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Bce mpaBa Ha mepeBOaBI M Apyrue MaTepuasibl, OIyO/IMKOBaHHBIE B 3TOM
JKypHaJle, B IIOJIHOM 00BEMe COXPaHSAIOTCA 3a OTAeIbHBIMU
IepeBOJYMKaMM ¥ aBTOPaM.

Kyphait 3amminén aBTOpcKMM IIpaBOM B COBOKYITHOCTV BCeX ero JacTevl U B
NoJTHOM 00BbéMe. JIroOble TWUITEI KOIVMpPOBaHMs, IeperedaTKy,
pacipocTpaHeHNs, IIyOIMKalny ero OTAeIbHBIX dacTell Oe3 coracus
msnaresis He pasperatorcs. JKypHasl MoXkeT OBbITh ITOCTIaH I10 37IeKTPOHHOM
II0YTe C COXpaHEeHMeM ero mejlocTHocTn B dopMmare pdf. Kypran Ge3
HapyIIeHNs ero I1eJIOCTHOCTV MOXeT OBITh BKIIIOUEH B 3JIEKTPOHHYIO
O6ubsmmoTeKy ¢ yBefoMyIeHVeM 00 3TOM M3/1aTerIs.

KomMepueckoe pacrmpocTpaHeHMe Ky pHasla 3alIpeIrieHo.

[IuTtnposaHue MaTeprasIoB Xy pHala 00s13aTeIbHO B Cileyrolien dpopme:
Four Centuries. Russian Poetry in Translation. Essen: Perelmuter Verlag,
2014, Nr. 9
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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 37.



XIX

Muxann FOpereBuda JlepMOHTOB
(1814 - 1841)




You'll grow up and, like your father,
live a fighter's life;

sword in hand, you'll leap on horseback,
glad to join the strife.

I'll embroider brilliant colours,
golden as the sun -

silk to lay upon your saddle,
sleep, my little one.

You will have a warrior's bearing
and a Cossack soul.

I shall watch you leave the village;
a wave - and off you go.

I shall know long nights of weeping;
bitter tears will run.

Sleep, my angel, deeply, sweetly;
sleep, my little one.

I'll know only fear and worry
when you're out of sight;

all day long I will be praying,
reading signs all night.

I shall dream you in strange countries,
friendless and alone.

Sleep now, while you know no trouble;
sleep, my little one.

Keep this icon I shall give you,
keep it close at hand;

pray to it when darkness holds you
in some distant land.

And when riding into battle,
think of me, my son,

don't forget your grieving mother;
sleep, my little one.





















Robert Chandler studied Russian at Leeds University and spent the
academic year 1973-74 as a British Council exchange scholar in Voronezh,
a city 200 miles south of Moscow. His translations of Sappho and Apolli-
naire are published in the series "Everyman's Poetry", but he is best known
for his translations from Russian. These include Alexander Pushkin's The
Captain's Daughter, Vasily Grossman's Everything Flows, The Road, An Arme-
nian Sketchbook and Life and Fate, many works by Andrey Platonov and
Hamid Ismailov's novel The Railway. He has complied two anthologies of
Russian short stories and Russian magic tales. A third anthology, The
Penguin Book of Russian Poetry, will be published in February 2015. He is
also the author of a "Brief Life" of Alexander Pushkin. He runs a regular
translation workshop at Pushkin House (London) and also works as a
mentor for the British Centre for Literary Translation. His translations
have won prizes in both the UK and the USA.

Christoph Ferber, b. 1954, lives as a freelance translator in Sicily. He has
been translating poetry from Russian, Polish, French and Italian into
German for thirty years. In his translations books of poems by Lermontov,
Tyutchev, Sologub, Gippius, Bryusov, Vyacheslav Ivanov, Konstantin
Balmont, David Samoylov have been published.

