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Letter from the Publisher

Four Centuries Library

Dear Friends,

The following text of the Publisher's Letter was published in Four Centuries,
Nr. 3:

Dear Friends,

Thank you very much for reading our magazine.

I would like to open its third issue by launching a new initiative to create a library
of Russian poetry in translations - Four Centuries Library.

The ambitious goal of this project is to collect books, periodicals and other papers
with Russian poetry, old and new, translated into different languages, and finally
to donate collection as a whole to one of the university or public libraries. At the
end of this issue you will find the list of more than thirty items - a starting
contribution from my personal collection. You can join me in my efforts to
implement this idea by sending your donations in the following categories:

A. Monographic poetry collections by separate poets translated into different
languages

B. Anthologies of Russian poetry translations

C. Periodicals with translations of Russian poetry

Please, send your donations to:

Dr. Ilya Perelmuter, Erikapfad 7, 45133 Essen, Germany

The list of all the gifts with the names of the donators will be published in Four
Centuries. Thanks a lot for your support in advance!

Yours,

Publisher

In this issue you will find new donations to the Four Centuries Library at
page 45.
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XIX

Konstantin Batyushkov (1787 - 1855)

Koncrantia baTronikos (1787 - 1885)

Translated by Alex Cigale*

To Dashkov

My friend! I have seen the sea's menace
And the vengeful sky's cursed punishment:
The despicable deeds of mortal enemies,
Blare of war, catastrophic conflagrations.

I have seen the multitudes of rich men
Fleeing in nothing but tattered rags,

I've seen the weathered faces of mothers
Chased from their beloved motherland.

I saw them all stumbling at the crossroads,
How, clutching nursing children to breasts,
They wept in despair and desperation
And, stirred with a renewed trepidation,
Looked to the reddening skies up above.
And then, filled thrice-fold with horror,

I wandered around Moscow grown empty,
Among the scattered ruins and the graves,
And with my tears of mourning did water
Its sacred remains, also thrice-fold blessed.
There, where the magnificient edifices

And all the ancient towers of the Tsars,
Witnesses to the ageless glory of the past
And to the glory of our precarious days;

*© Alex Cigale, translation, 2016

Four Centuries. Russian Poetry in Translation, 15, 2016



And there, where in peaceful graves reposed
The mortal remains of the Holy Fathers,

And the centuries slowly trickling by had
Neither touched nor altered their relics;

And there, where by the hand of luxury,

The days of our lives and fruit of our work,
Before golden-headed domed Moscow

Rose its marvelous temples and gardens --
Now only ashes and mounds of rubble,
Only piles of bodies on the river bank,

Only the pale legions of the impoverished
Remained, as far as my eyes could see!

And you, my dear friend, my compatriot,
You order me to sing of love and joy,

Of happiness carefree, and harmony,

And the noisy intoxication of youth!

In the midst of military vicissitudes,
Enduring the capital's terrifying glow,

To the peaceful voice of a reed flute,

To summon shepherdesses into a choir,

To sing of the treacherous amusements

Of the Armidas and of the fickle Harpies,
Among the graves of my friends who
Sacrificed their lives on the field of glory!
No, never! I would rather my talent wither,
And my lyre, though precious to my fellows,
Grow silent, if ever by me you are forgotten,
Oh Moscow, fair fatherland's golden ground!
No, never! Not until on the field of honor,
For the ancient city of my grandfathers,

I offer in sacrifice to the face of vengeance
Even my life, and my love for the motherland;
Until, chest to chest with a wounded hero
Who has tasted the path of glory, three times I
Place my own breast in the line of fire,
Before the enemy massed in tight formation --

Four Centuries. Russian Poetry in Translation, 15, 2016



My friend, until that time I will be estranged
From the Nine Muses and the Three Graces,
And shun the wreaths woven by love's hand,
Taking no notice of noisy rejoicing in wine!
March 1813

Alex Cigale's first full book, Russian Absurd: Daniil Kharms, Selected Wri-
tings, is forthcoming in February 2017 in Northwestern University Press's
World Classics series. In 2015, he was awarded a National Endowment for
the Arts Fellowship for his work on the poet of the St. Petersburg philologi-
cal school Mikhail Eremin. In 2016, he edited the contemporary Russian
poetry issue of Atlanta Review (Georgia Tech), which contained the work
of some 50 poets and 35 translators. His translations in this issue are
forthcoming in a bilingual anthology of 400 Years of Poems About Moscow
(OGL Maxim Amelin, ed.)

