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The Four Centuries Library
Dear Friends,

Thank you very much for reading our magazine. Concurrent with the Four Centuries journal,
Perelmuter Verlag is also creating a library of Russian poetry in translation — the 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
the collection as a whole to a university or public library. You can join me in my efforts to
implement this idea by sending your donations in the following categories:

« Monographic poetry collections by separate poets translated into different languages;
+ Anthologies of Russian poetry translations;
+ 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 contributors will be published in Four Centuries.
Thanks a lot for your support in advance!

Yours,
Publisher
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Ivan Krylov (1769-1844)
WBan Kpbuios (1769-1844)

I Translated into English by Irene Gersch
I © Irene Gersch, translation, 2021

Swan, Crawfish and Pike

When partners can't agree,

Their venture can't succeed.

The only outcome is a fiasco.

Once upon a time, Swan, Crawfish, and Pike

Signed up to move a loaded cart.

They put a harness on and started pulling hard.

They promised their bestest to deliver.

The load was light, barely few pounds,

But Swan was taking off for clouds,

Crawfish was backing up, and Pike was aiming for the river.
Who's wrong? Who's right? We're not to rub anybody's nose,
But to this day the cart is still exactly where it was.

1814

Mouse and Rat

“T have the news to make you smile!”
Said Mouse to her neighbor Rat,

“I heard that Cat is in the claws of Lion;
From now on, we need not be afraid.”
“Don't yet rejoice, sweetheart,”
Responded Rat,

“Just keep your fingers crossed.

When fighting starts,

Our Lion is toast;

No beast is scarier than Cat!”

I've seen it many times,
And mark my words:
When a wimp is scared,
He feels his fear is shared
By the entire world.

1816
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Quartet

Prankster Monkey,

Clubfoot Bear,

Bearded Goat,

And stubborn Donkey

Had time to spare and, why not,

Arranged to play a quartet.

Obtained the score, a bass, a viola, two violins,
Then found a shady spot, et voila, so it begins,
All's in place for the grand event.

They started and — disaster, I'm afraid!

“Wait, friends,” screamed Monkey, “Slow down!
We must be seated right for the proper sound.
You two sit opposite each other,

And I'll switch places with the second violin.
The harmony will happen, brothers!

Then trees and hills will dance and spin!”

They switched and bowed again at once.
Result? A dissonance.

Donkey yelled insisting that he found

The secret. The players should assemble in a line.
This sure would improve the sound,

And every note would ring divine.

The quartet followed the advice.

Now what? No change to no surprise.

They started arguing about the seating choice.
It so happened, Nightingale flew by,

attracted by the noise. Our gang then pleaded with the pro
To take the time and solve the riddle,

“Maestro, what is wrong? We have the score,
The bass, the alto, two Amati fiddles.

Just tell us who should be seated in the middle?”
Nightingale replied, “Mes chéris,

Music is the high vocation,

You need a good ear for intonation,

And training obviously is the key.

Regardless of your chair positions,

My dear, you are no musicians!”

1811
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Farmer and Donkey

Farmer hired Jack-the-Donkey for a fair price
To guard his garden patch,

To scare off hungry birds, to be precise.

Jack's character was well above reproach,

Not ever mixed up in a crime,

Jack wouldn't munch on greens or steal a dime.
He chased away birds with a fervent zeal,

But Farmer's profits came to zero, nil.

While racing after sparrows and crows

Along the cabbage patches and across,

Jack wouldn't stay a single minute still

And trampled crops right down to the roots.
Once Farmer saw the fruits

Of his hard labor wiped,

He paid Jack back with lashes on his hide,
While onlookers yelled, “Go get that stupid Ass!
Who says he has the smarts

For such a task?”

And I'd say, not to defend our Jack,

He is at fault (and he has paid his dues),
It only seems the one without a clue,
Who hired Ass to do the job, is guilty too.

