1. Cepreit EceHuH: Cobake KauanoBa

[an, [X>KNMm, Ha cYacTbe nany mMHe,
TaKkyto nany He Buaan a cpoay.
[asan c Tobon nonaem npu nyHe
Ha Tuxyto, 6ecluymHyto noroay.
Han, J>Knm, Ha cyacTbe lany mMHe.

Moxanyncra, roNybumnK, He NKUCH.
MoliMK CO MHOM XOTb Camoe NpocToe.
Beab Tbl HE 3HAELWb, YTO TAKOE KM3Hb,
He 3Haelb Tbl, YTO KUTb Ha CBETE CTOMUT.

X0351MH TBOW M MW/ U 3HAMEHMWT,

Ny Hero rocteit 6biBaeT B JOMe MHOrO,
N Kaxkabli, ynbibasacb, HOPOBUT

Teba no wepct 6apxaTHOM NOTPOraThb.

Tbl N0-cobaubm AbABONLCKU KPACUB,

C TaKOO MU0 A,0BEPUYMBOM NPUATLEN.
W, HUKOTO HU Kanan He CNpocus,

Kak nbAHbIN Apyr, Tbl 1e3ellb LLe/10BaThCA.

Mol munbiii AxKnum, cpeam TBOUX roCTeM
TaKk MHOrO BCAKUX U HEBCAKMX BblN0.
Ho Ta, 4To BCcex 6e3MoNBHENM U FpyCcTHEeMN,
Cioga cnyyamHo BApPYr He 3axoamnna?

OHa npuaert, gato Tebe Nopyky.

N 6e3 meHs, B ee yCTaBACb B3rnaa,
Tbl 32 MEHS IN3HU eIl HEXKHO PYKY

3a Bce, B Yem bbln U He 6bln BUHOBAT.

1925

Szergej Jeszenyin: Kacsalov kutyajahoz
Gyere, Dzsim, add a mancsodat!
Még ilyen mancsot sose lattam.
Uvéltsiink fel a hold alatt

nesztelen, nagy éjszakdban.

Gyere, Dzsim, add a mancsodat!

Ne hizelegj, ne torleszkedj, komam!
Figyelj a legegyszer(ibb tudomanyra.
Nem ismered az életet, nem am!

Es nem tudod, e f6ldon mi az ara.
Gazdad hires-neves, téged szeret,
szives hazaban mindig sok a vendég,



akik barsonyos, s(r( sz6rodet
mosolyogva cirdgatni szeretnék.
Ordég-szép, kedves kutyapofad

milyen meghatd bizalmat sugarzik!
Olyan vagy, mint beszeszelt jobarat,

ki csékoldzni a képiinkre maszik.
Hozzatok, Dzsim, annyi ember sereglett,
sok rendli-rangu vendég idegydil.

A legbusabbat, a legcsondesebbet

nem lattad-e koztik véletlenul?

Majd eljon, nélkllem, belép a hazba.
Te keresd meg faradt tekintetét,

nyald meg kezét gyongéden és vigyazva
minden igaz s nem-igaz vétkemért.

Rab Zsuzsa forditdsa
Sergei Yesenin: To Kachalov’s Dog

C’'mon, Jim, give me your paw for good luck,
Never have | seen such a paw,

Let’s go out into silent, still nature

And bark under the moon.

C’'mon, Jim, give me your paw for good luck.
Please, my dear, stop licking me,

At least heed my simple words.

You don’t even know what life is all about,

And you don’t know that living is worthwhile.
Your master is kind and well-known,

And many guests visit him at home,

And each of them, smiling, tries

Petting you along your velvety coat.

For a dog, you’re devilishly handsome,

With such a kind and gullible charm.

And like a drunk friend, never asking first,

You cover us in kisses.

My dear Jim, amongst your guests,

There are so many different types.

But was there ever one who happened to drop in,
She who was more silent and sullen than all the rest?
She will come, | assure you of that.

And in my absence, while staring up into her eyes,
Gently lick her hand for me, for all that | have done wrong,
And all that | have not done.

Translated by Aric Toler


https://twitter.com/AricToler

2. Cepre# EceHuH: He }Kanelo, He 30BY, He naayvy

He *aneto, He 30BYy, He Naavy,

Bce nponaeT, Kak ¢ 6enbix A6/10Hb AbIM.
YBAAAHbS 30/T0TOM OXBa4YeHHbIN,

A He byay 6onblie monoabim.

Tbl TENepb He Tak Y byaelb butbes,
Cepgue, TPOHYTOE XON0AKOM,

M ctpaHa 6epe3oBoro cutua

He 3amaHuT wnaTbea 60CMKoM.

Oyx 6poaaxuii! Tol Bce pexe, pexe
PaclweBenvBaelwb N1ameHb yCT

O, Mos yTpayeHHasa CBEMKECTb,
ByicTtBo rnas n nonosogbe 4yscTs!

fl Tenepb cKynee cTan B XKeNaHbAXx,
M3Hb MOA, UNb Tbl NPUCHUAACL MHE?
CNnoBHO A BECEHHEMN I'Y/IKOM paHblo
MpocKkakan Ha pO30BOM KOHe.

Bce mbl, Bce Mbl B 3TOM MUPE TAEHHbI,
TUXO0 NbETCA C KNEHOB IUCTLEB MEAb...
Byab ke Tbl BOBEK 6/1arocN10BEHHO,
YTO NpULLINO NPOLBECTb U YMEPETb.

1921

Szergej Jeszenyin: Nem siratlak
Nem siratlak, nem idézlek, multam,
szirmok fistjét ontd alma-ag.
Hervadds aranykoddébe fultan
tlinedezik mar az ifjusag.

Lassubb lett szivemnek l6dulasa,
csipi dér, belemar a hideg.
Mezitlabas nagy csatangoldsra
nem hivnak mar nyirfaligetek.

Koébor lelkem! Langod mar csak félve
olvasztgatja szora ajkamat,

Hova lettél, kedvem frissessége,
szemem fénye, érzés-aradat?

