NATIONAL BARD OF UKRAINE 
ENGLISH TRANSLATIONS OF THE POETRY OF TARAS SHEVCHENKO
Level -intermediate 
Natalia Aksan, 

School # 277, 

Kyiv 

Objectives: 

-to stimulate pupil’s thinking; 

-to encourage pupil’s to make a personal response to the material studied; 

-to integral the language skills to help pupils to improve their abilities to produce 

grammatically correct language; 

-to enlarge pupils knowledge of Т.Shevchenko; 

-to develop pupils speech habits; 

-to cultivate love to the Ukrainian literature; 

Visual aids: the portrait of T.Shevchenko, a video cassette, the slides, video and TV set, computers, Smart Board.
Procedure of the lesson 

T: Hello! Glad to see you! How are you? I hope you are all right and ready for our discussion of a very important problem. Today our lesson is devoted to Taras Shevchenko - National Bard of Ukraine. 

(The teacher shows the fragment of the video film about T .Shevchenko) 

T: And now we are going to discuss English translations of the poetry of Taras Shevchenko. 

T. Shevchenko is well-known all over the world: in the USA, Canada, Great Britain France ... His works were translated by John Weir, Vera Rich, Ethel Voynich, Herbert Marshall and others. English poet Vera Rich who is not of Ukrainian origin is one of the best translator of Shevchenko. Look at the Smart Board. You can see more information about some translators: 

1) John Weir, Toronto, Canada 

2) Vera Rich, London, Great Britain 

3) E.L.Voynich, London, Great Britain 

4) Herbert Marshall,N ew York, USA 

5) Clarence A.Manning, New York, USA 

Your home-task was to find information about the Ukrainian genius. Let's begin with the reports prepared by our pupils. 

P: The titanic power of Taras Shevchenko's national phenomenon spreads far beyond the borders of literature and art. He was endowed with a powerful talent by nature, and revealed the most typical features of the Ukrainian genotype by synthesis the millennia-year-old attainments of Ukrainian culture, and absorbing the power of spirit of the numerous generations of his people. As a truly folk artist, T Shevchenko inherited the talents and spiritual features of his ancient, viable, was described by the Ukrainian genius. 

T: T Shevchenko has an important place in Ukrainian history. He created the conditions that allowed the transformation of the Ukrainian literature into a fully functional modern  literature. Shevchenko was the inspirer of a modern democratic ideal of renewed Ukrainian statehood. His poetry contributed greatly to the evolution of national Ukrainian consciousness. His influence on cultural and national life is felt to this days. As T. Shevchenko said he devoted his poetry: 
… To the Dead, the Living and the Unborn Fellow-Countrymen of Mine in Ukraine and not in Ukraine my Friendly Epistle ... 

P2: T. Shevchenko was born into a peasant family in the village of Moryntsy (today Cherkasy region).He experienced misfortune at an early age, which is testified by his autobiographical works. 

P3: Born a serf, Shevchenko orphaned in his early teens and grew up in poverty and misery. He was taught to read by the village presenter and was often beaten for the "wasting time" on drawing, for which he had innate talent. 

T: You can see the next slide and can hear the most famous poem "I was thirteen" translated by 1. Weir. 

P 4: "I Was Thirteen" (translated by John Weir) 

I WAS THIRTEEN 

I was thirteen. I herded lambs Beyond the village on the lea. The magic of the sun, perhaps, or what was it affected me. 

I felt with joy all overcome, 

As though with God ... 

The time for lunch had long passed by, And still among the weeds I lay 

And prayed to God ... I know not why It was so pleasant then to pray 

For me ,an orphan peasant boy, 

Or why such bliss so filled me there? The sky seemed bright, the village fair, The very lambs seemed to rejoice! 

The sun's rays warmed but did not sear! But not for long the sun stayed kind, Not long in bliss I Prayed ... 

It turned into a bal of fire 

And set the world ablaze. 

As though just wakened up, I gaze: 

The hamlet's drab and poor, 

And God's blue heavens - even they Are glorious no more. 

I look upon the lambs I tend ​Those lambs are not my own! I eye the hut where in I dwell I do not have a home! 

