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Bce mipaBa Ha mepeBOBI M Apyrye MaTepualbl, OIyOJIMKOBaHHBIE B 3TOM
JKypHajie, B IIOJTHOM 00BEéMe COXPaHSAIOTCA 3a OTAEeTbHBIMU
IepeBOIIMKAMM ¥ aBTOPAMA.

Kyphait 3aimminés aBTOpCKyM IIPaBOM B COBOKYITHOCTV BCeX €r0 JacTel U B
1oJTHOM 00BéMe. JIroOble TUIIBI KOIMpOBaHMs, IeperedyaTky,
pacrpocTpaHeHMs, ITyOIMKaluy ero OTHOeIbHBIX YacTeit Oe3 coryiacus
u3aaTess He paspelatorcs. JKypHasl MoXXeT ObITh ITOCTIaH I10 37IeKTPOHHOM
II04Te C COXpaHeHMeM ero IejiocTHocTu B dopmare pdf. Kypnai Ge3s
HapyIIeHNs ero I11eJIOCTHOCTY MOXKeT OBITh BKJIIOUEH B JIEKTPOHHYIO
O6mbrmoTeKy C yBemoMIIeHIeM 00 TOM M3[JaTesIs.

KomMmepueckoe pacrpocTpaHeHMe KypHasla 3alpenieHo.

LInTtupoBaHue MaTeprasIoB Xy pHala 00s13aTeIbHO B CiIefyolen dpopme:
Four Centuries. Russian Poetry in Translation. Essen: Perelmuter Verlag,
2012, Nr.1
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Ot M3nateinsa

Hoporue gpy3ps!

Mne oueHb IpPUSATHO IIPUBETCTBOBATH Bac Ha mepBom cTpaHMIle HOBOTO
VHTepHAalIVMOHaJILHOTO MO3TNYecKoro XypHaia. Ero cogepxaHme coctaBuT
pyCcKasi 1033151 4YeThIpEX BeKOB B IlepeBofiax Ha JIpyrue S3bIKM MUpa .

MEI ¢ BosTHeHVEM XXII€M BCTpeUN C IIepBbIMI YMTaTeIISIML.

Cpenu moOurtenienn mo33um B Poccum pacpocTpaHeHO MHeHMe, 4TO
Goratovt 1 IIOAOTBOPHOV TPaJuIIN IepeBoja I033UM Mypa Ha PyCCKUN
S3BIK IIPOTMBOCTOSAT JIUIIL OT/IeJIbHbIe pefKye yaady IepeBofa PYyCCKOM
10331V Ha PYTHe A3bIKI. 3aMbICesI 3TOTO XKy pHajla BOZHUK U3 YBepeHHOCTH,
YTO IIOJI00HOE IIpesicTaB/IeHVie He COOTBETCTBYeT IeVICTBUTEIbHOCTL.

B >xypHaste OymyT myOImMKoBaThcsl TEKCTHI Ha PasHBIX sI3bIKax. 71 KasKgoro
s3bIKa IIPOM3BOJIBHO MBI OyzieM BBIOMpaTh IBeT cTpaHuil. Harra riaBHas
11eJIb - IPeJICTaBUThb BeCh IIBeTOBOVI CITEKTP.

XKemnaro Bam nipugaTHOro urenys!

Vinba IepensmyTep, VispaTens

Publisher's Note

Dear Friends,

It is very pleasant for me to greet you at the very first page of a new
international poetic magazine. It will be devoted to Russian poetry of four
centuries translated into different languages. We are looking forward to
meeting our first readers with great impatience.

Quite a few poetry lovers in Russia still think that the great tradition of
translating foreign poetry into Russian has no counterpart: only separate
successful translations from Russian into other languages and highly develo-
ped art of translation into Russian. This magazine was conceived to show
that this view is not justified.

You will find here texts in different languages. Each language will get a
separate colour of pages. Our main aim is to make our magazine as coloured
as possible.

All the best to You,

Ilya Perelmuter, Publisher





















Meganom

The grey Spring of asphodels

is still far off and transparent.

Perhaps the wave still boils

and you'll catch the rustling of the sand.
But here, like Persephone, my soul

has begun to circle round,

and the kingdom of the dead will hold
no shapely, sun-tanned hands.

Why then do we entrust

the urn’s burden to a boat,

across the water’s amethyst

for our festival of black roses?

Through the fog, the course of my soul

is set, out past Meganom,

and after my burial, the black sail

will return from that cape where it’s gone.

How rapidly the beams run over
the ridge that lay unillumined,
and the flakes of those black roses
flutter beneath the moon’s wind.
The edge of that huge flag

of recollection, the bird

of grief and death will drag

on behind the cypress stern.

The melancholy paper fan

Of past years opens with a rustle.

Towards the spot in the sand

where an amulet hid with a warm shudder,
through the fog, the course of my soul

is set, out past Meganom,

and after my burial, the black sail

will return from that cape where it’s gone.
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Century

You brute of a century, who could look
into the centres of your eyes

and with their blood glue back

two centuries to a severed spine?
Blood the builder flows from the throat
of everything terrestrial.

it's only on the era’s threshold

that the parasite will tremble.

As long as creation stays alive,

it hauls around its vertebrae.

A wave will play, as if its rise
were the spine that we can’t see.
The century’s new-born lands
resemble the soft gristle of a child.
Dragged by the head, like a lamb,
life heads off to the knife.

To free the century from confinement,
so that the new world might appear,
we’ll have to take a flute to bind

the knees of our tangled era.

This is the century that heaves
human anguish like a wave,

and in the grass the viper breathes

by the century’s golden ratio.

The buds continue to swell,

the green leaves of crops will splash.

Hey, my terrible, splendid century,

your spine’s now thoroughly smashed.
Cruel and weak, with that senseless smile,
you turn your eyes back towards us,

a wild beast that used to be lithe,

now on the trail of its own claws.
























