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Одиннадцатого Санкт-Петербургского конкурса молодых переводчиков

«SENSUM DE SENSU»
2011
Раздел «Английский язык»

Работая с английским языком, береги русский язык.

Номинация I. «Перевод специального текста с английского языка на русский язык».

Задание. Перевести с английского языка на русский язык раздел «What is claimed is:»

Из текста описания к патенту US4493238(A) «Violin bow with adjustable weight». Автор изобретения Ricci, Ruggiero. Дата регистрации January 15, 1985

Пояснения к заданию и рекомендации. 

а) Полный текст описания изобретения можно получить в базах данных, например, по адресу: http://patft.uspto.gov/netacgi/nph-Parser?Sect1=PTO1&Sect2=HITOFF&d=PALL&p=1&u=%2Fnetahtml%2FPTO%2Fsrchnum.htm&r=1&f=G&l=50&s1=4493238.PN.&OS=PN/4493238&RS=PN/4493238 
б) При переводе текста на русский язык целесообразно ознакомиться с указаниями Федеральной службы по интеллектуальной собственности, патентам и товарным знакам (Роспатент) и руководствоваться ими:

- Правила составления, подачи и рассмотрения заявки на выдачу патента на изобретение, утвержденные приказом Роспатента от 06 июня 2003 г. N 82 (регистрационный номер Минюста России N 4852 от 30 июня 2003 г.). 

_______
___
Номинация II. «Художественный перевод прозы с английского языка на русский язык».
Задание. Перевести с английского языка на русский язык:
Kage Baker.

From “Anvil of the World”

"Very well." Lord Ermenwyr shot his cuffs and drew himself up. "I assume I get choice of weapons, as is customary?"

Blichbiss nodded, hard-eyed.

"Then, given the fact that we're indoors and my second here has personal property at risk, I think we'll just avoid incendiary spells, if you've no objection?"

"None."

"So, under the circumstances, I think ... I choose ... Fatally Verbal Abuse!" cried Lord Ermenwyr.

Blichbiss's eyes flashed. "Typical of you. And I accept!"

Smith racked his brains, trying to remember what he'd ever heard of mages and their preferred means of killing one another. He vaguely recalled that Fatally Verbal Abuse was considered a low-caliber weapon. It had none of the glamour or impact of, say, a Purple Dragon Invocation or a Spell of Gradual Unmaking. In fact, there was some dispute as to whether it constituted an actual magickal weapon at all, given the propensity of people to believe what they are told about themselves anyway, and their tendency to fulfill negative expectations. There were those on the fabled Black Council who held that only the process of accelerated impact qualified it as a valid means of score-settling between arcanes.

This was not to say that Fatally Verbal Abuse could not produce dramatic results, however, or that strategy was not required in its use.

Blichbiss cleared his throat. He stood straight. "The first assault is mine, under the ancient rules of combat. Prepare yourself."

Lord Ermenwyr stiffened. Blichbiss drew a deep breath.

"You," he said, "are a twisted, underdeveloped dwarf with a bad tailor!"

Lord Eyrdway chortled. Smith gaped as, before his eyes, Lord Ermenwyr began to warp and shrink, and his suit seemed to become too long in one leg and too short in one arm.

Lord Ermenwyr bared his teeth and replied: "No, I am a handsome and exquisitely dressed fellow of somewhat less than average height while you are a squawking duck with gas!"

Blichbiss shuddered all over and dwindled, farting explosively, as Lord Ermenwyr and his suit returned to their normal proportions. Through the emerging bill that was replacing his teeth, Blichbiss managed to quack out the counterspell: "No, I am a gas-free man with neither wings nor bill who speaks in pure and persuasive tones, whereas you are a streak of black slime in a crack in the floor, soon to be scrubbed into oblivion!"

And like an expanding balloon he resumed his original shape, as Lord Ermenwyr seemed to dissolve, to darken, to sink down toward a crack in the floor...

"No!" he gurgled desperately. "I am a straight sound mage, mildew-resistant and clean in all my parts, but you are a one-legged castrated blind dog with mange!"

Whereupon he became the upright mage he said he was, and the black fungus that had begun to cover his face vanished; but Blichbiss toppled to the floor, clutching at his groin with swiftly withering arms, and turning his blind scabrous furry face he howled; "No! I am a man, full and complete and strong upon both my legs, clearly seeing that you are a toad whose teeth have grown together, preventing your speech!"