P 3: At the age of 14 he was taken by his owner, Mr. Engelhard, to serve as a houseboy, and travelled extensively with him, first to Vilnius and then to St. Petersburg. Mr. Engelhard noticed Shevchenko's artistic talent and apprenticed him to the painter V. Shiriaev for 4 years. During that period he met his compatriots 1. Soshenko, Y. Hrebinka, V. Hryhorovych and O. Venitslavov. Through them he met Russian Painter K. Brullov, whose portrait of the Russian poet V. Zhukovsky was disposed of in a lottery, the proceeds of which were used to buy Shevchenko's freedom from Engelhard in 1830. 
P 5: Shevchenko Enrolled in the Academy of Fine Arts in St. Petersburg and persuaded his art studios as well as his general education. Shevchenko is famous for his illustrations to books by O. Pushkin, M. Gogol, M. Lermontov and W. Shakespeare. 

P 6: His main calling, his passion was poetry. He wrote poems in Ukrainian and in 1840 published his first book of poems entitled "Kobzar". The Kobzar by T. Shevchenko is prized by Ukrainians above all other national and spiritual treasures in herited from their past. 

P7: "The Mighty Dnieper Roars and Below ... (translated by John Weir) 

THE MIGHTY DNIEPER ROAES AND BELLOWS 
                       The mighty Dnieper roars and bellows, 

The wind in anger howls and raves. 

Down to the ground it bends the willows 

And mountain-high lifts up the waves. 

The pale-faced moon picked out this moment To peek out from behind a cloud. 

Like a canoe upon the ocean 

It first tips up, and then dips down. 

The cocks have not proclaimed the morning There's not a sound as yet of man, 

The owls in glades call out their warnings, And ash-trees creak and creak again 

P 5: It was followed by the epic poem "Haidamaky" (1841) and the ballad "Hamalia" (1844). In the 1840s Shevchenko visited Ukraine three times. Those visits made a profound impact on him. He was, further more, struck by the ravaged state of Ukraine. 

P 6: Shevchenko was truly a people's poet. He realized that in his lifetime he was not to witness the liberation of the people, but in his famous "Testament" he proclaimed of the longed - for freedom. 

T: It's difficult to find another example of an individual, whose poetry and personality so completely embodied a national ethos, as did Shevchenko for the Ukrainians. You can see the slide of the most well-known poem "The Testament" 

P 3: "Testament" (translated by John Weir) 

MY TESTAMENT When I die, let me be buried In my beloved Ukraine, 

My tomb upon a grave-mound high, Amid the wide-spread plain, 

That the fields, the steppe unbounded, The Dnieper's plunging shore 

My eye could see, my ear could hear The mighty river roar. 

When from Ukraine the Dnieper bears 

Into the deep blue sea 

The blood of foes ... then will I leave These hills and fertile fields - 

I'll leave them all behind and fly 

To the abode of God 

To sing His praise ... But till that day​I nothing know of God. 

Oh bury me. Then rise me up And break your heavy chains And water with the tyrant's blood The freedom you have gained. And in the great new family, 

The family of the free, 

With softly-spoken kindly word Remember me. 

P 8: " Testament" (translated by Etel Voynich) 

TESTAMENT 

Dig my grave and raise my barrow By the Dnieper - side 

In Ukraine, myoId land, Affair land and wide. 

I will lie and watch the cornfields, Listen through the years 

To the river voices roaring, 

Bury me; be done with me, 

Rise and break your chain, 

Water your new liberty 

With blood for rain 

Then in the mighty family Of all men that are free, 

May be, sometimes, very softly You will speak of me? 

P 6: "The Testament" ended on a hopeful note that one day the people of Russian Empire would become free and that this name be remembered by the subsequent of his great country's free and equal citizens. 

P 9: In 1842 T. Shevchenko painted the portrait "Katherine", where expressed his own story protest against the tragic fate of the serf woman. 

P 2: "Don't take yourself a wealthy bride" (translated by John Weir) 

DON'T TAKE YOURSELF A WEALTHY BRIDE Don't take yourself a wealthy bride, 

She'll drive you from the nest. 

