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KParo MOPOWIKOBvLX 6orom

Hoporue npysps!

[Ipepnaraem BalIeMy
BHUMAaHMIO Pe3y/IbTaThl IIPO-
eKTHOI1 pabotsl «B kpato mo-
POIIKOBBIX 0OJIOT», Y4aCTHU-
KaMJ KOTOPOII cTamy Oygyine
yuuTensd, CTYAEHTBl IATOTO
Kypca VIncturyra mHOCTpan-
HBIX A3bIKOB CBIKTBIBKApCKO-
ro TOCYHApCTBEHHOTO YHU-
BepcuteTa umeHn Ilntupuma
CopoxnHa. O6ydvaromnecss BMeCTe C PYKOBOIMTEIEM BBIIOTHAIN
nepesobl ctuxorBopennii A. C. Ilonsakosa u E. B. CanbHukoBoit Ha
aHITIMIICKMI A3BIK C IeIbI0 MO3HAKOMUTDb MHOCTPAHHBIX CTY/IEHTOB
YHUBEpPCUTETa C JIy4YIIMMy 0o0pa3liaMy CTMXOTBOPHBIX IIpOV3Befe-
HUIT carenedt Pecrry6mky KoMy v monynsapusupoBaTh TBOPYECTBO
IBYX 3aMeyaTe/IbHBbIX II09TOB, BOCIIEBAIOLINX KPAacOTy M YHMKasb-
HOCTb KoMmu kpas.

OpraHu3aTopsl IPOEKTHON pabOTHI:

Benkuna Enena IlaBnoBHa, KaHA. Ief. HayK, JOLEHT Kadeqpbl
MHOCTpaHHbIX A3bIKOB CI'Y mmenn IIntupuma CopoknHa (I71aBHBII
KOOPJVHATOP ITPOEKTa);

JlatpimoB Pycrem AnbpbOepToBud, KaH/. Iefl. HayK, DOIEHT Kade-
Apbl MHOCTpaHHBIX A3bIKOB CI'Y mmenn IIntupnuma CopoknHa.

Y4acTHUKY IPOEKTHO paboTHI:
cTyfienTsl rpynnbl 1051n-A®o VIHCTUTYTa MHOCTPaHHBIX A3bI-
koB CI'Y umenn Ilutupnuma Copokna.

Dear friends!

We bring to your attention
the results of the project “The
Land of Cloudberry Swamps”
with participation of future
teachers, fifth-year students of |
the Institute of Foreign Lan- |
guages of Pitirim Sorokin Syk-
tyvkar State University. The
students, together with their
supervisor, translated the po-
ems of A. S. Polyakov and E. V. Salnikova into the English language
in order to acquaint foreign students of the University with the best
poetic pieces of the writers of the Komi Republic and to popularize the
works of two wonderful poets who glorify the beauty and uniqueness
of the Komi Land.

The project organizers:

Elena Pavlovna Belkina, Candidate of Pedagogy, Associate Pro-
fessor, Department of Foreign Languages, Pitirim Sorokin Syktyvkar
State University (Chief Project Coordinator);

Rustem Albertovich Latypov, Candidate of Pedagogy, Associate
Professor, Department of Foreign Languages, Pitirim Sorokin Syk-
tyvkar State University.

The project participants:
Students of group 1051p-AFo, Institute of Foreign Languages, Pit-
irim Sorokin Syktyvkar State University.
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Joporue unrarenyu, gaBaiiTe IO3HAKOMMUMCS C ABYMS TaTaHTIN- Dear readers, let’s get acquainted with two talented poets whose
BBIMM I109TaMJ, IPeKpacHble CTPOYKM KOTOPBIX IPONNUTAHBI T060- beautiful lines are imbued with Love for the Komi Land, with Joy of
BbIO k 3eMsie KoMu, pajocThio ObITHSA, JOOPOTOI 1 U3ALIECTBOM. Being, with Kindness and Grace.




