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Rossica Prize 2009

The Rossica Translation Prize is awarded for the best 
literary translation from Russian into English. It aims 
to promote Russian literature outside Russia and to 
enhance the perception of Russian culture in English-
speaking countries. The Rossica Prize is the first prize 
for literary translation from Russian into English to be 
established anywhere in the world, and it is open to 
works published in any country. 

£5,000 is awarded to the winning translation, to be split 
between the translator and publisher. 

In 2009 Academia Rossica received a record number 
of submissions – 58 new translations from Russian 
into English.

Rossica Prize 2009 Award Ceremony
25 May, Day of Saints Kyrill and Methodius,  
creators of the Cyrillic alphabet 
London Review Bookshop, 14 Bury Place, London WC1

Academia Rossica
Academia Rossica was created in London in 2000 with the aim of supporting Russian 
heritage and culture and promoting cultural collaboration between Russia and the West. 
Working closely with leading cultural institutions, Academia Rossica initiates and realises 
pioneering projects presenting the best of Russian art and culture to western audiences. 
Rossica, the international art journal published by Academia Rossica, is devoted to the 
many facets of Russian heritage and the newest artistic movements in contemporary 
Russia. We believe that stronger cultural links are essential to a successful dialogue 
between Russia and the West in politics, business and other spheres, and further 
integration of Russia into the world community. Academia Rossica is a UK Registered 
Charity no. 1091022.
www.academia-rossica.org

The First President of Russia B. Yeltsin Foundation
The Rossica Translation Prize is sponsored by the Yeltsin Foundation. Established in 
Moscow in 2000 as an independent charitable organisation, its primary aim is to create 
an environment which will help the younger generation to fulfil its creative potential. The 
Foundation therefore undertakes a broad range of educational, scientific, scholarly and 
cultural projects and programmes in support of talented young men and women.

It strives to promote humanitarian and cultural cooperation and an open exchange of 
ideas and information between Russia and the West. The Foundation’s priorities also 
include the encouragement of political, analytical and historical research into the changes 
undergone by Russia at the end of the 20th century and the role of the First President of 
the Russian Federation B. Yeltsin as one of the key figures in the contemporary world.
www.yeltsin.ru
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Winner

Amanda Love Darragh
Translation of Maria Galina’s Iramifications, Glas 2008 

Shortlist (in alphabetical order)

Nick Allen 
Translation of Andrei Babchenko’s One Soldier’s War in Chechnya, Portobello Books 2007

Hugh Aplin 
translation of Mikhail Ageyev Romance with Cocaine, Hesperus Press 2008

Ignat Avsey 
Translation of Fyodor Dostoevsky’s Humiliated and Insulted, One World Classics 2008

Andrew Bromfield 
Translation of Victor Pelevin’s The Sacred Book of the Werewolf, Faber and Faber 2008

Sasha Dugdale 
Translation of Elena Shvarts’ Birdsong on the Seabed, Bloodaxe Books 2008

Jamey Gambrell 
Translation of Vladimir Sorokin’s Ice, New York Review of Books 2007

Special Commendation 
In addition to the shortlist the Judges decided to introduce a category of Special 
Commendation. The following are commended not simply for outstanding translations 
of recognised classics, but for long-time service to a greater understanding and 
appreciation of Russia. They have done much to stimulate an awareness of Russian 
culture. The following translations have been singled out for this award: 

Kyril Zinovieff and Jenny Hughes  
For their translation of Lev Tolstoy’s Anna Karenina, One World Classics 2008.

Robert Maguire  
For his translation of Fyodor Dostoevsky’s Demons, Penguin 2008.

Robert Porter 
Taught Russian Language and Literature at the University of Bristol for 25 years, 
eventually being promoted to a Personal Chair there. From 1999 until 2005 he was 
Professor of Slavonic Studies at the University of Glasgow. His monographs on Russian 
Literature include Four Contemporary Russian Writers (1989) and Russia’s Alternative 
Prose (1994).

Martin Dewhirst 
Has lectured on Russian language and literature at the University of Glasgow since 1964. 
He is particularly interested in twentieth century Russian literature and has compiled 
many bibliographies on the subject for The Year’s Work in Modern Language Studies. 
He has worked periodically on the Samizdat staff of Radio Liberty in Munich and is also a 
specialist on Soviet censorship and archives. 

Antony Briggs 
Is a senior Research Fellow at Bristol University. He has written, translated or edited 
more than twenty books on Russian and English literature. After gaining a reputation as 
a leading authority on Alexander Pushkin, he has turned to Tolstoy in recent years. His 
translation of War and Peace was shortlisted for the 2007 Rossica Prize. 

The Rossica Prize Committee

The committee is an invaluable and integral part of the running of the Rossica Prize. The 
professionalism, expertise in the field of literary translation and the exacting standards of 
its members has enabled Academia Rossica to give professional and commercial weight 
to this prize which remains the only one of its kind in the world today. The committee’s 
unfailing support and dedication has contributed greatly to the success of the Rossica 
prize and its growing reputation. The members of the committee are:

2005. While at PEN, she initiated the Writers in Translation programme. At the British 
Council, literature in the Russian Federation is one of her areas of concern.

Amanda Hopkinson Director of the British Centre for Literary Translation 

Christopher MacLehose publisher, laureate of Lifetime Achievement Award in 
International Publishing 

Susanna Nicklin Director of Literature at the British Council 

Dr Alistair Niven OBE Principal of the King George VI and Queen Elizabeth Foundation 
of St Catherine’s at Cumberland Lodge, Windsor

Rossica Prize 2009 Rossica Prize Judges 2009

Robert Porter

Martin Dewhirst

Antony Briggs

Ignat Avsey

Hugh Aplin

Amanda Love Darragh

Sasha Dugdale

Andrew Bromfield
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1. The Rossica Prize is aimed at recognising and stimulating literary translation. 
The primary criteria for eligibility are that a work should be a translation of a work of 
Russian literature into English and that the translation should be published within the 
time frame established by the Judges. 

2. The Judges will take a broad view in respect of genre; thus, single-author volumes 
of prose, poetry or drama, or any kind of book-length text, including multi-author 
anthologies and collections of short stories, will prima facie be considered eligible. 
New translations of works that have previously been translated into English will be 
eligible, but reprints of existing translations will not. Final responsibility for decisions 
concerning eligibility will rest with the Judges, acting as a group.

3. There will be no limitation on place of publication, in respect of the Russian text or 
the submitted translation.

4. Works must be submitted to Academia Rossica by the publisher. Both Russian and 
English texts must be submitted in order for a text to be considered eligible. At the 
deadline the Judges may call attention to works which may have been overlooked and 
not submitted by the deadline, and ask for them to be submitted by the publisher to 
Academia Rossica.

5. The Judges will draw up a short list of 5 or 7 works, from which one single winner 
will be declared. Details of the winning work and of all shortlisted works will be 
published in the Academia Rossica journal. A list of works accepted as eligible by 
the Judges will be published on the Academia Rossica website. 

6. No more than one work by any individual translator will be shortlisted. The Prize 
may be awarded to an individual translator among a number contributing to a multi-
translator or multi-author work.

7. The value of the Prize will be £5,000, to be split between the translator/s and publisher 
at the judges’ discretion.

8. The adjudication process is strictly confidential to the judges and Rossica, and no 
discussion will be entered into with the public or entrants. 

The Rossica Prize Rules Judges’ statement

This year’s judges considered a total of 58 books to find a winner for the 2009 Rossica 
Translation Prize (exactly double the amount of entries received in 2007). 

The books submitted for the prize came from a variety of genres and periods. 12 were 
written between 1800 and 1900, 3 between 1900 and 1917, 17 between 1918 and 1991 
and 25 from between 1991 and 2008. Given a noticeable lack in 2007, the quantity of 
translated contemporary writing was very impressive. Nevertheless, traditional classics 
were well represented and authors such as Bulgakov, Pushkin, Tolstoy and Dostoevsky 
featured prominently. No less than two new renderings of ‘War and Peace’ were entered 
for the prize. 

The majority of the works submitted were prose. However, 11 entries were translations 
of poetry and, for the first time in the history of the Rossica Prize, a collection of poetry 
was featured on the shortlist. The range of entries was not restricted to the more esoteric 
aspects of Russian literature and also included commercially successful books designed 
for a mass market.

An innovation to accompany the main Rossica Prize this year was the launch of the 
Rossica Young Translators Prize for those under the age of 25. The judges were both 
surprised and encouraged by the number of submissions (28) as the selected texts 
(taken from recent works by contemporary Russian writers) were very demanding. 
The quality of the translations was, generally, very high and bodes well for the future 
of Russian to English translation. 

Right from the start of the judging process for the main prize the difficulties of 
comparing translations of such disparate original works was recognised and discussed. 
It was agreed amongst the judges that, although each submission had to stand up in its 
own right as an effective and satisfying piece of writing in English, it was the accuracy 
and readability of the translation – rather than the literary merit (or otherwise) of the 
original – that would, in all cases, take priority.

In light of the fact that twice as many entries were submitted as last time, choosing 
a winner for the prize was an extremely difficult and lengthy process. Nevertheless, after 
much discussion and, inevitably, disagreement a distinguished shortlist and, ultimately, 
a very worthy winner was settled upon. As if in answer to the disappointment expressed 
by the 2007 judges regarding a dearth in this area, the winning translation was a work 
of contemporary Russian fiction. 
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Inaugurated in 2009, the Rossica Young Translators Prize was set up to nurture a new 
generation of Russian to English translators. Anyone under the age of twenty five on 
the deadline for submission, whether in education or not, is eligible to enter. The winner 
receives £300 and sees their translation published in an edition of Rossica.

Entrants were asked to translate one of three extracts (of around three thousand words 
each) from novels written recently by some of Russia’s foremost contemporary novelists 
– Vladimir Makanin, Dmitry Bykov and Olga Slavnikova. 

Academia Rossica was delighted to receive no less than 28 submissions for the Rossica 
Young Translators Prize. This overwhelming response to a still fledgling competition 
saw 34 translators (collaborations were accepted) from Europe and America. Although 
the bulk of entries were from those studying at universities, submissions were also 
received from people at school and others not in full time education. British universities 
represented in the competition included Bristol, Cambridge, Exeter, Leeds, Manchester, 
Oxford, SSEES and St Andrews. There were also submissions by students from Trinity 
College (Dublin), Georgetown University (Washington DC), American University 
(Washington DC) and the University of Lyon (France).

From the Judges: Boy Bykov
The three passages that were set for translation were all very demanding. That said, 
it was perhaps understandable that the majority of the 28 candidates tackled the 
extract from Dmitrii Bykov’s novel Spisannye which was fractionally more accessible. 
Nevertheless, even the Bykov text presented serious problems for any potential translator, 
not least how to translate the novel’s title. 

Given the access to native speakers of Russians in Britain today (especially compared 
with 30 years ago) and the availability of specialised dictionaries, the judges were 
somewhat surprised at the factual errors which marked almost all – and even the best 
of – the submissions.

With particular regard to the Rossica Young Translators Prize, the judges noted that 
there were three things which were necessary for effective translation. Firstly and most 
obviously, a command of the Russian language is essential. Also crucial is the ability to 
write good English. Finally, translators must understand the cultural context of the work 
they are translating and have a demonstrable feel for Russian people and the society in 
which they live. 

James Rann’s winning entry exhibited all three of these attributes. In the judges’ 
view, not only was his English deft and highly readable, but he had clearly got to grips 
with Bykov’s Russia. At times, it could be argued, he was too free in his turns of phrase, 
but this was rarely as a result of misconstruing the Russian. A splendid effort.

Rossica Young Translators Prize

Winner
James Rann, Dmitri Bykov’s The List 
Luckily for me I was able to start learning Russian at school, when I was about fifteen. 
I was soon hooked on the Russian language. This infatuation, combined with a 
blossoming interest in Russian literature led me to study Russian (and Classics) at Oxford. 
Classics, however, was eventually ousted by a new passion for the more bizarre outposts 
of Russian Modernism (thank you, Alexei Kruchenykh) and I am currently researching 
the reception of Pushkin by the Futurists for a PhD at SSEES, as well as working as a 
freelance translator. In the future I hope to pursue both academia and literary translation. 

 
Shortlisted
Peter Blackstock, Dmitri Bykov’s The List 
I’ve always enjoyed learning languages and so when it came to choosing what to study 
at university, starting a language from scratch was an obvious choice. I got a place at 
Magdalen College, Oxford, reading for a BA in Russian and German. In my second year, I 
spent 8 months in Yaroslavl as part of my course; this was my first real taste of Russia and 
it was completely – and wonderfully – different. I’m taking my finals this year and hoping 
to find a job in publishing next year but definitely plan to keep up my Russian as well.

Cecylia Grendowicz, Dmitri Bykov’s The List 
I started learning Russian at GCSE level at my current school, St Paul’s Girls’ School. Four 
years on and I keep finding new things to enchant, amaze and occasionally bemuse me 
about this fascinating country, its culture and history. Over the past year especially I have 
developed a keen interest in Russian literature. I am currently working towards my A-level 
and will be taking a gap year before hopefully studying French and Russian at university.

Kelsey Rubin-Detlev, Olga Slavnikova’s 2017 
I began learning Russian in high school in the United States.  Since then I have become 
more and more fascinated by Russia and its literature.  After a summer at Middlebury 
College’s Russian Language School, I went on to study French and Russian at Oxford 
University. I am currently at the Institut d’Etudes Politiques in Lyon, France, having spent 
the fall semester at St Petersburg State University. After my degree, I hope to go on to 
graduate study.