Vagyaimat fukarabbul mérem;



almodtalak volna, életem?
Mintha lovon szdlltam volna fényben,
piros lovon tavasz-reggelen.

Csupa arnyak vagyunk a vilagon,
hull a juhar réz-szin levele.
Mégis mindorokre aldva aldom,
hogy virultunk s meghalunk bele.

Rab Zsuzsa forditdsa

Sergei Yesenin: | do not regret...

| do not regret, and | do not shed tears,
All, like haze off apple-trees, must pass.
Turning gold, I’'m fading, it appears,

| will not be young again, alas.

Having got to know the touch of coolness

| will not feel, as before, so good.

And the land of birch trees, — oh my goodness! —
Cannot make me wander barefoot.

Vagrant’s spirit! You do not so often
Stir the fire of my lips these days.

Oh my freshness, that begins to soften!
Oh my lost emotions, vehement gaze!

Presently | do not feel a yearning,

Oh, my life! Have | been sleeping fast?

Well, it feels like early in the morning

On arosy horse I've galloped past.

We are all to perish, hoping for some favour,
Copper leaves flow slowly down and sway...
May you be redeemed and blessed for ever,
You who came to bloom and pass away...
Translated by Alec Vagapov

3. Muxaun JlepmoHTos: leMmoH

BocmoyHasa nosecmeo

yacTb |



1.

MevyanbHbIN [IeMOH, AyX U3THAHbA,
JNleTan Hapg rpeLLHOO 3emen,

M nyqwnx aHen BOCNOMUHAHbA
Mpen, HUM TECHUAUCA TONMOW;

Tex AHeMn, Korga B *uUaulle ceeTa
BAncTan oH, YMCTbIN XepyBum,
Korga 6erywan komeTa

YnbibKOW 1ackoBOW NpuBeTa
Jltobnna NoOMeHATLEA C HUM,
Korga ckBo3b BeYHble TYMaHbl,
Mo3HaHbA ¥XaAHbIN, OH cneaun
Kouytolme KapaBaHbl

B npocTpaHcTBe HpOLLEeHHbIX CBETU;
Korga oH Bepun v nobun,
CyacT/MBbIN NepBeHel, TBOPeHbA !
He 3Han HW 3106bI, HN COMHEHbA.
M He rpo3un ymy ero

BekoB 6ecnnoaHbIX P, YHbINbIN. ..
N MHOro, MHOrO... U BCEro
MPUNOMHUTbL HE UMEN OH CUNbi!

[aBHO OTBEpPKEHHbIV ByKAaAN

B nycTbiHe mupa 6e3 nputoTa:
Bocnep 3a Bekom Bek berkan,

Kak 3a MMHYTOIO MUHYTa,
OpHoObpa3HoM Yepeaoii.
HuuTOXKHOM BNacTBYs 3emen,

OH cesan 3n0 6e3 HacnaxaeHbs,
Hurae uckycctsy csoemy

OH He BCTpeyvas ConpoTUBAEHbA —
M 310 Hackyunno emy.

1829-1841
Mihail Lermontov: A Démon

1. rész

Maganyos Démon, bus zardndok
repllt a blnds fold felett,

és jobb id6k, szép tiszta almok
szavara visszarévedett;

mikor még fenn, a fény honaban
szelid kerubként tindokolt,
der(isen szallt az éjszakdban,

s az élet hulldcsillagaban
mosolygo testvért Gdvozolt;



korotte 6s kodok lebegtek,
tuddsszomj sziilte vagyait,
figyelte szétszért égitestek
keringd karavanjait;

mikor még hén szeretve hitt

a lét vidam els6sziilottje!

Nem ismert kételyt, b(int, s folotte
még nem siettek szazadok
unalmas, meddé sorba térni...
0, régi, régi szép napok!...
Most fel sem tudta mind idézni.

Mar rég hazatlan kéborolt

a puszta (irben, szamkivetve;

mint perc a percre, tovafolyt
megannyi szazad, kddbeveszve,
egyhangu kort kdvetve mind.
Hiaba szerzett kinra kint,

mar nem hozott gyonyort szivének,
s mert lenn a foldi bus hatar

nem allt ellen mlivészetének, —

a kartevést is unta mar.

Galgéczy Arpdd forditdsa

Mikhail Lermontov: Demon

PART 1

The melancholy Demon, the spirit of exile,
He flew over the sinful earth,

And the best days of the memories

Before him crowd by the herd;

Those days, when in the dwelling of light
He shine, the pure cherub,

When the traveling comet

By the kindly smile of greeting

It liked to change the places with him,
When, through the eternal fogs

Greedy of the knowledge, he watched
The wandering caravans

In the space of the abandoned stars;
When he believed and beloved,

The happy firstborn of creation!

Do not know neither a malice, nor a doubt.



And the centuries of the fruitless series is dismal
Do not threaten to his mind...

And a lot of, a lot of... and all

To remember, he had no a strength!

Long ago the rejected was wandered

In the wilderness of the world without a shelter:
After a century by a century fled,

As for a minute a minute,

By the monotonous succession.

Dominating the void earth,

He sowed the evil without a delight.

Nowhere to his art

He had never meet a resistant —

And the evil was bore him.

4. MapwuHa Lisetaesa: Cusuana m loHowa

Bekamu, BeKamu
Cseprana, B3soguna.
lfopbauycb — 13 ceporo Kamusa — Cusuana.

MyCTbIHHbIE 04N
YNopcTBYIOT B 3eMAIO.
YKe He npopouy, —
3y608B He pa3bemio.

O agpaxnom ygase
Mpe3peHHbIX cepaey, —
JleneyeT, neneyet o0 cnase lOHeL,

CBUHL,0BbIE BEKM
CmerKmna — He BblaaTh!
CBUHL,0BbIE BEKM
CMerKeHHble — BUAAT:

B celt HULWEHCKOM }KU3HN —
JInwb yac Benmyasbii!
N3 ceporo KamHa — rnsau! — TBos cnaga.