1819

Irene Gersch left Russia in 1974, shortly after graduating from Moscow University in applied mathema-
tics. She managed to have a career doing statistical analysis in the insurance industry. She splits her time
between Western NY in summer and Palm Coast, Florida the rest of the year. She started translating
Russian poetry into English two years ago.
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Aleksei Kruchyonykh (1886-1968)
Anexceit Kpyuensix (1886-1968)

I Translated into English by James L. Richie
I © James L. Richie, translation, 2021

American Grimace

Isn't it strange, really?
The tubes and skyscrapers in the background
As if sick hearts
Are served for breakfast?
In red gauze?

In a Gambling House

With a hot needle
Unstoppable waves
Go through to the brain
The whip drives through the sect
Of colorful parrots
In a motley flock
And there with the chains of marriage
Before the Golden Calf, I bind
The kinds of absurd people
The insignificant soul for the merchant.

James L. Richie was born in Stillwater, Minnesota. He has published translations of Italian and Spanish
poetry in Ezra. An Online Journal of Translation.
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Vyacheslav Kupriyanov (1939)
BsiueciaB Kynpusuos (1939)

I Translated into Bulgarian by Roman Kissiov
I © Vyacheslav Kupriyanov, poems, 2021
I © Roman Kissiov, translation, 2021

Cown3ume Ha ceema

Bce oliie He IT0O3HaBaIKMI MIpOBaTa CKPbO
HO Beue yCelllaliK/ CTya Ha CBeTa

U IJTALIeNIKU ce OT HelporjeqHaTa My HOLI]
C YNMICTM CBJI3U ILTAYaT Aelara

U Beue BB3pacTHM B Kpas Ha KUBOTA

3alI1[o0 ca nopacHanu 6e3 qa pasdoupar

B 6HI‘CTBOTO Ha BpEMETO OTIIeJIHI;IKI/I MUHYTa
Te IIJIaYuaT CbC T'ThMHU TEXKKU CHJI3N

M Bce mak BCUMUKM IJTa4aT pasjandHoO —
HEUMII I1J1a4 € pa3MEeHHA MaJIka MOHETa
ay OpYyIM U CBJI3UTE Ca 3JIaTHU

TAX T IIOCTABAT B KaCMUKa OTHAEIHO

rJIeJIS.ﬁKM XOopaTa — M aHT€JINTE I1J1avaT

CBJIBNTE M Ca CHEXXMHKIU B PO)KHCCTBCHCKaTa BE€U€ep

a B OOMKHOBEHI AHU CBJI3NUTE VIM Ca TpUKaTa
HAa IIoOOBbpPKaT HUBOTO Ha CBETOBHNA OKE€aH

Ilamem

Cenem rpaja ca CIopuiIn 3a IIPaBOTO
Jla ce CUMTar 3a pogHo Miacto Ha Omup,
a TOJI e 3aBMCeJI OT CIyuaeH BOJaY,
HO caM e OMJI POJHO MSCTO

(13 [13
Ha Mnuanma un ,,Onuced .

OBuauii e 6wt mpokyneH ot Pum B usrnanme
He B Manka Ckurud,

a B HeOOSITHATa ChbBPEMEHHOCT,

7 aKO TOI € C Hac OT Mecel] Ha Mecell,
[pUYMHaTa 3a TOBa € ,VI3KyCcTBOTO Ha JIF060BTA ",
a He THeBBT Ha OKTaBMaH ABIYCT.
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Bpemero yrosemasa To3u,
KOJITO € Ka3aJ CBOATa ayMa.
Herosusar rnac

SBY‘{I/I BBB BCAKaA HpaB,T_II/IBa peq.
Toit ynassa ymoBeTe

U TU ITyCKa B MOpETO Ha KMBOTA
C JyXOBHA XpaHa.

Mpe:xara Ha mameTTa My

€ KpeIIKa, KaTo 3Be3[THOTO Hele.

Bbpxy KapTuTe Ha cBeTa
BpeMeTO U3TpPUBa IPAHNUIIUTE
Ha CBEILleHNTe IMIIepUIL.
Henpexonuure

uepTu Ha Ana u Pag,

BIUEHN Ha 3eMATa

oT crapus [laHTe.