Leo Shtutin, Vladimir Makanin’s Asan 
I’m at Merton College, Oxford University doing an MSt in French literature (not Russian), 
and planning to do a DPhil in the same next year. Ideally I’d like to be a writer of fiction 
and translator, but of course that’ll need to be supplemented with a ‘real’ job, so academia 
looks like a possible route to go down. I was born in Moscow but came to London when 
I was six in 1991, so it’s only thanks to the efforts of my family that I’ve managed to hold 
on to my Russian, which I speak fluently. I’ve done some translations from Russian before, 
including Nikolai Gogol’s ‘The Marriage’ and Oleg Yuriev’s ‘Miriam’.

Rossica Young Translators Prize

Cecylia Grendowicz

Peter Blackstock

James Rann

Leo Shtutin

Kelsey Rubin-Detlev

Dmitry Bykov, The List 

Olga Slavnikova, 2017

Vladimir Makanin, Asan 
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 ‘You’re a good friend, Givi my friend!’ he said with 
conviction. ‘Nothing like that idiot Stavrakis!’

Givi sighed. At long last Shenderovich had recognised 
that he was a good person and worthy of being his friend. 
But why is it that the minute you get something you’ve been 
longing for, you don’t want it any more? Such is the will of 
kind and merciful Allah, to join and cast asunder. But why has 
he got such a warped sense of humour?

‘What are we going to do, Misha?’ he asked.
‘What to do...’ thought Shenderovich, wrinkling his 

handsome brow. ‘Going to the police is not an option, Givi my 
friend. What’s the point? You know what the police are like 
over here. They’ll believe whoever slips them the most cash. 
And those jackals probably keep their palms well greased. 
We don’t stand a chance. Are we in any position to provide 
material recompense? No! We’ll turn up, tell them what 
happened. They’ll say, prove it... where are your witnesses?’

‘I’m a witness,’ Givi struck his chest with his fist.
‘With fake ID,’ Shenderovich added morosely.
Givi deflated.
‘Alka’s a witness,’ he suggested tentatively.
‘Well...’ Shenderovich reflected. ‘She could be. She 

definitely saw us making the arrangements and handing over 
the advance. And she’d easily lie about seeing getting beaten 
up. In fact, she’ll be better than a real witness, she’s great 
at making up stories... You know, I wonder who she was 
meeting... Whoever it was must have been pretty special for 
her to abandon us to the mercy of callous fate.’

‘Where is she, the loathsome vixen,’ Givi joined in. ‘The 
evil minx. Kidnapper of hearts, mistress of daydreams, oh 
where is she, princess of provocation, beautiful as the moon, 
oh, with firm thighs, lithe body and slender waiste, oh, she of 
silver libs but heart of stone...’

‘Stop it...’ ordered Shenderovich. ‘Great speech. Very 
impressive – quite erotic, too. But that’s enough. If she’s not 
back on that ferry...’

‘Then... what?’ Givi said.
‘Then I don’t know what I’ll do to her!’

– Хороший ты друг, друг Гиви! – убежденно сказал он, – 
Не то, что этот Ставраки недоделаный!

Гиви вздохнул. Вот Шендерович и признал его наконец-
то хорошим человеком и своим другом. Но почему 
все мечты сбываются именно тогда, когда от этого 
мечтавшему уже и нет никакого удовольствия?  Не иначе, 
как по воле Аллаха милостливого, милосердного, 
связующего и развязующего узлы… Только почему у него 
такой черный юмор?

- Что делать будем, Миша? – спросил он.
- А что делать… – задумался Шендерович, сморшив 

высокий лоб, – в полицию обращаться, друг Гиви, все же 
не будем. Без толку это. Что полиция? Кто им в лапу сунет 
больше, тот и прав. И эти шакалы наверняка им регулярно 
отстегивают. А мы что? Можем мы их порадовать хоть 
каким-то подобием материальных благ? Не можем! Ну 
придем, скажем, так мол и так. Они нам – а чем докажете? 
А где свидетели?

- Я свидетель, – Гиви стукнул себя кулаком в грудь.
- А ты – кто? – мрачно спросил Шендерович.
Гиви поник.
- Алка свидетель, – наконец робко предположил он.
- Ну… – Шендерович задумался, – может и так. Как мы 

договаривались, как задаток давали она точно видела. 
А как побили – соврет. Да она лучше любого свидетеля, 
она такое расскажет… А все-таки интересно, кого ж она 
встретила такого, что бросила нас на произвол судьбы 
бездушного рока?

- Где эта мерзкая, – подхватил Гиви, – эта скверная? Где 
эта похитительница сердец, госпожа грез, о, где она,  эмир 
подстрекательства, о луноликая, с тяжелыми бедрами и 
стройным станом, втянутым животом, о, сребротелая, о 
каменносердная…

- Стоп… -  велел Шендерович, – хорошо излагаешь, 
круто, эротично, но стоп. Если ее не будет на теплоходе…

- То – чего? – насторожился Гиви.
- То я ей не знаю, что сделаю! 

Maria Galina 
Iramifications 
Translated by Amanda Love Darragh
Published by Glas in 2008, ISBN 978-5-717200-82-0

From the Judges: ’As Galina tells us, they are a comic miniaturisation of Solomon the 
Wise and Alexander the Great. The snappy dialogues, the ludicrous plot-twists and the 
array of way out characters are beautifully rendered and sustained in Amanda Love 
Darragh’s translation.’

Amanda Love Darragh lives in Richmond with her husband and two children (and 
Shuba the cat). She has translated two short stories and this novel by Maria Galina. She 
has also translated three novellas by Mikhail Lovitin (published together by Glas as A 
Jewish God in Paris) and a catalogue for the V&A’s Magnificence of the Tsars exhibition.
 
Maria Galina is one of the most interesting authors among those who made their 
names in the turbulent 1990s. She writes both literary and science fiction (with ten 
SF books to her credit). She is also a noted poet, a thoughtful critic, and translator of 
English and American science fiction, in all of which she excels. She is a winner of 
many important prizes for her prose and poetry and her critical essays. A graduate from 
Odessa University majoring in sea biology she took part in several sea expeditions but 
in 1995 she gave up biology and took up writing professionally. Apart from numerous 
Russian publications she has three books published in Poland and her work has been 
included in various anthologies of Russian writing abroad (Russian Women Poets: 
Modern Poetry in Translation, UCL, London, 2002; and Amerika. Russian Writers View 
the United States, Dalkey Archive Press).
 
Glas is the most comprehensive source for contemporary Russian literature in 
translation – a showcase for the literary landmarks of the past decade. Based in 
Moscow, Glas is a ‘joint venture’ of UK and US translators with Russian editors and 
critics, who believe that the great Russian literary tradition lives on. Most recent Russian 
authors appeared in English for the first time through the work of Glas with some being 
later picked up by publishers in other countries.

Iramifications
The central theme of ‘Iramifications’ is the eternal misunderstanding between East and 
West. Misconceptions and the notion of identity are explored on a journey from Odessa 
to the symbolic Oriental city Of Iram, via the complexity of friendship and the blurring of 
borders between fantasy and reality. Tales are woven, deserts are crossed, and battles 
are fought. East and West are worlds apart... or are they? 

Rossica Prize 2009  
Winner

Maria Galina

Amanda Love Darragh

Extract from ‘Iramifications’
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The anti-tank gunners are led out, hands bound behind 
their backs with telephone cable and dressed in ragged 
greatcoats and long johns. Their faces are already swollen 
and purple from the beating and there are huge black bruises 
where their eyes should be, oozing pus and tears from the 
corners. Their split lips can no longer close and pink foam 
bubbles from their mouths, dripping onto their dirty, bare 
feet. It’s a depressing sight. After all, these are not tramps but 
soldiers, ordinary soldiers; half of the army is like these two. 

They stand the soldiers on the square. The two raise their 
heads and look through the gaps in the swelling at the ropes 
swinging in the wind. 
    The Kombat grabs one by the throat with his left hand 
and hits him hard in the nose. The soldier’s head snaps back 
to his shoulder blades with a cracking noise. Blood spurts. 
The commander kicks the second one in the groin and he 
falls to the ground without a sound. The beating begins. 
‘Who did you sell the bullets to?’ screams the Kombat, 
grabbing the soldiers by the hair and holding up their swollen 
faces, which quiver like jelly beneath the blows. He traps 
their heads beneath his knees in turn and lashes them with 
blows from top to bottom. 
    ‘Well, who? The Chechens? Have you killed a single 
fighter yet, you piece of shit, have you earned the right to 
sell them bullets? Well? Have you even seen one? Have you 
ever had to write a letter of condolence to a dead soldier’s 
mother? Look over there, those are soldiers, eighteen-year-
old lads who have already seen death, looked it in the face, 
while you scum sell the Chechens bullets. Why should you 
live and guzzle vodka while these puppies died instead of you 
in the mountains, eh? I’ll shoot the fucking pair of you!’
    We don’t want to watch the beating. We have been beaten 
ourselves and it has long ceased to be of any interest. Nor 
do we feel particularly sorry for the gunners. They shouldn’t 
have got caught. 

Пэтэвэшников выводят в центр строя. На них какие-то 
драные тряпки, руки связаны за спиной телефонным 
проводом. Лица сильно распухли от побоев и стали 
фиолетовыми, вместо глаз – огромные черные гематомы, 
сочащиеся из уголков гноем и слезами, разбитые губы не 
закрываются, изо рта тянется кровяная слюна и волочется 
по асфальту. А ведь это не бомжи, это солдаты, обычные 
солдаты – половина армии у нас так выглядит.

Пэтэвэшников ставят на плацу, они задирают головы и 
сквозь щели в гематомах смотрят, как ветер раскачивает 
веревки. Их лица искажает ужас.

Комбат левой рукой берет одного за горло и сильно 
бьет его в нос. Голова солдата запрокидывается до самых 
лопаток, раздается хрустящий звук, брызгает кровью. 
Комбат разжимает пальцы, и солдат со стоном стекает 
на асфальт.

Второго комбат ударяет ногой в пах, тот валится на 
плац молча.

– Вы кому продавали патроны, пидоры? – кричит комбат, 
поочередно хватая их за волосы и задирая распухшие 
лица, которые трясутся от ударов, как желе. Он зажимает 
головы между коленями и бьет наотмашь, сверху вниз. – 
Кому? Чехам? А ты убил хоть одного чеха, пидор, чтобы 
тащить им патроны? А? Ты видел хоть одного? Может, 
ты, пидор, похоронки матерям писал? Смотри, вон стоят 
солдаты, восемнадцатилетние пацаны, они уже видели 
смерть, они смотрели ей в глаза, а ты, взрослое чмо, 
тащишь чехам патроны? Почему ты должен жить и пить 
водку, полупидор, когда они умирали вместо тебя в горах? 
А? Расстреляю, гондон!

Мы не смотрим на избиение. Нас били всегда, и мы 
давно уже привыкли к таким сценам.

Мы не очень-то жалеем пэтэвэшников. Не надо было 
попадаться.

Andrei Babchenko 
One Soldier’s War in Chechnya 
Translated by Nick Allen
Published by Portobello Books in 2007, ISBN 9781846270406

Nick Allen is a British journalist who works for the German Press Agency DPA in 
Pakistan. Previously he worked in Russia for 11 years where he covered the conflicts 
in Chechnya and translated for the literary journal ‘Glas New Russian Writing’. He is 
currently travelling in Afghanistan. 

Arkady Babchenko was born in 1977. He fought as an 18-year-old conscript in the first 
Chechen War in 1996–8 and then volunteered to return for six months in 2000 during 
the second Chechen War. A law graduate, he currently works in Moscow as a journalist 
for the newspaper Novaya Gazeta, and co-ordinates a website for those who served in 
the Russian Army in Chechnya to report their experiences.

Portobello Books was founded in 2005, at a time when the dynamics of conglomerate 
publishing in the English-speaking world meant that fewer and fewer literary works of 
singularity and significance were being published. Portobello Books is independently 
funded and therefore able to take more risks than is common in contemporary 
publishing. Its founders are Sigrid Rausing, Eric Abraham and Philip Gwyn Jones. 

One Soldier’s War in Chechnya
Written shortly after his discharge from the army, the book burns with Babchenko’s 
need to recount his personal ordeal. He and his military comrades were young, 
innocent and woefully inexperienced grunts condemned to a miserable life ruled 
by shell-shocked superiors and the dangers of a vicious war. 
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Mikhail Ageyev 
Romance with Cocaine 
Translated by Hugh Aplin
Published by Hesperus Press in 2008, ISBN 978-1843914327

Hugh Aplin teaches Russian at Westminster School, London. He enjoys translating in 
his free time, and has had a number of his translations submitted for the three Rossica 
Prize competitions to date, including new renderings of Bulgakov, Tolstoy and Pushkin. 
He is currently working on a collection of short stories by Anna Starobinets. 
 
Mikhail Ageyev Mark Lazarevich Levi wrote this novel under the pseudonym Mikhail 
Ageyev. The son of rich Jewish merchants, Levi was born in Moscow in 1898 and 
emigrated to France in the 1920s. He was fond of saying that in life one should try 
everything, and himself tried his hand at writing, penning and publishing the famous 
Romance with Cocaine in 1934. For a long time the authorship of the novel was 
questioned, until the publication of Levi’s correspondence with Nikolai Otsup removed 
all doubt, as one of the letters contained the book’s concluding paragraphs. Levi 
returned to the Soviet Union in the 1940s and gave up writing professionally.  
 
Hesperus Press is a small, London-based independent publisher, committed to 
bringing near what is far – far both in space and time. Works written by the greatest 
authors and unjustly neglected, or simply little known in the English-speaking world, 
are made accessible through new translations and a completely fresh editorial 
approach. Through these short classic works, each around 100 pages in length, 
the reader is introduced to the greatest writers from all times and cultures. 