O gpaxnom yaase
Mpe3peHHbIX cepaeu, —

JleneyeT, neneyeT O cnaBe lOHeLL.

1921



Marina Cvetajeva: A Szibilla és az ifju

Orokkon, érokkén
kirdlyt dontok s emelek Ujra
sziirke k6b6l — én a Szibilla.

Oly Ureges e szempdr,

Bar lenne mar a foldé,
Nem jovendo6lok én mar,
Szam ki nem nyitom tébbé.

Az 6sdi kigyd csorompol,
szivekre gongyolog,
Egy ifju hirnévrél gligyog.

Hunyoritom szemem,
Jaj csak el nem arul!
Mégis hunyt szemem
tud kor titkardl,

E nyomorult Iétben
csak a perc dicsé az Id6bdl,
lasd — hirneved — csak sziirke k6bdl,

Az 6sdi kigyd csorompol,
szivekre gongyolog,
Az ifju hirnévrdl gligyog.

Erdddi Gdbor forditdsa, 2015

Marina Tsvetaeva: A Sybil and a Youth

Forever, forever
| deposed and raised to throne
| am stooped —a grey-stoned — a Sybil.

My eyes are void

striving into the earth

no more prophesying

not even opening my mouth.

My lead-heavy eyelids

are narrowed — not to betray me!
My lead-heavy eyelids

even narrowed can see:

The ancient snake
is coiled around our frail hearts —
The youth is babbling, babbling about Glory.



In this miserable life
only a minute is grand!
Look — your glory is — from a grey stone!

The ancient snake
is coiled around our frail hearts —
The youth is babbling, babbling about Glory.

Translated by Erdédi Gabor from the original Russian into English, 2015

5. MapuHa LisetaeBa: MaaKkosckomy

Mpesbillie KpecTos u Tpy6,
KpelleHHbIl B OTHe U Abime,
ApxaHren-taxenoctyn —
300p0BO, B Bekax Bnagmumup!

OH BO34MK, M OH K€ KOHb,

OH NpUX0Tb, N OH e NpaBo.
B3aoxHyn, nonnesan B NafoHb:
— [epxuco, nomosan cnasa!

MeBeL NAoWAAHbIX Yyaec —
340poBO, ropAeL, Yymasbli,

YTO KamHEeM — TAXKeNnoBec
MN36pan, He NPenbCTACh a/IMa3oM.

300p0BO, 6YNbIXKHbIM rpom!
3eBHY/, KO3bIPHY/ — W CHOBA
Ornobnew rpebeT — Kpblaom
ApxaHrena 10M0OBOro.

1921

Marina Cvetajeva: Majakovszkijhoz

Kereszt s kémény folott
tlizben-fustben keresztelkedve
Lépted arkangyali — dong,

Udv Vologya — 8s-medve.

O ahajtéésbalo,
0 a hébort és 6 a térvény,



Tenyérbe kopd, tapsolo,
vigyazz, igaslo-hirnév!

Utca-csoddk énekese,

te korunk pimasz hése,

A k6 lett kezed fegyvere,
nem csabit gyémantké se.

Udv, utcaké-dérgedelem,
Szalutdlsz, asitva Ujra,

Evezel — szarnyad, mint tereken
arkangyal kocsirudja.

Erdédi Gabor forditdsa, 2015

Marina Tsvetaeva: To Mayakovsky

Above crosses and pipes,
Baptized in fire and smoke,
The heavy-footed archangel —
Eternal Vladimir, hello!

He’s the rider and he’s the horse,
He’s the right and he’s the whim.
He sighed, and spat into the palms:
Hold tight, the dray fame!

The singer of plaza wonders —

Hello, one grimy and proud,

That he chose the heavy stone

And was not swayed by the diamond.

Hello, the thunder of stones!

He yawned, saluted — and again
He paddles with shaft —the wing
Of the archangel dray.

Translated by llya Shambat

6. Ocun MaHgenbwtam: JIeHUHrpaa,

Al BEpHY/ACS B MOM ropog, 3HaKOMbIM A0 ces,
[0 NPOXWUAOK, 0 AETCKUX NPUMNYXAbIX Kenes.



Tbl BEpHYACA ClOAa, TaK r10Tal XKe ckopei
Pbi6Wi1 KNP NeHMHIPAACKNX pedHbIX GOoHapen,

Y3HaBai ke cKkopee AeKabpbCKUN AeHEK,
F4e K 310BeleMy AerTio MOAMELLAH KeNTOK.

MeTtepbypr! A ewe He xouy ymupaTb!
Y 1e6Aa TenepoHOB MOMX HOMeEpaA.

Metepbypr! Y meHs elle ecTb agpeca,
Mo KoTopbiM Halla4y MepTBeL,0B rosioca.

Al Ha NecTHULE YepHOW }KNBY, N B BUCOK
YaapaeT MHe BblpBaHHbIMA C MACOM 3BOHOK,

M BClO HOYb HAMPOAET XAy roCcTein 4OPOruX,
LLieBens KaHAaNnamu LEnoYeK ABEPHbIX.

1930
Oszip Mandelstam: Leningrad

Hazajottem, a konnyekig ismerek itt
mindent, a toroklobig, az erekig.

Hazajottél —idd szapordan, nosza hat,
vizi lampasorok csukamajolajat!

Nézz szét szapordn — a decemberi nap:
tojas szike ronda szurokba ragad.

Pétervar! engedd élni fiad:
6rzdd te, tudod telefonjaimat.

Pétervar! tudom a cimet, ahol
a halottak erds eleven szava szél.

Tanyam e sotét odu — micsoda kin,
ha a cseng6t rangatjak odakinn!

De jonnek a hivek, a jok —s a retesz
kinyilik csikorogva, ha éjszaka lesz.

Lator LdszId forditdsa



Osip Mandelstam: Leningrad

I've returned to my town, my native, to tears,
To the streaks, to the childish glands, swollen a little...

You have come! So swallow, dear, and fast
The fish oil of lanterns of night Leningrad.