Leo Butnaru, 1949, a Romanian poet, writer, and translator has been
publishing his works since 1967. He studied philology and journalism at
the University of Kishinev and worked as an editor in a number of journals.
His first collection of poetry was published in 1976. He was the Deputy
President of the Writers' Union of Moldova from 1990 up to 1993 and has
been member of the board of directors of the Writers' Union of Romania
since 1993. Apart from his own literary work he is very active in translati-
ng Russian poetry into Romanian and editing Russian poetry anthologies.
As marks of recognition he received literary Prizes from Moldova and
Romania. His works has been translated into more then twenty languages.
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Apnan Tanromm (Galgéczy Arpad, pos. 1928)

IOnomIen 3a HeBBIIyMaHHOe ydacTvie B aHTVMCOBETCKOM 3aroBope ObLT
OCY>KIEH 1 TPOBEI ceMb J1eT B siarepsax I'YJIATl'a n emié cTobKo e Ha BoJie,
B Kaparanme; BepHyBUIMCH Ha poauHy, paboTay pasHOpaboumm,
CIyXallMM, TeXHUYeCcKVM IIepeBOAUMKOM, CUMHXPOHWMCTOM. Bce stit m
HocjleAylolmyie TofAbl 3aHMMaJICd IlepeBofJaMy  PYCCKOV  II033UK,
HeIIpeB30VIIEHHBIMI, 10 MHEHUIO (PWIOIOroB M 3HATOKOB. Jlaypeat
MHOJKeCTBa rocyJlapcTBeHHbIX Harpajl. B ero nepesomax e "Esrenui
OHernH" M HeCKOJIBKO [BYS3BIYHBIX COOPHMKOB: M30paHHasl pyccKas
moa3ug  18-19 Bekos, wm3bpanHHbBle CcTMXM JlepmonToBa, Ilymikmma,
m3bpanHas mossmst 19-20 Bexos. JIIoOMMBI ITOST Ha BCce BpeMeHa -
JIlepMmonTOB. B mmociieqiHme rogpsl OAVH 3a APYTVIM BBIIUIV B CBET TPU TOMa
3II0IIeM €ero MBITapCTB M yHMBepcuTeTOB. Ypok Apmnaga [amaromy,
KOTOPBIVI OTYAsIHHO IIPUIXOAWMTCS IIOBTOPATH B 3Ty MUHYTY: "...HeJIb3d
OTOX[eCTBJIATh  [IyIly, [IyX, WCKYCCTBO HM OJHOrO Hapopga cC
YPOICTBYIOIIEV VI OIOMJISIOIIEN ero IOJIUTUYECKO CUCTEMOTL. B Ttakmx
CJIydasix 3HaK paBeHCTBA HeIIOITy CTVM, He MOXKeT OBITh IOITy CTVM HUKOTra'.

Maiis Iecapckas

Maya Tsesarskaya (Ceszarszkaja Maja) was born in 1951 in Zhitomir. In
1973 after graduating from the Leningrad Polytechnical Institute she left
the USSR for Hungary. In 1985 she finished Higher Translation Courses at
the University of Budapest. Her Russian translation of Istvan Bibé's book
The Jewish Question in Hungary After 1944 was published in Moscow in
2005. Her first collection of poems Love in a Bottle published the same year
included her first poetic translations into Russian. She was the editor and
translator of the book In Memoriam Nyugat (2009) devoted to the most
influential literary journal in Hungary in the first half of the 20th century.
Maya worked a lot in several city theaters as an interpreter and translator.
Her translations of Janos Pilinszky's poems in 2012 was the first book of
the series launched by Vodolej Publishing House. She is currently working
on the second volume of the series.
Maria Llecapckasi. Pogwtace B 1951 romgy B 2Kurommpe. B 1973 okonuna
JIeHVHIpagCKuUVI OJIMTEXHWYECKNUVT MHCTUTYT, B 1985 - BhIcIIMe Kypchl
nepepopia nipu bymamnemnrckom yamBepcntere. B 2005 B Mockse BbIuIi:
"Eépeiickuti Bonpoc 6 Benepuu nocsre 1944 eoda" Vimrsana buGo m - 3amor
HaJIbHeIIIero 0ecKopbICTHs - COOpHUK cTMX0B "JI10006b 6 bymuiake", Kyna
BOLIUIM ¥ IIepBble MOWM IIO3TUYecKMe IlepeBoAbl Ha pycckuit. Ha
BeHTepCKuUM IiepeBowia llpeTaeBy, paxMaHMHOBCKME POMaHCHI K
KOHIIepTaM  CMM@OHMYECKOro  OpKecTpa 3onrana  Koumninia,
ApaMaTU4YecKyr WMHCIeHupoBKy "Kapmen" [pist  TeaTpa, YMHYIO