Teopus Ha ompascernuemo

Cranu orsnepnasno 1 oTpasu
BCUUKO Ha 3eMATa U Ha HebOeTo
OTpasMy CI'BHIIETO

U I1le BUIIAIN KaK

3ajiuera moiamar

B OYITe Ha HEpa3yMHIU Jela.

W nenara

XBBPJIAT KAMBHU B OTTOBOP
U MaVIKATE MM KPEILLAT:

- IIpecranere!

CuyneHoTo orjemasno

HOCM Henractue!

N ero ue KaM'BK Te yapS

U Te U3KpUBSABA

U T OTpa3gBalll yaapuTe

U BpeMeTo

KOTaTo jellatra IopacTBar
OTpas3sBaIll IIPOCTPAHCTBOTO
U3KPUBEHO

OT BPpOKAU.

U Tpsa6Ba cbc cBOSITA KPMBIMHA
Jla M3IIpaBUII KPUBMHITE Ha CBETA
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Aa N3IIPpaBUII OYyIINTE

TaKa Oa OTpa3UII M3KPVMBEHWTE JINMI[A
e ga He OCTaH€ KaM'bK Ha KaM'bK

OT BCMIUKO

KOE€TO I'f 3KpUBABA.

Heiizan ¢ [Tomugem
Bcuuko ToBa e oTpaseHo:

Cusnd TepKanza cBoI KaMbK
Hkap nmama B MOpeTo
ITIpomerTell e MpUKOBaH KbM CKajlaTa

U Ge3rpmskHO ce 3a0aBisaBaT
OOMCTOpPUYECKY HUMNI
aronntnyHu paBHI

BBB Bb3TOPT
OT MMMOJIETHOCTTA Ha KMIBOTa

Bcuuko ToBa e oTpaseHo
B KPBBOM3JIMBA
Ha caMOTHOTO OKo Ha ITommdem

KOETO €TO0-eTo IIe O'b/Ie OBBITICHO
OT ThpCeINs CBOATa poAMHa
cTpa"HHuUK Opnuceit

YnouBeu auren

MPIIINYAIL Ha CAMOTHO ABPBO
CTOM Ha BATBpa

U Tpee HaJ CHera
M3MpB3HAINUTE CU IIPU II0JIeTa
HEeBUAVIMU KpIUJa

TOJ Ce CTpaxyBa

Jla IIOBAVITHE OTHOBO OUYM K'BbM 3BE€3UTE
3alI0TO Te HallleIIBaT

€IHO U CBILIO: TOBA €

TBOATA

ponuHa
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Hoea speme

Wsngra e TBoATa meceH
Cnasero

MnBa BpeMe Ha
l'apBanoBMA rpak
Buirung Boit
SMUICKUS LTI
CMmexa Ha XmeHaTta
Meuemkure yciyru
Kpokoguickure cbi3u

JI'bBCKMA
ITan

O6s6u

Yrpe

BBB BCUYKI KMHOCATIOHN —
HeJIeTAII0 BpeMe
BB3MOXKHI ca Oypu

B 13.00
MECTHO IIpeJaBaHe
1IIe M3JI'bUBa LIIyMOJIeHe Ha JIJCTa

ITo mbpBa mporpama

Ha I[BETHATAa TeJIEBU3MI
11e O'bIe II0Ka3aH
MIHAJIOTOQMUILIEH CHAT

[To mHOTOOpOTIHU

MOJIOV Ha YUTATeNN

B'bB BCUUKI BECTHUIIN

11e ObJe nyOIMKyBaHa
Tabanuara 3a yMHOKEHME

Four Centuries, Russian Poetry in Translation, 26, 2021
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Bbracocrnosenue

Ha mpub6asuii
K'bM €XeJJHeBHUTE TPIDKI

OTBapsHETO HA BparaTa
cOBIBaHETO Ha MeuTaTa
CHTBOPSIBAHETO

Ha cBeTa

Vyacheslav Kupriyanov is a well-known Russian poet and translator. He graduated from the Moscow
Foreign Languages Institute in 1967. He is a member of the Russian & Serbian Writers Unions. He is a
recipient of a great number of literary awards in Russia, Italy, Serbia, Japan and other countries. His last
book was published in 2019 by BSG-Press.