And get know again the December cold day,
Where the ominous tar is mixed with the yolk of egg.

Petersburg! | don't wish to die, surely, not:
You have stored some of numbers of my telephones.

Petersburg! | have saved the adresses and all
From which the dead men will answer for call.

| am living on the black stairs, to my head temple
The torn out with flesh bell is striking again.

And all night I'm waiting for my dear guests,
Stirring the shackles of the ringing iron door chains.

Translated by Lyudmila Purgina
7. Ocun MaHgenbwTtam: Mbl ¢ TO60M Ha KyxXHe nocugum

Mbl c TO6OI Ha KyxHe NOCUANM,
CnaZKo naxHeT 6enblii KEPOCUH;

OcTpbIit HOXK Aa xneba KapaBaM...
Xouelwb, NPUMYC TYrO HaKa4vam,

A He TO BEpeBOK cobepu
3aBA3aTb KOP3WHY 4,0 3apu,

Y106bI HaM yeXaTb Ha BOK3an,
Moe 6bl HaC HUKTO He OTbICKa.

1931
Oszip Mandelstam: Konyhazugban

Jé a konyhazugban Ulni még...
Edes szagu petréleum ég.

Eles kés, meg egy cip6 fele.



Toltsd a [dmpdst egészen tele,

vagy ha nem, hat adj egy kotelet,
lekotjik a kosarfodelet,

majd reggel a vasutra vezess,
ahol minket senkisem keres.

Rab Zsuzsa forditdsa

Osip Mandelstam: Night Piece

Come love let us sit together

In the cramped kitchen breathing kerosene.
There’s fuel enough to forget the weather,
The knife is ours and the bread is clean.
Come love let us play the game

Of what to take and when to run,

Of come with me and come what may

And holding hands to hold off the sun.

Translated by Christian Wiman

8. bopuc MacrepHak: MonbITKa gyLwy pasnyuynTb

MonbITKa AyLy pa3nyynTb

C Tob0M, KakK kanoba cMmblyKa,
ELLe My4ynTeNbHO 3BYYUT

B Ha3BaHbAX PxkaKkca u Myukan.

A ux, Kak 6yaTo 37O ThI,

Kak 6yaTto 310 Tbl cCama,
o610 BCel CUNOIO TLLETHI,
Jo nompadeHna yma.

Kak Houb, ycTaBLUYtO CUATH,
Kak To, uTO B acTMe — Kuces,
Kak To, 4TO gake aHTpeconb
Mpwv BMAE Naey TBOUX TPACNO.

Yel wenot pean Ha bpesry?

O, moli nn? Hert, ayLwoto — TBOW,
OH yneTtyuymBancs c ryb
Bo3ayLHeR Kanau cnMpToBOIA.

Kak B Here npoAcHANacb MbiC/b)!



be3ykopusHeHHO. KaK CTOH.
Kak neHol, B NONHOUb, C TPEX CTOPOH
BHe3anHo 03apeHHbIN MbIC.

1917
Borisz Paszternak: Lelkem mar levalasztanam...

Lelkem mar levalasztanam
rélad — mint vond kesereg,
Még gyotr6dom a dallaman,
ha zengik allomasnevek.

Még neved bennlik, sziintelen,
Rémlik: még mindenitt te vagy,
Hidba kizdok — szeretem,

amig el nem borul az agy.

Mint éjt, mely mar kihinyni kezd,
Mint asztmaban rossz szovetet,
Mintha maga a kis szoba

vallad lattan vonaglana.

Ott mily suttogd hang lobog?
Enyém tan? Nem, lelke tied,
Az ajkadrdl ugy parolog —
Szeszpardknal is kdnnyedebb.

Csoktdl tisztul a gondolat,
Hibatlanul. Nyogés ropdl.
Mint éj habzik koroskoriil,
ha villam gyujt hegyfokokat.

Erdédi Gabor forditdsa, 2015
Boris Pasternak: We have tried to separate our souls

We have tried to separate our souls

but the names Moochkaap and Rzhaksa,
like the wailing of violins,

strike deep chords of grief.

| love those names as | love you,
as if they were you.

Vainly, and in vain, | love you.
I'm losing my wits!



Like a night that shadows the stars,
like muslin riven by asthma,

as you bare your shoulders

the staircase quivers.

Whose hesitant whisper is that?
Mine? No. It must be yours.

It flew from your lips

like aery drops of spirits.

A thought cleared in the calm.
Irreproachable. Like a groan.

Like aheadland, suddenly at midnight,
illuminated on all three sides.

9. AnekcaHgp C. MNMywKuH: Pycnan n Jliogmuna

Y nykomopba ay6 3eneHbii;
3naTtan uenb Ha aybe Tom:

N AHEM 1 HOYbIO KOT yYeHbI
Bcé xoauT nNo uenu Kpyrom;
NpeT HanpaBo — NecHb 3aBOAMT,
Haneso — cka3Ky rosopwur.

Tam yypeca: Tam newuii 6poaurt,
Pycanka Ha BeTBAX cMAMT;

Tam Ha HeBeAOMbIX LOPOXKKaAX
Cnepbl HEBUAAHHbIX 3BEPEW;
MN36yLKa TaM Ha KypbUX HOXKKaX
CtouT 6e3 OKoH, 6e3 gBepeis;
Tam nec v fon BUAEHUIM NONHbI;
Tam o0 3ape NPUXAbIHYT BONHbI
Ha 6per necyaHbI 1 nycToi,

N Tpnauath BUTA3EN NPEKPACHbIX
Ypenoit n3 BoZ BbIXOAAT ACHbIX,
N ¢ HUMK aAagbKa MX MOPCKOW;
Tam Kopo/sieBUY MMMOXOL0M
MneHAeT rpo3HOro uaps;

Tam B 0bn1akax nepes HapoAoOM
Yepes neca, 4yepes mops

KonayH Hecet 6oraTbips;

B TeMHMLE TaM LLapeBHA TYXKMUT,
A BypbIt BONK €/41 BEPHO CNYHKUT;
Tam ctyna c baboto Aron

NpeT, bpeaet cama coboit;



Tam uapb Kalen Hag 31aTOM YaxHET;
Tam pycckom ayx... Tam Pycbto naxHer!
N Ttam s 6bin, 1 mea A nun;

Y mopsa Bugen ayb seneHobli;

Mog, HUM cngen, v KOT yYeHbIN

CBOM MHe CKa3Ku roBopu.

