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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 41.
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XX

Velimir Khlebnikov (1885 - 1922)
Besmmup Xizebumkos (1885 - 1922)

Translated by Ian Probstein*

* * *

O dostoyevskiMight of a rushing cloud,
O, pushkinLengths of a drooping noon,
Night looks like Tiutchev,

Filling the boundless with beyond worldliness.!

City of the Future

Here the squares of halls in one ply
Are hanging like a glassy page.

The stone was told: "away"

When thoughts came to reign.

1 In this poem, Khlebnikov re-thinks and re-establishes the links between
nature and art: nature looks in the mirror of art, reflects it and even imitates
it. Here "a poetic etymology", as Jakobson defines it, is revealed in the
neologisms formed from the proper names. In this condensed quatrain,
Khlebnikov characterizes Dostoyevsky's works as impetuous, starting with
a Menippean scandal, as Mikhail Bakhtin said, and "finish in timelessness
and "for the last time" (Bakhtin, The Problems of Dostoyevsky's Poetics, 188,
208); the next line characterizes Pushkin's harmony and euphony, and finally,
Khlebnikov speaks about Tiutchev's attraction to night and his willingness
to explore the limits of being. Moreover, Khlebnikov freely shifts from past
to future, from one reality to another thus making time whole and unified.
Jakobson states that "Khlebnikov transforms time present into a whole
temporal reality". (Jakobson, R. Selected Writings. V. The Hague-Paris-New
York, 1981,319) (Here and further - notes by 1. Probstein)

* © Ian Probstein, 2016, translation 10
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Rectangles, cubes, and glassy logs,
Spheres, a flight of fields and angles,
A crowd of crystal clear honey-combs
Rests on transparent hills,
The streets of queer logs are stretched,
The foreheads of walls are made

Of icy-white timber:
We enter the city of Sunnyshire,
The kingdom of measure and meter.
Where the sky is spilt from a blue jar
Held by the hands of a dark plaza's mermaid,
And a pink ball-round peak

Is bright as a wreath of grayish glass -
Go into the night with a scholar's eye!
Her eye, aimed at the sky,

Is brightly spilt unto the night's ink,

It wills headstrongly to rip off the shroud,
Showing the palace to the crowd

To contemplate the row of constellations
And deepen the law of vengeance.
Where a solitary needle

Guarding street's angle,

A glassy way of quietness over peace
Was a sharp-sighted guardian of silence.
In a colorful transparent horde

Old soothsayers gazed from the walls
Through a golden flood from cupola,
The sages were seeking the truth,
Testing whether foolishly or not

Fathers and sons dragged the net.

And serene priesthood

Listened to the noise of entire humanhood
But the city will cut the blue

With the book of black planes,

And a hollow circle of the night

Will grow bigger and bluer.

Over the depth of transparent streets

Four Centuries. Russian Poetry in Translation, 14, 2016
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Deep in the heavy glass, inside,
The rows of sacred faces stretched
Facing the fire of the skies.
Having crushed a rude pod of life,
A throng of crystal clear windows
Under the balls of cupolas,
Will tell the dreams of the past,
The herds of past visions.
In a high steep temple
The fathers of the mortal race
Ascended the cupolas' tops,
But the windows of their faces,
Like a net, won't block the light -
A crowd of people of the covenant
Stands in the black notch of the palaces.
Iron fields that move on wheels
Carrying a sack of crowds, throwing it in one stack.
A glassy palace, more upright than an old man's wand,
Throws its axis, alone in black clouds.
The driving belts of living halls
Move, chamber by chamber, silver bells,
Merry prisoners that got used to their cells,
Like blue threads of glassy glossy huts.
[lluminating the whole dale,
A high tree of halls
Bloomed with its proud crown.
Like a pipe of heights
Wrapped with lightning,
Stands a steeple stalk of chambers.
Fall down here with your top, fall,
I will always remember
The joy of a transparent wall.
Oh, the wind of the city, move with measure
Here your seine of cells and nets,
And here with the pages of a glassy book,
Here with the spires of axes,
And here with the forest of strict planes,

Four Centuries. Russian Poetry in Translation, 14, 2016
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Palaces-pages, palaces-books,

Glassy unfolded books,

The entire city is a sheet of mirrored windows,
A pipe in the stern hand of Doom.