Alex Cigale in Four Centuries:

2,2012, p. 7 (Brrapmcrtas Xomacesuy), p. 8 (I'eoprum Amamosny); p. 8 (Feoprmin
VIBaHOB)

3, 2012, p.6 (Muxawmt JlomoHocos), p.7 (Antekca"np CyMapoKoB),

p.7-8 (ITarkpaTuit Cymapokos), p.8 (VMBar bapkos)

4,2013, p.6-8 (VMBan Typrenes), p.11-13 (Koncrauntux bajsMoHT)

6, 2013, p.5 (Huxomnan Kapamsun), p.6 (Bacvwmn Kamnucr),

p.22-25 (EBrenni TypeHko)

8, 2014, p.6-12 (Anexcanpap Ilennm)
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Konstantin Aksakov (1817-1860)
KoncranTa Akcakos (1817-1860)

Translated by Alex Cigale*

To Sophie

I keep my word, remembering how sacred debt,
And send you, my dearest friend, greetings there,
Where the shores of our beloved Volga wet
The broad expanse with their abundant waters.
Please, a deep bow from me to its capacious wave,
Its treasured depths and clement weather above,
A bow before the ancient reliquaries upon the hill,
Nor forgive my regads to the spirit of the fields,
To all these I send a distant greeting from Moscow,
From the illustrious capital of Russia's antiquity.
On more than one occasion did Volga's brave sons
Promptly rise up and rally valiantly to its defense.
The sacred city of its youth and gray beards,
"For Nation, Faith and God!" could be heard
All the way to the city's white walls and towers,
Penetrating the hollies of Moscow's Kremlin itself.
What can I tell you, my cherished bride to be?
And how should I continue to compose this verse?
The news has reached you as well, I suppose,
Of the troubled, clamorous stirrings in the West,
Where they've decided to make do without God.
In regret, they'll come to realize how difficult it is.
Where will adopting the ways of the West lead us?
Or will we too beat a path to its false gods?
We are strangers to phrase-mongering rejoicing
And to malicious and mendacious sufferings.

* © Alex Cigale, translation, 2016
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What use to us is a hangover from an alien feast?
Why should we force ourselves to be that sick?
Portentous for us now is the booming word.

Could it be in an instant many will again recall

Our Russia and the cradle from which we sprung?
We must sever all shameful contacts with the West
And cleanse ourselves of all this ape-like filth,

And once again we Russians must be Russian.

The West being the source of contagion and disease,
So much of what we hold dear lies trampled in dust.
We must remember Faith, must not forget God,
Recall the grand purpose of our life on earth.

I have said enough; do not be angry with my audacity
And my frame of mind: so many audacious thoughts.
The turmoil and precariousness of states concern me.
Arise, oh native land with your distinctiveness of old!
While sickness and disgust oppress us, may Moscow
Be our nation's sole sovereign! Please forgive me!
Relay my deep respects and embrace your spouse --

Moscow's bells are tolling. Dear Lord, heed our prayers!
Moscow, April 1848
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Dmitry Minayev (1835-1889)
HIvurpunt MyHaes (1835-1889)

Translated by Alex Cigale*

From the Cycle "Motifs of the Russian Poets"
5. A Motif Rabidly pro-Moscow

Russia's realm is rich in heroes,
It seems as though her mold was poured
Out of Damascus steel and granite boulder,
And the entire nation fears not
The arrival of the adversary,
Will neither spray him with buckshot,
Nor show him the point of a bayonet,
But will deflect the cutting sword
By dint of mighty Russian word
Alone, having salted it slightly,
This speech, avid, juicy, saucy,
Tenacious, pulling this way and that,
Cocky, stuffed, menacing, zesty,
Drunk on Slavic pluck and spunk,
Caustic and precise, like a punch.
Who could possibly resist us?
The Slav, in the face of the enemy,
Will place one hand behind his ear,
Let out a bark, a whistle, and flip

The enemy in a stranglehold on his back.
1865

*© Alex Cigale, translation, 2016
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XX

Ossip Mandelstam (1891 - 1938)
Ocwunt Manpesnbirtam (1891 - 1938)

Translated by Tony Brinkley*

The Stalin Ode
1

Were I to work in charcoal that would draw the highest praise -

My ode to joy -- my silent oscillation --

I'd draw in cunning angels --

anxiously, uneasily --

the present in my sketch would answer

and art border on audacity

to picture him who honors cultures in one hundred
forty nations while he shivers the world's axis.