OfHY A NOMHIO: CKa3Ky 3Ty

Nosepato Tenepb A CBETY...

1817-1820

Alekszandr Puskin: Ruszlan és Ludmila
El6hang

Zo6ld tolgy a tenger szogletében,
Szinarany lanc a derekan,

S egy tudds kandur nappal-éjjel,
A lancon folyton korbejar:

Ha jobbra indul — dalt dalolgat,
Ha balfelé — mesét regél.

Csodas az ott: mandk bolyongnak,
Az agon tindér Gldogél;

Ott ismeretlen Uton jarva
Rejtélyes allatok nyoma;

Ott kunyhot tart a réce laba,

Se ajtaja, se ablaka.

Ott erd6, volgy dus titku taja,
Hullamot hajté tenger arja
Hajnalban puszta partra hag,

A harminc vitéz pompds csoportja
A tiszta habbdl kel ki sorba,
Hozvan a vizi-bacsikat,

Utkdzben ott kiralyfi ejt el
Fogolyként rettentd kirdlyt,
S a nép el6tt a fellegekben
Erd6kon at s a vizen at
Varazslo hurcol daliat.
Kirdlynd sir ott borténében,
HU farkas 6rzi szora készen;
Kunyho a vén banyaval ott
Maga-magatdl vanszorog.
Zsugori car ott kincsén virrad,
Hazai ott a lég s az illat!

Ott jarva mézsort ittam én,
Zoldellni lattam parti tolgyet,



Alatta kandurt Ulni, bolcset,
Amint meséibdl mesél.
Emlékszem egyre. Im az ének,
Amit most néktek elbeszélek...

Fodor Andrds forditdsa

Alexander Pushkin: Ruslan and Ludmila
PROLOGUE

On seashore far a green oak towers,
And to it with a gold chain bound,

A learned cat whiles away the hours
By walking slowly round and round.
To right he walks, and sings a ditty;
To left he walks, and tells a tale....

What marvels there! A mermaid sitting

High in a tree, a sprite, a trail

Where unknown beasts move never seen by

Man’s eyes, a hut on chicken feet,

Without a door, without a window,

An evil witch’s lone retreat;

The woods and valleys there are teeming

With strange things.... Dawn brings waves that, gleaming,

Over the sandy beaches creep,

And from the clear and shining water
Step thirty goodly knights escorted

By their Old Guardian, of the deep

An ancient dweller.... There a dreaded
And hated tsar is captive ta’en;

There, as all watch, for cloud banks headed,
Across the sea and o’er a plain,

A warlock bears a knight. There, weeping,
A princess sits locked in a cell,

And Grey Wolf serves her very well;
There, in a mortar, onward sweeping

All of itself, beneath the skies

The wicked Baba-Yaga flies;

There pines Koshchei and lusts for gold....

All breathes of Russ, the Russ of old
There once was |, friends, and the cat
As near him ‘neath the oak | sat



And drank of sweet mead at my leisure,
Recounted tales to me.... With pleasure
One that | liked do | recall

And here and now will share with all...

10. Cepreii EceHuH: fl NOKMHYA poguMblii AOM

A NOKMHYN poaMMbIi OOM,

lfonybyto octasun Pychb.

B Tpu 3Be3abl 6epe3HAK Hag Npyaom
Tennut matepu CTapomn rpycTb.

30/10TOIO NATYLWIKOM NyHa
Pacnnactanacb Ha TUXOM Boge.
CnoBHO A6/IOHHbIN UBET, ceanHa
Y oTua npoaunnacb B 6opoge.

fl He cKopo, He CKOPO BePHYCb!
[onro neTb 1 3BeHeTb Nypre.
CrepexeT ronybyto Pycb
Crapblii KneH Ha OAHOW Hore.

M A 3Hato, ecTb pagoCTb B HEM
Tem, KTO INCTbEB LENYEeT A0XKAb,
OTTOro, YTO TOT CTAPbIN KNEH
F0N0BOW Ha MEHA MOXOX.

1918

Szergej Jeszenyin: Oroszhon, a kék
Oroszhon, a kék, tovat(int,
harom csillag sugaran,
mely a parti nyiresre tekint,
bujat melegiti anyam.
Tliz-béka a holdvilag,

a néma habokba merdil.
Fehérség, almavirag,

apam furtjére terdl.
Idegenbe kerget a |4z,

nem térek vissza hamar.
Kéklé hazamra vigyazz,
féllabu 6reg juhar.

Oriiljdn mind, akire

hullé lomb csdkja simul.

Az oreg juharfa feje,

akar az enyém, leborul.



Wedres Sdndor forditdsa
Sergei Yesenin: Russia of Blue

| have left my endeared home,
Getting out of my Russia of blue.
Little grove by the pond will warm
My old mother’s sorrow anew.

Like a golden croaker the moon

Lies prostrate on the water tranquil.
Grizzly hair, like apple-tree bloom,
In my father’s beard will spill.

| will not come back readily, and
Singing blizzard will ring on and on.
Maples guard my blue Russian land,
Standing there, one-legged, all alone.

And | know that it’s joyous for those
Who’ve been kissing the rain of the leaves.
For the maple and |, we both

Are alike, in the head, that is.

Translated by Alec Vagapov
11. 9n KasoscKkuit: MopaaokK sewen

Bes cnoBa 6e3 eauHoro, 6e3 oTKANKa
He BbIHECTM Ham 3a4aHHOro 061MKa,
Hu 60Keckoro, HU NtACKOrO,

MbI BbiIMep3Hem 6e3 c10B NOKPOBaA.
OnepeHeHbe. 3TO mecTo

Ham BblgeneHo gna HacecTa,

Ho He moe oHo. Hemoe

MATHO Ha cBeTE, HE NPOXoAuT
HunKak.YyxaA 310 KOXKa,

B KOTOpYIO CO3HaHbE BXOXKEe

Moe. [lywa TomAcb B noxoge
Munoro mecta He HaxoauT.