Like a barge hauler with a strap on the neck
Wearily dragging the skies,

You throw far away a glassy dale,

Opening a wide book,

A clean cut of a vitreous volume of pages.

And here a surge shrouded a surge of the transparent canvas,
Wearily piling up a floor on top a floor,

It poured out speeches through a lion's mouth,
And grew like a multitude of a mirrored curve.

Kruchyonykh

A little London ghost.

A 30 year-old boy, in a dress shirt,
Sharp, lively and eely,

Glued a pale dweller of stones

To the Siberian calling in "chonych".
You catch someone's thoughts deftly
To lead them to the end, to suicide.
The face of an Anglicized serf

Of bookkeeping

Tired of books.

Nimble publisher of opprobrious,
Unshaven, careless, treacherous,
But the eyes are girlish.

At times, full of tenderness.

A big gossiper and prankster,

A lover of personal profit,

You are a charming writer -

Burliuk's negative double.
1921
13
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EE

A Police Precinct is a great thing!
It is a place of meeting

Of myself and the state.

The state reminds me

That it still exists!
1922

To All

There are letters-vengeance,

My circle is ripe,

And the snowstorm flutters flakes,

And the spirits soundlessly rush.

I am pierced with the spears of spiritual hunger,
Pierced with spears of starving mouths.

Your hunger begs to eat

And in the kettle of elegant plagues

Your hunger begs food - here's a free breast milk!

And then I fall like Kuchum?

1Kuchum Khan (ca. 1510-1520 - killed ca. 1601) - the last great khan of Siberia, a de-
scendant of Chenghiz Khan. Although he was initially defeated by the conqueror of
Siberia cossack Yermak (see below), he managed to escape, gathered a big army, la-
ter trapped and killed Yermak and entered a long war against the army of Andrey
Voyeykov, Ivan the Terrible's (reigned 1547-1584) general, and Yermak's followers.
Later, under the rule of Boris Godunov, Voyeykov offered Kuchum to surrender in
exchange for big estates and Russian nobility, which was later accepted by his son
Ali. His other son, Abul Khayir, was the first of his dynasty to convert to Christiani-
ty in 1591. As an old man Kuchum was trapped, defeated, and killed by either the
khan of the Nogai or some other horde in Kazakhstan that invited him as a ruler but
trapped and killed him instead.

14
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Pierced with the spears of Ermak.1

That hunger of piercing spears

Comes to weed a manuscript.

Ah, to find the pearls of the beloved faces

On a street saleswoman!

Why have I dropped this bundle of pages?

Why have I been an awkward crank?

It's not the shepherds' impishness seeking to warm up -
It's the executioner of the manuscript's fire -
Everywhere is a ragged knife

And the faces of butchered poems.

Everything that a three year-old year gave us
The score of sons round by a hundred,

And a circle of faces familiar to all?

Everywhere the bodies of slaughtered princes lie,

Everywhere, everywhere's damned Uglich!
1922

"To All", one of the last Khlebnikov's poems, reveals his growing alienation
from the Bolsheviks and their terror. The effect of alienation from reality is
intensified by Khlebnikov's metaphors: "pierced with the spears of spiritu-
al hunger", "pierced with the spears of starving mouths", which can be
read in a direct and a reverse oder (A=B and B=A). In this poem "a bundle
of pages" does not only mean a literary work but also implies history and
reality: the poet blames himself for his own prophecy. The complex meta-
phor "the executioner of the manuscript's fire" intensified by the inversion
and redundancy (an executioner who burned the manuscripts) is then
realized in metonymies.: "ragged knife" and "the faces of butchered poems.'
The motif of the destruction of culture and spiritual life is evoked in a
universal metonymy: "Everywhere, everywhere's damned Uglich!" (the
place where Tsar Boris Godunov ostensibly had killed Prince Dmitry, the
younger son of Ivan the Terrible) - it is a symbol of usurpation, lawlessness,
violence, and destruction (perhaps it is also alluding to the murder of the
royal family by the Bolsheviks).

