Part IV

I Characterize each translated passage in terms of the following gradation:

	a
	modern
	1
	sounds natural
	I
	perfectly renders the rhythm  and aesthetic value of the original

	b
	less modern
	2
	sounds more or less natural
	II
	the rhythm is not rendered though the aesthetic value of the original is preserved

	c
	old-fashioned 
	3
	sounds more artificial than natural


	III
	the rhythm is rendered though the aesthetic value of the original is partially preserved 

	
	4
	sounds artificial
	IV
	the rhythm is rendered though the aesthetic images of the original are substituted by the new ones, it does not distort the idea of the original

	
	
	
	V
	the rhythm is not rendered and the aesthetic value of the original is lost

	
	5
	I can hardly understand the passage
	


Underline ( or use a different color) the necessary letter and numbers. Third section is only for people who know Ukrainian
	
	Я марила всю ніченьку про тебе, мій паниченьку! Ронила сльози дрібнії, збирала в кінви срібнії, без любої розмовоньки сповнила вщерть коновоньки...Ось кинь на дно червінця, поллються через вінця! (Дзвінко сміється.

	1
	Of you I dreamt all night, my own! I wept small tears and gathered them in a vase of silver, and was so lonely with none to speak of you! Come to my arms! Kiss me! Such pails of tears I filled! But do not kiss me now! Drop in my base a golden coin – and let the tears spill out!
	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	2
	All the night, dear, I’ve been yearning, Dreaming that you were returning! All many tears I wept In a silver cup I’ve kept. Without you, my tears, my lover, Filled the cup till it brimmed over. Some gold to the bottom fling, And baptize the wedding ring!
	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	3
	I dreamt of you the whole night through, my little lord, what else to do! Shed tiny tears so frail, caught in a silver pail; without my loved one, clearly I filled a bucket nearly…A gold piece dropped for trimming, which sent my tears a brimming!
	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	4
	All the livelong night, beloved, Dreams of you around my hovered! I Shed showers of teardrops for you, And silver goblet stored them, And with none to talk sweetly, The goblet is now full completely…Throw a golden guinea in, And it will overflow the rim!
	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	5
	All year I dreamt of you, my kind sir! I shed tiny tears into silver pails. Since my lover’s been gone, I filled each one to the brim…Drop a golden coin and find a wedding ring.
	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V


II Characterize each translated passage in terms of the following gradation: 

	a
	modern
	1
	sounds natural
	I
	perfectly renders the rhythm  and aesthetic value of the original

	b
	less modern
	2
	sounds more or less natural
	II
	the rhythm is not rendered though the aesthetic value of the original is preserved

	c
	old-fashioned 
	3
	sounds more artificial than natural


	III
	the rhythm is rendered, the aesthetic images of the original are partially rendered

	
	4
	sounds artificial
	IV
	the rhythm is rendered though the aesthetic images of the original are substituted by the new ones, it does not distort the idea of the original

	
	5
	I can hardly understand the passage
	V
	the rhythm is not rendered and the aesthetic value of the original is lost

	
	
	
	


Underline the necessary letter and numbers. Third section is only for people who know Ukrainian 
	
	Нічого. Спала. Хто ж зимою робить? Спить озеро, спить ліс і очерет.                                   Верба рипіла все: «Засни, засни...» І снилися мені все білі сни: на сріблі сяли ясні самоцвіти, стелилися незнані трави, квіти, блискучі, білі... Тихі, ніжні зорі спадали з неба — білі, непрозорі — і клалися в намети... Біло, чисто попід наметами. Ясне намисто з кришталю грає і ряхтить усюди... Я спала. Дихали так вільно груди. По білих снах рожевії гадки легенькі гаптували мережки,  і мрії ткались золото-блакитні, спокійні, тихі, не такі, як літні...