Roman Kissiov was born in Kazanlak, Bulgaria in 1962. He is a poet, translator and artist. His works have
been published and translated in more than twenty languages. He has taken part in many prestigious
international poetry festivals. Roman Kissiov lives and works in Sofia.
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Mikhail Aizenberg
Muxann Aitzenbepr

I Translated into English by Boris Kokotov
I © Mikhail Aizenberg, poems, 2021
I © Boris Kokotov, translation, 2021

Moscow - the festive capital,
never-ending fireworks.

Look, the white exploding rapidly
overpowers the black dome.

All we need on our holidays -
tinsels, streamers, confetti.

Other stuff, whoever called for it,
we don't really want to see.

Expectations are relentlessly
on the air in the news.
Fireworker forwards messages
and his deputy salutes.

How to get out of a goggle-box
colonized by talking heads
someone who is not insulting us
with suspicion and contempt,

as if we were the Soviet punks
or the treacherous half-wits -
telling us in a foreign tongue
that it's not the time to quit.

Yet the time is so precarious
that we're failing to address
children being chased by rats,
water's up to their chest.

Red, orange, cleverly arranged
on crumpled wings with ashy edging.

Four Centuries, Russian Poetry in Translation, 26, 2021
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Night butterfly's futile attempts

to keep itself away from danger.

But silence offers no remedy

from the tickle keeping us awake.
It's getting dark so fast already!
Perhaps it's time to turn clocks back.

Let's save to memory all this:

late summer stillness, a quiet setting.
Towards the end of the armistice
tranquility becomes deceptive.

As rumors swiftly multiply

we dare not confront the trouble
that like a kite is passing by
incomprehensible and subtle.

And the day still goes on, still lingers.

As it blind, in every pit it falls

searching for and tortured by the headlines,
leaves behind an atmospheric trail.

All my troubles are hanging in the air
like a ski run ready to recede

in the open going nowhere.

I'm not obliging, God forbid.

Guilty, but refuse to kowtow.

Learned my lesson but not saying thanks.
I don't melt like sugar anyhow

and I only speak to someone else.

Mikhail Aizenberg is a poet, literary critic, and essayist. Born in Moscow in 1948, he graduated from the
Moscow Architecture Institute. His works appeared in periodicals, almanacs and anthologies. He is the
author of ten books of poetry and five books of essays. His poems and essays were translated into many
European languages. Mikhail Aizenberg is the recipient of numerous literary awards in Russia including
the Andrey Bely Prize (2003) and the Moskovsky Schet Grand Prize (2016). He lives in Moscow.

Boris Kokotov is a poet and translator. He is the author of several poetry collections in Russian language.
His translations from German Romantics were published in the anthology The Century of Translation in
Moscow. His translation of Louise Gliick's The Wild Iris was published in 2012 (Vodoley, Moscow). His
original work in English and translations into English appeared in Adelaide, Blackbird, Constellations,
Poet Lore and Washington Square Review, among others. He lives in Baltimore.
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In memoriam

When in 2012 our magazine was launched I could not predict that so many authors and trans-
lators from different countries would be ready to publish their work in Four Centuries. Working
together with them has always made me really happy. Unfortunately alongside with enjoyment
we have to face heavy losses. Seven of our authors have passed away since the start of the
magazine. As a publisher I have promised myself not to forget them and try to go back to their
poetry: to find the opportunity to publish them again in our magazine. I am really glad that my
wish has come true for the three poets published below in this issue.