Kpa poumosmx 6onom

ITonaxos  Anexkcanpp CepreeBud
(1950-2003) HIPOXKIJT HEZO/ITYIo,
TPY[IHYIO, HO B TO K€ BPeMs, CYaCTIMBYIO
U HACHIIIEHHYIO COOBITUAMMU >KU3HD.
OH cymen mpeofoneTb MHOXECTBO
UCHBITaHMIT: CITy>)kK6a Ha IOZBOJHOI
NI0fIKe, HeTllerKas TPy/loBasi [NeATeNbHOCTD
B COBXO3e, IIOTeps JIOOVMMOro ChIHA,
TsDKenmasg 6ome3Hb. Bcio cBOI0 OKM3HD
Anexcangp  CepreeBMdy  IpeJaHHOTIO
MOOMI  CBOI0 CYNpPYTy, MaTb CBOMX
meteit. CeMbs [/IA MO3Ta ObIa OJHVMM U3 OCHOBHBIX VICTOYHMKOB
BJIOXHOBEHM, [IOY€PM BCIOMMHAIOT O HEM KaK O IIPEKpacHOM
9eI0BEKe 1 JIACKOBOM OTIIE.

A. C. Ilonakos Bbipoc B Kanyre, Ho Ycrb-Llnmemckuii paiion
Pecrmry 6k KoMy cTas ij1s Hero pofiHbIM, KOT/Ia II03T CO CBOEIT CeMbeit
nepeexaj Ha ceBep pecny6imvku B 1975 rony. Anekcanzp CepreeBny —
CaMOOBITHBII, TAJTAHT/IVBBIN 03T, €70 CTUXV IIPOHM3AHBI KUTEVICKO
MY/POCTBIO, TIOOOBBIO K CEMbe, BOCXVIIEHNEM CEBEPHOI IIPUPOOIL,
ONTUMU3MOM U MY>KECTBOM.

Ceetmmas namatb Anexkcanapy I1omAKoBy, TPy>KeHUKY CeTbCKOTO
XO035ICTBA, M00SIIeMY CEMbsIHUHY, YHUKATBHOMY 03Ty Pecrry6mykmu
Komn!

&

Alexander Sergeyevich Polyakov (1950-2003) lived a short and
difficult, but at the same time, happy and eventful life. He managed to
overcome many ordeals and trials. He served in the Navy, worked hard
at a state farm, lost his beloved son, and suffered from a serious illness.
All his life Alexander Sergeyevich devotedly loved his wife, the mother
of his children. His family was one of the main sources of his poetic
inspiration. His daughters remember him as a wonderful person and
affectionate father.

Alexander Polyakov grew up in Kaluga, but it was the Ust-Tsilem-
sky District of the Komi Republic that became his home when the poet
and his family moved to the North of the region in 1975. Alexander
Polyakov is an original, talented poet. His poems are imbued with
worldly wisdom, love for the family, admiration for northern nature,
optimism and courage.

Blessed be the memory of Alexander Polyakov, an agricultural
worker, a loving family man and a unique poet of the Komi Republic!

L
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KPao MOPOuIKo6vIx 6onom

Canpaukosa Enena BanenTuHOB-
Ha poguiiacb M JXMBET B T. CBIKTBIB-
Kape, TIOOUT POHOI TOPOJI, POFHON
Komu Kpait 1 He ITaHupyeT NOKU/aTh
ero. Enena BanenTuHoBHa momy4nia
IpeKpacHoe o0Opa3oBaHMe, CHadala
MY3bIKaJIbHOE II0 K/Iaccy ¢opremnna-
HO, a 3aTeM A3bIKOBOE Ha (aKy/bTeTe
VHOCTpAaHHBIX A3bIKOB Komu nnegnH-
CTUTYTA, YCIIEIIHO 3allNTN/Ia KaHOM-
JATCKYI0 AMCCEPTALVIO M IOTy4nia
3BaHIe IOLIeHTA.