	1
	Nothing! Slept! Who does anything in winter? The lake sleeps, and the forest and the reeds. The willow creaked on: 'Slumber, slumber deep...And ever there came to me dreams of white, bright sparkling jewels, mounted upon silver, and unknown herbs and blossoms spreading wide, gleaming and white... Delicate, quiet stars fell down from heaven — thick and white — and formed Pavilions... All white and pure it was under those pavilions... A bright necklace of crystal played and glittered everywhere... I slept. My breast could breathe so easily, and in the white dreams, rosy fancies came and formed into a white embroidery, and visions wove themselves in gold and azure, Peaceful and quiet, not like those of summer....

	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	2
	Why, naught; I slept. Who works in wintertime? The lake’s asleep, the forest, and the reeds. The willow kept on creaking: “Sleep, my dear…” And always, I dreamed lovely dreams, all white: In silver settings, I saw sparkling gems, and carpets made of unknown grass, and flowers pure white and glittering. Quiet, tender stars, clear white, fell down from heaven, and shaped themselves into a white pavilion. Clean and pure beneath that tent it seemed. A coronet of crystal clear seemed glittering everywhere…I slept; I breathed so freely, easily.
	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	3
	I slept. What else is there to do in the winter? The lake sleeps, so does the forest and the marsh. The willow lulled me with her song: “Sleep, sleep…” I fell asleep and dreamt winter dreams: sparkling gems set silver, ice flowers and ferns, all shining bright… Stars glimmering as they fell from the sky – opaque – forming drifts… pure and clean. Then I dreamt of a bright necklace of crystal beads that sparkled and glistened…I slept, breathing easily. Then white winter dreams, turned rose-colored on the edges, like the finest embroidery. Then they turned pale blue, and gold, peaceful and serene, not like summer dreams…
	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	4
	I slept. What should I do in winter’s time? The lake sleeps, the forest, and the reeds. The willow creaks, “Sleep, Sleep!” And so I dream. I dream white dreams – the silver ground, the jeweled grass ashine, flowers, unknown to me before, like gentle stars fall soundless from the sky, and make such dazzling tents one may not look within. All white and clean. And dreaming thus, my breast’s light rise and fall brought rosy thought, embroidering white I dreamt in beautiful design. And airy thoughts were woven, too. Azure and gold, but not of summer’s hue.
	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	5

	Why, nothing. Only slept. What else in winter? The pool’s asleep, the forest, rushes, too. The pussy –willow soughs: “Go fast asleep…” And white dreams drift to me so soft and deep: like silver, shine pure semi-precious stones, frost-strewn where grass and flowers unknown, lie white and sparkling….Silent rain of stars fall down from skies – white as scimitars – and sink into the snowdrifts…. White and pure the snow builds up marquees. With bright allure hang strings of crystals, gleaming everywhere…I sleep, but freely breathe the diamond air. And rosy thoughts fill all my dreaming, embroidering with garlands, lacy seeming, and weaving azure-golden patterns fair in winter’s calm: no summer madness there…..!

	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	


III Characterize  each translated passage in terms of the following gradation: 

	a
	modern
	1
	sounds natural
	I
	perfectly renders the rhythm  and aesthetic value of the original

	b
	less modern
	2
	sounds more or less natural
	II
	the rhythm is rendered, the aesthetic images of the original are partially preserved

	c
	old-fashioned 
	3
	sounds more artificial than natural


	III
	the rhythm is rendered though the aesthetic images of the original are substituted by the new ones, it does not distort the idea of the original

	
	4
	sounds artificial
	IV
	the rhythm is not rendered though the aesthetic value of the original is preserved

	
	5
	I can hardly understand the passage
	V
	the rhythm is not rendered and the aesthetic value of the original is lost

	
	
	
	


Underline the necessary letter and numbers. Third section is only for People who know Ukrainian
	
	Линьмо, линьмо в гори! Там мої сестриці, там гірські русалки, вільні Літавиці, будуть танцювати коло по травиці,наче блискавиці!  Ми тобі знайдемо з папороті квітку,  зірвем з неба зірку, золоту лелітку, на снігу нагірнім вибілимо влітку чарівну намітку. Щоб тобі здобути лісову корону, ми Змію-Царицю скинемо із трону, і дамо крем'яні гори в оборону!Будь моя кохана! Звечора і зрана самоцвітні шати буду приношати і віночок плести, і в таночок вести, і на крилах нести па моря багряні, де багате сонце  золото ховає в таємну глибінь. Потім ми заглянем до зорі в віконце, зірка-пряха вділить срібне волоконце, будем гаптувати оксамитну тінь. Потім, на світанні, як біляві хмари стануть покрай неба, мов ясні отари, що холодну воду п'ють на тихім броді, ми спочинем любо на квітчастім...