Ilya Perelmuter, publisher
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Eugene Dubnov (1949-2019)
EBrenuit [[y6HOB (1949-2019)

| Translated into English by Anne Stevenson with the author
I © Eugene Dubnov, poems
I © Ann Stevenson and Eugene Dubnov, translation

Suite in Three Movements

1.
Like quicksilver, the evening road

Above the river glistens after the warm rain,
And were it not for that anxiety, very little
Would suffice to make you happy: crossing

The granite bridge, to descend the steps

To the water and its boats, their lights

And voices - and all at once to hear the singing
Of a bird high up among the leaves.

2.
A kind of cry in the silence between the tick and tock of the clock:

As if the voice of an owl on its imperturbable way under a stern moon
Were heard, or a call resounding in your mind

Out of the stream that's been called timeless and irreversible.

Between thought and thought, between two beats

Of the quickened heart, you seem to hear the whistle and rustle
Of a flying squirrel. Between tremor and tremor of the hand,
Rolls of thunder in the storm clouds distanced by space and time.

3.

Going down the steps of desire,

to its crypt, under the grooved vault,

rising up to the flutes of the columns,
rushing out to follow the hurrying shadows
of high, naked clouds over the ground:

our bodies

and their business

have missed the deadline.
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Exile

From one turnstile to another,

from corn field to meadow, from green
shoots to yellow stubble, my tale is
again about sowing and reaping.

Along a half-harvested field,

pale with its dead grass, runs

the path of the captive will,

like the way of the vole and the owl.

Now that the woods have fallen still,
and birds are drenched in rain,

and loneliness has settled on the bridge,
comes the synchronous moment:

In the same instant that a swallow

flies over the Thames through a blue dawn
a hot forehead is brushed

by a blizzard in a square in Moscow.

Assignation

Agitated, you run, slipping on the snow

of the railway platform, waving goodbye,

gliding and stumbling - how many years have gone by,
and still you insist on running!

And I myself, I admit, am still feasting

my eyes on you - the way you used to be,

the way you have remained, coming and going.
I've put a record on the gramophone, that suite

we were both so fond of, now I'm trying

to call out to you - but you don’t hear:
you're absorbed in yourself, your features

so tense, so strained - sliding and staggering,

you appear to be running to an assignation
unknown even to myself - and there, by yourself,
widening your eyes and giving your child-mouth
over to words, you stand at the edge of a precipice.

Four Centuries, Russian Poetry in Translation, 26, 2021
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Eugene Dubnov was born in Tallinn in 1949 and educated in Moscow and London Universities. He
taught English, American and Russian Literature and was Writer-in-Residence at Carmel College, Ox-
fordshire, and Wingate School in London. 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. Eugene Dubnov died in 2019.

Anne Stevenson is a well-known Anglo-American poet. She is the author of over a dozen volumes of
poetry, essays and literary criticism, a biography of the American poet Sylvia Plath, Bitter Fame: A Life
of Sylvia Plath (1989), and two critical studies of Elizabeth Bishop. Anne Stevenson died in 2020.
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Vladimir Stockman (1960—2020)
Bragumup Hltoxkman (1960—2020)

I Translated into Bulgarian by Roman Kissiov
I © Vladimir Stockman, poems, 2021
I © Roman Kissiov, translation, 2021

Manko no-6au3o 0o Hebemo

B TbMHMIIaTA Ha JKeJTaHMUATA Y MEUTUTE
Ha 0e3JII0IHIS Ipaj

BB3OUTaM TUXN CIIOBA

Ha Bb3BUIIEHIETO

Ha MUCJIATE IIPABINBIU,

TOJIKOBA € CTPAHHO TOBA ...

Bpemero n3tuua,

CMBPTOHOCHO BpeMe,

IOpY KaMBHUTE Ce POHST

II0f] YlapuTe Ha HEerOBUTE KaITKM,

a a3 CbM YOBEK, KpeX'bK KaTo TpeBara,
U IIPAaBOTO MOE € J1a CTOS Ha 3eMATa.
He mo-Bucoko ot gpyrure,

caMO MAaJIKO IT0-0JI130 10 HebeTo.