1Vasiliy "Yermak" Timofeyevich Alenin (born between 1532 and 1542 - August 5 or
6, 1585) was the first who started the conquest of Siberia in the reign of the Rus-
sian Tsar Ivan the Terrible. His army defeated the great khan of Siberia Kuchum,
but the latter escaped, gathered another army, and fiercely resisted the Russian
invaders. Later Kuchum managed to ambush Yermak with a small band of men.

15
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Hence not only metaphors but also metonymies became metamorphoses,
to paraphrase Mandelstam's formula. It is notable, that Jakobson uses the

term "metamorphosis" in the sense of "a parallelism developed in time."1

1 Jakobson, R. "Modern Russian Poetry: Velimir Khlebnikov", in Brown, Ed-
ward J, comp. and ed. Major Soviet Writers. L.-Oxford-N.Y.: OUP, 1973, 77.

Velimir Khlebnikov (1885-1922) was one of the creators and leaders of
the Russian futurism, and also its principal philosopher. He invented
another name for futurism itself. The futurists were for him budetliane
(literally, will-be-people), "futurians" - and that is characteristic for
Khlebnikov's understanding of that movement and typical of his creative
practices. He rejected borrowings from foreign words and invented new
Russian words even for new scientific and technological phenomena.

Ian Probstein, associate professor of English at Touro College, New York, a
bilingual English-Russian poet and translator of poetry, is writing poetry and
on poetry. He published nine books of poetry in Russian, one in English, and
more than a dozen of books of translation; compiled and/or edited more than
30 books and anthologies of poetry in translation; in all has more than 450
publications in several languages (translated poetry from English, Spanish,
Italian, and Polish into Russian and from Russian into English). His translations
of Osip Mandelstam into English were chosen as a runner-up to The Gabo Prize
for Literature in Translation and Multi-Lingual Texts (2016) while his translati-
ons of Ezra Pound's Cantos were shortlisted for the Russian Guild of Translators
Master Award.

Ian Probstein in Four Centuries:

3,2012, p. 11-14 (Ocunr Mangesbiiram), p. 15-24 (Poasibn Manpesibiiram);
4,2013, p. 14-20 (Ocumt Manpensiram), p. 21-28 (Poastba Manpaesibirram)

5,2013, p. 15-20 (Ocux Manpesnsinram); p. 21-25 (Poaisa Manpaesibinram);
6, 2013, p. 12-16 (Brragnciias Xomacesny); p. 17-21 (Enena Ilsapir);

7,2014, p. 18-33 (Poasy Manpesnbiram); p. 45-49 (Anexcanap KabaHos);

8, 2014, p. 13-15 (MInHOKeHTUT AHHeHCKMM); p.28-34 (Bennamuu braxenHsIn);
9, 2014, p. 19-28 (Ocunr ManpesbIrtam);

10, 2015, p. 6-7 (imnokenTM1 AHHeHCKMM); p. 18-20 (HmHa VckpeHKo)

12, 2015, p. 12-16 (Bagmcitas Xomaceud)

7
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ECRE

Bind a kerchief round your hand and boldly plunge it
Into the crowned sweetbrier, into the very depth
of its celluloid thorns
Until it cracks. We will obtain the rose without scissors.
But make sure it doesn't immediately fall off -
The pink refuse - the muslin - the petal of Solomon -
And the dog-rose, no good for sherbet,
Giving neither oil nor scent.

* * *

Not ruins, no, but the lumber of a mighty forest of compasses,
Anchor stumps of felled oaks from Christianity's bestiary
and fable,

Bales of stone cloth on the capitals, like merchandise

from a plundered pagan shop,
Grapes as large as a pigeon's egg, the curls of a ram's horns,
And the riffled eagles with owl-like wings, as yet

undefiled by Byzantium.