	1
	Fly, come fly to mountains! There find demonesses, mountain maids, my sisters, meteor-like their passes in a round-dance whirl in fairy-ring of grasses – look like lightening flashes! We will find in bracken, bloom of secret flower, choose for golden spangles – stars from sky-born shower, on the snowy highland, we’ll imprint the summer with spell-binding philter. Forest crown I’ll win you, so you be a princess, soon the Dragon-Queen’s throne, surely you’ll possess; then we’ll turn Stone mountain into our own fortress! Be my love! Adorning you both night and morning, I shall bring jewels for royal dress and revels; lovely wreaths concede you, in the dances lead you, and on wings I’ll spead you to far seas of crimson, where the sun is setting, golden halo trailing, into secret deeps. Then we’ll find a window, see the stars curvetting, while Star-Weavers give us cloth of silver netting, we’ll embroider this with velvet shades for sleep. Then, when dawn comes creeping, and white clouds are floating in the skies above us, as if sheep floacking, drinking from the stream where shallows lie across it, we shall seek repose on couch of flowers…(Evans)


	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	2
	Come, fly to the mountains, my sisters dear live high there Upland-Rusalky, meteor-spirits fly there, upon the greensward our dances we shall ply there Like lightning in the sky there. Magic blossoms of the bracken we shall find you. Tear stars down from the sky for spangles gold to bind you bleach upon the mountain snows a veil of wondrous kind, too, to trail behind you. So that you may wear the royal crown of the forest, we the Serpent-Queen from off her throne will banish, we shall take the mountain crags to be our fortress! So be my lover! Morning and evening ever, I’ll bring you jewel-encrusted Robes to match your luster, garlands I’ll prepare you,  in the dance I'll pair you,  on my wings I’ll bear you to the purpling sea, where the sun so wealthy hides its gold so safely in the deep depths laid, then we shall peep in the dawn's windows, all stealthy, borrow from a star-spinner a silver weft then, with that thread embroider the samite shade! Then when daylight comes, and all the white clouds gather, all along the skyline, like white flocks together, Come to drink cold water from a mere so peaceful, we shall rest so sweetly on the flowery —(rich)


	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	3
	Let us fly, let us fly to the mountains where my Russalki, mountain nymphs, wait still, sisters mine, Litia Avyci, where they dance like lightening flash. On grasses there we’ll find a flower in the magic fern, and there a star we’ll pluck from heaven to set in gold upon thy robe. Red shawl shall bleach in summertime on snowy slopes of mountain –side. The Dragon Queen we’ll drive from her high throne to thee forest crown. And flinty mountains shall become thy guard. Be mine, beloved, mine! From eve till morning light. Clothing gem-studded shall be thine – wreaths I shall make to lead thee, bound with them when as I bear thee to the deep, far seas where the rich sun hides gold far down below. Then we shall look into the little window of a star; and she, the Weaver star, shall give us silver thread embroidery to stitch upon the velvet shadows. And when sundown comes, when lighr clouds drift like to bright eagles covering the sky – eagles who drink cold water from the peaceful ford – we’ll rest, beloved one!(livesay)


	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	4
	Come, let us fly into the mountains. Where my sisters the mountain nymphs, dance fairy rings fast as lightening. We will find the enchanted flowering fern, rip a golden star from the heavens, and on a mountain glacier make the summer sun bleach you a magical veil for your forest crown. We’ll drive the Snow Queen off her throne. The rocks, the stones, the mountains will protect us. Be my love at dusk, at dawn. I’ll bring you gowns that sparklw like gems. I’ll dance with you. I’ll string flowers through your hair and carry you on my wings over indigo seas, where rich man Sun buries his gold in secret hideaways. Then we’ll peak in on Dawn through her window and the Morning Star will give us silver threads to embroider the velvet of the shadows. Then at daybreak as pale clouds cover the edges of the sky, like a celestial flock drinking the cool water of a tranquil pool, we’ll rest, beloved, on a flowering…(tkach)