Requiem aeternam

Ho

B M30JIALIVIATA,

B Mpaka

Ha [TyCTUTE HOIIN

0e3M'BJIBHI,

Ila BBPBULL 110 pbba

Ha Oe3qHAaTa Ha OUTHETO

U CM'BPTTA,

Jla YUMIII, HO [1a He 3Haell,

Ila IleJalll, HO 4a He BIDKIALI —
TOBA € yuacTTa Ha 0e3CMBPTHHUTE,
BpEMEHHO >KUBI,

6e3BpeMeHHO 3aMIHAIIN,

HO ...

Four Centuries, Russian Poetry in Translation, 26, 2021
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V3 TpuesnyHaTa KHUra ¢ M30paHy CTUXOTBOpeHus ,,JOpHOTO Mope“ (,Gorne morze”, , The Upper Sea®,
~Bepxuee Mope") — Ha moJcKy, aurauiicku u pycku (Kpakos, 2007). Beneskka 1 IpeBOL OT pyCcKM e31K:
Poman KucnoB

Vladimir Sztokman (literary and stage name: Vladimir Stockman), Russian and Polish poet, translator
and singer-songwriter was born in 1960 in Rostov-on-Don, Russia. Since 1992 he has been living in
Krakow, Poland. He wrote poems in Polish and Russian, translated Polish and Russian poetry and prose
into Russian and Polish. He was the author of a poetry collection The Upper Sea (2007). His poems have
been translated into English, Italian, Armenian, Macedonian, Bulgarian, and Chinese, and have been
published in a lot of literary magazines and anthologies in Poland, Russia, and other countries. As a
translator of Czestaw Milosz he reached the final stage of the contest for the best translation of Milosz
organized by the Polish Institute of Books in 2011. He was a member of the International Federation
of Russian Writers and the South Russian Writers' Union. In 2016 he was awarded the literary prize
IANICIUS ‘For Services to Polish Culture’. Vladimir Stockman died in 2020.

Roman Kissiov was born in Kazanlak, Bulgaria in 1962. He is a poet, translator and artist. His works have
been published and translated in more than twenty languages. He has taken part in many prestigious
international poetry festivals. Roman Kissiov lives and works in Sofia.
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Viktor Ivaniv (1977-2015)
BukTtop IBaHiB (1977-2015)

Translated into German by Danil Fockin
© Viktor Ivaniv, poems, 2021
© Danil Fockin, translation, 2021

Danil Fockin offers two translations of one and the same poem. The reader will find the second
translation on the next page, with a note by the translator on his two versions.

Irgendwann hatte ich ...

Irgendwann hatte ich ein Spieglein

Seine Kante konnte Finger ritzen

ein Adler erhob sich von unten, wenn ich es in Hinde(n) nahm
Die Riickseite war vollig gefarbt

Nichts hatte es nicht-unseres, fremd

aber die Farbe loste sich ab

und wenn ich mich in ihm betrachte —

o, wie zersplittert es war! -

Fichtewiesen sah ich durch mich

und, vielleicht, den Polarstern,

an dem die Weite des Himmels bisschen gewendet ist,
oder was in den Anlagen zusammengekratztes

oder liebliche, holde Locke

und derzeit

aus allen possenhaften Faxen

die waren so unterschiedlich
sogar frither konnte ich erkennen
einen Sonnenflecken

ein Mauschen

ein Teufelchen

und das Messdienerchen

sind in ihm nicht mehr zu sehen.
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Irgendwann hatte ich ...