I'd raise the angle of the brow

and, sketching it again, reauthorize its sweep.
Knowing it was Prometheus whose fire lights the coal,
Look, Aeschylus, see my charcoal drawing through my tears.

2

Sketched simply -- a few burning lines

will grasp his new millennium --

and bundle courage in a smile

and then release it in a quiet light --

and in the wisdom of the eyes, I'll draw a twin --
I won't say whose -- a look so near,

so close to him -- until you'll know the father,
and you gasp -- sensing the closeness of the mir.
And I will thanks the hills

in which the bone, the growth unfolds:

*© Tony Brinkley, 2016, translations
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born from grieving mountains and the bitter cost of prisons --
I will say -- not Stalin -- I will call him Dzhugashvili.

3

Artist, cherish, shield the warrior --

ring your moist concerns about him

like the resins in dark forests. Do not spark,
enflame the moisture with false paradigms or thinking,
but remember he is with you -- help him
Think and build and feel. Not I --

Nor any other but the people --

the Homeric -- will magnify his epic.

Artist, cherish, shield the warrior --

see how massing in the shadows,

the human forest sings. The future is a wise
man's comrade -- now it listens, now it dares.

4

Some debts are stirred by deeper claims:

as if his dais were a mountain, he looms

above the mounds of heads. The eyes, the depths

of their surmise, have narrowed onto someone near. The gaze

beneath the thick brow gleams. And I would draw the way

An arrow darts to sketch the mouth -- the austere father of
relentless speeches.

Sculpted, puzzling, stern his eyelids,

flicker from a millian frames. All

is true -- all metalic recognition.

The vigilant ears will tolerate no muting.

Over the living and transported -- how readily

they live or die - the play and shades of his expressions furrow.

5

The fiery charcoal is alive in things -- I hold

It in a predatory hand -- my image for a warrior's cry --
A famished hand that reaches for the axis of a likeness.

12
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I crumble charcoal, searching for the face.

I learn -- not for myself --

I ask no mercy for myself.

If miseries hide the vision in his lofty plans.

I'll grasp it in the accidents of their offspring...
Then let me be unworthy of a friend --

then let me thirst for loss and tears --

[ still will see him in the magic square --

the great coat, the peaked cap -- with happy eyes.

6

Stalin's eyes are grieving mountains --

far away they squint the fields.

Tomorrow runs from yesterday, an ocean without chafing,
while the furrows from his great plow touch the sun.
He smiles -- a smiling reaper --

who culls hands

In conversations

that begin and last forever

in a field of oaths. And

every sheaf in every barn is bundled,

taut and bound -- the living good --

the people's miracles -- the life enlarged --

axised happiness swerved.

7

And in my six-oathed consciousness I tally

measured witness to his labor, to the struggle

loss, the harvest -- from his journey through the taiga
past Lenin in October -- to the oath's fulfillment.

In the distance where the mounds of heads

fade, I fade -- I will leave unnoticed --

but in generous books, in children playing,

rising from the dead, I say the sun is shining.

13
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No truths are truer than a soldier's candor:

for courage and for love, for honor and for steel,
there is a given name that glories on my reader's
Taut lips while we listen, grasping, gasping still.

Tony Brinkley, born 1948, is a Professor of English at the University of
Maine. His poetry has appeared in Another Chicago Magazine, Beloit Poetry
Journal, New Review of Literature, Cerise Press, Drunken Boat, Otoliths, Hunga-
rian Review, and Poetry Salzburg Review etc. His translations from Russian,
German, French, and Hungarian have appeared in Shofar, Beloit Poetry
Journal, New Review of Literature, Cerise Press, MayDay, World Literature
Today, Hungarian Review, Four Centuries, and Drunken Boat. He is the author
of Stalin’s Eyes (Puckerbrush Press) and the coeditor with Keith Hanley of
Romantic Revisions (Cambridge University Press).