	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	5

	Let’s fly, let’s fly up high! And there my sisters hail, the mountain spirits, free as is the comet’s tail! In dizzy circling dances round you they will sail. As bright as lightening trail! From out the ferns for you I’ll pluck the flowers frail: To tear some stars from heaven I know I cannot fail; Upon the mountain snows I’ll bleach a magic veil to keep you from all bale. And so you may call the forest crown your own, we’ll cast the Dragon-King down from his lofty throne, and set for our defence each mountain , rock, and stone! Then cheer my heart forlorn! From evening until morn a garment glittering to you I’ll always bring. And chaplets you shall wear, and in the dances share. On pinions I will bear you fat to crimson seas, to where the wealthy sun his golden store in secret depths has laid. And then we’ll take a peep into the stars abode, and strip from them their silvery sheen, and with the load we’ll weave ourselves for rest a velvet shade. Then when the dawning comes, and cloudlets white are stirred to gather in the heavens like some bright, fleecy herd, which drinks the clear coolwater from a tranquil pool, we’ll rest like loving sweethearts on the flowery…(cundy)


	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	


III How do you understand the phrases “знайти папороті квітку” and “зірка-пряха вділить волоконце”? Are there any allusions (references to something) encoded in the phrases?
Your answer________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

VI Characterize each translated passage in terms of the following gradation:

	a
	modern
	1
	sounds natural
	I
	perfectly renders the rhythm  and aesthetic value of the original

	b
	less modern
	2
	sounds more or less natural
	II
	the rhythm is rendered, the aesthetic images of the original are partially preserved

	c
	old-fashioned 
	3
	sounds more artificial than natural


	III
	the rhythm is rendered though the aesthetic images of the original are substituted by the new ones, it does not distort the idea of the original

	
	4
	sounds artificial
	IV
	the rhythm is not rendered though the aesthetic value of the original is preserved

	
	5
	I can hardly understand the passage
	V
	the rhythm is not rendered and the aesthetic value of the original is lost


Underline the necessary letter and numbers. Third section is only for people who know Ukrainian
	
	Щіпле-дівице, Пропаснице-Трясавице! Іди ти собі на куп'я, на болота, де люди не ходять, де кури не піють, де мій глас не заходить. Тут тобі не ходити, білого тіла не в'ялити, жовтої кості не млоїти, чорної крові не спивати, віку не вкорочати. Ось тобі полинь — згинь, маро, згинь!


	1
	Evil creature! Ague seizure, raging fever! Betake ye back to the swamp, to the marshes, where man doth not wander, where fowl singeth never. Where voice comes not ever. Not for thee to come hither, the white flesh to make wither, the yellow bones to set a-quiver, the black blood for to drink and slake ye, nor years from my life to take ye! Here's wormwood — aroint ye, fly! Perish, wraith, for ay!

	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	2
	Evil spirit, Fever Wraith, Burning fever, shivering ague! Back into the scum you go, back into the slime; Where good people do not walk, where the fowls don’t drink, where my voice you here no more! Here no power you dare employ my white body to destroy, my bones’ marrow to enjoy, my red blood with which to toy, no one’s health may you annoy. Fly, you phantom, fly! Perish, specter, die!

	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	3
	Evil Shaker! Go back to your swamp, to your astray sods, where humans don’t tread, where roosters don’t crow, where my voice won’t ring. Don’t come here whithering flesh, gnawing on bones, drinking blood, shortening life. I have wormhood here – so die, hag, die!

	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	4
	Shipley, maiden, Fever, the Shaking One! Go rather to the marshy mounds and swamps, don’t come to human beings! Go where no mosses are; My fire there can never reach you. Walk no more here, wither not our white flesh, nor make our yellow bones sorrowful. Drink no dark blood, nor shorten human life. Here’s wormwood! Phantom disappear!