He 3Ta Xn3Hb moAa. Ho rae e

Torpa oHa? KaKoit HeBexKAaa

uBeT B HEN, o cebe He 3Has,

MNMokKa a wnatocb BAoNb yHas.

B uy»XOM, KAKOM-TO ANKOM Tere,

B KoTOpOe meHA ogenmn?

A1 B Hem - Ha KaTopre. Kak MOXXHO



Bek ropbutbcs B 0611M4bM 1OXKHOM?
*M3Hb BOT-BOT KOHUMNTCA, U A C HEW,

[o mopra aceH nyTb OT Acnen,

OH cAnwkom npsam, 6e3 NULWHKX NeTenb.
CTeKkNsaHHbIM BOIOCOK Ha cBeTe.

El Kazovszkij: A dolgok rendje

A tested elviselhetetlen burkolat,
ha nincs, ki szdl, ha nincsen egyetlen szavad:
se-hus-se-szellem kreatura,

és védtelen elszétlanulva.
Fagyott. A testkalitka foglya.
Kapaszkodjék az tléradba.
Mogottem idegen az arnyék,
valaki mas bérében élek,

csak ontudatom bérlakasa,

amit tikorbe nézve latnék.
Eletjelekre var, s hidba:
maganyos utazé a lélek

a messzi idegenben. Am, ha

én masban — akkor az enyémben
ki é1? S tudatlanul ki lakja,

mig lesétal a Duna-partra?
Mikozben én elvadult testben,
amit ram mértek kérdezetlen,
kényszermunkasként robotolva
gornyedezek, mint a rabszolga.
Haldoklo, rohand test foglya
vagyok, és kdzhelyes a palya:

a bolcs6bél a hullahazba.
Uveghajszal a fényben allva.

Vdradi Péter forditdsa
El Kazovsky: The Order of Things

Without words and feedback

we are not to bear our inborn visage
Neither the godly, nor the human

We freeze without words of sheltering.
Ice-age. This certain place

is designated for our perch

But it’s not my own. It’s a mute

stigma in the world, it wouldn’t

leave us. Soul, agonizing down the road



would find no live place.

This is not what my life should be.Then where on earth
does it live in her, not knowing of herself,

while | am strolling along the River Danube.

In an alien, somewhat wild body,

Into which | was dressed.

| —in it —as if on a forced labour —How can one

be stooped for centuries in a false cover?

Life —lo- is about to end and | with it,

Up to the morgue clear is my way from the crech
This way is too straight, without any roundabouts,
A glass hair in this universe.

Translated by Erdédi Gabor from the original Russian into English, 2015

12. 93n KasoscKkuit: Feorpaduma gna [KaHa

1.

MycTb paccbiNeTca Hall CEBEPHbIN yKNaa,
MycTb pacTatoT HalLM 3aMKM U abbaTcTBa
MycTb A4ONAbIBLUME COMAYT C KOPMbI Ha KNaz,
M HaayT B Tebe HecmeTHble boraTtcTaa.

A nobnio Tebsa, Kak cesep NOOUT toT,

A nobnto TebA, Kak MoXKeT bbiTb, HeNb3A.
A nobnto TebA, KaKk N0OUT CBOM KatoK
Camasn Henenasa ctesA

A nobnto Tebs, Kak Asuto — nmpar,

M3 EBpoOnbl peHeccaHCHOM mopeniaBaTens,
Al Kak MHaunein, Tobol Tenepb borar,

Y10 AMEepuKOoI OTKpbIIach B ryLle 3aBogen.

3a Tob60W BCe KapaBen bl B OKeaH,

3a caHpanom, 3a 36eHOM, 3a Kopannamm,

B Nctambyn, 1 B AHKapy, n B TerepaH,

KTo K Ha*KmnBe, KTO B AypMaH, KTO OT onasbl, MOA,

N nonabinu u nonabinu Kopabau,
MpocmonéHHble, HaayTble KOpPabanKu.

Hac uykme 6epera c yma csenu,

A Ha cobCTBEHHbIX NPOMO3TIN 1 032611 Mbl.

M nonabinm mbl, nonablnin 8 HosbiN cBeT
M He 3HaNn, 4TO TaKoe NPUKAOYAETCA,
M B HeragaHHOM OKPYXKHOCTM NAaHET



3akpykunuco, 3abnyaunuce.
Fae npuyanmtbea?

M KaK CTpaHHO y3HaBaTb U3 HOBU3HbI
3Ty cywy, He NPONAEHHYI0, He pblTyro!1
Bcé, uTo BbI3peno, YTo BbIPACTUIN Mbil,
HblHYe B 3TOM KpOMKe bepera oTKpbITO,

Bce mbl 3Hanu 3TOT Beper, 3TOT Kpai,

TONbKO CKa3KOM Ha3bIBaU, IYMNoOW BblAYMKOW.
OW, KaK CTpallHO, He AoexaB, MomMupaThb,

Ecnan mecau, Kak naék nocaeaHuin Bbiaanu.

El Kazovszkij: Foldrajzéra Dzsannak

1.

Hadd torjon darabokra északi életvitelink,

Hadd olvadjanak el kastélyaink és apatsagaink

A behajézok hagyjak el a tatot a kincsért

Hogy mérhetetlen gazdagsagot taldljanak benned.

Ugy szeretlek téged, mint észak a délt,

Ugy szeretlek téged, ahogy taldn nem lenne szabad.
Ugy szeretlek, ahogy végét szereti

A legképtelenebb 6svény.

Ugy szeretlek téged, mint Azsiat a kaldz,

Ugy tettél gazdagga engemet,

Mint eurdpai reneszansz hajést India,

Mely Amerikanak bizonyult a folyé6blok kozt.