Osip Mandelstam in Four Centuries:

1, 2012, p. 9-12, translated into English by Alistair Noon

3,2012, p. 11-14, translated into English by Ian Probstein;

4,2013, p. 14-20, translated into English by Ian Probstein;

5, 2013, p. 8-13, translated into English by Tony Brinkley and Raina Kostova;
5, 2013, p. 15-20, translated into English by Ian Probstein;

6, 2013, p. 9-10, translated into Bulgarian by Maria Lipiskova

6, 2013, p. 11, translated into Serbian by Mirjana Petrovic

9, 2014, p. 19-28, translated into English by Ian Probstein

11, 2015, p. 14, translated into English by Tony Brinkley

14, 2016, p. 17-23, translated into English by Eugene Dubnov, John Heath-Stubbs,
and Chris Arkell

Tony Brinkley in Four Centuries:

4,2013, p. 41 (Oser IOpneB)

5,2013, p. 8, (Ocur MannernbITam)

10, 2015, p. 25, (ipuraa MarmHckast)

11, 2015, p. 14, (Ocun ManpesnsiirtaMm, Mapusa Lsetaesa, bopuc IlacrepHax)
13, 2016, p. 11-19 (MapuHa Lisetaesa)

14
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David Shrayer-Petrov
Hasup Hlpaep-IleTpos

Arkhangelskoye outside Moscow
ApxaHresibckoe 1oz, Mocksom

Translated into English
by Carol V. Davis* and Maxim D. Shrayer*

Try to imagine a boomerang in flight,

Imagine an aboriginal melancholy.

Picture Arkhangelskoye, a squirrel,

A tiny rescue ship of cigarettes,

And you will understand there are no better omens
Than the red wine of the last foliage

Spilled from the branches like a deck of cards.

We'll concentrate on a handful of words,

Concentrate if only on a rhythm of sounds.

My love, love of mine and I? Your love!

O castanets like walnuts and like squirrels!

The boomerang looping back, heads or tails,

Waits for us on its homeward journey,

The flair of squirrel's passion? The devotion of a puppy?

Please try to remember Leningrad.

Oh, please picture St. Isaac's Cathedral.
Wherever you may wander, it's blazing,

Like the sun of the homeland, shining gold.
And [, like a boomerang, always racing back,
Since that spring day on the granite steps
Where [ stamped love in this son's passport.

* Translated and published by permission of David Shrayer-Petrov.
Russian original copyright © 1964-2016 by David Shrayer-Petrov.

All rights reserved.
English translation copyright © 2016 by Carol V. Davis and Maxim D. Shrayer.
All rights reserved. 24
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Why did you have to tear me away?

Why did you coax me into a profession

Of change, so I would trade the slow motion
Of the Neva, the bridges, the old lime trees
For the bacchanalia of your whims?

What if a chip of granite nostalgia

Becomes the boomerang's lead weight?

Let's not drive the little squirrel away.

Before the shot let the squirrel play

On the marble shoulders of ancient maidens

In Arkhangelskoye or Tsarskoe Selo.

Later in a hussar's tavern we'd send the maitre d'
Straight to the cellar for his best champagne;
We'd pop the bottle and toast a farewell!

So where are we now? Tell me who is with you.
Who am I really - a hero or a con man?

This era has yet to laugh at my example

Of a classic personality disorder.

A mandatory reading

About the fate of a disgruntled genius?

O boomerang, the model of a poem.

And now only protestations remain.

You're left only with my perceptions -

My spleen, my lack of faith, my emptiness,
My want, my alienation, my distortions.
Through many seven-branched years

Of flying on a broomstick, you've grown tired
Of seeing me as a master, as a guest.

And he, the one who flies behind you,

Sent to go after us like a boomerang,

What tents of paradise does he promise?
What does his pleading heart expect to give?
The gnawing scherzo of the autumn foliage?

25
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It's not his fault. With my remaining strength
I was the one who dispatched him to you.

I myself left. I cannot take it anymore.

I left on my own. Forgive me. Let me catch
My breath and take the smoke of falling leaves
Into my lungs. Fish gills are turning crimpson.
We sail on leaves. The park's a red clown.
Your city wig, St. Isaac's, is your dome,

In a poet's blessed dreams, it comes to me.

1964

Note on the text.

The Russian original of the long poem Arkhangel'skoe pod Moskvoi
(Arkhangelskoe outside Moscow) was written soon after the David Shrayer-
Petrov's move from his native Leningrad (St. Petersburg) to Moscow, fol-
lowing his marriage to a Muscovite. Prior to the poet's emigration in 1987, the
text of Arkhangelskoe outside Moscow circulated in the Soviet literary under-
ground. It was included in the text of the poet's collection Zimnii korabl'
(Winter Ship), scheduled to be published by Sovetskii Pisatel' in 1980 but
derailed after the poet had applied for emigration and was blacklisted. It was
first published in Shrayer-Petrov's collection Pesnia o golubom slone (Song of a
Blue Elephant, 1990) and subsequently revised and reprinted several times,
most recently in Ex Libris Nezavisimaia gazeta in 2011 and in Derevenskii orkestr
(Village Orchestra, 2016), a slender volume of Shrayer-Petrov's selected long
poems edited by Maxim D. Shrayer.