Ycnexyt B Hay4HOU cdepe 1moOy-
aum OyRyliero mosra nomnpoboBaTb
VICIIBITaTh CBOM CUJIBI B II€JarOTMYECKOIl JIeATeIbHOCTH, U OHA IIPU-
crymuia k obydennto crygeHToB CI'Y mmenn IIntupuma Copokuna
IIPEeMYAPOCTAM HEMELKOTO s3bIKa. B TeyeHue Heckonbkux et Enena
BajleHTMHOBHA JOCTOHO TPYAMIACH B CTeHaX CHIKTBIBKaPCKOTO YHM-
BEPCUTETa, a TAK)Ke BOCIUTBIBA/A CHIHA, YXaXXVBaa 38 IOXXWIBIMA
PORUTENAMIU.

I[Tocne cmens! cdeps! gesrenbHocTy B 2016 rony E. B. CanpHuxo-
Ba CEPbE3HO 3aHATIACh COYMHUTENNBCKMM TPY/IOM U JOCTUITIA TPEKpac-
HBIX Pe3y/IbTATOB: BBITYCTIIA COOCTBeHHYI0 KHury ctuxoB «Ha Ce-
Bepe XXUTb», yYaCTBOBAJIA 1 II0OEX/jajIa B IUTePaTyPHBIX KOHKYPCaX,
IyO/IMKOBa/IaCh B IPECTVDKHBIX V3JIAaHMAX, IPOBOAVIIA TBOPYECKUE
BCTpeYM C NOKJIOHHMKaMM CBOero TtBopdectsa. Y Enennr CanbHu-
KOBOI1, T03Ta 3eMu KoMy, erie Bce BIepeny, ee JOCTVDKEHUA OyRYT
VI YMHOXATbCH, a CTUIb OTTaunBaThbcA. [Toxxemaem Enene TBopue-
CKMX TI00€f], BJJOXHOBEHVS U CYaCTbs!

Syktyvkar, 2023

Elena Valentinovna Salnikova was born and lives in Syktyvkar. She
loves her home town, her native Komi land and does not plan to leave
it. Elena Valentinovna got an excellent education. She learned to play
the piano at the College of Fine Arts and studied German and French
at the Faculty of Foreign Languages of the Komi Pedagogical Institute.
Later on Elena successfully presented her PhD thesis and was awarded
with the title of Associate Professor.

Success in the scientific field prompted the future poet to try her
hand at teaching. She tought the intricacies of the German language to
the students of Pitirim Sorokin Syktyvkar State University. For several
years, Elena Valentinovna was working hard within the walls of the
University while bringing up her son and taking care of her elderly
parents.

After changing her field of professional activity in 2016, E. V. Sal-
nikova seriously took up writing and achieved excellent results: she
published her own book of poems “To Live in the North”, participated
in and won some literary competitions, had her works published in
prestigious collections of poems, held readings attended by the admir-
ers of her literary output . Elena Salnikova, Poet of the Komi Land, still
has everything ahead. She will further hone and refine her style. Her
achievements will undoubtedly grow. We wish Elena creative victories,
inspiration and happiness!
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Yactp I / Part 1

IIPEJIECTb CEBEPHOW ITPVMPO/IbI
BEAUTY OF THE KOMI LAND’S NATURE
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ps I"' Syktyvkar, 2023

Anexcanpp Ilonsakos
* %%

Alexander Polyakov

4%

Trl mpocumb pacckasaTb mpo Komu kpait,
OTBeuy npocTo: My4lle IpuesKail.

Bynp BepxoM coBepIlIeHCTBA MOJI PaccKas,
CBoux Tebe OH He 3aMEHUT I71a3.

Kak pacckasarb Tebe 0 MapeBe /1ecoB,
CpaBHIMOM /INIID C BUAEHbEM 3bI0KUX CHOB?
O TummHe 3acHeXXEHHBIX 03ep,

I'e oTAbIXaeT yTOM/IEHHDIIT B30P?