Romance with Cocaine
A bizarre and deeply disturbing account of a young man’s descent into addiction, this 
story brilliantly mirrors the tumultuous events of early 20th-century Russian history. 
Struggling with the confusion and insecurities that adolescence brings, Vadim seeks 
an outlet for his frustration.
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I watched the way she ate her soup, the way, lifting the 
spoon with a trembling hand, she spilt some of it back into 
the bowl, I looked at her little yellow cheeks, at her nose, 
made carroty by the hot soup, saw how after every mouthful 
she licked away the fat with her whitish tongue, and I hated 
her acutely and fervently. Sensing that I was looking at her, 
my mother glanced at me, tenderly, as always, with her faded 
brown eyes, put her spoon down, and, as though compelled 
by that glance of hers at least to say something, asked: 
‘Nice?’. She said it as though acting the part of a child, at the 
same time nodding her little grey head at me in questioning 
affirmation. I too said ‘nnya-ice’, not confirming and not 
denying, but mimicking her. I pronounced this ‘nnya-ice’ 
with a repulsive grimace, as if I were about to be sick, and 
our gazes – mine cold and hating, hers warm, open to the 
inside and loving – met and merged. This continued for a long 
time, and I saw distinctly how the gaze of her kind eyes lost 
its shine, became perplexed, then mournful – but the more 
obvious my victory became to me, the less palpable and 
comprehensible did that feeling of hatred for this loving old 
person seem, the hatred through whose strength the victory 
had been achieved. That was probably the reason why I gave 
in and was the first to lower my eyes, pick up my spoon and 
start eating. But when, inwardly reconciled, wanting to say 
something that meant nothing, I again raised my head, I did 
not actually say anything and involuntarily leapt up. One 
of my mother’s hands was lying directly on the tablecloth 
holding a spoonful of soup. Onto the palm of the other, which 
was propped up on the table with her elbow, she had placed 
her head. Her thin lips were making their way up onto her 
cheek, distorting her face. Tears were flowing from the brown 
hollows of her closed eyes, which were spreading wrinkles 
out like fans. And there was such defencelessness in that 
little old yellow head, such forgiving, bitter grief, and such 
hopelessness because of this vile old age of hers that nobody 
needed, that, continuing to look askance at her, I said in a 
voice now suspiciously rude: ‘Come on, don’t, come on, stop 
it, there’s no reason, is there,’ and was already on the point 
of adding ‘Mummy’…

Я смотрел, как она ела суп, как, поднимая ложку 
дрожащей рукой, проливала часть обратно в тарелку, я 
смотрел на ее желтые щечки, на морковный от горячего 
супа нос, видел, как она после каждого глотка беловатым 
языком слизывает жир, и остро и жарко ненавидел ее. 
Почувствовав, что я смотрю на нее, мать, как всегда 
нежно, взглянула на меня своими выцветающими карими 
глазами, положила ложку и, будто этим своим взглядом 
понуждаемая хоть что-нибудь сказать, – спросила: 
вкусно? Она сказала это словно с подыгрыванием 
под ребенка, при этом с вопрошающим утверждением 
мотнув мне седой головкой. – Ффкюснэ, – сказал и я, 
не подтверждая и не отрицая, а передразнивая ее. Я 
произнес это ффкюснэ с отвращающей гримасой, словно 
меня сейчас вытошнит, и наши взгляды – мой холодный и 
ненавидящий, – ее, теплый открытый внутрь и любящий, 
встретились и слились. Это продолжалось долго, я 
отчетливо видел, как взгляд ее добрых глаз тускнеет, 
становится недоумевающим, потом горестным, – но 
чем очевиднее становилась мне моя победа, тем менее 
ощутимым и понятным казалось то чувство ненависти 
к этому любящему и старому человеку, силой которого 
эта победа достигалась. Вероятно, поэтому-то я и не 
выдержал, первым опустил глаза и взял ложку и начал 
есть. Но когда внутренне примиренный, желая сказать 
что-то ничего незначащее, я снова поднял голову, то уже 
ничего не сказал и невольно вскочил. Одна рука матери 
с ложкой супа лежала прямо на скатерти. На ладонь 
другой, подпертой локтем о стол, она положила голову. 
Узкие губы ее, перекосив лицо, взбирались на щеку. Из 
коричневых впадин закрытых глаз, веерами тянувших 
морщины, текли слезы. И столько беззащитности было 
в этой желтой, старенькой головке, столько незлобивого 
горького горя, и столько безнадежности от этой никому 
не нужной теперь ее гадкой старости, – что я, все косясь 
на нее, уже подозрительно грубым голосом сказал – ну, 
не надо, – ну, брось, – ведь не о чем, – и хотел было уже 
прибавить – мамочка – …

Hugh Aplin

Extract from ‘Romance with Cocaine’
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Fyodor Dostoevsky 
Humiliated and Insulted 
Translated by Ignat Avsey
Published by One World Classics in 2008, ISBN 978-1847490452

Ignat Avsey is an independent scholar, and a freelance translator and lecturer. 
His other Dostoevsky translations include The Karamazov Brothers and The Village 
of Stepanchikovo

Fyodor Dostoevsky (1821–81), great Russian writer, essayist and philosopher, 
is considered to be one of Europe’s major novelists. His literary output explores 
human psychology in the troubled political, social and spiritual context of 19th century 
Russian society. Dostoevsky is considered by many as a founder or precursor of 
20th century existentialism. 

Oneworld Classics is an independent publisher with offices in London 
(Richmond) and Oxford. Launched in March 2007 by the directors of Oneworld 
Publications and Alma Books, its aim is to expand the literary canon in the English-
speaking world through a series of mainstream and lesser-known classics, often by 
commissioning new translations. In September 2007, Oneworld Classics acquired 
the legendary Calder Publications list – which includes works by Pirandello, Artaud, 
Duras, Trocchi, Céline, Queneau, Ionesco and Robbe-Grillet, among many others. 

Humiliated and Insulted
Oscar Wilde claimed that Humiliated and Insulted is not ‘at all inferior to the other 
great masterpieces’ and Friedrich Nietzsche is said to have wept over it. Its 
construction is that of an intricate detective novel, and the reader is plunged into a 
world of moral degradation, childhood trauma and, above all, unrequited love and 
irreconcilable relationships.
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 ‘On the last day before she died in the late afternoon, Mummy 
called me over and took my hand and said, I shall die today, 
Nelly.’ She wanted to say something else but couldn’t any 
more. I was still looking at her, but she wasn’t seeing me 
I thought, just held my hand tightly in hers. I took my hand 
out gently and ran out of the house, and I ran all the way to 
Granddad’s place. The moment he saw me, he jumped up 
from his chair and stared, and was so frightened he went 
completely pale and began to shake all over. I grabbed his 
hand and just said, ‘She’s dying.’ He suddenly became 
terribly flustered, grabbed his stick, and ran after me. He 
even forgot his hat, though it was cold. I grabbed it and put 
it on for him, and we ran out together. I was hurrying him 
and asking him to take a cab, because Mummy was going 
to die any moment, but he only had seven kopecks on him. 
He hailed several cabs and haggled with them, but they only 
laughed, and they laughed at Azorka too who was running 
with us, but we kept running on and on. Granddad got very 
tired and he could hardly breathe, but he still kept going. 
Suddenly he stumbled and his hat fell off. I helped him to 
his feet, put his hat on for him and began to lead him by the 
hand, and we got home just before nightfall... But Mummy 
was already lying dead. As soon as Granddad saw her, he 
threw up his hands and stood over her shaking, but not 
saying anything. Then I went up to my mummy, grabbed 
Granddad’s hand and shouted at him, ‘Here, you cruel, evil 
man, here, look!... Take a good look!’ Granddad cried out 
and fell on the floor as if dead...’

Вот в последний день, перед тем как ей умереть, перед 
вечером, мамаша подозвала меня к себе, взяла меня 
за руку и сказала: ‘Я сегодня умру, Нелли’, хотела было 
еще говорить, но уж не могла. Я смотрю на нее, а она 
уж как будто меня и не видит, только в руках мою руку 
крепко держит. Я тихонько вынула руку и побежала 
из дому, и всю дорогу бежала бегом и прибежала к 
дедушке. Как он увидел меня, то вскочил со стула и 
смотрит, и так испугался, что совсем стал такой бледный 
и весь задрожал. Я схватила его за руку и только одно 
выговорила: ‘Сейчас умрет’. Тут он вдруг так и заметался; 
схватил свою палку и побежал за мной; даже и шляпу 
забыл, а было холодно. Я схватила шляпу и надела ее 
ему, и мы вместе выбежали. Я торопила его и говорила, 
чтоб он нанял извозчика, потому что мамаша сейчас 
умрет; но у дедушки было только семь копеек всех денег. 
Он останавливал извозчиков, торговался, но они только 
смеялись, и над Азоркой смеялись, а Азорка с нами 
бежал, и мы все дальше и дальше бежали. Дедушка устал 
и дышал трудно, но все торопился и бежал. Вдруг он 
упал, и шляпа с него соскочила. Я подняла его, надела 
ему опять шляпу и стала его рукой вести, и только перед 
самой ночью мы пришли домой... Но матушка уже лежала 
мертвая. Как увидел ее дедушка, всплеснул руками, 
задрожал и стал над ней, а сам ничего не говорит. Тогда 
я подошла к мертвой мамаше, схватила дедушку за руку 
и закричала ему: ‘Вот, жестокий и злой человек, вот, 
смотри!.. смотри!’ – тут дедушка закричал и упал на пол 
как мертвый...

Ignat Avsey

Extract from ‘Humiliated and Insulted’
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Victor Pelevin 
The Sacred Book of the Werewolf 
Translated by Andrew Bromfield
Published by Faber and Faber in 2008, ISBN 978-0571227983

Andrew Bromfield is an independent translator who specialises in works by 
contemporary Russian writers. He was editor of the Russian literature journal Glas, 
and has translated into English works by Boris Akunin, Vladimir Voinovich, Irina 
Denezhkina, Victor Pelevin, and Sergei Lukyanenko, among other writers. 
 
Victor Pelevin Described as ‘the Zen Buddhist Will Self of the former Evil Empire’, 
Victor Pelevin is both the most enigmatic and charismatic figure of contemporary 
Russian literature. He was born in 1962 and lives in Moscow. After high school 
Pelevin received a degree in electromechanical engineering from the Moscow Power 
Engineering Institute, then attended seminars in creative writing at the Literature 
Institute. As an editor of ‘Science and Religion’ magazine, he was responsible for an 
ongoing series of articles on Eastern mysticism. Pelevin’s first story was published 
in 1989, and for the next three years his short stories appeared in various magazines 
and compilations. In 1992 a book of Pelevin’s collected stories The Blue Lantern received 
the first annual Russian Little Booker Prize. His first novel, The Life of Insects, appeared 
in 1993. 
 
Faber and Faber remains one of the last of the great independent publishing 
houses in London. With the great depth of its backlist, featuring books by no fewer 
than eleven Nobel Laureates and six Booker Prize-winners, a thriving front list, and new 
ventures including the Faber Finds imprint, the company continues to go from strength 
to strength.

The Sacred Book of the Werewolf
The Sacred Book of the Werewolf is an extraordinarily accomplished piece of 
contemporary writing that mashes up an assortment of genres: horror, humour, 
romance, fantasy, satire and post-modern self-reflexivity and sampling. The result is 
something that has to be classified as ‘high’ literature, if only because of its entanglings 
in and borrowings from the work of Vladimir Nabokov and its deadly serious critique 
of contemporary Russian society under Putin. 
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We foxes have one serious shortcoming. If someone says 
something memorable to us, we almost always repeat it in 
conversation with other people, regardless of whether what 
was said was stupid or clever. Unfortunately, our mind is 
the same kind of simulator as the sack of skin under our tail 
that we use as a prick-catcher. It’s not a genuine ‘organ of 
thought’ – we have no need for that. Let human beings ‘think’ 
in the course of their heroic slalom from the vagina to the 
grave. A fox’s mind is simply a tennis racket you can use to 
keep bouncing the conversation from one subject to another 
for as long as you like. We give people back the ideas and 
opinions that we have borrowed from them – reflecting them 
from another angle, giving them a different spin, sending 
them into a vertical climb.

Let me remark modestly that my simulated thought almost 
always turns out better than the original. To continue the 
tennis analogy, my return improves on every hard shot. 
Of course, inside people’s heads every shot is a hard one. 
But what I can’t understand is – who serves all these shots? 
One of the people? Or should the server be sought in some 
completely different place, which isn’t even a place at all?

I’ll have to wait until I have a conversation on this subject 
with some intelligent person. Then we’ll see which way I 
drive the ball. That’s the way I’ve been discovering the truth 
for more than a thousand years now.

 While I was finishing this thought, he had almost managed 
to remove my dress. I didn’t resist, I just raised the very ends 
of my eyebrows with a martyred air, like a little ballerina 
being raped yet again by a big red-necked SS man on her 
way to the philharmonia. What’s to be done, comrades – 
this is occupation…

У нас, лис, есть один серьезный недостаток. Если нам 
говорят что-нибудь запоминающееся, мы почти всегда 
повторяем это в разговоре с другими, не важно, глупые 
это слова или умные. К сожалению, наш ум – такой же 
симулятор, как кожаный мешок-хуеуловитель у нас под 
хвостом. Это не настоящий «орган мысли» – оно нам ни к 
чему. Мыслят пускай люди во время своего героического 
слалома из известного места в могилу. Лисий ум – просто 
теннисная ракетка, позволяющая сколь угодно долго 
отбивать мячик разговора на любую тему. Мы возвращаем 
людям взятые у них напрокат суждения – отражая их под 
другим углом, подкручивая, пуская свечой вверх.