Irgendwann hatte ich Spieglein

An der Kante konnte sich schneiden

-Wenn ich es in Hinden nahm, hob von unten ein Adler ab
Die Riickseite war vollig gefarbt

Nichts hatte es fremd, alles war unsrig

die Farbe loste sich ab

und wenn ich mich selbst in ihm betrachte —

o, wie zersplittert es war! -

waren Fichtewiesen durch mich sichtbar

und wahrscheinlich der Polarstern

an dem die Weite des Himmels bisschen gewendet ist,
oder was in den Griinanlagen zusammengekratztes
oder irgendjemandes holde Locke

und jetzt

aus allen possenhaften Faxen

die waren so unterschiedlich
sogar friher konnte ich erkennen
einen Sonnenflecken

ein Miuschen

ein Teufelchen

aber das Messdienerchen

ist nicht mehr in ihm zu sehen

Viktor Ivaniv was born in 1977 in Novosibirsk. He graduated from the Novosibirsk State University. He
is the author of collections of poetry and books of fiction. His works have been published in numerous
literary journals and anthologies. In 2009 he received Andrey Bely Prize for fiction and was among
laureates of the same prize in 2012. In 2003 he was awarded International David-Burljuk-Futurismus-
Prize. Viktor Ivaniv died in 2015.

Daniil Fockin is a poet and translator. He has been studying colour metaphors in the poetry of Georg
Heym and late Holderlin. He has published poetry both in Russian and German in literary magazines
in Russia, Ukraine and Israel. He has participated at a number of conferences devoted to linguistics and
text analysis. © Danil Fockin, translation (2021).

Postscript by the translator | The text of Victor Ivaniv is not easy to translate for a number of reasons.
The author uses a complex set of rhyme schemes, such as assonances, consonances, alliterations, half
rhymes. As a result the text reaches a high level of ‘phonological thickness’. Another complication for
translation arises out of acoustic components of the text. The poem is full of diminutives and reflexive
verbs. Alongside metric variations they bring playfulness, childishness and dynamics to the text. My
aim as translator was to preserve the mood and spirit of the poem and to transfer melodic patterns into
German. I do not care much for keeping to the original meter. In the first version I avoid some function
words and articles to bring the translation close to the Russian original. The second version differs from
the first one: it is more literal with more attention to grammatical and semantic aspects.
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If you want to delve deeper into the work of a poet or translator featured in this issue, some
of the previous issues of Four Centuries, Russian Poetry in Translation may certainly be worth
looking into! Here are the references you will need.

Poets

Vladimir Stockman
— Ne 20, 2019: translated into Polish by Maciej Fronski

Viktor Ivaniv
- Ne 7, 2014: translated into Slovene by Jelka Ciglenecki

Translators

— Daniil Fockin: 22;
— James L. Richie: 20; 24

Poem titles / first lines in Russian

Mikhail Aizenberg

— Moscow - the festive capital > Bor ona, MockBa-kpacaBuiia ...

- Red, orange, cleverly arranged > HepoBHBII1, UyTh IIOMSTBII CTPOIL ...

— And the day still goes on, still lingers > [lenb e1é uaér, u B KaKXIOI IMeE ...

Eugene Dubnov

- Exile > Usruaumne

— Suite in Three Movements > Croura B Tpex 4acTsx
- Assignation > HasnaueHune

Viktor Ivaniv
- Irgendwann hatte ich ... > Korga-to y MeHs 6b110 3epKaiblie ...

Aleksei Kruchyonykh
- American Grimace > AMepuKaHCKas rpumaca
- In a Gambling House > B nuroprom mome

Ivan Krylov

- Swan, Crawfish and Pike > Jlebenp, Pak ma Illyka
— Mouse and Rat > Msius n Kprica

- Quartet > Kapret

— Farmer and Donkey > Océn u Mysxuk
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Vyacheslav Kupriyanov

- Ceasnre Ha cBeTa > Cié3sl Mupa

- ITamet > ITamaTs

- Teopus Ha oTpakeHMeTo > Teopus oTpaKeHNI

— Ieitzax c [Honmudem > Ieitzax ¢ [lomupemom

— YAauBn€HHBIN aHreI ... > YAUBJIEHHBII aHTeJI II0X0KIUI Ha OAVHOKOE IepeBo
- WnBa Bpeme > [Ipnxoqut mopa

- O6sBu > O6BIBIEHNT

- biarocinosenue > BiarocioBeHue

Vladimir Stockman
Masnko no-61nso go HeGero > UyTs Gimnxe K HeOy
Requiem aeternam > Requiem Aeternam
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