O siHTape MOPOIIKOBBIX 00/10T?

O crasx nTut, CTpeMAIMMXCA B MOTET?

O cBeT/IBIX BOAX HAIINX OBICTPHIX PeK,

B orporax ropHsIx cBoit 6epyiux 6er?
Kak noxasaTb o4yapoBaHMe HOuell,

YTO COTKaHbBI 3 COTHEYHBIX Ty4eit?
TymaHa pOCHOTO HEXKHENIIYI0 Byab?

You're asking me about Komi land,

I simply say, come here, take my hand.
And my words could never fully it convey
The beauty to admire in display. '
What to tell you of the forest haze
Compared only to a dream-like phase?
About quiet snow-covered lakes

Where tired eyes can find their breaks?
About amber of the cloudberry swamps
Or sight of birds in flight in their romps?
Or bright waters in the rapid streams
Beginning in the mountain seams?

To show the enchantment of the night
Woven from the sun’s radiant light?

To show gentle veil of misty dew

B 3ape paccBeTHoI rony6eromtyio fanp? And bluish distance at the dawn’s debut?

Aprui BOTHYIOIINIT ONIEHBUX CTaJ? About river made of herds of deer,

Cepper; TIOACKIX HEOLIEHVIMBIIT KIa? A treasure trove of the human hearts sincere?

Kak nepepaTb TO YyBCTBO HOBM3HBI, And to convey the freshness and the neatness

Yro japuT HaM IbIXaHVE BECHBI? That spring is breathing into life with its sweetness?
JInxoit myprut HeMCTOBBI Pa3dovi? The blizzard raving in unbridled spree,

CHeroB 10Ty TOpaMeTPOBBIIL CIIOT? And heaps of snow are as high as up to knee.

51 He ymero pacckasarb mpo Komn kpait. I cannot speak of Komi land and its vitality,
OTBeuy MpoCTO: Iy4Ile IpuesKail. Just come and let it be a part of your reality.

Bynp BepxoM coBepIlieHCTBA MO pacckKas,
CBoux Tebe OH He 3aMEHUT I71a3.

Words could never fully it replace —

The magic coming from the sweetest face.
Come and experience it all first-hand
And feel the beauty of the Komi Land.

(Translated by Yulia Polyakova and Svetlana Ignatova)
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Anexcanpp Ilonakos
M HET 3EMJIV POJHEE...

%

51 mo6mio aTOT Kpail.

MHne npusHarbcs,

bes Hero y>xe u He XUTb.

OH BolIen B MeH: C€BEPHOII CKa3KOIi,
/ He gymaeT yXonuTh.

Sl xo4y BUfieTh 9TU 3apHUIIBI

/1 MOpPOIIKOBBIX BA3b OOJIOT,

/1 peynor0 BOJOI HAIUTHCH,

I1 B 0OXOTKY cMeTaTh 3apoj,.

Sl Xo4y BUfIeTb 3TN pacCBETHI,
3auapoBaHHBIN CBET HOYEl],

W Hepmonroe Halile jIeTo,
beckoneuHy10 CHEXXHOCTD THEI.
MHe Bce IOporo B 3TOM Kpae,
[Tpuknneno — He OTOpPBATh.

Sl pongnee seMnu He 3HAIO,

V1 xpacuBeil He OTBICKATb.

Alexander Polyakov

THERE'S NOTHING LIKE MY LAND

%%

I adore my Land,

I'm sincere.

Northern fairy stole my heart,

I want to live only here,

Land’s in me and will never depart.
I want to see lightning in distance,
Patterned cloudberries crochet,
Drink water from river at least once,
Piling up with pleasure hay.

I want to see day dawning,
Charming glittering stars at night,
Taste ephemeral summer morning
And eternal snowy sight.