Скромно замечу, что моя симуляция почти всегда 
выходит лучше оригинала. Если продолжить теннисную 
аналогию, я качественно поднимаю любой трудный мяч. 
Правда, у людей в головах все мячи трудные. Непонятно 
здесь вот что – кто эти мячи подает? Кто-то из людей? Или 
подающего надо искать совсем в другом месте, которое и 
не место вовсе?

Надо подождать, пока у меня состоится разговор на эту 
тему с каким-нибудь умным человеком. Тогда посмотрим, 
куда я загоню мяч. Вот так, кстати, я узнаю истину уже 
больше тысячи лет.

Пока я додумывала эту мысль, он успел снять с меня 
маечку. Я не сопротивлялась, только страдальчески 
подняла кончики бровей, как маленькая балеринка, 
которую по дороге в филармонию уже не в первый 
раз насилует большой рыжий эсэсовец. Что делать, 
товарищи, оккупация…

Extract from ‘The Sacred Book of the Werewolf’

Andrew Bromfield
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Elena Shvarts 
Birdsong on the Seabed 
Translated by Sasha Dugdale
Published by Bloodaxe Books in 2008, ISBN 978-1852247836

Sasha Dugdale was born in Sussex. Between 1995 and 2000 she lived and worked 
in Russia. In 1999 she initiated the Russian theatre New Writing project with the Royal 
Court, London, and currently works as a translator and consultant at the Royal Court. 
Four of her translations have been staged. Plasticine by Vassily Sigarev won the Evening 
Standard Award for Most Promising Playwright. She has had poems published in 
Oxford Poets 2002 and New Writing 12 (Picador 2003). In 2003 she received the Eric 
Gregory Award. 
 
Elena Shvarts The world of her poems is strange and grotesque; often the setting 
is urban, but unrecognisable – towns emptied of the everyday and peopled only by 
animals, spirits and strange elemental forces. A peculiar religious fervour illuminates 
these scenes, but her religion is unorthodox and highly individual.

Bloodaxe Books is a British publishing house specialising in poetry. It was founded in 
1978 in Newcastle upon Tyne by Neil Astley, who is still editor and managing director. 
He was joined in 1982 by chairman Simon Thirsk. As well as publishing famous names 
in literature from all over the world, Bloodaxe has discovered and helped establish the 
reputations of many of Britain’s most promising new writers. The Bloodaxe list has 
more women poets than any other British publisher. With its diverse stable of new and 
established British, Irish, American, European and Commonwealth of Nations writers, 
Bloodaxe has revolutionised poetry publishing in Britain.

Birdsong on the Seabed
This new bilingual Russian-English selection also includes some poems not yet been 
published in Russia. Elena Shvarts stands outside all schools and movements in 
contemporary Russian poetry. She once famously described poetry as a ‘dance without 
legs’. Her own poetry fits this description perfectly, a combination of deeply rhythmic 
and lyrical dance with the eccentric, perpetual movement of flight.

 

Rossica Prize 2009  
Shortlist

These days I am so very sad
Sad to the point of yawning – 
Drowning down in dream.
Whirlpools softly spinning,
Oh, give in to the sea
To the moon, the water, the grief
Circling, I am falling
To the algae-blanketed seam
The muffled war-like ring
Of bells draped in weed. 
Bird slides under the waves
Bends them by force of its wings

Amongst the glowing of the stones
The ear-lobate curling
The waxy husk of shells
And the weed-serpent unfurling
Triton is swimming through,
Bird takes pains to hide

Wing-shovelling down
No nest-building on stone
Fish, no life amongst you,

But singing to the bed, to the boulder
In a watery Sodom-night
To the deafest fish of the deep
About the stars above streams,
The ancient skin of the oak,
About candlelight.
And about fire and brimstone
The lampada’s unending flame.
About the dust of moths
And brief moth-pain
And scorched moth-bone. 
Bird slides under the waves
Bends them by force of its wings.

The bruise-blue salt corrodes the eye
Pain pecks at the beak.

Песня птицы на дне морском

Мне нынче очень грустно, 
Мне грустно до зевоты – 
До утопанья в сон. 
Плавны водовороты, 
О, не противься морю, 
Луне, воде и горю, 
Кружась, я упадаю 
В заросший тиной склон, 
В замшелых колоколен 
Глухой немирный звон.
Птица скользит под волнами, 
Гнет их с усильем крылами.

Среди камней лощеных 
Ушные завитки 
Ракушек навощенных, 
И водоросль змеится, 
Тритон плывет над ними, 
С трудом крадется птица, 

Толкаясь в дно крылами, 
Не вить гнездо на камне, 
Не, рыбы, жить меж вами,

А петь глубинам, глыбам 
В морской ночной содом 
Глухим придонным рыбам 
О звездах над прудом, 
О древней коже дуба 
И об огне свечном,
И о пещных огнях, 
Негаснущих лампадках, 
О пыли мотыльков, 
Об их тревоге краткой, 
О выжженных костях.
Птица скользит под водами, 
Гнет их с усильем крылами.

Выест зрачок твой синяя соль, 
Боль тебе клюв грызет, 
Спой, вцепясь в костяное плечо, 

Утопленнику про юдоль, 
Где он зажигал свечу.

Птица скользит под водами, 
Гнет их с усильем крылами.
Поет, как с ветки на рассвете, 
О солнце и сиянье сада, 
Но вести о жаре и свете 
Прохладные не верят гады. 
Поверит сумрачный конек – 
Когда потонет в круглой шлюпке, 
В ореховой сухой скорлупке 
Пещерный тихий огонек – 
Тогда поверит морской конек.
Стоит ли петь, где не слышит никто, 
Трель выводить на дне? 
С лодки свесясь, я жду тебя, 
Птица, взлетай в глубине.

Sasha Dugdale

Extract from ‘Birdsong on the Seabed’

Sing, perched on the bony arm
Of drowned man, sing
Of his life’s path, a candle he once lit 
Bird slides under the waves
Bends them by force of its wings.

Bird sings as if from the branch at dusk:
The shining garden, the sun
But the bold-blooded beasts believe 
None of the tales of heat, none
But the shadowy seahorse believes – 
When a silent willow o wisp
In the little round boat of a nutshell
Falls to depths of the sea,
Then the sea-foal believes.

Is it worth singing where no one can hear,
Unrolling trills on the bed?
I am waiting for you, I lean from the boat–
Bird, ascend to the depths.
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We drove along the Rublev Highway past white prefab 
buildings. Meat machines think them ugly, preferring 
houses built of brick. But what is a human house, in fact? 
A terrifyingly limited space. The incarnation in stone, iron, 
and glass of the desire to hide from the Cosmos. A coffin. 
Into which man falls, from his mother’s womb.

They all begin their lives in coffins. For they are dead 
from birth.

I looked at the windows of the prefab building: thousands 
of identical little coffins.

And in each one a family of meat machines prepared for 
death. What happiness that WE are different.

Driving along Mosfilmovskaya Street, the limousine turned 
toward Sparrow Hills. As always, it was empty and wide 
open. Only Moscow University rose as a monument to the 
Stalinist era.

After a few smooth turns, we drove up to our rehabilitation 
clinic. It was built five years ago. Newly acquired brothers 
and sisters lay in it. Here we healed their wounds from the 
ice hammers.

Sister Kharo rolled a wheelchair up to my car. I was helped 
to sit in it and rolled into the clinic. In the hallways I was 
greeted by the experienced sisters Mair and Irey. I greeted 
their hearts with a flare.

‘They are ready,’ Mair informed me.
They took me into the ward.
There, on a large white bed lay three newly acquired 

hearts. They were exhausted by the crying that had shaken 
them for an entire week.

My heart began cautiously to pluck at these three 
awakened hearts.

In half a minute I knew everything about them.
When they awoke, I spoke to them.
‘Ural, Diar, Mokho. I am Khram. I welcome you. Your hearts 

wept for seven days. This weeping is in grief and shame for 
your previous dead life. Now your hearts are cleansed. They 
will no longer sob. They are ready to love and speak. Now 
my heart will speak the first word of the most important 
language to your hearts. The language of the heart.’

The three newly acquired looked at me.
And my heart began to speak with them.

По Рублевскому шоссе мы ехали мимо белых панельных 
домов. Мясо-машины считают их уродливыми, 
предпочитая дома из кирпича. Но что вообще такое – дом 
человеческий? Страшное ограниченное пространство. 
Воплощенное в камне, железе и стекле желание 
спрятаться от космоса. Гроб. В который человек 
вываливается из материнской утробы. 

Они все начинают свою жизнь в гробах. Ибо мертвы от 
рождения. 

Я смотрела на окна панельных домов: тысячи 
одинаковых гробиков. 

И в каждом готовилась к смерти семья мясных машин. 
Какое счастье, что МЫ другие. 
Проехав по Мосфильмовской улице, лимузин свернул к 

Воробьевым горам. Здесь было как всегда пусто и широко. 
Только памятником сталинскому времени высился МГУ.

Несколько плавных поворотов – и мы подъехали к нашей 
реабилитационной клинике. Ее построили пять лет назад. 
В ней лежали обретенные братья и сестры. Здесь им 
врачевали раны от ледяных молотов. 

Сестра Харо подкатила к моей машине кресло. Мне 
помогли сесть в него и повезли в клинику. В коридоре меня 
встретили опытные Мэр и Ирэ. Я приветствовала их сердца 
всполохом.

Они готовы, – сообщила Мэр.
Меня отвезли в палату. Там, на большой белой кровати 

лежали трое обретенных.
Они были измождены сердечным плачем, неделю 

сотрясавшим их сердца. 
Мое сердце стало осторожно теребить эти три 

проснувшихся сердца. 
За полминуты я узнала про них все.
Когда они проснулись, я заговорила:
Урал, Диар, Мохо. Я – Храм. Приветствую вас. Ваши 

сердца рыдали семь дней. Это плач скорби и стыда о 
прошлой мертвой жизни. Теперь ваши сердца очистились. 
Они не будут больше рыдать. Они готовы любить и 
говорить. Сейчас мое сердце скажет вашим сердцам 
первое слово на самом главном языке. На языке сердца.

Трое обретенных смотрели на меня. 
И мое сердце заговорило с ними.

Vladimir Sorokin 
Ice 
Translated by Jamey Gambrell
Published by New York Review of Books in 2007, ISBN 978-1590171950

Jamey Gambrell lives in New York, and writes on Russian art and culture. 
Her translations include Marina Tsetaeva’s prose essays Earthly Signs; Alexander 
Rodchenko’s writings, Experiments for the Future, and stories, essays and a novel, 
The Slynx, by Tatyana Tolstaya. Ice is the first novel in Sorokin’s trilogy 23.000.

Vladimir Sorokin was born on August 7, 1955 in Bykovo near Moscow. Sorokin’s 
works, bright and striking examples of underground culture, were banned during the 
Soviet period. His first publication in the USSR appeared in November 1989, when 
the Riga-based Latvian magazine Rodnik (Spring) presented a group of Sorokin’s stories. 
Soon after, his stories appeared in Russian literary miscellanies and literary magazines. 
In 1992, Russian publishing house Russlit published Sbornik Rasskazov (Collected 
Stories) – Sorokin’s first book to be nominated for a Russian Booker Prize. In 2001, 
Vladimir Sorokin was presented with the Andrei Bely Prize for outstanding contributions 
to Russian literature.

NYRB Classics is an innovative list of outstanding fiction and nonfiction from all ages 
and around the world. Beginning in 1999 with the publication of Richard Hughes’s High 
Wind in Jamaica, more than 200 NYRB Classics have been published. They include 
new translations of canonical figures such as Euripides, Dante, Balzac, and Chekhov as 
well as fiction by modern and contemporary masters. Published in handsome uniform 
trade paperback editions, almost all NYRB Classics also feature an introduction by an 
outstanding writer, scholar, or critic of our day. 

Ice
In stripped down, poker-faced prose, Sorokin registers a world in which the inhumanity 
of man to man is exploited by a murderous emerging race who are, by contrast, in 
sweet mutual harmony with one another. This is a Master and Margarita for the age 
of Buffy the Vampire Slayer.
 

Rossica Prize 2009  
Shortlist

Extract from ‘Ice’



22 23

Tolstoy 
Anna Karenina  
Translated by Kyril Zinovieff and Jenny Hughes
Published by One World Classics, 2008 ISBN 978-1847490599

Kyril Zinovieff was born in Russia in 1910. Although he has always been interested in 
Leo Tolstoy who died a few months after Kyril’s birth, Tolstoy was not the first Russian 
author that Kyril translated. He started with Dostoevsky, Chekhov and Konstantin 
Paustovsky. More recently he translated and co-edited the unabridged Diary of Nijinsky. 
A new translation of Tolstoy’s A Landowner’s Morning comes out next year. Most of his 
work, including many reviews of twentieth century Russian novels and other books on 
Russia, appeared under the name of Kyril Fitzlyon. He was ninety eight and already blind 
when he set out to radically revise an unpublished translation of Anna Karenina that he 
and his wife made sixty years ago. 

Jenny Hughes, who has been at various times a diplomat, journalist and publisher, has 
never before translated anything from any language.

Leo Tolstoy is one of the 19th century’s most renowned writers. Born in 1828 in Yasnaya 
Polyana (his family’s estate in Russia’s Tula region) he is famous for his spiritual teachings 
as well as his great novels and the shorter fiction he produced in his later life. Written 
between 1875 and 1877, Anna Karenina appeared after War and Peace and was Tolstoy’s 
last major work before his spiritual and moral crisis of the 1880s which would see him 
reject his two most famous novels. After leaving home suddenly in the middle of winter, 
1910, Tolstoy died of pneumonia at Astapovo railway station.