ECRE

Clopping over the purple granite

A peasant's horse stumbles,

Climbing onto the bald plinth

Of the resonant public stone.

And behind, with their bundles of cheese,
Just catching their breath, run the Kurds
Who have reconciled God and the devil,
Yielding a half to each.

18
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* * *

I will never see you,

Myopic Armenian sky,

And never again will squint

At the bell-tent of Ararat,

And never will open again

In the library of potter writers
The hollow book of fairest earth
From which the first men learned.

* * *

Blue and clay, clay and blue - what more

Do you want? Now like a purblind shah who'd pore
Over his turquoise ring come here and look

Upon the book of resonant clays, upon

The book-like earth, the suppurating book,

The cherished clay with which we're stirred

And tortured as with music and the word.

1930
Translated by Eugene Dubnov and Chris Arkell

Leningrad

I have come back to my city - and how familiar it is,
To the point of tears, of childhood mumps, of capillaries.

You have come back, then - be ready to swallow down
Leningrad's cod-liver oil, the street lamps of the town.

Be quick to recognise December daylight where
Yolk of egg is mixed in with the ominous tar.

Petersburg, I don't want to die yet - you retain
All the telephone numbers that I own.

Four Centuries. Russian Poetry in Translation, 14, 2016
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Petersburg, I have still got the addresses
Which will lead me to discover dead men's voices.

I live on the dark backstairs; upon my temple beats
A door-bell which has been torn out by the roots.

And all night, all night long I am waiting for

Dear visitors, as I move the handcuff-chains on the door.

1930

* X *

In the kitchen you and I will sit.
Sweetly-smelling kerosene is lit.

Sharpened knife, the loaf upon its dish.
Pump the primus stove up if you wish.

Else, collect some string to fasten tight
A basket for us both before first light -

So we'll to the station get and none

Ever will find out where we have gone.
1931

EE
We live, but with never a sense of the country we tread;
Ten paces away - and the sound of our speaking is dead.

Enough for a broken exchange - and we're made aware
Of that hill-tribesman ensconced in the Kremlin up there.

His gross pudgy fingers, like clutches of maggots, obese;
Correct as a ponderous weight each word that he says.

The cockroach whiskered mustachios bristle and grin;
The tops of his polished jack-boots twinkle and shine.

Four Centuries. Russian Poetry in Translation, 14, 2016
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Around him are his satraps, a craggy-necked horde,
As he toys with the allegiance that those half-men accord;

They squeal, or they mew, or they whimper - but he is the one
That jabs with his finger and rattles and booms like a gun.

Like horse-shoes, decrees hammered out , with force to apply
To the crotch, to the temple, the eye-brow, or straight in the eye.

Each one next to be topped is a ripe plum to pick:

Caucasian mountainer, with chest barrel-thick.
1933

From "The Octaves"

Tell me, you draughtsman of the desert,
Geometrician of the sand,

Is the lines' impetuous force

Stronger than is the blowing wind?

- I am not at all concerned
With his anxious Judaic troubling:
From babbling speech he moulds experience

And from experience drinks the babbling.
1933

ECRE I
Whips are to redden your narrow shoulders' flesh,
Blows from whips and the harsh frost's lash.

Your child's hands are to lift flat irons up,
To lift flat irons and knot coarse rope.

21
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Your delicate feet bare upon glass to go,
Barefoot on glass, over bloodied sand too.

And for you like a black candle I'll burn away,

Like a black candle burning, not daring to pray.
1934

ERE .

What can we do with these wide murdered plains,
The long-drawn hunger of their miracle -

Since that which we deem openness in them

Is what ourselves we see, drowsing, behold:

Still grows the question whence are they and whither
And is not slowly crawling on them he

Of whom we scream in terror in our sleep,

The Judas of the nations yet to come?
1937

L S

You're not yet dead, not yet alone,

Who with your mendicant girl can taste
The grandeur of the empty plain,
Darkness and cold, the snow-storm's blast.