3CCeMCTVKY M Ip. u ap. I'taBHble Benu: anbmanax "In memoriam Nyugat",
Boportens, 2009 wn "M3bpannoe" Slnomra ITvmnackoro, Bomosen, 2012 B
cepun "Beneepckue mempadu" . CBEPCTAH 1 BOT BOT BBIVIZIET BTOPOV BBIITYCK
Beneepckux mempadeti: "IlepcnkmuBa', pacckasel pasHBIX JeT [épns
[ITamv1po, ¢ IIpOJIOroM 13 ero paHHMX CTUXOB.

Maiis Lecapckan
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A Wand

My wand, my freedom is

The core of my being, its soul,
How soon will my truth become
The truth of the whole people?

I did not bow to my land
Until I found myself:

I rejoiced and took my wand
And went to a faraway Rome.

Yet the snow on the black plow land
Will never melt,

And the sorrow of my own kin

Is still alien to me.

The snow will melt on the peaks,
Burnt by the sun of truth,
The nation was right to entrust

Me, who saw Rome, with a wand.
1914, 1927

* * *

No, I've never been anyone's contemporary -
Such an honor is not for me,

How disgusting is a namesake

That was not me, it was he.

A tyrannous age has two sleepy apples
And a beautiful mouth of clay,

But on his death-bed he will kiss

The drooping hand of his aging son.

I raised my sickly eyelids with the age -
Two enormous sleepy apples -

And rattling rivers used to tell me

About the feverish lawsuits of the people.
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A folded light bed was an age ago
White like snow with pillows,

But a clay body stretched strangely -
The first tipsiness of the age was gone.

Amid a squeaky world's crusade -
Such a light-feathered bed!

Well, if we can't forge another age,
Let's live out our life with it.

In a hot room, in a wagon, in a tent,
The age is passing away, and then -
Two sleepy apples on a corneous wafer

Shine with a feather-like flame.
1924

EE

No, I won't be able to hide from a great mess
Behind Moscow - that broad coachman's back,
I am a streetcar cherry of the terrible days,
And I don't know why I still live.

We will take an "A" and a "B"

To see who will be the first,

While Moscow ruffles up like sparrow
Or rises as a pie on the yeast of air,

It nearly manages to ambush us everywhere -
You may try to play games, but I won't dare!
Who has guts and heat under one's underwear

To run around all Moscow, this whore!
April 1931
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As if Nekrasov's hammer
Pounded nails here.

Let's start preparing for the scaffold
Seventy years in advance,

It's time, an old loafer,

You stamped your boots at once.

There won't be Hippocrene's fountain,
But a familiar torrent of terror
Will burst through the hackwork walls

Of Moscow's evil run-down.
November 1933

L S

A living man's unique: do not compare.
I have accepted the equality of plains,
With somewhat tenderly scare,

And was sick with a circle of the sky.

I called my servant, air

Expecting him to serve or bring in the news,
And set sail and sailed along the archway
Of voyages that have never started.