Land is dear to me and precious,
I've attached myself strong and tight.

Land’s like mother to me, she’s gracious,

I adore her beauty and might.

(Translated by Elena Belkina)

¥

Syktyvkar, 2023
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Enena CanpHNKOBa
X%

I'paun npuneremm. Bee yTpo
rajfiexx B pa3oM/IeBIIEM IBOPE.
3uMbI He 6BIBAJIO KaK OYATO.
CBerT JJ07I0T U T'YCT, KaK IIope.

[paum BOTHOBa/INCh, KpUYaIy,
4TO He6O ¢ cO00II IIPUHECIN.
A He60 110 KanblIe, Ty4aMu
OOHAB OflyBaHUMK 3eMJINL.

Elena Salnikova
%%

The rooks have come. The whole morning
There is a clutter in the roaring yard.

The winter left without warning.

And shine is long and dense like curd.

The flurried rooks were singing out

that they have brought the sky like band.
The gleamy heaven further moved about
Embosoming the dandelion of the Land.

(Translated by Natalia Lapshina)

w‘, Yo

Syktyvkar, 2023
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Anexcanpp Ilonakos
%

Alexander Polyakov

%%

Momuut Taiira B 00bATHAX COHHBIX CHETA.

B Tary4yem cyMpake 3aBs3/ia TUILVHA.
Peuymika 1ofo 1bOM HETOPOIUIMBBIM OeroM
Herpomko menyet: «f eme >xmBa».

Taiga is silent in the arms of sleepy snows.
The lingered twilight’s hushed alive.

The rivulet under ice unhurried flows,
Whispers softly: “I will survive.”

JlecucToit M3/TyKOi IBDKHULIA 9bsI-TO BbETCH,
TauHCTBEHHbIE TEHN YXO[AT CTOPOHOIA,

W xonopkoM ImeKn Moen KOCHETCS
HecnpiuHbi BeT€pOK, pacTasaB 3a CIIMHOI.

Ski runs are curling in the wooded way,
And chilly fingers touch my cheek,
Mysterious shadows are going away,

And gentle breeze is melting from the creek.

Ilo yctanu 6po>Xy B HACTBIBIINX HaBOTOKAX, Wandering along the river side till getting tired,

ITpomepsumit 61cep 3Be3[L YyTh CIIBILIHO IIE/TeCTHT, 4 And rustling faintly stars as frozen as beads.
JlyHa cMOTpPUT Ha >KM3Hb CIIOKOJHO-OJIMIHOKO, The moon watches life, with lonely desired
V1 My#pOCTbIO BEKOB 4e/IO ee TIIAANT. Wisdom of the centuries, its forehead heeds.
[Tpucamy OTHOXHYTD Ha Kpaii, y IlepeKara, My eyes embracing sleepy river space,
IIpocTop ycHyBIINIA, B3TTIAIOM OOHMMY. And I get down at the edge of bar

U BOpyT movYyauTCA: CUJieN yKe KOIa-To It seems to me: I visited this place

S 3pech B HOUM U CITyIIA/ TUIIMHY. And took some relaxation there so far.

(Translated by Anna Bezruk, Maria Sharapova)




Enena CanpHnukoBa
CEHTABPH

k%

Eme pexa BM>XKeHMEM IIPOCTHIM

Ha 6eper ONPOKI/IbIBAET BOMHBI,
JIMMOHHMUITBI CAIATCS Ha I[BETHI —
KPBIIOM HEXXHBI U TTPOd1/IeM ITOKOPHHI.

Eme BeTpa Ha BKYC, KaK acCOpTH,
COCHOBbBIC Ia ATOOHBbIC HOTDI.
HaBcTpedy UM Tak X04eTCs HECTUCD!..
HO BOT y>1<e HEHaCTHbIC NJINHHOTbI

3By4aT IIPOCTOPHO B JTACKOBOII CTPOKE,

I7ie IepBOIl CKPUIIKOM — JIeIMKATHO, CIIOPO —
CEHTAOPD BBIXOIUT B >KEJITOM CIOPTYKE,
TalHCTBEHHOMY BE€PE€H OVIPIDKEDPY.