Oneworld Classics is an independent publisher with offices in London (Richmond) 
and Oxford. Launched in March 2007 by the directors of Oneworld Publications and Alma 
Books, its aim is to expand the literary canon in the English-speaking world through 
a series of mainstream and lesser-known classics, often by commissioning new 
translations. In September 2007, Oneworld Classics acquired the legendary Calder 
Publications list – which includes works by Pirandello, Artaud, Duras, Trocchi, 
Céline, Queneau, Ionesco and Robbe-Grillet, among many others – and the Calder 
Bookshop on The Cut, near Waterloo, famous for its eclectic events programme.

Dostoevsky 
Demons 
Translated by Robert Maguire
Published by Penguin, 2008, ISBN: 978-0141441412

Robert Maguire was the Boris Bakhmeteff Professor Emeritus of Russian and East 
European Studies at Columbia University. As well as being a talented musician and 
the author of a number of important academic books – including Red Virgin Soil 
(1968) and Exploring Gogol (1994) – Robert Maguire translated many different works 
of Russian literature, including what many consider the definitive English version of 
Bely’s Petersburg. He passed away in July 2008, just days after completing his much 
anticipated translation of Dostoevsky’s Demons.
 
Fyodor Dostoevsky, one of the greatest writers of all time, needs little introduction. 
Born in February 1821, he studied at the St Petersburg Academy of Military Engineering 
and won acclaim aged just 24 for his novel ‘Poor Folk’. After being arrested for 
membership of a group with liberal sympathies, Dostoevsky was subjected to a 
mock execution and then exiled to Siberia. This experience effected deep changes 
in his religious and political convictions which are manifest in the series of novels he 
subsequently produced. The epigraph to his final work, The Brothers Karamazov, is also 
inscribed on his tombstone in St Petersburg’s Alexander Nevsky Monastery: ‘Verily, 
Verily, I say unto you, Except a corn of wheat fall into the ground and die, it abideth 
alone: but if it die, it bringeth forth much fruit.’

Penguin today has offices in fifteen countries – from Penguin US (formed in 1939) to 
Penguin Ireland (opened in 2003) – and keeps more than 5,000 different titles in print 
at any time. In the twenty-first century the Penguin Group can cater for every stage 
of a reader’s lifetime, with books from Dorling Kindersley, Frederick Warne, Ladybird, 
Penguin, Puffin and Rough Guides, making Penguin the home of reading.

Special Commendations
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Rossica Prize 2009 
Submissions Eugene Onegin

by Alexander Pushkin 
Translated by Stanley Mitchell 
Penguin, 2008, pp.214
ISBN: 978-0140448108

Anna Karenina
by Lev Tolstoy 
Translated by Kyril Zinovieff and Jenny 
Hughes 
One World Classics, 2008, pp. 876
ISBN: 978-1847490599

The Eternal Husband
by Fyodor Dostoevsky 
Translated by Hugh Aplin 
Hesperus Press, 2008, pp. 155
ISBN: 978-1843911630

War and Peace
by Tolstoy 
Translated Richard Pevear and Larissa 
Volokhonsky 
Vintage Classics; 2007; pp. 1215
ISBN: 978-0099512233

War and Peace
by Tolstoy 
Translated by Andrew Bromfield 
HarperCollins; 2007; pp.885
ISBN: 978-0060798871

Demons
by Fyodor Dostoevsky 
Translated by Robert Maguire 
Penguin, 2008, pp.787
ISBN: 978-0141441412

We were delighted to receive a record 58 entries to the 2009 Rossica Translation 
Prize, exactly twice the number submitted two years ago The titles ranged 
from new renderings of renowned classics to collections of poetry, plays and 
translations of contemporary Russian literary works. In fact, nearly half of the 
originals translated were penned after the collapse of the Soviet Union. Publishers, 
translators and readers alike are boldly venturing into the world of contemporary 
Russian writing. 

We are very grateful to all of the translators and publishers who submitted works, 
and to all those who continue to support and promote Russian literature.

19th century

19th century

The Exclamation Mark
by Anton Chekhov 
Translated by Rosamund Barlett 
Hesperus Press, 2008, pp. 99
ISBN: 978-1843911746

The Tales of Belkin
by Aleksandr Pushkin 
Translated by Hugh Aplin 
Hesperus, 2008, pp.100
ISBN: 978-0140446753

The Captain’s Daughter
by Alexander Pushkin 
Translated by Robert and Elizabeth 
Chandler 
Hesperus Press, 2008, pp. 115
ISBN: 978-1843911548
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Today I Wrote Nothing
by Daniil Kharms 
Translated by Matvei Yankelevich  
Overlook Press, 2007, pp. 266
ISBN: 978-1590200421

Wings
by Mikhail Kuzmin 
Translated by Hugh Aplin 
Hesperus Press, 2007, pp. 112
ISBN: 978-1843914310

 ‘Among Animals and Plants’ and ‘Fro’
by Andrey Platonov 
Translated by Robert and Elizabeth 
Chandler with Angela Livingstone, Olga 
Meerson and Eric Naiman 
New York Review of Books; 2007; pp. 58
ISBN: 978-1590172544

A Dead Man’s Memoir
by Mikhail Bulgakov 
Translated by Andrew Bromfield 
Penguin, 2007, pp.167
ISBN: 978-0140455144

The Master and Margarita
by Mikhail Bulgakov 
Translated by Hugh Aplin 
One World Classics, 2008, pp. 456
ISBN: 978-1847490148

Dark Avenues
by Ivan Bunin 
Translated by Hugh Aplin 
One World Classics, 2008, pp. 324
ISBN: 978-1847490476

French and African Letters
by Ismail Gasprali 
Translated by Azade-Ayse Rorlich 
Istanbul: Isis Press; 2008; pp. 206
ISBN: 978-975-428-364-8

Boris Godunov and other 
Dramatic Works
by Alexander Pushkin 
Translated by James E. Falen 
Oxford University Press, 2007, pp.2015
ISBN: 978-0199211302

Humiliated and Insulted
by Fyodor Dostoevsky
Translated by Ignat Avsey
One World Classics, 2008, pp.391

19th century

The Dedalus Book of Russian 
Decadence
by Various 
Translated by Kirsten Lodge (poetry), 
Margo Shohl Rosen and Grigory 
Dashevsky (prose) 
Dedalus Books, 2007, pp.343
ISBN: 978-1903517604

White Guard
by Mikhail Bulgakov 
Translated by Marian Schwartz 
Yale University Press, 2008, pp.310
ISBN: 978-0300122428

A Dog’s Heart
by Mikhail Bulgakov 
Translated by Andrew Bromfield 
Penguin, 2007, pp.113
ISBN: 978-0140455151

20th century 19th century 

20th century 
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Energy of Delusion: A Book on Plot
by Viktor Shklovsky 
Translated by Shushan Avagyan 
Dalkey Archive Press; 2007; pp. 428
ISBN: 978-1564784261

Dying for it
by Nikolai Erdman 
Translated by Moira Buffini 
Faber and Faber, 2007, pp.116
ISBN: 978-0571237449

Romance With Cocaine
by Mikhail Ageyev
Translated by Hugh Aplin

Hesperus, 2008, pp.180

Young Pushkin
By Yury Tynyanov
Translated by Anna Kurkina Rush and 
Christopher Rush
Angel Books, 2007, pp.515
ISBN: 978-1585679621

We
by Yevgeny Zamyatin 
Translated by Natasha Randall 
Vintage Classics; 2007; pp. 203
ISBN: 978-0099511434

We
by Yevgeny Zamyatin 
Translated by Hugh Aplin 
Hesperus Press, 2008, pp. 218
ISBN: 978-1843914464

The Rat-Killer
by Alexandr Terekhov 
Translated by Natalie Roy and B.T. Gall 
Alma Books; 2008; pp. 347
ISBN: 978-1846880537

Sea Stories
by Alexander Pokrovsky 
Translated by Noah Birksted-Breen 
Glas; 2007; pp.113
ISBN: 978-5717200790

Akiko
by Victor Pelevin 
Translated by Marina Wright 
Published as part of the magazine 
‘London Miscellany’ May 2007; pp.8
ISSN: 1477 8726

Do Time Get Time
by Andrei Rubanov 
Translated by Andrew Bromfield 
Old Street Publishing; August 2008; 
pp.521
ISBN: 978-1905847310

Lizka and Her Men
by Alexander Ikonnikov 
Translated by Andrew Bromfield 
Serpent’s Tail; May 2007; pp.155
ISBN: 978-1852428815

Nontraditional Love
by Rafael Grugman 
Translated by Geoffrey Carlson 
Liberty Publishing House, 2008, pp.239
ISBN: 978-9326863643

21st century 20th century 
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21st century 21st century 

The Last Watch
by Sergei Lukyanenko 
Translated by Andrew Bromfield 
William Heinemann of The Random 
House Group, 2008, pp. 394
ISBN: 978-1401309275

The Day Watch
by Sergei Lukyanenko 
Translated by Andrew Bromfield 
William Heinemann of The Random 
House Group, 2007, pp. 487
ISBN: 978-1401360207

The Twilight Watch
by Sergei Lukyanenko 
Translated by Andrew Bromfield 
William Heinemann of The Random 
House Group, 2007, pp. 440
ISBN: 978-1401360214

One Soldier’s War in Chechnya
by Andrei Babchenko
Translated by Nick Allen
Portobello Books, November 2007, 
pp.404

The Sacred Book of the Werewolf
by Victor Pelevin
Translated by Andrew Bromfield
Faber and Faber, 2008, pp.333

Iramifications
by Maria Galina
Translated by Amanda Love Darragh
Glas; 2008; pp. 368

Reality Transurfing
by Vadim Zeland 
Translated by Gregory Blake and Natasha 
Micharina 
O Books, 2008, pp.181
ISBN: 978-1846941221

Co-creation
by Vladimir Megre 
Translated by Leonid Sharashkin 
The Ringing Cedars, 2008, pp. 243
ISBN: 978-0980181234

Anastasia
by Vladimir Megre 
Translated by John Woodsworth 
The Ringing Cedars, 2008, pp. 227
ISBN: 978-0980181203

Exfoliation
by Anatoly Riasov 
Translated by Julia Konysheva 
(pseudonym Julga Heiligenbeil) 
Kaftan Smekha; 2007; pp. 44

Four on the Very Top of the 
Tower of Babel
by Alexander Stroganov  
Translated by Nadezhda Rogozhina and 
David A. Wright 
World Class – Samara; 2008; pp.71
ISBN: 9875934243693

Ice
by Vladimir Sorokin
Translated by Jamey Gambrell
New York Review of Books; 2007; pp.321
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Akhmatova
by Akhmatova 
Translated by Tom Jones 
Perdika Press, 2007, pp. 28
ISBN: 9781905649051

Guests of Eternity
by Larissa Miller 
Translated by Richard McKane 
Arc Publications, 2008, pp.132
ISBN: 978-1904614067

The Page and The Fire: Poems by 
Russian Poets on Russian Poets
by Various 
Translated by Peter Oram 
Arc Publications, 2008, pp.132
ISBN: 978-1904614678

Say Thank You
by Mikhail Aizenberg 
Translated by J. Kates 
Zephyr Press, 2007, pp.108
ISBN: 978-0939010882

Contemporary Russian Poetry: 
An Anthology
by Various 
Translated by Various 
Dalkey Archive Press; 2007; pp. 471
ISBN: 978-1564784865

Birdsong on the Seabed
by Elena Shvarts
Translated by Sasha Dugdale
Bloodaxe Books; 2008; pp.167

Permanent Winter:  
New Poetry from Siberia
by Various
Translated by Oleg Burkov, Larissa Fomenko, 
Andrei Konstantinov, Nika Skandiaka, 
Lika Sokolovskaya and Vitaliy Eyber 
Smokestack Books; 2007; pp.83
ISBN: 978-0954869199

As It Turned Out
by Dmitry Golynko 
Eugene Ostashevsky & Rebecca Bella with 
Simona Schneider 
Ugly Duckling Presse, 2008, pp.143
ISBN: 978-1933254364

Red Shifting
by Aleksandr Skidan 
Genya Turovskaya with Eugene 
Ostashevsky, Evgeny Pavlov, Jacob 
Edmond & Natasha Randall 
Ugly Duckling Presse, 2008, pp.143
ISBN: 978-0939010950

Paths of the Beggar Woman
by Marina Tsvetaeva 
Translated by Belinda Cooke 
Worple Press, 2008, pp.133
ISBN: 978-1905208111
 

The Golden Link
by Alexander Zagorulko
Translated by Vladislav Nagayev 
Liberty Publishing House, 2007, pp.159
ISBN: 1932686223

Poetry Poetry
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discussions with the other judges face-to-face, over the phone and in cyberspace. 
This part of the story, like the secrets of boardroom and bedroom, is the private property 
of the consenting participants. Objectivity was the aim of all the judges, but it is difficult 
to achieve. For instance, a believer in Nabokov-style bukvalizm will find it hard to admire 
the translator who aims for natural-sounding English as a first priority, and vice versa. 
All you can do is strive to suppress your own instinctive bias and help fellow-judges to 
do the same. A generous collective spirit is essential, and we three managed to achieve 
this from the outset. We have proposed, attacked and defended with some vigour, no 
individual has been either dominant or unco-operative, and each of us has conceded 
without rancour when the right moment came to do so. Feelings have been strong, and 
we all had to face disappointment when our particular view sometimes did not prevail. 
Difficult decisions have often been decided on the inexorable logic of a 2:1 split, and we 
devised our own methods of dealing with any three-way differences. We have all willingly 
agreed to accept collective responsibility for our judgements, whatever we may have 
thought and said before our decisions were accepted. 