Erted futott ki az 6cednra minden karavella,
Szantalért, ébenért, korallért,

Isztambulba, Ankaraba és Teheranba,

Ki haszonért, ki 6piumért, ki mert kegyvesztett lett,

Es egyre Usztak, Usztak a hajok,

A katrannyal bekent, dagadé vitorlaju hajok.

S az idegen partok eszlinket vették,

Mig sajat partjainkon csontig fagytunk, s dideregtiink.

Es elhajoztunk, elhajéztunk az Ujvilagba
Es nem tudtuk, hogy ez megtdrténhet,
S a bolygdk varatlan kézegében




Megszédiiltlink, eltévedtlink.
Hol kossiink ki?

Milyen kilénods megtudni az Ujdonsagbdl

E bejaratlan kapalatlan foldet!

Mindazt,a mit termesztettiink, s ami beért most
Ezen a partszélen felfedezziik,

Ismertik mind e partot, e vidéket,

Csak mesének hivtuk, ostoba kitalalasnak.

0, de szérnyd a cél elétt meghalni,

Ha egy honappal ezel6tt megkaptuk az utolsé utravalot.

Erdei llona nyersforditdsa
El Kazovsky: A Lesson of Geography for Dzsan

Let our northern way of life fall apart

Let our palaces and abbeys melt away

Let swimmers descend from the stern for the treasure
And find in you countless riches,

| love you, like north loves the south,
| love you, as much as impossible,

I love you like a little boat is

loved by its silliest path.

| love you, as a pirate loves Asia,-

a sailor from Renaissance Europe-,

| am rich by you as by the riches of India,

Which turned out to be America in the myriads of bays.

All the caravallas are after you in the oceans,

After santal, ebony or coral,

To Istanbul, and Ankara and Tehran,

One is for profit, one for drugs and one from loss of favour

And the ships swam and swam

Tarred over, inflated little boats,

We were maddened by the alien coasts,
While on our own we got stale and frozen,

And we did swim and swim to the New World,

Weren't even aware what was happening to us,

And in the unknown planet,in an unforetold environment
Being dizzified and forlorn we didn’t even know

In which harbour to putin?



And how strange to discover from the novelty
this land, track unwalked and unbeaten

All that came mature, that we grew for ourselves,
Now on this tiny coast already discovered —

All of us knew this coast, this countryside,
Only we called it as a tale, a stupid fiction,
Oh, how terrible it is to die

If moon is served us — as a last ration.

Translated by Erdédi Gabor from the original Russian into English, 2015

13. 9n Kasosckwuii: 3se3ga us Pymenuu
(MepBbii KoHel, KHUXKKN OxKaHa)

4,

A nobnio TebA TPUKADI,
Kak repoii u3 6b11uH,
Tbl TOCKA NO OTYU3HE,
[Jononsém, [ockynum,
Joopém ao nopora,
Yepeaom, yepeaom
Jokouyem. [lopora

Mog nocnegHUm cyaom.
[o yrna, oo nocrenn

[o cBoeW CTopoHbI
Joropum. Joropenu
Bce ueTbipe cTeHblI.

[o cBoei NoNoBUHbI
JoxnBém, Ao nobsun
JdonnbiBém. Kopabau mbl.
Nososu, nososu!
TUWKWHA HENOABUIKHA,
Mo3oBu, 4O30BUCD,
Kay Tebs, Koy oTunsHy,
HameuaeTcs 6pus,

Ha rpyav Henoxoxken,
Ha nogywike yvyxoii,

He moei. Bcé poposke
MoTpoxa 3a gyLwon,

Bcé noporke, BCE pexKe,
Bcé 6egHee aywa.

3a 6e3aylune pexKyrT,

Ho eweé He cnewar.

Ybs aywa okoneet?



YbAa B cepaliax oTpacTér

M pacTaet? B Tenne A
MoTepAto Bam CYET,
MoTepsto cBoi BbIMNEN,
Csoii 0bpasuuk, TBOM cnen.
TaK 1 He aanun Tbln MHe,
YT106b1 HE 6bin corper.
MonHo. Mbl nanedynmel
TonbKo nocne KoHua;

He KOCHYBLUMCb NPUYNHbI,
He pocTtas go nmua.

ITOT KeCcT MOW eAMHbIN
Ob6e360n1eHHbIN XKecT,

Tbl — MOA NONOBUHA

M3 nopoapbl 6oxkecTs.
Konbibenb mos, 3b16Ka,
lne Tbl, TEéNnas 3b16b?

lne Tol ntonbka? Fae waonka
HaayBHadA Ha rnybb?
MpoxoaHas ynbibKa,
BpoHMpoBaHHbIN B3rAs4,.
3TO KTO? 370 ThI?

Bce cToAT.

Bce nayt. lNMpoxoaHas.
370 — yAunua. Bnpeab
HwuKoro He y3Hato,

YTobbl HE ymepeTb.

El Kazovszkij: Ruméliai csillag
(A Dzsan konyve els6 befejezése)

4,

Haromszor szeretlek téged,
Mint a mondak hése,
Honvagy vagy te,

Kdszunk, nyiszitiink,
Uvéltiink, mig el nem érjiik a kiisz6bét,
Addig megylnk,

Mig oda nem ériink. Ut

az utolsd itélet alatt.

A sarokig, az agyig

Hazaig

Egve maradunk. Leégett
Mind a négy fal.

A sajat térfellinkig még

élve maradunk, a szerelemig
elhajézunk. Hajok vagyunk.



Hivj mar, hivj!

A csend mozdithatatlan,

Hivj, hivj, mig el nem érsz,

Varok rad, varom otthonom,

Felkel a szél,

Az ismeretlen mellkason,

Az idegen pdarnan,

Mely nem enyém. Egyre dragabbak
a zsigerek,

Egyre dragabb, egyre ritkabb,
Egyre szegényebb a lélek.

A lelketlenségért 6lnek,

De még nem sietnek vele.