Don't take a poor girl for your wife, 

For you will have no rest. 

Get wedded to a life that's free. And share the Cossack fate: 

If it be rags, let it be rags ​Whatever comes, you take. Then there'll be nobody to fret, 

To sympathise, or moan- 

And why you're sore, and where you're sore No one will want to know. 

They say it's easier to grieve 

When two misfortune share. 

Not so! It's easier to weep 

When no one else is there. 

P 9: "The Maiden's nights" (translated by Herbert Marshall) 

A MAIDEN'S NIGHTS Her thick braids un plaited became, 

Reaching to her waist; 

Her breast hills uncovered became, Midst the sea white waves; 

Her brown eyes sparkled bright. Starlight in the night; 

Her white hands stretched out ​Ready to embrace 

That slender shape - but clawed the pillow cold Instead. And buried her face, 

Her hands grew stiff, and then grew still, And then with tears let go. 

"what's to me plaited beauty, 

Eyes of a dove, 

My lissome waist ... when there's no one, No one to love, 

No husband true and faithful To share one's heart. .. 

Heart of mine! Heart apart! It's hard to keep on beating 

All on your own. With whom to live, With whom, oh cunning world? 

Tell me ... what's honour to me ... My honour and good name! 

I want to love, not beauty's fame! 

P 7: After graduating from the Academy (1845) he became a member of the Kyiv Archeographic commission. That position gave rise to extensive travels during which he sketched a lot, and wrote some of his most satirical and politically subversive poems ("Dream", "Caucasus" and others. 

PlO: "Envy not the Man of Wealth" (translated by Herbert Marshall) 

ENVY NOT THE MAN OF WEALTH Envy not the man of wealth, 

Wealth cannot aspire 

To love or friendship or respect ​These he simply hires. 

Envy not the man of power, 

He can but oppress. 

Envy not the man of fame, He can well assess 

That which he poured out in tears 

To them is a game. 

And when two youngsters meet Love in beauty blooms 

Like in paradise-but see: 

Behind them sorrow looms .... Envy then no man that is, 

See how the world goes round: 

No earth no paradise exists, Nor in the sky is found. 

P 7: In 1846 Shevchenko came to Kyiv and joined the secret Cyril and Methodius Brotherhood. A denunciation resulted in the arrest of the members of the Brotherhood. Shevchenko was arrested in 1847 and sent as a private to the Orenburg special corps in a remote area of the Caspian Sea. Tsar Nicolas I himself invited the sentencing order preventing the prisoner from writing and painting. But Shevchenko managed to continue doing both. 

P 6: "I'm not Unwell" (translated by John Weir) 

I'M NOT UNWELL I'm not unwell; it's just that I 

The days go by, nights go by, 

The summer's passing; yellow leaves Are rustling; light deserts the eye, Thoughts fade away, emotions sleep~ All falls sleep. And I don't know 

If I'm a live or barely so, 

Just floundering about the earth, For I know neither rue nor mirth ... 

Where art thou, Fate? Where art thou ,Fate? No fate have I at all! 

If You grudge me food fortune fall! Don't let me walk about asleep, 

A dead heart in my breast, 

A rotten log upon the road- 

A hindrance to the rest. 

Oh, let me live, live with my heart, And love the human race, 

Or if not that. .. then let me curse And set the world ablaze! 

It's terrible to lie in chains 

And rot in dungeon deep, 

But it still worse, when you are free To sleep and sleep and sleep- 

And then forever close your eyes And leave not even a trace, 

So whether you have lived or died No whit of difference makes! 

Where art thou, Fate? Where art thou, Fate? No fate have I at all!] 

If You grudge me good fortune, Lord, Let evil fate be fall 

Some thing that loom ahead espy, 

And that my heart for something waits. 

It weeps and whimpers, sobs and aches, Just like a child that's not been fed. Perhaps it senses nought ahead 

But still more ills? Await no good, Expected freedom don't await- 

 It is asleep: Tsar Nicholas 

Lulled it to sleep. But if you'd wake This sickly freedom, all the folk 

Must in their hands sledge-hammers take And axes sharp-and then all go 

 That sleeping freedom to awake. 