The huge volume of work that had to be done suggests one good thing: Russian 
literature is being taken very seriously nowadays. There is no shortage of old and new 
texts, eager translators or willing publishers. Equally surprising and welcome is our 
conclusion that the overall standard of translation is remarkably high. It hasn’t always 
been like this. In the beginning was the word, and the word wasn’t always accurate. 
Aylmer Maude pointed out that an early translation of War and Peace located a cathedral 
on the battlefield of Borodino, and translated ‘gave him a direct look straight in the 
face’ as ‘gave him a direct and heavy blow between the eyes’ – this of a young officer 
towards his superior in time of war. And at that time, even if the translation was accurate 
it wasn’t always well-expressed. One version of Turgenev’s Dvorianskoe Gnezdo came out 
laboriously as A Nest of Hereditary Legislators, and included the following dialogue: ‘Of 
what thinkest thou?’ suddenly asked she of Marie Dmitrievna. ‘Why sighest thou, mother 
mine?’ ‘So,’ murmured the other, ‘What wonderful clouds!’ ‘Thou art sorry for them, or 
what is it?’ Later on, the same lady says, ‘There he stalks – thy pleasant man: what a long 
– in a word, a stork.’ 

It is easy to see that a good reason for taking up translation might once have been 
to correct serious mistakes of meaning and style. But not in recent times. It is now 
undertaken for love of literature, love of the art of translation, and small amounts of 
money. The results are very impressive, making the job of adjudication more difficult 
than ever before.  

The sheer complexity of translation is something that most people underestimate. 
Infinite possibilities radiate outwards from even the simplest of texts. I have often enjoyed 
presenting an audience with a little sentence from Tolstoy that consists of nine words, 
including one proper noun and two conjunctions, so that only six of them really count; 
nevertheless these few phrases yield a range of acceptable possibilities in English that 
runs to at least two thousand different versions. One thing is certain. We are a very long 
way indeed from handing the task of translation to a computer. So, it is good to know 
that we have such a rich supply of talented Russian-English translators. The collective 
intellectual attainment of 2007-8 attested by the 58 books brought to our attention 
(and there were some others that were never submitted) is an outstanding achievement 
in an age that is supposed to have been dumbed-down. Long may this cultural 
resurgence continue. 

Being one of the judges in this competition has been an enjoyable and rewarding 
experience, but we are under no illusions. Our decision will find favour perhaps with 
one camp, but many more will be inclined to repeat the title of this piece, which was 
translated by Bernard Pares in 1942 as ‘And God deliver us from critics quite as blind.’ 
How accurate is that as a translation? Discuss.

Academia Rossica asked the judges to write about their experience judging this prize 
for the first time. Although a very compatible group of academics, there was a fair bit 
of dissension between the judges, and as can be seen from their individual statements 
about the task, each took their own approach.

Anthony Briggs

 ‘Избави Бог и нас от этаких судей’

A few weeks ago something strange happened. Someone sent me, through the post, 
ten million printed words – I’ll repeat that, in case you weren’t concentrating: ten million 
words – nearly half of them in a difficult foreign language. I was told to get reading 
them. It was like starting out with Gogol: in early March a most extraordinary occurrence 
took place in Wiltshire; no – Mayakovsky: an extraordinary adventure that happened to 
Tony Briggs one springtime in the country; no – Blok: You are millions. We live in triple 
ignorance. (That last bit involves changing t’my, i t’my, i t’my to t’ma, i t’ma, i t’ma, but 
don’t worry if you can’t keep up; things will get clearer). 

Intimidated into procrastination, I delayed the inevitable by weighing the dozens of 
books these millions of visitors had arrived in. Seven stone, twelve pounds – about the 
weight of a professional boxer, but only a junior flyweight. In American speech that 
means 110 pounds. If we must yield to the measurements imposed on us by Napoleon 
despite his defeats against both of our countries: fifty kilograms, give or take. 

There is no circle in Dante’s Inferno to accommodate this kind of punishment for a life 
conducted in sin; those of us who have tormented others with words will probably have 
to move in somewhere on Levels Two to Five alongside other incontinents: the gluttons, 
misers and spendthrifts, the wrathful and sullen. (Plenty of friends there, then, and no 
shortage of translators). 

There were fifty-eight books in English, plus the fifty-eight originals. Where to begin? 
Might as well have a glance through … Glancing through took a number of hours and 
quite some coffee, but one small triumph kept the spirits up. A slender volume claimed 
to have been ‘freely adapted’ from the Russian’ – out it went. There is no objection in 
principle to free adaptations, but we were not judging that particular skill. Not a bad 
morning’s work – one down, only fifty-seven to go. 

Then came another discovery. Some translators had entered a number of 
texts all published in 2007-08, lots of them, and long texts to0. (What do these 
people do in real life? Do they ever eat or sleep?) Here was an obvious new modus 
operandi. Since no one was going to have more than one text on the short list, it 
seemed reasonable to decide which of the multiple offerings from one person would 
best represent his/her ability and achievement. Careful thought went into this, and it 
did result in further eliminations. 

We cannot go into the whole process of consideration, elimination and promotion; 
the determining of probables, possibles, near-misses, near-certainties, agonizing 
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down by slipshod editing and sloppy proof-reading (assuming the publishers did not ask 
the translators themselves to vet the final product before it went to the printers). Other 
problems concern the provision (or not) of introductions and footnotes or endnotes, 
providing background and explanations for readers not well acquainted with details that 
the author of the original text knows his Russian readers will understand. But of course, 
the cost of a translation is high, and one can hardly expect every publisher to maintain the 
highest standards of production. This is an important consideration, because the Rossica 
Prize is divided (not necessarily equally) between the translator and her or his publisher. 

Among the other problems facing judges of such competitions are the not necessarily 
pedantic distinctions that can be made between translations on the one hand and 
versions, imitations and adaptations on the other hand.  I was trained (in the RAF!) as an 
interpreter and remember being told that whereas children were supposed to be seen 
and not heard, interpreters were supposed to be heard and not seen.  (Indeed, I still 
prefer to interpret in a booth, rather than in view of the audience.)  To what extent does 
this also apply to translators of literature, especially poetry?  To what extent should (s)he 
be allowed to compensate or even overcompensate for the impossibility, in languages 
as different from one another as Russian and English, of conveying every single detail 
and nuance in the original, especially in a great original? As a rule, a literal translation of 
a literary work falls completely flat, so translators are obliged to add at least something 
of their own, while remaining as much as possible in the shadows.  To what extent 
should the rhythms and rhymes of the original, if at all possible, be retained? Should the 
translator tend, when in doubt, to domesticate or to foreignise the translation?  How hard 
should translators try to make their readers forget that they are reading a translation?  
Naturally, the easy way of avoiding a clear answer is to say that one can’t generalise 
and you have to take each individual case on its merits. But what then happens, in a 
competition, if there is a dead heat?! 

I have learnt a lot from helping to judge the entries to this competition.  Many of the 
submissions were clearly labours of love, carried out not at all or not mainly for filthy 
lucre.  The overall standard strikes me as higher than it was fifty years ago, when I was 
a beginner, and one of my most encouraging discoveries, thanks to the 28 entries for 
the Young Translators’ Prize, is that standards in the future should be higher still, partly 
because it is now so much easier for people with native English and a really good 
knowledge of Russian and Russia to cooperate with people with native Russian and 
a really good knowledge of English.

Martin Dewhirst

I was delighted and astonished when I received the invitation to be one of the judges 
of this year’s ‘Rossica’ Translation Prize.  Delighted – because, by accepting, I would 
be able to indulge myself with a clear conscience in reading (or, as it often turned out, 
rereading) many works of Russian literature rather than doing what I all too often do – 
reading works about Russian literature (and various other things).  Astonished – because 
I am not a prolific or high-profile translator of Russian literature, so I was unsure about 
why I had been chosen.  However, not being known for false modesty, I did feel that I 
was reasonably well qualified for the work ahead. It is almost half a century since I did 
my first commercial literary translation. While I was a British Council student (stazher) at 
Moscow and Leningrad Universities during the 1959–60 academic year, I was asked to 
translate Viktor Rozov’s play Neravnyi boi (Unequal Combat) for Granada Television, and 
greatly enjoyed the challenges the text presented. (Maybe I didn’t rise to the challenges, 
because my version was, in the end, never performed.)  Later, in 1977, at the height 
of the ‘period of stagnation’, Robin Milner-Gulland and I published at Penguin Books 
an anthology called Russian Writing Today.  Looking through it over thirty years later, 
I don’t feel embarrassed, as the works we selected and the translations we edited or 
did ourselves show that, whatever the political climate in the Soviet Union, the best 
of Russian literature was anything but stagnant.  Of course, it’s one thing to translate 
literature and an altogether different matter to judge literature, whether in the original 
or in translation.  Here again, I felt that I was likely to be able to do a professional job 
for ‘Rossica’. Fifteen years ago I was one of the five judges of the Booker Prize for 
Russian prose fiction, and I well remember the friendly but heated discussions we 
had before finally there was a majority ready to vote for one particular work (I was 
in the dissenting minority, and not for the first or the last time). Moreover, since the 
1990s I have been the (or a?) reader of the Russian entries for the annual John Dryden 
Translation Competition, run from the University of East Anglia in Norwich. (Incidentally, 
this University offers a one-year MA course in Literary Translation, as well as an MA in 
Applied Translation Studies and PhDs in Translation Studies.)  Thus I know something 
about both the practice of translation and the theories of translation. 

I am writing these lines after we have drawn up the Short List but before we 
have decided on the winner.  I was delighted that there were so many (originally 58) 
submissions (and I know of other translations that were not submitted), suggesting that 
in the English-speaking parts of the world there is still (or again) a healthy interest in and 
market for much of the best of Russian literature, both old and new. It is a good sign 
that, although we had to be cruel to many deserving translators, we felt we simply had 
to break one of the guidelines and shortlist seven translations, not the stipulated five 
or six. The Prize is, of course, awarded to what the judges think is the best translation, 
and not the best original, and this has made me think long and hard about whether 
to prefer a brilliant translation of a mediocre original to a far from adequate translation 
of a masterpiece. One of my major disappointments while judging this year’s entries 
was to discover that far too often some of the publishers have let their translators 
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literary worth. As the number of potential winners narrowed our differences widened. 
Was it even possible to translate poetry at all? I recalled hearing, I think, Andrew Motion 
saying that a poem didn’t mean anything, it just was. At what point should a translator 
be given credit for – or blackballed for – recreating and echoing an aesthetic experience 
rather than merely achieving lexical precision, or even at the expense of lexical precision? 
Was it a greater accomplishment to produce a new (better?) translation of a classic 
already translated half a dozen times before than to tackle a demanding and at times 
bewildering contemporary text? Initially, we came up with more questions and requests 
than answers: Couldn’t Academia Rossica offer several prizes, one for the classics, one 
for poetry, and one for modern fiction?

For me, the friction between us was more than counter-acted by the pleasure of 
reading and/or re-reading many of the books. I was forced to return to Humiliated and 
Insulted after about a thirty-five year absence. Not Dostoevsky’s best in my view, but 
in it there were all the bare bones of Crime and Punishment. For several years I had 
found it difficult to cope with Sorokin’s prose, but Ice, for me, exhibited a new degree 
of subtlety and sophistication: there was a haunting shift from the violence, criminality 
and prostitution in the lengthy Part 1 to the four pages of the concluding Part, with its 
image of childhood, innocence and vulnerability; and then there were the multi-layered 
metaphors of the special ice and the elite 23,000-strong brother- and sisterhood that 
it could re-animate. A completely new voice for me was Maria Galina. Iramifications 
to my mind had all the cheeky comedy of Ilf and Petrov with just a touch of Gogolian 
barminess. Together with Pelevin’s were-creatures, these modern-day novels illustrate 
that the Russian fantastic is alive and well and is nourishing itself on Russian reality. 
Then there is Ageev’s minor masterpieces ‘A Romance with Cocaine’, set in pre-
revolutionary Russia, its rebelliousness and depiction of degeneracy appears unsettling 
contemporary. Babchenko’s shocking and graphic account of his experiences in the 
recent Chechen war is a valuable contribution to the war theme in Russian literature.

Elena Shvarts writes:

My soul is the roundest glass retort
Filled with the salt of all matter.
Angel or devil: whatever it brings forth
It was born to experience marvel.3

These words could serve as a précis of the best of the literature that the judges have been 
considering, arguing and agonising over, these last long months. Perhaps the ultimate 
winner of this year’s Academia Rossica prize and the many, many undeserving losers 
might heed or take comfort from the words of another Russian poet, Boris Pasternak: 
‘Byt’ znamenitym nekrasivo’.4 Perhaps the judges should fear or take comfort from the 
epigraph to Anna Karenina.	

Robert Porter

When Academia Rossica approached me to serve on the jury for their translation prize, 
I was excited and intrigued. What would the field be like, how many entries would 
there be, were there still publishers around in the West willing to produce translations 
of serious Russian works? The classics apart, was there more to Russian literature for 
English-speaking people than penguins and historical detectives? My caricature of the 
average Western reader’s view of Russian literature today can perhaps be excused in 
part by my own education.

When I was struggling with the Russian language and gaining my initial access to 
Russian literature and culture, there were a few gifted and prolific translators who, in 
collaboration with select publishing houses, did much to bring to the attention of the 
wider world the likes of Pasternak, Bulgakov, Solzhenitsyn, Siniavskii, Paustovskii, Osip 
and Nadezhda Mandelstam, Akhmatova, Evtushenko and Voznesenskii. If the Soviet 
establishment had had its way, many of these names would have been presented to 
the outside world, if at all, only in a highly selective fashion. As it was, Max Hayward 
(the best example) produced accurate, accessible and readable translations, frequently 
with invaluable Prefaces and annotations. Harvill (the best example) produced attractive 
and (nearly always, even for students!) affordable volumes. The 1960s were indeed the 
‘swinging sixties’ for Russian literature, as the Soviet leadership swung from freeze to 
thaw and back again. ‘Dissident’ writers received token publication at home, if at all, 
and were often billed glibly as ‘freedom fighters’ in the West. Vladimir Voinovich put it 
more accurately, and with characteristic humour, when, after he was expelled from the 
Writers’ Union and banned, said: ‘I didn’t fight for freedom, I enjoyed it.’1

As I have noted on previous occasions, with the collapse of communism, 
Russian literature came to resemble a well-stocked, but not particularly well managed 
supermarket: here you could find a few old staples (often past their ‘sell by’ date); 
some new lines, often in flashy packaging, whose nutritional value was nil; a lot of 
foreign comestibles, strange and suspect. And all this was to be washed down with 
a heady cocktail of chernukha and pornukha. Where were the new Solzhenitsyns and 
Bulgakovs? was the cry. Being a judge for a literary prize might help me find out.