Elena Salnikova
SEPTEMBER

%

The river in its simple movements

Is throwing waves across its lines,

The butterflies on flowers are tender ornaments
With delicate wings in exquisite designs.

Winds are sweet and gentle, I can taste

The pine and cloudberry flavours to avail.
Wishing to encounter in haste

That music, but the lengthy passages prevail.

They sound spaciously and softly to remember
That orchestra is governed by a delicate instructor
Of deftly coated in yellow September,

And in submission to the mystery conductor.

(Translated by Elena Belkina)




Enena CanpHuKoBa
INOJCHEXHMK

%

A 3Haere, Be[Ib IIO/ICHEXKHUKY
TEIJIO IIOJ, IPOMOKIIVIM CHETOM
4TO Ga/yeT — HeT, He HeKEHKY
a paTHMKA — CIIE/IBIM CBETOM.

BcTaroT cTebenbky MaxpoBble
U 1mecTb 71enecTKOB M3SAIHBIX
napsAT Haj, 6e1oit CypoBYI0

B 31IMe ellle HaCTOsIIeNn.

Kyza rak criemat Bo3pyussle,
3aCHEXEHHbIe CEePEXKN?
Cyrpo6bI KpyroM BaTpyIIKaMIL,

U BeTep He IIOHAPOIIKY.

Ho >xuTb HeBO3MOXKHO X0oueTcs!
3anlOMHUTD OBI, YTO HE 3ps1

B3JIETACT IIOJCHE)KHMK B YpO‘IHbII?I qac

Haj 6eperom ¢eBpais.

Elena Salnikova
A SNOWDROP

%

You know, a snowdrop

is warm in the wet snow.
It’s not a molly, it can’t stop
being a warrior in its glow.

The little terries are rising
and six delicate petals
soar over grief comprising
winter that now settles.

The earrings snowy-airy
Are making their haste,

The snowdrifts sledges carry
Windy waves interlaced.

But all I want is to live!
Remember it’s not in vain
The snowdrop flies to give
Itself to the February chain.

(Translated by Aleksandra Pozdeeva and Yulia Dozina)
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Enena CanpankoBa
X%

Brixopninb noyTpy B TYMaH —
U Tbl HUYEN.

JIeTAT COMmaTUKM JOXK/IA

CO BCeX BeTBeIl.

KocpiHKM y3KMe m1CcTOB

VIM MalIyT BCIIEf.

[MraHTCKMM CeBEepHBIM KUTOM
IIJIBIBET PacCBeT.

IInpIBeT M TAHETCA MTMMaH
OCEHHUX JHe.

Brixopnimb noyTpy B TYMaH —
U Tbl HUYEN.

Elena Salnikova
%%

I go out in the morning in a haze —
And I am nobody’s.

Blue coats of the rain are toppling down
From all the shrubberies.
Neckpieces of the slender leaves
Wave on their morrow.

The giant north whale

Is carrying Aurora’s arrow.

The estuary of the autumn days

Is flowing and swaying away

I go out in the morning in a haze —
And I am nobody’s for a day.

(Translated by Natalia Lapshina)
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Pano yTpoM s TMXOHBKO BCTaHY,
Hemymnmso BbIIAY CO ABOpa
benocuexxnyro Byanb TymaHa
IIpommBaeT 3010TOM 3aps.

3aHaBeCUB OKHA, CIIUT JIepeBHA
Hobupast OT HOYHOTO CHa.
[ITunpI-noAKY IO, TOPOIO APEMIIIOT.
Yy Tb CKpUINUT MO FHUILAMMA IPECBa.

CKopo ueli-To paHHUII B3peB MOTOPA,
0060pBeT BHE3AITHO TUIINHY.