"Whoops," said Lord Eyrdway gleefully, for both he and Smith had caught the fallacy: Toads have no teeth. "Tried too hard to be clever!"

Lord Ermenwyr jerked back, an agonized look on his face as his teeth snapped shut. He struggled to get out words as he began to shrink and change color; as his mouth widened, the rest of the incantation cycled through and the teeth vanished. He made a horrible noise, just perceptible as words, "No! I am no toad but a man, with perfect and flawless dentition, clearly capable of stating that you are a mere giant mayfly with no mouth at all!"

"No!" gasped Blichbiss, as gauzy wings burst from the back of his dinner jacket. "I am a"—he reached up and tore at his elongating face to prevent his mouth from sealing before he could finish the counterspell—"a man with a mouth such as all men have, and no wings nor any brief life span, whereas you are a cheap tallow taper, your mouth wide with molten wax, your tongue the black wick, awrithe with living flame!"

"No!" Lord Ermenwyr screamed, spitting fire. "I am a man, and my tongue is supple, alive and flameless, no tallow to block my loud pronouncement that you are no man at all but a hanging effigy of old clothes stuffed with paper, your face a painted sack, your mouth a mere painted line, incapable of utterance!"

"Gurk!" exclaimed Blichbiss, as a noose appeared from nowhere and hoisted him up by the neck. "No! I am not hanging and—" He ripped his sealing mouth open again. "I am a mage whose curses are swift and always deadly, with a quick mouth to pronounce that you,"—and a terrible gleam came into his eyes—"are a pusillanimous little half-breed nouveau-arcane psychopath who richly deserves the inescapable blast of witchfire that is about to electrocute him where he stands!"

"Hey!" said Smith in dismay, and Lord Eyrdway looked confused as he played the spell back in his head; but Lord Ermenwyr, his eyes bugging from their sockets, stared up at the crackling circle of white-hot energy that had just begun to circle his head. He shrieked the first thing that came to mind;

"I know you are, but what am I?"
With his last syllable the witchfire reached critical mass and shot out a ravening tongue of lightning, hitting Blichbiss square in the middle of his waistcoat. That gentleman had just time to look outraged before he made a sizzling noise, his sinuses discharged copiously, and the fire engulfed him in a crackling blaze for the space of three seconds before vanishing with a loud popping sound.

Blichbiss fell backward with a crash, smoke and steam rising from his slightly charred mustache. He had been felled by the deadliest of counterspells, the one against which there is no appeal. So simple is its operative principle, even little children grasp it instinctively; so puissant is it in its demoralizing effect, grown men have been driven to inadvertent self-destruction, as Blichbiss now was evidence. Oddly enough, his clothes were almost untouched.
"That was cheating, that last one," said Lord Eyrdway. "Wasn't it? I thought you said no incendiary spells."

Lord Ermenwyr turned on him in fury. "Of course he cheated, you dunce! But it wouldn't have mattered if he'd managed to kill me."

_______

___

Номинация III. «Художественный перевод поэзии с английского языка на русский язык».
Задание. Перевести с английского языка на русский язык стихотворение Дженни Джозеф.

 Дженни Джозеф (р. 1932) – английская поэтесса. Помимо десяти поэтических сборников, прозы и публицистики, опубликовала шесть сборников стихов для детей. Лауреат нескольких литературных премий. 

Стихотворение опубликовано в одном из самых известных ее сборников: Jenny Joseph, Selected Poems. Bloodaxe Books, 1999 (P. 126)

Практически почти не переводилась на русский язык.

Предлагаемое для конкурса переводов стихотворение сочетает свойства традиционного стиха (рифма и относительно отчетливая ритмо-метрическая основа) и современного (разговорная интонация, произвольный размер, неравные строки и т.п.)
Jenny Joseph

STILL READING FAIRY STORIES

If you were bred on fairy tales

As was I

You would know where the prince was going to

And why;

And if you had then also lived in the world

As I have done

You would know that he went past the ten-foot wall of roses

And kept straight on.

And if I told you that somehow he once turned back

And hacked his way through

Would you join in then, and finish the story the way

I want you to;

Saying that the  clash of light when she woke was

Cymbals of bliss

And the power of life through that long-waiting silence was

All in the kiss;

And agree, since we lounge in the court of a great castle with a hundred years’ sign

That says: ‘For Sale’

It must be that we are bewitched, and that this is

A fairy tale.

_______

___



