When I received the email invitation from Rossica, I accepted without knowing who 
my fellow jurists would be. It was a relief to learn that they were old and much liked 
and respected colleagues. After all, literary prizes are notoriously controversial and 
divisive – with these two old buddies, there would be as much chance of dissent as 
at a Brezhnevite meeting of the Politburo... How wrong can you be?

We were all vaguely aware that the standard of translation for the most part would 
be very high. Gone were the days when ‘Az vozdam’ in the epigraph to Anna Karenina 
could be rendered as ‘I play the ace’.2 Russia is more accessible, its authors and 
scholars more available for consultation, than ever before. We judges didn’t really fall 
out over eliminating the few texts in which we detected a good number of factual errors 
or where the phrasing and linguistic register seemed awkward or inappropriate. A fair 
number of entries were sound translations of works which we felt were not of great 
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1. See Matich, O. and 
Heim, M. (eds) The Third 
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Moscow, 1985, p. 424.
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Judging Rossica Prize Нашей целью была объективность, которой так сложно достичь. Например, 
приверженцу набоковского буквализма в переводе едва ли понравится работа 
переводчика, стремящегося в переводе прежде всего к естественно звучащему 
английскому языку, и наоборот. Единственное, что можно сделать в этой ситуации, 
это постараться подавить собственные склонности и предпочтение и помочь 
другим членам жюри сделать то же самое. Между судьями совершенно необходима 
общность и нам удалось ее достигнуть. Мы выдвигали предложения, опровергали 
оппонента и защищали свою точку зрения с известной долей настойчивости, но 
личные предпочтения никогда не стояли во главе угла и, когда это было необходимо, 
мы отказывались от своей точки зрения. Было очень много сильных эмоций и, 
конечно, все мы испытывали разочарование, когда наши личные предпочтения 
оказывались в меньшинстве. Многие сложные решения принимались благодаря 
неизбежному соотношению 2 к 1. Кроме того, мы все осознанно решили принять 
на себя общую ответственность, что бы мы ни говорили до того, как было принято 
общее решение.

Тот огромный объем работы, который необходимо было проделать говорит только 
об одном: к русской литературе относятся сейчас очень серьезно. Нет недостатка 
в старых и новых произведениях, а также переводчиках и издателях. Мы все были 
приятно удивлены очень высоким уровнем переводов. Ведь так было не всегда. 
Вначале было слово и слово не всегда было точным. Айлмер Мод указывает на 
то, что в одном из ранних переводов ‘Войны и мира’, собор был перенесен в самый 
центр Бородинского поля, а фраза ‘посмотрел ему прямо в лицо’ была переведена 
как ‘gave him a direct and heavy blow between the eyes’, – и это о действии молодого 
офицера по отношению к старшему по званию в военное время. В то время даже 
если перевод был точным, очень часто сильно страдал стиль: так, например, 
‘Дворянское гнездо’ Тургенева перевели как 'A Nest of Hereditary Legislators' и в 
нем были следующие диалоги: ‘Of what thinkest thou?’ suddenly asked she of Marie 
Dmitrievna. ‘Why sighest thou, mother mine?’ ‘So,’ murmured the other, ‘What wonderful 
clouds!’ ‘Thou art sorry for them, or what is it?’’ Позже те же героини романа говорят: 
‘There he stalks – thy pleasant man: what a long – in a word, a stork.’

Очевидно, что когда-то многие новые переводы делались из желания исправить 
стилистические и фактические ошибки и погрешности в старых переводах. Но не 
сейчас. Сейчас переводы делаются из любви к литературе, искусству перевода и 
желанию заработать немного денег. И результат поражает, что делает работу членов 
жюри сложной как никогда.

Очень часто вся сложность перевода недооценивается. Даже самые простые 
тексты можно перевести совершенно по-разному. Я часто развлекался, предлагая 
моим слушателям перевести предложение из Толстого, в котором было всего девять 
слов: причем, одно имя собственное и два союза, поэтому по-настоящему перевести 
нужно было только шесть слов. Однако перевод и этого предложения насчитывал 
почти что две тысячи приемлемых версий. Очевидно одно: мы еще очень далеко 
от того, чтобы перепоручить перевод компьютерам. И поэтому так приятно знать, 
что у нас столько талантливых переводчиков с русского на английский язык. 
Результатом достижений в переводе за 2007-2008 года стали 58 книг поданных 
на соискание премии (плюс книги, которые так и не были поданы), что является 
большим успехом и прорывом в век, когда, как считалось, художественный перевод 
будет невостребованным. Пусть еще долгие годы продолжается это культурное 
возрождение.

 То, что я был одним из членов жюри премии Rossica этого года, стало для меня 
волнительным и полезным опытом. Но у нас нет иллюзий: наше решение одни 
одобрят, а другие повторят слова Крылова, ставшие эпиграфом к этому тексту и 
переведенные Робертом Паресом как ‘And God deliver us from critics quite as blind’. 
Насколько точен этот перевод? Что ж, решайте сами!

Academia Rossica попросила судей Премии Rossica поделиться своими 
впечатлениями о процессе оценки переводов и выборе лучшего из них. 

Энтони Бриггс  
Избави Бог и нас от этаких судей! (И. Крылов)

Несколько недель назад случилось нечто удивительное. Кто-то прислал мне по 
почте 10 миллионов печатных слов. Я повторю на случай, если вы не обратили 
внимания на эту цифру: 10 миллионов слов. Большая часть из них была на 
сложном иностранном языке. Мне сказали прочитать их. Это было как у Гоголя: 
‘марта 25 числа случилось в Петербурге необыкновенно странное происшествие’; 
нет у Маяковского: ‘необычайное приключение, бывшее с Энтони Бриггсом летом 
на даче’; нет у Блока: ‘мильоны – вас, нас – тьмы, и тьмы, и тьмы…’

Пораженный до оцепенения, я пытался оттянуть неизбежное, взвешивая десятки 
книг, которые составляли эти десять миллионов нежданных гостей. В английской 
системе измерения: 7 стоунов, 12 фунтов – почти что вес боксёра, хотя и легкой 
весовой категории. В американской системе исчисления – 110 фунтов. А если 
обратиться к системе мер, которую заставил нас принять Наполеон, несмотря то, 
что его победили обе наши страны: 50 килограммов, ни дать, ни взять.

Нет такого круга в Аду Данте, в котором было бы подобное наказание за грехи. 
Те из нас, кто мучает людей изобилием слов, оказались бы, пожалуй, где-то между 
вторым и пятым кругами Ада, вместе с теми, кто не может обуздать свои страсти: 
чревоугодниками, расточителями и гневливыми (пожалуй, там будет много друзей 
и нехватки в переводчиках тоже явно не будет).

Мне прислали 58 переводов на английский язык и 58 оригиналов. С чего начать? 
Можно для начала просмотреть – это заняло много часов и много кофе. Но ура! – 
одна тоненькая книжка, как гласила надпись на обложке, была вольной адаптацией 
русского оригинала – её я исключил. Конечно, мы не имеем ничего против вольных 
адаптаций, но мы не оценивали именно этот вид мастерства. Неплохо для одного 
утра – одну книгу исключил, осталось 57.

А потом последовало еще одно открытие: некоторые переводчики прислали по 
несколько текстов, опубликованных в 2007-2008 годах, много таких текстов, в том 
числе и текстов довольно объемных. (Как эти люди живут? Они едят когда-нибудь? 
Спят?). Тут явно вырисовывался новый modus operandi. Было ясно, что никто 
не собирается включать в короткий список несколько книг одного переводчика 
и казалось разумным выбрать из нескольких текстов тот, который лучше всего 
отражал бы талант и мастерство переводчика. И хотя это потребовало некоторых 
раздумий, но в результате список еще сократился. 

Не имеет смыла вдаваться в подробности всего процесса рассмотрения, 
исключение и отбора книг, определения возможных кандидатов и лидеров, жарких 
споров с другими членами жюри, ликом к лицу, по телефону и в Интернете. Эта 
часть истории как и семейная тайна – личное дело каждого из членов жюри. 
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Judging Rossica Prize знаком то, что несмотря на нашу вынужденную жестокость по отношению ко 
многим достойным переводам, нам просто пришлось нарушить правила и включить 
семь, а не шесть или пять переводов в короткий список. Конечно, Премия Rossica 
присуждается за перевод, который члены жюри сочли самым лучшим, а не за самый 
лучший оригинал, и это заставило меня долго и крепко задуматься на тем, что 
лучше: присудить премию блестящему переводу посредственного произведения 
или же посредственному переводу блестящего оригинала. Одним из главных 
разочарований для меня в этом году стало то, что многие издатели подвели своих 
переводчиков небрежной или поверхностной редактурой (учитывая то, что издатели 
не просили переводчиков самим перепроверить переводы, прежде чем они ушли 
в печать). Другая проблема связана с предисловиями, сносками и комментариями, 
которые бы давали дополнительную информацию и объясняли те моменты, которые 
понятны русскому читателю, но не иностранному. Однако сам перевод стоит 
так дорого, что трудно требовать от всех издателей еще и этих дополнительных 
расходов. Однако, важно это заметить, так как Премия Rossica присуждается не 
только переводчику, но и издателю.

Среди других сложностей, с которыми столкнулись члены жюри, было не 
обязательно строгое разделение между переводом, с одной стороны, и адаптацией, 
с другой. Когда я учился на синхронного переводчика (во время прохождения 
службы в Королевской Авиации), нам говорили, что детей должно быть видно, 
но не сышно, а переводчика, наоборот, слышно, но не видно. (И правда, я до сих 
пор предпочитаю переводить, сидя в будке, а не на виду перед слушателями). 
Насколько переводчик может компенсировать ту огромную разницу, которая 
существует между русским и английским языками, пытаясь сохранить каждую 
деталь и каждый нюанс оригинала, особенно великого оригинала? Как правило, 
дословный перевод художественного произведения сильно проигрывает оригиналу, 
и переводчику приходится добавлять что-то от себя, при этом оставаясь как можно 
более незаметным. Должен ли переводчик стремиться сохранить ритм или рифму 
оригинала? Должен ли он стремиться к культурной ассимиляции текста или нет? 
Насколько он должен стараться заставить читателя забыть о том, что у него в руках 
перевод? Естественно, проще всего уйти от точных ответов, сказав, что нельзя 
обобщать и нужно рассматривать каждый случай в отдельности. Но как тогда 
поступить в случае конкурса? Объявить ничью?

Я многое узнал, выступая в качестве члена жюри премии Rossica 2009. Многие 
переводы, поданные на соискание премии, были сделаны из любви к литературе 
и переводческому делу, а не ради получения денег. Общий уровень переводов 
поразил меня тем, что стал значительно выше, чем пятьдесят лет назад, когда я сам 
начинал свою переводческую деятельность. И я с удовольствием понял благодаря 
28 переводам, поданными молодыми переводчика на соискание премии Young 
Translators’ Prize, что в будущем этот уровень будет только расти, отчасти потому что 
англичанам с хорошим знанием русского языка сейчас намного проще общаться с 
русскими с хорошим знанием английского. 

Мартин Дьюхерст

Я был поражен и страшно обрадован, когда мне предложили стать одним из 
членов жюри Премии Rossica этого года. Обрадован, так как согласившись, я мог 
бы с легким сердцем и чистой совестью отдаться чтению или, как оказалось во 
многих случаях, перечитыванию самой русской литературы, перестав на время 
заниматься тем, чем я обычно занимаюсь: чтением работ о русской литературе 
(и о многом другом). Поражен же я бы потому, что я не являюсь известным 
переводчиком русской литературы и я не был уверен в правильности выбора 
организаторов премии. Тем не менее, я чувствовал себя достаточно компетентным 
для того, чтобы стать одним из членов жюри. Прошло уже почти полвека с тех пор, 
как я сделал свой первый коммерчески успешный перевод произведения русской 
литературы. Когда в течение академического года (1959-1960) я был стажером от 
Британского Совета в Московском и Санкт-Петербургском университетах, меня 
попросили перевести ‘Неравный бой’ Виктора Розова для телеканала ‘Granada 
Television’, и я получил огромное удовольствие от тех сложностей, с которыми 
столкнулся при переводе текста (хотя возможно, я так и не справился с ними, так 
как мой перевод так и не использовали). Позднее, в 1977 году, на пике застоя, 
Робин Милнер-Галланд и я опубликовали книгу под названием ‘Russian Writing 
Today’ в издательстве Penguin Books. Оглядываясь на это спустя 30 лет, мне 
не стыдно за нашу работу, потому что те произведения, которые мы отобрали, 
отредактировали или сами перевели, показали, что несмотря на политическую 
обстановку в Советском Союзе, русская литература на тот момент была в каком 
угодно состоянии, но только не в состоянии застоя. Несомненно, переводить 
и оценивать художественное произведение, будь то оригинал или перевод, – 
совершенно разные вещи. Опять же я не был уверен в том, что я смогу выполнить 
обязанности члена жюри премии на профессиональном уровне. Пятнадцать 
лет назад я был одним из пяти членов жюри Русского Букера и я отлично помню 
дружеские, но горячие споры среди членов жюри перед тем, как большинством 
выбирался победитель (я был среди несогласного меньшинства, причем, не 
в первый и не в последний раз). Кроме того, с 1990 года я был постоянным 
оценщиком (единственным или одним из?) переводов русских произведений, 
поданных на конкурс John Dryden Translation Competition, который проводится 
университетом East Anglia (Norwich). Кстати, в этом университете предусмотрен 
одногодичный курс литературного перевода, курс прикладной теории перевода, 
а также аспирантура на отделении теории перевода. Таким образом, я знаком и с 
практикой, и с теорией перевода.