Peaceful, contended, you should live apart
In beauteous poverty and mighty indigence;
Now blessed is each day and night,

The sweet-voiced labour is all innocence.
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Cut down by the wind, scared by the barking cur,
As if by his own shadow frightened, he

Is truly wretched, and that man is poor

Who, half-alive himself, begs a shade's charity.

1937
Translated by Eugene Dubnov and John Heath-Stubbs

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

Eugene Dubnov was born in Tallinn and educated in Moscow and London
Universities. He taught English, American and Russian Literature and was
Writer-in-Residence at Carmel College, Oxfordshire, and Wingate School in
London. His recent books are The Tousand-Year Minutes, a bi-lingual poetry
collection, published by Shoestring Press, UK, in 2013, and Never Out Of
Reach, an autobiography written in English, Clemson and Liverpool Univer-
sity Presses, 2015. His poetry and prose in English translation and written
in English have been widely published in periodicals in Britain, USA,
Canada and elsewhere, as well as in several European, North American,
and Australian anthologies. Nine of his short stories have appeared on BBC
Radio 3.

John Heath-Stubbs (1918-2006) was a major English poet, anthologist and
translator with over thirty poetry collections to his credit. A representative
figure in British poetry throughout the 1950s and 1960s, he was awarded the
Queen's Gold Medal for Poetry. He was the editor of, among others, the
Faber Book of Twentieth Century Verse and Penguin's Poems of Science. Collected
Poems 1942-1987 came out from Carcanet Press in 1988; Hindsights: An
Autobiography was published in 1993. As a translator he was widely praised
for his Giacomo Leopardi, but he also translated many of Greek, Latin,
French, Persian and, in collaboration with Eugene Dubnov, Russian poets.

Chris Arkell is and English poet residing in London. He is passionate about
Russian language and literature and has been for many years collaborating
with Russian speakers to render Russian poetry into English. His collabora-
ted translations have most recently appeared in The Penguin Book of
Russian Poetry, 2015. His work with Eugene Dubnov has produced English

versions of Lomonosov and Mandelstam. 23
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Stars Are Not the Limit

in the darkness torn by light

are the eyes ever begging

do they roam nude over slippery objects

bumping into faces, corners, images

dropping into flickering, which is not identified at once...
you would think too late: tracer and dotted light line

of flaks over the fields of Kosovo

thank God not directly over your head

And ears ring... And in the spills of a distant siren

as if the heavenly racket began to sing

he grabs you he throws you head-first at walls -

just stars from your eyes. But even the stars are not the limit

Where is Our New Tolstoy?

it is strange already two wars

have passed, and a third is on its way
but there is no Tolstoy

neither in body nor in nature

there is his bike

his Remington and phonograph
so many places - living and wet
the same oak or buffet

but emotional depths
were taken away from us
to Rio or to Caracas

into African jungles
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The Fate of a Poet

In youth, he was a poet
Now he is a priest burdened
with children and his own house
without TV. Children learned about "The highlander" movie
only in classroom, during the lessons of the law
of God, only in a whisper. The whisper turned out to be
a thunder

War is conducted in the mountains. Airplanes,

they say, are useless. From there, people come

with faces of half-killed birds of prey

and whisper with their father and praise the jam of red
currant but leave on a platter

mountains of cigarette butts. And until morning,

the names of European capitals

under the low ceiling
hang in blue smoke
in the house without TV but with vegetable and fruit gardens

Highlander

not anyone will get head in the clouds over the balkans
unpunished - and for two

one land is not enough, and for one man

it is as a pellet for an elephant

all this world with its clouds and its wild

dogs in the villages

abandoned by people

without sending anyone as replacement
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The Poems After Poems

The poems after poems, they look like poems
and not like poems

there is a smell of threadbare skin from them
of heated metal - well, so what,

not write anymore? You'll die of boredom!

