FOR THE LOVING MEMORY OF
MS. VERA  (FAITH ELIZABETH JOAN)  RICH
TO THE STUDENTS OF THE HRYHORIY KOCHUR TRANSLATION STUDIES AND CONTRASTIVE LINGUISTICS DEPARTMENT.
To celebrate the 85th anniversary of the birthday of Ms.Vera Rich on April 24th, a competition among the students has been announced. There are two nominations for:
1) Literary Translation (from English into Ukrainian);
2) Translation Studies Analysis (in English).
The task of Literary Translation consists in translating into Ukrainian the verse ‘Recipe for a miracle’ by Vera Rich.

The task of Translation Studies Analysis consists in analyzing the translation done by Vera Rich of the poem ‘Doh’ from the cycle ‘Seven Strings’ by Lesia Ukrayinka.
The deadline for submitting the translations and researches is April 19, 2021, 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 perekladoznavstvo@gmail.com. The conclusions of the jury will be announced by April 23, 2021. 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 23, 2021. 

The jury will include: Professor N.I. Andreichuk, Docent O.S. Hrabovetska, Docent O.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: 50EUR; 30EUR; 20EUR.
Dr. Alan Flowers,

Executor of Estate of Vera Rich
Doctor Honoris Causa, Lviv State University of Life Safety, 

Doctor Honoris Causa, International Sakharov Environmental University, Minsk;
Dr. Oksana Dzera,

the Ivan Franko National University of Lviv

                                                                   Chair

Lviv, January 4, 2021
I. A text for translation

Vera Rich

RECIPE FOR A MIRACLE

First take a land...
There is no free space on the map, so search around
For one that has vanished - eaten, eroded, nibbled
To nothingness by its neighbours, take a language
Spurned as a dialect, mix in a history
Taught as the history of others, and a nation
Long schooled to forget history, race and tongue;
Knead these, and set aside to prove...

                                  Then take
A flag of simple colours, colours of blood
And bone, of bread and wine, water and fire,
Colours of faith and love...add, too, a symbol
Spurned and proscribed (and shared, be it said, with a neighbour!)
Pour in a full measure of tears, distilled from griefs
Both old and new: three birch-trees where four should stand,
Children conceived under the Wormwood Star,
And the bones and buttons and bullets of Windflower Hill;
All these you must blend together, drop by drop,
In the chalice of time...
                        Then, on the day appointed
(You will know it, friend, you will know!) when the world is looking
Elsewhere, take the chalice, and carefully, very carefully,
Trickle the contents into the risen dough
And bake it in Clio's oven!

                          Some at that moment
Will counsel prudence, warn of the winter coming,
Of warmth and light to be bought from a wealthy neighbour,
Of idle workshops, goods that will find no buyer,
And a world that often, so often, forgets to care!
Ignore these oracles, friend! Prepare your loaf!
Wrap it in linen, wreathe it around with cornflowers,
Then call to your friends (they will all be friends on that day,
Seven score and more of them!), cry you are coming
To take the empty chair at their banquet table!

II. A text for analysis
Леся Українка

                DO

(Гімн. G r a v e*)

* Урочисто (італ.).

До тебе, Україно, наша бездольная мати,
Струна моя перша озветься.
І буде струна урочисто і тихо лунати,
І пісня від серця поллється.

По світі широкому буде та пісня літати,
А з нею надія кохана
Скрізь буде літати, по світі між людьми питати,
Де схована доля незнана?

І, може, зустрінеться пісня моя самотная
У світі з пташками-піснями,
То швидко полине тоді тая гучная зграя
Далеко шляхами-тернами.

Полине за синєє море, полине за гори,
Літатиме в чистому полю,
Здійметься високо-високо в небесні простори
І, може, спітка тую долю.

І, може, тоді завітає та доля жадана
До нашої рідної хати,
До тебе, моя ти Україно мила, кохана,
Моя безталанная мати!
Translation by Vera Rich
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DOlorous mother, Ukraina, fortune neglected,
To thee a string is tuned firstly,

And that string with a quiet solemnity this will re-echo,
And song from the heart will flow, bursting.

Across the wide world the song will fly forth, ever-speeding,
And with it a hope, well-beloved,
Speeding will fly, through the world among human-kind seeking

Where fortune still hides undiscovered.

And maybe my song all alone will meet out on its roaming
In the wide world, with bird songs melodious,
And that resonant flock will take wing thither, hastening, coming

By pathways afar, brambled over.

Beyond the blue sea, beyond the great hills they'll speed flying,
To a field open, unbounded,

Into spaces of heaven theyll soar, higher-higher,
Where fortune, maybe, theyll encounter.

And thither, maybe, to our own native home, she will come then,
That fortune desired, long-expected,

To thee, Ukraina, my own and dearly beloved,
My mother by fortune neglected.