Arkhangelskoye (literally: "Archangels' abode") is a former estate located
about fifteen miles west of Moscow, presently a museum. The village and its
peasants had once belonged to princely families, first the Golitsyns and later
the Yusupovs. The Yusupovs built a luxurious estate, its manor house having
survived the flames of the Revolution and Civil War. Tsarskoe Selo (literally:

"Tsar's Village"), presently the town of Pushkin outside St. Petersburg, used
to be the residence of the Russian Imperial family and the original location of
the Imperial Lyceum, which Alexander Pushkin attended in 1811-1817.

Note © by Maxim D. Shrayer

David Shrayer-Petrov (daswuzn Illpaep-ITleTpos), poet, fiction writer, memoi-
rist, and medical scientist, was born in Leningrad in 1936. He has published
twenty-five books in his native Russian, most recently the collection of longer

26
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poems Derevenskii orkestr (Village Orchestra, 2016), the volume of collected
short stories Krugosventnoe schast'e (Round-the-Globe Happiness, 2015), and the
fourth edition of his epic novel Gerbert i Nelli (Herbert and Nelly, 2014). Shray-
er-Petrov's books of fiction in English include Jonah and Sarah: Jewish Stories of
Russia and America, Autumn in Jalta: A Novel and Three Stories, and, most
recently, Dinner with Stalin and Other Stories. He lives in Brooline, Mass. with
his wife of over fifty years, the translator Emilia Shrayer. Visit his website at:
http:/ /fmwww.bc.edu/SL-V /Dsp.html

Carol V. Davis, is the author of the poetry collections Because I Cannot Leave
This Body (Truman State University Press, 2017) and Between Storms (Truman
State University Press, 2012). Davis won the 2007 T. S. Eliot Prize for Into the
Arms of Pushkin: Poems of St. Petersburg (Truman State University Press). She
received a 2015 Barbara Deming Memorial/Money for Women grant. As a
senior Fulbright scholar from 1996 to 1997, Davis taught at St. Petersburg
Jewish University in St. Petersburg, Russia. Davis teaches at Santa Monica
College and Antioch University Los Angeles. She is poetry editor of the Los
Angeles newspaper The Jewish Journal.

Maxim D. Shrayer (Makcum [I. IlIpaep), son of David Shrayer-Petrov, was
born in Moscow in 1967. A biligual author and translator, Shrayer is a Profes-
sor of Russian, English, and Jewish Studies at Boston College and a 2012
Guggenheim Fellow. Shrayer has translated the works of over thirty Russian
authors, among them Pavel Antokolsky, Eduard Bagritsky, Ilya Ehrenburg,
Samuil Marshak, Ilya Selvinsky, and Yuri Trifonov. His recent books include
Leaving Russia: A Jewish Story (2013) and Bunin i Nabokov. Istoriia sopernichestva
(Bunin and Nabokov. A History of Rivalry, 2014). He lives in Brookline, Mass,
with his wife and two daughters. Visit the website at
http:/ /www.shrayer.com

David Shrayer-Petrov in Four Centuries:

2,2012, p. 15-25, translated into English by Maxim D. Shrayer, Edwin Honig, and
Dolores Stewart

7,2014, p. 54-59, translated into English by Maxim D. Shrayer

11, 2015, p. 18-22, translated into English by Maxim D. Shrayer

Maxim D. Shrayer in Four Centuries:
2,2012, p. 15-25; 7, 2014, p. 54-59; 11, 2015, p. 18-22 (Hasuz, Llpaep-IleTpos)
4,2013, p. 29-37 (Mibst CeTbBUHCKMTL)
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DPOTOKAT'A3. OHAIPYLII EJI — EU

eKl KyHee moJieaH, Ko3i Oypeei, COKblp Mapaay

KO3l EIIKAIIaH alllbUIMaN bl

OJI, aypy/JlaH mapiiarn, kKe30eH Kepe alaTbIHbIH
aHFapa ajaMaunbl

Oaja Ke3iMze aHaM KoM Ke3/il

KOHBIP Je alTKaHbIM/Ia dpKaIllaH Ty3eTeTiH
eH 0oJiMaca OChbl Mapray/IbIH Ke31

KOHBIP OOJICHIHIIIBI?