Я пишу это уже после того, как мы определили короткий список премии, но ещё 
до того как мы выбрали победителя. Я очень рад большому количеству переводов 
(изначально 58, но более того, я знаю о переводах, которые не были поданы), 
поданных на соискание премии. Это говорит о том, что в англоговорящих странах 
мира до сих пор есть (или опять появился) не только большой интерес к русской 
литературе, старой и новой, но и книжный рынок для нее. Мне кажется хорошим 
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Роберт Портер

Когда Academia Rossica предложила мне стать одним из членов жюри одноименной 
премии, я был взволнован и заинтригован: как всё будет проходить, сколько заявок 
будет подано, остались ли ещё на Западе издательства, заинтересованные в 
произведениях серьезных современных русских писателей? Что помимо классики, 
публикуемой Penguins, и исторических детективов знал англоязычный читатель 
о русской литературе? Возможно, мои не самые лестные представления о 
знакомстве западного читателя с современной русской литературой можно отчасти 
объяснить особенностями моего собственного образования.

 Когда я сам изучал русских язык и знакомился с русской культурой и 
литературой в оригинале, было несколько одаренных и плодовитых переводчиков, 
которые в сотрудничестве с некоторыми издательствами многое сделали для того, 
чтобы ближе познакомить читателей с Пастернаком, Булгаковым, Солженициным, 
Синявским, Паустовским, Осипом и Надежной Мандельшамами, Ахматовой, 
Евтушенко и Вознесенским. Если бы Советская литература могла идти своим 
путем, то многие из этих имен были бы представлены на Западе, однако скорее 
всего очень избирательно. В действительности же Макс Хэйвард (лучший пример) 
сделал хорошие, точные и понятные переводы, часто сопровождавшиеся 
бесценными предисловиями и аннотациями, а издательство Harvill (лучший 
пример) выпустило красиво оформленные и доступные (почти всегда даже для 
студентов) книги. 1960-е действительно стали ‘swinging’ для Советской литературы, 
ведь правительство СССР от оттепели переходило к ужесточению режима и 
обратно. Писатели-диссиденты впервые публиковались на родине, что было по-
своему символично, на западе же их объявляли ‘борцами за Свободу’. Владимир 
Войнович более точно и иронично выразил эту мысль, сказав после того как его 
исключили из Союза писателей: ‘я не боролся за Свободу – я ею наслаждался’.

Как я уже отмечал ранее, с падением коммунизма русская литература стала 
похожа на супермаркет, где много хорошего товара, которым однако не могут 
правильно распорядиться: здесь можно было найти нескольких классиков, у 
которых однако уже закончился ‘срок годности’, несколько новых писателей, чьи 
работы не имели и грамма ценности, но были завернуты в яркие обертки, а также 
огромное количество зарубежного ширпотреба, странного и подозрительного. 
И всё это вытеснил стремительный поток ‘чернухи’ и ‘порнухи’. Где было новое 
поколение Солженициных и Булгаковых? Должность члена жюри литературной 
премии обещала мне помочь найти ответ на этот вопрос.

 Когда мне пришло приглашения от Academia Rossica, я сразу же согласился, 
даже не задумываясь над тем, кем же будут мои коллеги. Я был рад узнать, что 
ими оказались заслуженные и глубоко уважаемые в мире литературы люди. Ведь 
литературные премии вызывают столько споров и ссор! А с этими моими старыми 
знакомыми Дьюхерстом и Бриггсом, думал я, расхождений в мнениях будет столько 
же, сколько на заседаниях политбюро. Но как я ошибался!

 Мы в принципе знали, что общий уровень переводов будет довольно высоким. 

Judging Rossica Prize Уже давно прошли те времена, когда эпиграф к ‘Анне Карениной’ ‘Аз воздам’ 
переводился как ‘I play the ace’ (Я хожу тузом). Россия стала как никогда более 
доступной, с авторами и учеными можно связаться и прояснить трудные для 
перевода места в оригинале. У нас, членов жюри, не было разногласий по поводу 
тех немногих текстов, где мы обнаружили фактические ошибки или же где стиль или 
выбор слов казался неуклюжим или неуместным. Довольно большое количество 
переводов были хорошими и добротными, но, как нам показалось, не имели 
большой художественной ценности. По мере того как количество претендентов 
на премию сокращалось, разногласия среди нас, судей, росли. Возможно ли 
вообще переводить поэзию? Я помню как, кажется, Поэт Лауреат Andrew Motion 
сказал, что поэзия ничего не означает, она просто есть. Где проходит та граница, 
когда переводчик достоин похвалы или наоборот порицания за воссоздание 
эстетического эффекта оригинала вместо прямого дословного перевода, тем более 
когда эстетический эффект достигается в ущерб лексической достоверности? Что 
важнее: сделать новый (более хороший) перевод классики, которую переводили 
уже десятки раз, или взяться за сложное и порой сбивающее с толку современное 
произведение? В результате мы столкнулись с большим количеством вопросов, чем 
нашли ответов: может быть, стоит учредить несколько премий – одну за перевод 
классики, другую за перевод поэзии, третью – современной прозы?

 Для меня все трения между членами жюри полностью искупились тем 
удовольствием, которое я получил от чтения или перечитывания книг. Мне пришлось 
вернуться к ‘Униженным и оскорбленным’ спустя почти 35 лет. Не самое лучшее 
произведение Достоевского, на мой взгляд, однако в нем заключена уже вся суть 
‘Преступления и наказания’. Долгое время мне было сложно читать Сорокина, 
но в этот раз в романе ‘Лёд’ для меня открылась особая тонкость и сложность: 
врезающийся в память переход от жестокости, преступности и проституции в 
длинной первой части к четырем страницам последней части, где рисуется образ 
детства, невинности и хрупкости, а также сложные метафоры льда и 23-тысячного 
братства, которое может разбудить этот лед. Открытием для меня стала Мария 
Галина. Её роман ‘Ирамифакации’ на мой взгляд полон нахальной комедийности, 
характерной для работ Ильфа и Петрова, с легким оттенком искристости 
Гоголеских произведений. Герои произведений Пелевина и современные романы 
свидетельствуют о том, что фантастическое в русской литературе живо и 
подпитывается современной русской реальностью.

Елена Шварц пишет:
Душа моя, округлая реторта,
И солью всех веществ она полна.
Что ни родит она: хоть ангела, хоть черта,
Она для опытов чудесных рождена.
Мне кажется, эти слова отражают всё лучшее в произведениях, из-за которых 

члены жюри ссорились и спорили все эти месяцы. Возможно, победитель, который 
получит премию, и многие проигравшие найдут утешение в словах другого русского 
поэта, Бориса Пастернака: ‘Быть знаменитым – некрасиво’. А члены жюри должны 
помнить, с трепетом или с надеждой, слова эпиграфа к ‘Анне Карениной’.
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James Rann’s translation of an extract from Dmitri Bykov’s 2008 novel Списанные 
(‘The List’) was chosen from a field of 28 as the winner of this year’s inaugural Rossica 
Young Translators Prize. In the extract from Chapter 6 of the novel, having discovered 
that he has been placed on a mysterious list, Sviridov finds himself on the receiving end 
of unexpected attention. 
 
The List by Dmitri Bykov, Chapter Six (extract)
Translated by James Rann
She winked and Sviridov suddenly felt like he was a member of some anti-Russian 
conspiracy. However, after the incident that morning he didn’t really care. Any efforts to 
be loyal ended up the same way and maybe if he made a bit of noise and cosied up to 
foreign journalists, they might get frightened and leave him be. 

‘I’ve brought a contract with me. This is my proposal,’ she continued, smiling and 
shaking her flaxen hair: no doubt, in her white-toothed youth this gesture had even 
been captivating. Tessa was intangibly but inexorably reminiscent of the PR girl at the 
children’s centre who had stopped Sviridov from going up on stage to get his prize. 
They were about the same age; maybe they hung out together in that very same centre 
and then swapped nonsensical e-mails. And they both lie the whole time, every second, 
and that’s made their dimples disappear. ‘I would like you to write a diary. About what 
it’s like on the list, how today someplace wouldn’t let you in, some other place wouldn’t 
let you out, how you were forced to go through this and that. It’ll be a diary from inside 
the list. You’re the only person on the list who’s done any literary work, excellent literary 
work. I want to draw up a contract. We’ll transfer the cash straight to your account – 
it’s good money. 

‘Well, yeah,’ Sviridov said darkly, ‘because this could make my situation worse.’
‘Oh no!’ She tossed her hair decisively. ‘That’s what everyone thought back then – 

that contact with foreigners might make their situation worse. But nothing could make 
their situation worse, their situation had already been decided the moment they ended 
up on the list. I doesn’t matter what the list is about: they had their list then, now it’s 
different. Back then people knew they were on the list, and that they had been left 
alone so that their behaviour could be monitored. And no one rebelled, no one ran, 
everyone was ready. I want you to tell us what life on the list is like.’

‘So you think my fate has been decided? And everyone else’s too?’ Sviridov was 
frightened, which made him angry. Tessa stroked his hand with the lightest of European 
touches – this was probably how she stroked skeletal kids in Africa when she was 
asking them to tell her about the hunger pangs in their stomachs for an article. 

‘I don’t know what your fate is. All I know is that it can still be changed. And if you tell 
everyone about it, maybe life will get easier for everyone, everyone on the list.’ 
Aha, so we’re already such experts on the psychology of the natives that we’re relying 
on their unshakeable collective spirit.

‘I can give it a go,’ Sviridov said, ‘but I’ll need guarantees.’
‘Copyright?’ asked Tessa stupidly. 

Rossica Young Translators Prize 2009 
The winning translation

‘I need guarantees in case my situation gets worse. If, after it’s been published, they 
start looking for me, start calling me in for questioning, or my situation gets worse – 
you have to help me get out. Political asylum I don’t know.’

‘Oh, of course I will!’ Tessa exclaimed. ‘Of course I will try to do that! You know, it’s got 
really tricky back home viss ze migration issue right now, but my friend in the Bundestag 
has helped people, naturalisation for Turkish, Kurdish, maybe even with Jewish roots. Have 
you got Jewish roots?’

‘No,’ Sviridov said abruptly. 
‘Well, it’s workable. The whole thing is workable. We’ll keep an eye on that. And look, 

I know, that you’ve got, that everyone’s got, problems with work. This is for the mean 
time, just something from me and the paper. It’ll be a sort of advance.’

She pointed to the sack. The driver, who had sat dumbly on Sviridov’s sofa the whole 
time, untied the gift and showed him the riches inside. There was a load of sausage 
wrapped in plastic, jam jars of mince, packets of cocoa powder – it was like Gargantua’s 
monthly ration pack. 

‘I can’t accept this,’ Sviridov said nervously. ‘I’m not starving and I’ve still got a job’ 
‘Well, you know yourself what’ll happen with your job.’ Her smile was even more 

charming than before. Sviridov realised that she desperately wanted him to be sacked 
once and for all, so she could use it for material. It would be even better if they killed him, 
preferably like Litvinenko, so that he died slowly enough for a decent series of articles. 
Thallium, beryllium, I don’t know, bernoullium. Of course, Tessa didn’t care about him. 
She sincerely wanted him to die in poverty and pain. But she needed him and he didn’t 
see any reason to let this fact go to waste.  He no longer had to rely on people who cared 
about him. People who cared about him were few and far between and powerless.  He 
needed to hook up with this Tessa, with her politician from Schweinland-Schmalz, with 
her shopping bags full of sausages. People on the list have no right to love and affection 
– those divine gifts were not on the menu. You have to rely on the people who need you 
as a plaything. And nasty Tessa needs me as a plaything in her nasty games, so please, 
forgive me, Mother Russia: I didn’t do anything to you, you started it, so don’t be offended. 

They settled on the following Thursday. By Thursday he had to gather together all his 
impressions and write two thousand words about his first few weeks on the list. The 
money would be sent to a foreign currency account. Tessa smacked a good-bye kiss on 
his cheek and flitted away, all the time chuckling conspiratorially. She was followed by 
the driver, with his perfect poker-face, who had not uttered a word for an hour. Sviridov 
opened a jar of mince, heated it in a frying-pan and sat down to have some lunch. 
Goodness me, they’ll even deliver it to your door.  
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Rossica 19
We are delighted to present the first English translations of new works by nine leading 
Russian writers. ROSSICA 19 introduces their work through extracts from six novels, 
recently published in Russia, and three short stories written specially for this anthology.

For a copy, please email rossica@academia-rossica.org  
or go to our eshop at www.academia-rossica.org

Submissions for the Rossica Translation Prize 2010

From this year, the Rossica Prize will be awarded annually to a new English translation 
of a literary work written in Russian by any author, present or past. We will be pleased 
to receive submissions from publishers, of books published in 2009, for the Rossica 
Translation Prize 2010. 

Please send four copies of the translation and 4 copies of the Russian original to: 
Academia Rossica 
76 Brewer Street 
4th Floor 
Piccadilly Circus 
London W1F 9TX

Tel. +44 207 287 2614 
Email rossica-prize@academia-rossica.org 

The closing date for submission is 31 December 2009
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