	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	5

	Pincher-and-trickster! Fever-giver, demon-siren! Get back into your hillocks green, in the swampland, where people never go, where cocks will never crow, nor my voice raise an echo. To come here you’re forbidden: no soul nor body weaken, no yellow bones to sicken, no blackened blood be drunken, no life here will you shorten. Wormwood – that’s for you: Shoo, ghoul, shoo!


	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	


V Characterize  each translated passage in terms of the following gradation: 

	a
	modern
	1
	sounds natural
	I
	perfectly renders the rhythm  and aesthetic value of the original

	b
	less modern
	2
	sounds more or less natural
	II
	the rhythm is rendered, the aesthetic images of the original are partially preserved

	c
	old-fashioned 
	3
	sounds more artificial than natural


	III
	the rhythm is rendered though the aesthetic images of the original are substituted by the new ones, it does not distort the idea of the original

	
	4
	sounds artificial
	IV
	the rhythm is not rendered though the aesthetic value of the original is preserved

	
	5
	I can hardly understand the passage
	V
	the rhythm is not rendered and the aesthetic value of the original is lost


Underline the necessary letter and numbers. Third section is only for people who know Ukrainian
	
	Я не кохала? Ні, то ти забула, яке повинно буть кохання справжнє! Кохання -- як вода,— плавке та бистре, рве, грає, пестить, затягає й топить. Де пал — воно кипить, а стріне холод — стає мов камінь. От моє кохання! А те твоє — солом'яного духу дитина квола. Хилиться од вітру, під ноги стелеться. Зостріне іскру — згорить, не борючись, а потім з нього лишиться чорний згар та сивий попіл. Коли ж його зневажать, як покидьку, воно лежить і кисне, як солома, в воді холодній марної досади, під пізніми дощами каяття.


	1
	I've never been in love? You have forgotten just what proper loving ought to be. Loving is like the water, flowing, swift. It rushes, plays, fondles, allures and drowns. Where there is heat, it boils, where cold, it freezes, becomes as hard as stone. That is my loving! But yours is but a frail will-o-the-wisp, a sickly infant. It sways in the wind, is trampled underfoot.  It strikes a spark but does not strive to burn, and from it there remains only black charcoal and grey ash.. And if it is rejected, tossed aside. Then it lies down and rots away, like straw in the cold water of a fruitless grief, under the late cold rainshowers of repentance.
	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	2
	I’ve never loved? Nay, it is you who have forgotten now what real love ought to be. Real love is like water, rushing swift, which sports, caresses, draws one on, then drowns. Where it strikes heat, it seethes; where it meets cold, it turns dead, like a stone. So is my love! But that of yours is like the brittle straw, a puny child. It bends before the wind, it cracks beneath the feet. It meets a spark and flares without resistance, after which there’s nothing left but cinders and dead ash. If it’s despised, it lies and putrifies like unused straw that’s in the water thrown – the water of vain self-reproach, or else turns mouldy ‘neath cold rains of penitence.
	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	3
	Not been in love! Oh no, you’ve quite forgotten what true love’s like, what true love ought to be! Like water, true love runs serene or rapid, it rends or mocks, caresses, lures and drowns you; excites when hot, when met by only coldness it turns to stone. And that’s my kind of loving! But yours is weak: a soul of straw and wayward as puny infant. Bending to the storm-wind, it lies down underfoot. If spark should touch it, it burns without a struggle. What remains is only blackened slag and ghost-gray ashes. When it is scorned and thrown away like rubbish, it lies enwearied just like straw turned rancid in chilly waters of embittered grief beneath late coming rains of vain regrets.
	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	4
	I’ve never been in love? No, you’ve just forgotten what real love is. Love is like water – swift and fluid, it swells, caresses, surges and drowns. Where there’s heat – it seethes, where it’s cold – it freezes hard like a rock. That’s my kind of love! And your love is weak – it has the spirit of straw which bends in the wind and is trampled under foot. One spark will burn it, turn it to ash. If its not respected, it rots like straw in the cold rains of regret.
	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	5