*

YUbIKMap anoblHOA ColUbIHbIN OMbIPRAH 0U20Ppen-oanaza
MA3anan HCyvliaH mapeike caylecimer KOpuiaigaH,
Kepinin weeeneneen donald duck enecmeiioi

aWTIIaKIIbI, EPTEH MEHpaM

KEIIIK1 acka YUpEeK a3ipJieHe i

Oayta 1OM/I1 TaMak 1mIeal

aJlaKaHbIHA OLIipMeN TYKIpETiHI — Iere

*

COKbIP C108eHOIK homoepadgh
COKbIp 2UeN0iy Cypemin Jcacayoa

OJIapJbIH apachlH/a Ka3ip maiiia 00JaThIH HOPCEHI Oenriyiey yImiH
CO3 IIBIFapy KepeK

OJI CO3/1H OYKLIT eypoIabIK TUTIePIHIE

JaybICTaIl ANTKaHa

€K1 peT KalTajay caiaThl 00JIybl KEPEK

*

JHCY3I Kepemem acem JHCanvl3 asKmol duell
wawmapasoa omuip

on
IIANIBIH ObLIAN peTTeTY/Ie:
JICHECIHIH aCCUMETPUSICHI

anaca OOMJIbI EpKEeKTEPIi
0achIH/1a KBI3BIKTHIPHIIL,

O1pakK apThIHAH >KAJIBIKTHIPATHIH

Kepre Je yiacajbl
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Ta3aJlaHraH
TaKasapIbl
»KaJIFaHra
OaymaiiThIH

E

«HOBBIE KOMITO3UTOPHD»:
KIIIKEHTal
aKKyJIapIbIH
on

Ke31H1e
TanTauThIH
3aJI1aH

opeH

KOPIHETIH

aHa

oip

oaieT
MaKyJIBIKTap Ibl
MY3BIKAJIBIK
TIHTY

These translations were made during the translator's stay in residency for
poets and translators organized by '"Literature Without Borders", non-
governmental non-profit project, promoting the dialogue between different
national literary traditions and authorial communities in Ozolnieki, Latvia
(www literaturewithoutborders.lv).

Andrei Sen-Senkov in Four Centuries:
5, 2013, p. 31-34, translated into Polish by Tomasz Pierzchata
8, 2014, p. 24-27, translated into Portugese by Ana Hudson

Anuar Duisenbinov is a poet and translator from Kazakhstan. He was born
in 1985 in Andreevka (now Kabanbay) and grown up in Taldykorgan. He
graduated from the Economic Department of the Lev Gumilyov Eurasian
National University in Astana as well as from the Open Literary School in
Almaty. He has participated in the poetry festivals in Kazakhstan and Latvia,
organized a series of mixed musical and literary events in Astana. His
poetry written in Russian has been published in important Russian web
magazines TextOnly and Polutona. He has translated some poems of
Latvian, Polish and Croatian authors into Kazakh.
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Four Centuries Library

Here are the books donated to the Library:

In French

104. Mandelstam, Ossip: Tristia et autres poemes. Choisis et traduits du
russe par Francois Kérel. Gallimard, 1982

105. Mandelstam, Ossip: Nouveaux Poemes 1930-1934. Traduit du russe et
présenté par Christiane Pighetti. Editions Allia, 2010

Donated to the Library by Mr. Paul Bezembinder.

Many thanks to Mr. Paul Bezembinder for his generous donation!

In German

106. Uber, o iiber dem Dorn. Gedichte aus 100 Jahren S. Fischer Verlag. Hrsg.
von Reiner Kunze. S. Fischer Verlag, 1986 (u. a. A. Blok, B. Pasternak, O.
Mandelstam, S. Jessenin, A. Wosnessenski)

107. B IletepOypre Mbl comiémcs cHoBa - Petersburg - die Trennung wahrt
nicht ewig. Ausgewdhlt und tibertragen von Kay Borowsky. Barbara Stau-
dacher Verlag, 1996

108. Blok, Alexander: Des Himmels lichter Rand. Gedichte.
Russisch/Deutsch. Leipzig: Insel Biicherei, 1980

109. Bulatovksy, Igor: Langs und Quer. Wunderhorn, 2012

110. Martynova, Olga: In der Zugluft Europas. Gedichte. Wunderhorn, 2012
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