They will put a stone with the inscription: " Passer-by,
stop at this grave,

it is all rotten, and for the appeal "O Lord"

there is no strong rhyme, neither skillful hand,
neither opened mouth - so at least close the eyes."
In the distance, Chechens and Aztecs rumble

and here it is white and quiet as in a chemistry -
one moment vials tinkle on the counter
another, a coin slips and rolls

across the tiles - but where to?! It landed on head

in the corner where the glory where the victorious thunder

rattle in verses in season and out of season

Tatiana Bonch-Osmolovskaya is a writer and an artist with a strong natural
science background. She was born in Simpheropol (Crimea) and studied
physics at Moscow Institute of Physics and Technology and philology at
Moscow State Humanitarian University. She received a PhD degree from
the University of New South Wales, Australia, in the area of contemporary
Russian experimental poetry. She is author of ten books of prose, poetry and
translation including Introduction to the Literature of Formal Restrictions
(Samara: Bakhrakh-M, 2009), Idti Legko (New York: Stosvet Press, 2011), and
Istoki Istiny (Moscow: Art-Haus Media, 2015) - all in Russian. She co-edited
Freedom of Restriction anthology (in Russian). Her poetry in English ap-
peared in a number of anthologies and journals. She is also a researcher and

organizer of cultural projects.
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Karritane, 11e - Tor0C, He (Tap)Tecs...

Ha Excamrieri - ekinax napOoKiHHUV;

I cBSAITO BecHM MapHYETHCS BKOTPE,

JIK 1I10Cch HaZITO 3HAIOMe, 3y XKUTe...
Ticmens - B 3aKoHi, i OyJie KopIiTy,
IIpobupatrick Kyaych B 60TaHiKy - 4OpTOM.

A TIOKV TAIMITHUK Y1 115 00pydKa

IvBe caMOTHBO B CIIEKOTHMIT AJDKUP

bes cBaris i rinis 1o 00imy, -

Kyt mmap, He mopy4kaTuch mupo!
JIakyHwu, moB ['oreHrosuieps un ilxup,
Tebe xBaruIATE XXUTN: HAPOJIb - 1100 1100€,
Hibu iporryck mo XostomHoro fpy - 3a Bipy.

$1 mro6itro 11 cvtbHO. Tak PrMcbkmnt 3mir -
Copario xBajvB Ii IIPUMXJIVBI MOPS,

I nakasyBaB bepkin ouam,

I 3irdppin cymyBas 3a sticamu
Hpimydrimu. Bikxa BHOYI rOpATh.

bimmit, He3ariMaHMIL CHIT.

KamMeHchbK1I MOTMBM

epat, Aoleav, He 3HAl neuani
0. C. [Iywxin
-..auf uns nimmt im Grunde kaum einer Riicksicht*
Beate Zieris

Ocb i1 TBOS BYJIVILIA CBATKY€E, AfleIbXa.

['pymens - MicA1lb 3MiHM ITOMIIIMKa, 10 pedi.
Crmrbcs J1iniie 3 Mopo3aMy, He MakaOp, CBiYOK He
I1asiv, Hexarl...

M oGt 11T Beuip II0/IyMKM JIIYUTV OBEUYOK.

*Hac, no cymi, matlxe HiXmo He cnpuimae Bcepiio3 (Him.)
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Y rpynHi Hacrae yepra, Agesnbxari,.

ITouepk simicyBaBcs paHillle, He KaXKy IIpO XapakTep;
ParrToM HacTyIla€ Ha IT'sITV, HacTae€ i3 3aTepTuX Teopir,
3a0yTHX IPaKTUK...

VY "Mosnommin Eqmi" cebe He 3HaXOOMTDH CKaJIb/I.

SUIMHKY HeMae, KOCTYp JIEXUTB ceper], OBOPY -
besneunmnii, Ta, MaOyTh, HEICTIBHITL, HETOOPUTL...
Mo>xHa puTMI HiBJIeHH], OpygHi, oOupaTn 3 rops, -
Bixg Taxro mo macamo0Oits.

15 11esnpy - mogpoOuiti, 3actapisie "Bcyreped”,
Oasyrauky IIpo cexc...