	Did I never love! No, it is you who have forgotten what love is like. You have forgotten what real love should be. Love is like water, swiftly flowing, which destroys the banks, which plays, embraces, drags the one held by its passion into the water, and drowns. Where here boils up there is passion, but when it meets coldness it turns itself into a stone; that is my way of love. But your love is the sickly child of fires of straw. It bows under a wind and lies on the ground. When your love is caught even by a spark, it flares, and you don’t even try to stop its doing so. Then noting is left but black cinder and gray ash, just as worthless. And when your love knows defeat, it rankles in ferment, it rots like straw under the cold rains of repentance.
	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	


V Illustrate your understanding of the 1st and 2nd love stories discussed in the passage above with examples from your national and world literature.

 Group the literary works of your national literature in 2 categories where love is described as:
	1
	“кохання -- як вода,— плавке та бистре,  рве, грає, пестить, затягає й топить…” 

Your answer________________________________________________________

	2
	“А те твоє — солом'яного духу дитина квола. Хилиться од вітру, під ноги стелеться…. воно лежить і кисне, як солома.”
Your answer_________________________________________________________

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	


VI Characterize each translated passage in terms of the following gradation: 

	a
	modern
	1
	sounds natural
	I
	perfectly renders the rhythm  and aesthetic value of the original

	b
	less modern
	2
	sounds more or less natural
	II
	the rhythm is rendered, the aesthetic images of the original are partially preserved

	c
	old-fashioned 
	3
	sounds more artificial than natural


	III
	the rhythm is rendered though the aesthetic images of the original are substituted by the new ones, it does not distort the idea of the original

	
	4
	sounds artificial
	IV
	the rhythm is not rendered though the aesthetic value of the original is preserved

	
	5
	I can hardly understand the passage
	V
	the rhythm is not rendered and the aesthetic value of the original is lost


Underline the necessary letter and numbers. Third section is only for people who know Ukrainian
	
	Я — загублена Доля. Завела мене в дебрі нерозумна сваволя. А тепер я блукаю наче морок по гаю, низько припадаю, стежечки шукаю до минулого раю. Ой уже ж тая стежка білим снігом припала... Ой уже ж я в сих дебрях десь навіки пропала!..


	1
	I’m a Fate doomed to perish – brought here into the forest by soul unwise and foolish. And now I’m lost and wander ghost-like where groves meander; bending low, I venture, seeking paths that enter lost Heaven , Love, my mentor. That path designed by nature beneath white snow has vanished – in this chaotic verdure, I am forever banished…!
	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	2
	I am lost Destiny, led into thickets by strange impetuosity, now I go roaming the woodland like gloaming, bending low, combing, for paths that lead home, to Lost paradise coming. Now on that pathway white snow lies as cover, and I in the thicket am fallen forever!...
	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	3
	I am your lost Fate. Self-destruction has brought me here. I wander in the constant dark. I search the ground for a trace of our former paradise. But I am lost in this wilderness. I can’t see the way. Snow your own path.
	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	4
	I am your lost destiny, led into a labyrinth by unthinking villainy. Like a shadow through this grove evemore I weave a rove, searching with sad eyes where the pathway lies leading to lost paradise. But the pathway I would trace by the snow drifted o’er; Now in this blank labyrinth I am lost for evermore!...
	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	

	5

	I am lost Fortune, a happy Fate, lost by one senseless and uncontrolled, who bore me into the wilderness, where now I wonder aimless. Mist in the forest am I. I stoop very low, seeking the Path back to the lost Rai, happy, happy realm! Oi, that Path is covered with white snow. I seem lost in the wilderness forever.
	
	
	

	
	
	a
	1
	I

	
	
	b
	2
	II

	
	
	c
	3
	III

	
	
	
	4
	IV

	
	
	
	5
	V

	
	
	
	
	


VI n) Are there any legends/ folklore beliefs connected with the concept of fate in your culture. Give examples.

Your answer___________________________________________________________
Associative experiment

1. Name:________________________

2. How old are you?_______________

3. What is your full-time occupation?_________

4. University_____________________________

5. Gender: male/female (underline)___________

1

