e-mail address. The conclusions of the jury will be announced by April
24, 2017. The awards will be granted to the winners at the Solemn Academy dedicated
to the birthday anniversary of Vera Rich. The event will take place on April, 24, 2017
in the Mirror Hall. We shall start at 5 p.m.

The jury will include: Professor R.P. Zorivchak, Docent O.S. Hrabovetska, Docent
0O.V. Dzera, Docent V.R. Savchyn, Docent R.A. Sytar, Docent T.V. Shmiher,
lecturer A. Yu. Kovalska.
For each nomination there are three prizes: SOEUR; 30EUR; 20EUR.
Dr. Alan Flowers,
Executor of Vera Rich
Member of Senate, Kingston University, the UK;
Dr. Roksolana Zorivchak,
the Ivan Franko National University of Lviv
Chair
Lviv, February 9, 2017 (Edited April 7, 2017)


mailto:a.flowers@kingston.ac.uk

1. A text for translation

Elizabeth the Wise-King’s daughter.
Walked by the green and purple water,
Pale on the shores of Birsay bay,

While the Islands glimmered in silver light,
Like dreams that sail on the rim of sight,
And the moon was a misted king by night,
And the autumn sun was a queen by day.

Elizabeth the Wise-King's daughter,

Gazed at the gleam of light on water,

And dreamed the gold of her father’s home;
The sea lapped quiet amid the creeks,

She dreamed the splendour of Norway’s peaks,
And her lord’s swift navy set forth to seek

The seven-fold kingdom to grace his own.

Elizabeth the Wise-King’s daughter
(Wedded with song beside Dnipro’s water)
Waited, pale as September, waning-skied,
While her lord slept quiet in an English grave
(The seven feet that his namesake gave)
While, traceless vanishing as a wave,

A daughter’s life, with her father, died.

Vera’s comments:

The Stones: skin-clad, their heads concealed by hair,

With strong eyes questing distances, where crowd

Mist-shapes like unknown beasts, half-hid in cloud...

Vera: The Orkneys, that little group of islands just off the northern coast of Scotland, have strangely
enough some interesting ties with Ukraine...In 1031, an Orcadian nobleman, Rognvald Brusason
fought in the army of Grand Prince Yaroslav the Wise in the campaign that recaptured the ‘Cities of
Cherven’ for Rus-Ukraine...

Hilary: And twenty-five years later, Yaroslav's daughter Elizabeth visited Orkney.

Liz: How did that happen?

Hilary: She was married to Harald Hardrade - the Norwegian king who left her and their daughters
there when he tried to take the throne of England in 1066...

II. A text for analysis

IBan ®panko. [TaHchKi xapTH
XVIII

Bemukneusn! Boxe miit Benmukumii!
e six cBiT cBiTOM, HE OYIO

Jl1 Hac BEIMKOIHS Takoro!

Bin noceira mym, ramip, KpUKH.
MoB MypaBIIHCBKO, BCE CEIIO
JIronpmMu kumuTh. Bel 10 ogHOTO
Jlo uepksu npyTsh. Sk nepuumii pas
«XpHCTOC BOCKpECE» 3acIiBally,



To Bci. MOB niTH, 3apuaaiy,

A 11a4 TOM UEPKBOIO MOTPSIC...
Tak 0aunIIOCh, IO BIK MU K/IaJIH,
A TOTEPIUTHCH, TOCTPaXKIAIH,
[Io BiH BOCKpec — mocepes1 Hac.
I sskoCh Tak 3poOHIIOCH HAM

VY nyiiax Jierko, sSiCHO, TUXO,

1o, 6aunnock, TOTOB OyB BCIKUN
Liniii 3emui 1 HeOecaM

Kpuuats, criiBaTh: MUHYJIO JIHXO!
Haii3mimmni Boporu mpoImaimcs,
Bci 06HIMATHUCH, MITyBATUCH,

A JI3BOHM JI3BOHSATH, HE CTAIOTH!

A Mononp Oirae, MOB 11°s1Ha,
Kprunth mocwunm B KON KyT:
«Hema Bxe maHIMHU Hi maHa!
Mu BoJIBHI, BOJIBHI, BOJIBHI BC1!»
ba i1 nitBOpa, 1110 B cTapuux Oaue,
1 co6i Burykye, nenaue [TepernensTa 1o BiBci.
A gx ckinuuiachk 00ka XBaja,

Ha uBunHTap BUHIIOB BECh HAPO,
I six 6yno Hac CTUIBKU COT,—
Binpa3y Huib Ha 3eMJII0 Briaia
[ina rpoMana # 3acmiBaina
Bennunwnii Toii, xBaneOHUN rMH:
«Tebe, o rocrmoau, XxBaaiM!»