XJI0ITYMK BOIOE B KOMIIi, IOMY O 4OroCh ITOXKepPTH!
ATJIacHOIO IIKipOIO APVIKUTE CEKCTAaKOP/L €eCh,
['ostocHMM Oe3ymapHMM 371a€ThCS 3HOBY - 110 CMEPTi.

EE S

Kypcm 06ia mapky IlleBueHKa - THXE€HBKO,

Kipxa - HaBIpoTH THCAY qPpiOHMITb.

YBeuepi - 6e3 okyJIspiB, IMLb (0e3K03MpKa - He KO3UP),
Oe3 stixTapis,

be3 KBiTIB 1711 1>Ka30BMIX MOCKBUUIB...

Hvim i m1apa - 3 gBepers,

[ wepenns... Ta ckapru i j1ikapiB - Ui He Kpemnsi?

A TIOTIM 3HOBY - 32 YMMOCH y 4ep3i.

baraTo B KBapTasi MaKyaTypu - 3 MMHYJIVM,
I MiIIOK Ha3BaIM O-BYJIMYHOMY - sack,* Texx pobora, -
Kir B MiIIKy 3aMilitae Kota y 4000TsIX,
Xou Hi Oica He TAMUTB y IIMX cODauMX pedax, Mypo.
A e X IIOJIKaH, CTapwuii IIKeT, e Ha Bac HawllUIa 4 mm3a?
Xart rpo3a He rapkKaBUTb pO3psilaMy Ha 3UT3ar, -
Cwrare Amyp Ta Amy-Ilap's.
*Miwiox (Him.)
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Crure Camapa Tpaayin i TacMuu Tacye cHy,

Ta BBi cHI KpyTuIll, Haye BycaTuUM KiT, I1a-Ie-1e...
3HaBICHIB - MUTOTUTE Y MOJILOTI TBOE TPUKO HABECHI:
Ocpb 11 - B YelIKax, MaHYOXaX, Tparlelist 0o3Ha /e,
A Ha pDKKax y MicsIld - XpiH Briazge!

Bcro 1110 Ky11y mtogpobuiip Tpeba 30aray T pasom,
He 3ry6Gutn nerati, Mi3Kytoun B KJISITUX Oakcax, -
Bce, 110 T rOBOpWIIa TYT, Ha mpocnekTi Mapkca,

YymMunkyroun y DigBopiTTs, HiOM Ha KOCMOIPOM.

"Ox, 3a0y6Baii 3axonienHs MuHyi"

T. KomaspeBcoka
MeHi 3a0paxito BUXimHOTO,
APpiOHMYKYM B JIAHIIIOXKKY TPUBOT, -
TBOIX YCMIIIIOK AVIBHA MOBa
Teriep II0BCIO/IM, HiOM Oor.

Bxe 11 max migKoproeTbCsa KOXKHUA,
OrmmIaTh MOB MiISKM, i 9YB -

3 TpyOM JIyHaJIVI IIepeMOXKHO
opkecrpoM "[lacanena Pyd".*

3arpascs inTepHeToM Kapiicos,
rOJIOHWVI IUIaBa€ TUIaHKTOH;
3a Mid, IIOCTaBJIeHNII Ha KapTy,
OaHKye cIipHO cH AHTOH...

Hiu, mopHo-pagiokonnepry,*
BB1 CHI CyCiJIKa JI0JI¥0 MHE€;

a 1 pOMaHCOBO-YIIePTO
TBepKy: "He 3a0yBait mene".

* AHIJIVICBKIV JIKa3-OpKeCTp, SIKMUM HeOJHOpa3oBO racTposoBas y Himeuunni. Beymxa

doHOTeKa 3 IXHIMM 3amVicamMt 30epirajacs Ha pU3bKOMY pazio.