V1, cipocoHbs XpUIIZIOBATHIN TOBOP,
JIBepu paclaxHeT OYepeJHOMY NHIO.

Alexander Polyakov

%%

Early in the morning I quietly get up
And softly go out of the yard.

A snow-white veil of fog in closeup,
Dawn is sewing with threading starred.

Making up for lack of sleep from dead of night
The village’s sleeping with pale and curtained light. =
Bird-like boats are dozing under the hill.

Scraping wood under bottom is quite and still.

-

Soon the early morning engine roar

Will break the silence knocking at the door,
And a sleepy heavy husky voice

Will open doors to greet another day and say Rejoice!

(Translated by Alina Ivanova)




g Y

bl |

UWK0BbIX 60710M

Syktyvkar, 2023

Elena Salnikova
%%

Enena CanpHuUKOBa
%%

Moxxer, rjje-To 1 €CTb Te IJIaKy4le UBBI,
Yro rpycTaT Haj pydbaMu,
MOJIOCKASICh IUCTBOIA.
TonbKo B HallIMX KpasX MBbI 3HAIOT ApYyTHE,
Te, 4TO caMbIMU ITIEpBBIMI HAaC O3 PABIIAIOT
C BECHOIL.

Maybe there are the weeping willows anywhere
That wipe their tears away with a leafy wing.
It is only in our Land that willows differ to share
The joy to be first ones to congratulate

people on spring.

Snow stays, but willows’ buds bursting out.
Grass is sleeping, willows blossom without a fuss.
With yellow gentleness, all without a doubt,
Willows, from all their hearts,

have surrounded us.

Eme cuer He pacTasm, a y>X JIONAIOT IMOYKH,
Eme HeTy TpaBbl, a OHa pacuBera.
/ mymmcTyro HeXXHOCTD XKE/THIX,
B 3€7IEHb, KOMOYKOB,
OT cyacT/IMBOrO cepplia UBa HaM OTJaIA.

(Translated by Anastasia Gerasimenkova)
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Yactp I1/ Part I1

MYIPBIE MBICJIN / THOUGHTS OF WISDOM
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Anexcanpp Ilonakos
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K neHMBBIM He IPUXOAUT BIOXHOBEHDE!

51 BHOBB ¢ yucTOM GyMaru y crorna...

Kak crmajkm aTu KpaTkie MTHOBEHb,

VI npeTcs MyspIKa ByIun U3-I107 Iepa.
CrnoBa TeCcHATCA B Xaoce TBOPEHNs,

Ot MbIcen 0e3HafeXXHO OTCTAIOT.
Poxpaerca B Tumm cTuxorsopenue!

Sl camblil IEPBBINT 9TO Y3HAIO.

B nem erkuii yTpeHHIK 4epeMyX0BOI HOYI,
JIy4 conHIla B TaCMypHOII 3aBece JHA,
HecnplnHblil lIeIecT IONAIMUXCA MOYeK
CBOUM KpPbIIOM KacalOTCs MEHS.

B HeM IITIOT IpUBET 3aCHE>KEHHBIE [Ja/li,

B 3akaTHBIX O0TONIECKaX CUAIOT Hebeca.
CyMero /b 51 BaM IlepefaTb CIOBaMMI,

Yro BUJAT B CHAX, 3aKyp>KaBeB, j1eca’?

O ueM moeT I71IyXapb BECHOIO paHHel?

Vl menuyT TpaBbl POCHBIE B TyTrax?

O yeM TOCKYIOT ITUIIbI B CTPaHaX Ja/lbHUX,
YBuzeB cBeT Ha 3TUX Oeperax?