I am eager to wander where
There's more sky, but clear sorrow
Does not let me go from the young hills of Voronezh

To those of Tuscany, which illuminate mankind.
18 January 1937

EE I

Pure gold bars of Roman nights -
A cradle that lured young Goethe:
I am accountable, but I didn't lose:

There is a deep life of an outcast, an outlaw.
June 1935
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* * *

The day was five-headed: five unbreakable days.
Shrinking, I grew proud of space rising on yeast.

Sleep was larger than hearing, which was older than sleep,
Solid but alert, and the road rushed behind us

pulled by coachman's reins.

The day stood five-headed, and crazy from the dance,
The black mass moved on horses, on foot, and the might
Of white nights - no, five knives -

Made the aorta expand, and the eye turned into

coniferous flesh.

If I had been given an inch of blue sea, just an eye of a needle,
So that a double-boat of escorted time sailed along

fast and well.
Dry food of the Russian fairy tale, a wooden spoon, hey, you!
Where are you, three nice guys from the iron gates of the GPU?

Young lovers of white-teeth verses are learning to read,

A young tribe of Pushikin scholars in univorms and with guns,
So that Pushkin's fine goods are not stolen by parasites.

If I had been given an inch of blue sea, just an eye of a needle!

The train moved to the Urals. Talking Chapayev! galloped
Froma a sound film right into our open mouths
To drown in the river and mount his horseback again

Behind a wooden back, a white sheet of the screen.
April - May 1935

1 A movie about Chapayev, a Red Army commander killed during the ambush of

the White Army in the time of the Civil War, was one of the most popular films
of the 1930s.
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* * *

I must live though I died twice

While the water made the city crazy here:

Wiht high cheek-bones, it is so handsome, joyous
And the ploughshare likes its share of a fat layer,
How in its April turn over the steppe lies,

And like Buonarotti are the skies.
April 1935

A Poem for N<atalia> Shtempel

L

Unwillingly clinging to a bare land,
With an uneven sweet gait

She goes scarcely ahead

Of a swift girlfriend and a coeval young groom.
She is drawn by the constrained freedom
Of an uplifting imperfection.

Perhaps a clear prediction

Clings to her gait, longing to stay:

That this spring weather

Is for us a grave's foremother,

And this will begin forever.

II.

Some women are kin to damp soil,
Their each step is a resonant weep,
They are summoned to accompany

The resurrected and be the first to greet the dead.

It is a crime to demand for their caresses,
And it is impossible to leave them.

Today an angel, tomorrow a grave's worm,
And the following day, just a shadow...
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Here are the books donated to the Library:

In German

73. Fet, Afanassi: Gedichte. Russisch/Deutsch. Nachgedichtet von Uwe
Griining. Leipzig: Reclam-Verlag, 1990. ISBN 3-379-00563-0

75. Parin, Alexej: Interludien. Deutsch von Maria Deppermann. Freiburg;:
U. W. Weiher, 1991, ISBN 3-921940-20-6

76. Ehrenburg, Ilja: Lass mich nicht sehen, was ich sah. Gedichte. Berlin:
Verlag Volk und Welt, 1983

77. Zinner, Hedda: Fabeln, Lieder und Gedichte. Nachdichtungen. Berlin:
Buchverlag Der Morgen, 1985

78. Gamajun, kiindender Vogel. Gedichte des russischen Symbolismus.
Russisch/Deutsch. Leipzig: Reclam-Verlag, 1992, ISBN 3-379-01442-7

79. Sinn und Form. 2011, Heft 6: Joseph Brodsky, Grofie Elegie an John Donn,
tibers. von Alexander Kaempfe und Heinrich Ost.

In Bulgarian

74. Tne6 Ilymmsaxos: mmcMa go sko00. Ilpesom ot pycckm: Mapus
JImmmckosa. Conm, 2013, ISBN 978-954-8523-35-6
Many thanks to Ms Maria Lipiskova for her generous donation!
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