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Bce mpaBa Ha mepeBOIbI M ApyTIVie MaTepasIbl, OITyO0IMKOBaHHBIE B 3TOM
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Ot M3natensa

Hoporue npy3ps!

MHe odeHb HNPUATHO IIPMBETCTBOBATH Bac Ha mepBOV CTpaHMIle HOBOIO
VMHTepPHaIVOHAJIBHOTO IO3TUYeCKOTo Xy pHasla. Ero comepxanme cocraBut
pyCcKas 11033151 4YeThIpEX BeKOB B IlepeBofiax Ha Apyrue s3bIKI MUpa .

MBI ¢ BosTHEeHMEM XM BCTpeUl! C IIePBbIMIY UMTATeIISIMIAL.

Cpenn moOurenert 1mo33um B Poccum pacpocTpaHeHO MHeEHUeE, 4YTO
OoraTomt 1 IVIOAOTBOPHON TpaAULIN IIepeBojia 033U MIUpa Ha PYCCKUN
S3BIK IIPOTMBOCTOLT JIVIIL OT/eJIbHbIE peiKie yaauy IlepeBofja PYyCcCKO
103311 Ha IPyTHe SI3bIKN. 3aMbICesI 3TOT0 XKy pHaJla BO3HVIK 113 YBEPEHHOCT,
YTO IIOJOOHOE IIpeficTaB/IeHVe He COOTBETCTBYeT AeVICTBUTEIbHOCTL.

B >xypnaste OymyT myOImKoBaThCsl TEKCTBI Ha PasHBIX sI3bIKax. 71 KasKgoro
s3bIKa IIPOM3BOJIBHO MBI OymeM BbIOMpaTh mBeT cTpaHmil. Hamra riaBHas
11€J1b - [IPEICTaBUTh BeCh 1IBETOBOVI CIIEKTP.

XKeraro Bam nipusitHOrO ureHs!

Vinba IlepensmyTep, VismaTens

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.
