Kinek a lelke pusztul el?

Kié n6 meg a szivekben,

és olvad fel? A melegben
Elfelejtelek megszamolni benneteket
Elveszitem az arboclobogdm,

A példaképemet, a te nyomodat.
Mégsem adtak nekem hatorszagot,
Hogy ne legyen hol megmelegednem.
Elég. Csak a vég utan lesziink
Gyogyithatok;

Nem érintve az okot,

Nem érve el arcodhoz.

Ez a mozdulat

Az én egyetlen fajdalommentes gesztusom,
Te vagy az én masik felem

Az istenségek fajtajabol vald.

En bélcsém, ringatéom,

Hol vagy, te meleg hulldmzas?

Hol vagy bolcsém? Hol vagy
felfujhatd mélységallé csonakom?
Udvarias mosoly,

Pancélozott tekintet.

Ki ez? Te lennél az?

Mindenki all.

Mindenki megy. Atjaro.

Ez egy utca. Tobbé

Senkit sem fogok megismerni,
Hogy ne kelljen meghalni.

Erdei llona nyersforditdsa

El Kazovsky: A Star from Rumelia
(The end of the First Book for Dzsan)



| love you thrice,

As if a hero from our legends,

You are my homesickness,

We'll climb, we’ll whinney,

We’ll yell as far as our threshhold,
Inarow, in arow

Under the last judgement.

As far as the icon nook, as far as the bed,
As far as our own land

We’'ll burn to ashes. Burnt are

to ashes all the four walls,

To our own half-life,

We'll live up to, we’ll swim up to
our own Love. We are Ships.

Oh, call me! Call me!

Silence is so immobile,

Call me, give a Call,

| wait for you, wait for Homeland,
Breeze is looming

on an unknown breast,

On an alien pillow,

Not on my own. It’s getting dearer and dearer,
Guts behind the Soul,

Dearer and rarer,

Soul is getting poorer and poorer,
For soul-lessness they cut you down
But they are not yet in a hurry
Whose soul is going to fall?
Whose one will grow out in hearts
and melt away? In this heat |

lose your numbers,

Lose your flag,

My own complexion, your trace,
They didn’t give me a back country any way
So that | shouldn’t be cooked.

I’'m fed up. We are curable

only after our death,

not touching the causes,

not reaching the face

This gesture of mine is the only
painless gesture,

You are my better half

from the race of Gods

My cradle, shaky,

Where are you, my sod of earth,



Where, you cradle of mine? My little boat,
inflatable to the depths?

My passing smile,

Armoured glance.

Who is there? Is that you?

All are standing there.

All are walking. A thoroughfare.

It’s a street. In front

of me | don’t recognize anyone —

So that — | shouldn’t — die now.

Translated by Erdédi Gabor from the original Russian into English, 2015

14. 9n KasoscKkuit: , Axan” (B BawmHrroHe)

1.

Muwy BCE ToNbKO 06 0gHOM,
YTO Mano BpeMeHN MHe, Mano.
Ha aTom cBeTe BbIXOAHOM
J1eXXuT MrHoBEHHOCTM onana,
C Hebec ynana.

BockpecHbIit Beyep. boxke mown,
Kak 6yaTo bbl ero u Hety,

TaK KOPOTOK OH. H1 ogHoi
3aMUHKKM HET Ha BCIO NNaHeTy.
Kak 6bl 3amegnunTb 3TOT MUpP?
Y106 AeHb He pe3anca ob Beyep,
Y106 B HOYb HE PYLUMICA KYMUP,
Y106 Yac Haw 6bln 04eNoBEYEH.
Xouy *WUTb B MeaIeHHOM MUpY,

B KoTOpbIi BXKUTbCA 6 MOXKHO 6bIN1O,
YcneTb 0OCMbICAUTL NOYTPY,

Y710 TEN0 33 HOYb HE OCTbINO.

Tam, rge Apyr APY*KKY He KasHAT,
A 06HMMaOTCA AEHb C HOYbIO,

Foe NnpuroBop CMepPTENbHbIN CHAT,
BuaHa BceneHHas BOOYbIHO.

El Kazovszkij: ,,Dzsan” (Washingtonban)

1.

Mindig ugyanarrdél irok,

Hogy kevés nekem az id6.

Ebben a mulandd vildgban

Mely kegyvesztett pillanatnyisagban él,



A mennybdl lezuhanva.

Vasdarnap este van. Istenem,

Mintha nem is lenne,

Olyan révid. Minden zdkkenés nélkil zajlik,
Az egész foldgolyodn.

Hogyan lassithatnam le a vilagot?

Hogy a nappal ne ltk6zzon bele az estébe,
Hogy éjszaka ne omoljon 6ssze a balvany,
Hogy kiszabott id6nk emberi legyen.

Lassu vilagban akarok élni,

Amelyikben jol be lehet rendezkedni,
Reggel tudatara ébredsz,

Hogy a test éjszaka nem hiilt ki.

Ott, hol a nappal az éjszakat nem végzi ki,
Hanem 6lelkeznek egymassal,

Hol a halalos itéletet nincs érvényben,

Hol szabad szemmel is lathatod a vilagmindenséget.

Erdei llona nyersforditdsa
El Kazovsky: ,Dzsan” (in Washington)

| am writing only about one and the same thing,
that so little time is left for me, so little,

In this transient world

There is the doom of being so mutable,

Loss of grace from Heavens.

It’s a Sunday eve. My God gracious,

as if it didn’t even exist,

So brief it is. Not a halt

on the whole planet.

| wish | could slow down this world?!

So that the day shouldn’t clash against the night,
So that the Idol shouldn’t crumble,

So that the hour of us should be made human.

| wish to live in a slow world,

to which | can adapt myself,

So that | can recognize in the morn

that the body didn’t turn cold overnight.

In a world, where they don’t execute each other,
but day and night even embrace each other,
Where capital punishment is removed,

and you with your open eyes can see the Cosmos.

Translated by Erdédi Gabor from the original Russian into English, 2015