BIIYal Tijla - B TeJIeBi i. Hak i ioCcTaHIII TPATUISIOTH i3Hi. BTiM, s He M
**3a3 avn Ti1a esteBizopi. OHaK i pagiocTaHITl TPAIUISIOTHCS Pi3Hi. BTiM, s He Maro

Ha yBasi pu3sbKe pajlio.
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HIYHY BOJIOTICTh IV 31 IIeAPUX XMap
sKa Bpa3 Oypsl B dallleulli KOJIiHHi!
nigOopiB Oe3kiHeuHUTI Tapadap

HEeMOB KOIIIMap BCECBITHHLOI'O CTapIHHS

a SKOCB IIeJIiKaHIB 3rpas
HeHaJe KBallwlach 10 paro
MOB BUIIUIIaHI Kypy - B KpiIl
XOTUJIOCh BITACTU iM SIK CHIII
MaxaJIv KpvIaMu 3Ba0JInBo

1 BCe OYIKyBaJIVI AVBa

MOB Ha rayevky Kapaci

Ta 4 PO 1Ie iX He IIPOCUB

Ha IMKax - IIOTJISAL, 30JI0TUX ACKaHi
ce: casa blanca, loma, villa nova

Ta Oy/Ip Mypil - TicTeuka 3aTacKasim
BOHW BCIO HiY IITyKaJIM 3aITacCHOTO

s 3aCHYIO Ha CKaHi HaCUII-IIIaIn

JIiC TI0 KpasX HeHade I'pa HigMarncTpa

TYT TePTWI JIXof, B TyMaHi - Hesrbcon avicrpm
i cHM omiBAHI BaTpolo O 371iTan

I10/IaviTe IIPOCTIp MWJIy TPIIITHMX CHIB
3aJIMIIIMO 3aJIy KOJIO OOYOK Ta BaraHTiB

i BUSIBUTBCS - TOYEPK eJIeraHTHUN

a OT>Xe ¥ BiH 3rOAUTHCS IIOTOTIB

Ta 1iBM OavaTh Have Kpi3b 3aBajIn

ceHC i OOpIIIiB UM IPKOK-OPOIIIOK BipIiB
(K BimuyTTS I1e Jroau O He Ha3BasIN)
BOHM 3aBXIM ce0e KOXaroTh OlyIbIIe

Ha Ti X rpa0Jii 3BUTSDKHO HacTyHaloTh
Haraaky Kvis - rocTpi Ta mmep0ati
sKa 3eMJId B 3arvlaBi Ha [lyHail

a IIpar"HyTh HaKMBaTW 3BiOTV IT' ATV
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JIOLIEHT JIiTa HEMOB I'yCeVl TYT I1ac
00 TBiVI KaMiH He Tpi€ AyIIIy CyIITy
Ta € B KMCeTi CBLKICTb PO 3arac
MOB Ka3Ka 3a JIallITyHKaMV LUIIoIIa

Dmitri Dragilew, 1971, poet, translator, and fiction writer, was born in Riga.
He graduated from the Latvian University, worked as a journalist and gave
performances as a jazz pianist. He has been living in Germany since 1994,
graduated from University of Music Franz Liszt Weimar and studied slavis-
tics in the University of Jena. Author of several books of poetry and prose.

Sergej Dzuba, 1964, graduated from the Taras Shevchenko National Univer-
sity of Kiev where he had studied journalism. He has worked in a number
of newspapers, journals and broadcast stations in Ukraine, and abroad as
well. He is a prominent Ukrainian poet, prose writer, playwright and
translator. He is President of the International Academy of Literature and
Arts of Ukraine, member of National Writers' Union of Ukraine and some
European academies. His poetry has been translated into 60 languages. As
a translator of poetry and prose from different languages into Ukrainian he
has won literary awards in the UK, Canada, Germany, Bulgaria, and other
countries.
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Four Centuries Library

Here are the books donated to the Library:

In German

102. Russische Lyrik ausgewdhlt und {ibersetzt von Ivan Senkiv
Dortmund: Wulff-Verlag, 1973

103. Gegen Grenzen. Gedichte von Jewtuschenko, Kirsanow,

Wosnessenskij. Nachdichtungen von Anselm Hollo. Wiesbaden: Limes,
1962
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