O, mait MHe, [ocriogu, Kak OTKpOBEeHME CBBIIIIE,
Hap, Kak oTpafy, Ha UCTOKe JIHelL:

YMeHMe BUfIETh ¥ YMEHME CIIbIIIATh,
YMeHMe 1eTb MHe 0 3eMiie MO€IL.
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Afflatus flees away from lazy truants

And I sit here with a paper at my place,
Admire sweetness of these rapid moments
And comes my soul’s music in a gentle pace.
Words are hustling in the chaos of creation,
They sadly lag behind my thoughts.

I am the first to hear that pulsation,

The birth of poem in me my heart supports.

Its gentle nightly morrow is getting firmer,

It has a ray of sun in cloudy veil of day,

The popping of the buds makes silent murmur
Bird cherry branches touch me with a tender sway.
And snowed distances send greetings as decisions,
The heavens shine in the reflection of the sun.
Will I ever be successful in covering the visions
That frostbit forests see in their dreamy spun?
Will I cover grouse singing in the early spring
And dewy grasses that whisper in the field?
What does the light on the adjacent river bring
To birds that yearn for home riverside of yield?
Oh, give me, Lord, as revelation from above,

A gift of joy at the decline of days:

The art to see and hear, write and sing of love
For Land that in my heart forever stays.

(Translated by Arini Shipitsyna and Yulia Parshukova)
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The Inspiration doesn’t come to unwilling —
The desk’s again with a piece of paper for my art.
How sweet these minute moments are,

My fountain pen pours melodies of heart.

The words are crowding in chaos of creation,
They fall behind my thoughts without hope,

It’s the tranquility of poet’s invention!

I'm the first to see this trope.

A gentle night’s touch of a morning cherry hustle,
A ray of Sun on gloomy canvas of the day,

A tree’s buds burst and give a quiet rustle,

With fluttering wings that reach out to play.

The greetings of the snowbound vastness,

In dusk of glimmers glowing of skies —

Can I convey this nature’s noblesse

About all the rimes in forests” guise?

What does a grouse sing when the spring is young?
And dewy herbs whisper in the meadows wide?
The birds in foreign lands with the songs unsung
Feel grief at seeing sunshine on the native side.
Oh, Goodness, give me as a revelation,

A gift of comfort and delight in fading days:

A genius of a greater consolation,

And art of singing of my Land as praise.

(Translated by Maxim Parnikov and Maria Kosnyreva)



Anekcanpp Ilonakos
HE IIMCAHBI 3BAKOHBI JIJIA
B/IIOBJIEHHBIX...

Rt

He nucanbl 3aKOHBI 1718 BII0OJIEHHBIX,
He nycanpl 3aKOHBI 14 1Ty TOB.

/1, roBOpAT BIIOJIHE OIIPEENIEHHO,

He nucanb! onn s «1ypakos».

«ITom mypauka» y;[o6He171 KITh HAMHOTO:
IToka maroT, XUTb MOXXHO, He TY>XUTb.
Hacuer pa6ors? Eit y bora mHorO,

Ila 1 He BOJIK, B TaJiTy He YOEXKNUT.

Alexander Polyakov
NO LAWS ARE WRITTEN
FOR THE LOVERS...

Rt

No laws are written for the lovers,
No laws are written for a clown.
And certainly, they say, idea covers
The laws for fools are not laid down.

To live as fools is having a snug seat:

They give — you live, and feel no regrets.

As for work? God has a lot of it,
You'll find it there, but what it gets?

(Translated by Taisiia Shmytova)
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ABTOPBHI ®OTOTPA®UI /
THE CREATORS OF THE IMAGES

Bespyx Anna / Anna Bezruk

Benxuna Enena / Elena Belkina

Wenamosa Ceemnana / Svetlana Ignatova
Jlanwuna Hamanvs / Natalia Lapshina
Muwenésa Anacmacus / Anastasiya Mishenyova
ITapwyxosa Onus / Yulia Parshukova

ITonaxosa FOnus / Yulia Polyakova

Yynpos Poman / Roman Chuprov

Imwimosa Taucus / Taisiia Shmytova
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