MoB rpiM, 3apOKOTLIN 3paHHS
CrnoBa BHCOKI, 3BYKH BTIIlIHI,—
Aue KiHelb CBATOI MICH1

[Toxpunu rosocH1 pugaHHs
Jlapma 6 1 cumyBaThCs, JITH,

{06 po3kazaTh X0Y 0Ch-HE-IIOCH,
IIlo B TOM AEHB CIaBHHUI JOBEIOCH
MeHi Ha BJIacHi 04i 3/IpiTH.

Hapoa moB 0e3ymiB 3 yTixX:

Crapi ckakaiu, MOB XJIOI ATA...
Toli mapy KOHHKIB CBOIX

[inye xoxmoro, MOB Opara,

Ta npuroBoproe, NECTUTB.

A TaMm rypToM CUIbCHKI JiBYaTa
Bci cKUHASYKY 3 TOJIOB 3HIMAIOTh,
I 0’roTh MOKJIOHH, | CKIaJal0Th
Ilepen ikonoro. Kpuunts

Ycskuii Ha BiTaHHS Ipyra: « XpHUCTOC BOCKPEC, a MAHIIIUHY
Yoprt B34B!» A TaMm cTapuil niayra,
B ceni HaiicTapiinii 40JI0BIK,

Ha naBHro, nease 3amiTHY,
Morunky ax rpyabMu IpUHUK,

I o6nimae nepHuny,

KpuauTh mocunu: «Taty, Tary!
Mu BosbHi! TaTy, 030BHCH!

Taxx ™1 UUIUX CTO JIT Ty KIATY
HeBounro aBuras i BMuparu



He xriB, a Boui *xaaB! JIUBHUCH,

Mu BoseHi! BigHuii, TH 10XKIaTH

He mir,— ax HaM TOi mpomiHb Owc!
Byxe MOiX BHYKIB I1aH B majaty

Tak, sk MeHe, He 3a0epe!

Bi3pmiTh MeHe 110 cebe, TaTy!

Bam cun cBoOigHNM BKe ympe!..»

Translation by Vera Rich

Come Easter Day, Dear God Almighty.
There had not been since we were born
Such Easter morning for us ever!

From daybreak, chatter, noise; excited,
The village like an anthill swarmed

And seethed with people. All together
Rushed to the church. And when the first
Time ‘Christ is risen’ rang out, throbbing,
Then all, like children wept, the sobbing
Shook the church in a mighty burst.

For so it seemed that we had languished
An age, had suffered long-drawn anguish,
Till He had risen here with us.

Then, somehow, we all felt the birth
Within our souls of light and cherished
Peace, and it seemed that all were ready
To cry aloud to heaven and earth

And shout and sing: "All evil's perished!"
The worst of enemies, effacing

Their feuds, kissed, joyfully embracing,
And still the bells pealed far and wide!
And the young folk ran, hardly sober
With joy, and shouted on all sides:

"No lord! No serfdom! It's all over!

We're free! We're free! All, all are free!"
And even the small children, seeing

Their elders, also cry out, seeming

Like quails that run the field about.

When the church service was all over,
Out to the churchyard we all poured,
Some hundreds strong; with one accord
All knelt upon the earth, and raising
Their voice, the whole folk hymned God, praising
Him in that glorious hymn of yore:

"We praise Thee, God, forever more!"
Like thunder, first, the sounds came throbbing,
Those mighty words with joy were ringing,
But at the end the holy singing

Covered the sound of deep, deep sobbing.
It is in vain I try, my children,

To tell you, even in the least,

What happened on that glorious feast,
The things which mine own eyes beheld then.
The people seemed to have gone mad!



Like boys, old men danced round each other,
And, by his horses, one old dad

Stands kissing them, just like a brother,
And talks and pats them quietly.

And there the girls stand, grouped together,
And each of them takes off her head-dress,
And makes a bow, and humbly spreads it
Before the icons. Each man said

Loud to his neighbour, as a greeting,
"Christ is risen! Serfdom's dead,

Gone to hell!" And one grand-dad, weeping
Older he is than all the rest,

Kneels on a grave-hump, half-effaced,

As if he'd gather to his breast

And would the very sod embrace,

And cries with all his might: "Dad, Dad!
We're free! O Dad, d’you hear, we're free!
And you a hundred years were trying

To live out serfdom, fought against dying,
Waiting for freedom. Dad d’you see,

We're free! Poor Dad! You couldn't manage
To live it out, but dawn has come!

And now no master in his palace

Can take my grandsons, unlike me!

O Dad, now call me, call me home!

Your son can die a man, and free!".