If not, the wretched thing will stay Asleep right up to Judgement Day! 

 The masters will not let it rise, 

They'll build more palaces and shrines, Their drunken tsar they will adore, And worship the Byzantian rites- 

 And, as I see it, nothing more. 

P 4: Shevchenko was released in 1857 but he was not allowed to live in Ukraine. He lived in St. Petersburg. 

T: In 1858 he met and made friends with 1. F. Aldridge (1805-1867), The American outstanding tragic actor who was on tour in Russia and Ukraine. In 1859 on January 24, T. Shaevchenko met the noted Ukrainian writer Marko Vovchok (Maria Vilinska (1833-1907)) who moved from Kyiv to St. Petersburg. Her "People's Stories" were published in 1857. She dedicated her novel "Instytutka" to  T. Shevchenko who highly appreciated her creative activity. 

P 1: "The Days Go by" (translated by John Weir) 

THE DAYS GO BY 

P 9: Although Shevchenko is seen mainly as a poet, he was also a highly accomplished artist. There are 835 works extant from that domain of his creativity. Another 270 are known but have been lost. Shevchenko painted over 150 portraits, 43 of them are self-portraits. He also painted numerous landscapes, which recorded the architectural monuments of Ukraine. He was also very proficient in watercolour, aquatint and etch icy. 

P 10: The Shevchenko Museum is a sacred place for Ukrainians as it is connected with the life and work of the great Ukrainian poet Taras Shevchenko. The museum displays Shevchenko's personal things and many of his original paintings and writings. 

T: On July 15, 1859, T. Shevchenko was arrested and convoyed to Kyiv. On August 14 he was released on bail. In 1860 T. Shevchenko Decided to become a family man but his matrimonial plans were ruined. He lived alone in a small room in the Academy of Arts in St. Petersburg. 

P 5: "It doesn't Touch Me" (translated by Vera Rich) 

                                                         IT DOESN'T TOUCH ME  IT                                                               

                       Does not touch me, not a whit 

If I live in Ukraine or no, 

If men recall me, or forget, 

Lost as I am, in foreign snow,- 

Touches me not the slightest whit. 

Captive, to manhood I have grown in strangers homes, and by my own Unmourned, a weeping captive still, I'll die; all that is mine, I will 

Bear off, let not a trace remain 

In our own glorious Ukraine 

Our own land-yet a stranger's rather. And speaking with his son, no father Will recall, nor bid him: Pray, 

Pray, son! Of old, for our Ukraine, They tortured all his life away. 

It does not touch me, not a whit, Whether that son will pray, or no ... But it does touch me deep if knave, Evil roues lull our Ukraine 

Asleep, and only in the flames 

Let her, all plundered, wake again ... That touches me with deepest pain. 

P 4: Taras Shevchenko was buried in St. Petersburg, but two months afterward his remains were transferred to the Chernecha Hill near Kaniv, Ukraine. 
P 6: So we improved that Taras Shevchenko was the founder of a new Ukrainian literature. He disclosed it as the national library-language. He showed the world his beauty and force. 

PI: Taras Shevchenko loved his Ukraine in the way one can love his mother. That is why he addresses all his countrymen so piercingly and candidly, with a merciless and painful reproach and supplication, so that everyone could perceive his land with his heart, become imbued with the spirit of the native tongue, and comprehend the spiritual essence of historical life of his people. 

T: T. Shevchenko is one of the most conscientious artists in the world. His honest, not selfish word, as a fruit of a pure heart, is addressed to his own people and to the people of the world. It arouses sympathy, and encourages mutual assistance. T Shevchenko always acted with great dignity, both in serfdom and at liberty, among common people and in society, thereby personifying to a full extent the high moral Ukrainian ethnic essence. He is called the founder of new Ukrainian literature and literary language, an innovator in the sphere of art. 

And now you will write some new poems of Taras Shevchenko. 

Home Assignment: a) to speak about T. Shevchenko and his love to Ukraine; 
                                b) to learn by heart new poems of T. Shevchenko. 

