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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 — b8 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




Rossica Prize Judges 2009

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 Dewnhirst

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

Robert Porter

Antony Briggs

Amanda Love Darragh

Ignat Avsey

Andrew Bromfield

L
Sasha Dugdale

Rossica Prize 2009

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 /ce, 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.



The Rossica Prize Rules

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.

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.



Rossica Young Translators Prize

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.

JMITPIAK

Dmitry Bykov, The List

oA AL

Olga Slavnikova, 2077

Vladimir Makanin, Asan

Leo Shtutin

Rossica Young Translators Prize

Winner

James Rann, Dmitri Bykov's The List

Luckily for me | was able to start learning Russian at school, when | was about fifteen.

| 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 | 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 | hope to pursue both academia and literary translation.

Shortlisted

Peter Blackstock, Dmitri Bykov's The List

|'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. | got a place at
Magdalen College, Oxford, reading for a BA in Russian and German. In my second year, |
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

| started learning Russian at GCSE level at my current school, St Paul’s Girls" School. Four
years on and | keep finding new things to enchant, amaze and occasionally bemuse me
about this fascinating country, its culture and history. Over the past year especially | have
developed a keen interest in Russian literature. | 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 2077

| began learning Russian in high school in the United States. Since then | have become
more and more fascinated by Russia and its literature. After a summer at Middlebury
College's Russian Language School, | went on to study French and Russian at Oxford
University. | am currently at the Institut d'Etudes Politiques in Lyon, France, having spent
the fall semester at St Petersburg State University. After my degree, | 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. | was born in Moscow but came to London when

| 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 | speak fluently. I've done some translations from Russian before,
including Nikolai Gogol’s ‘“The Marriage’ and Oleg Yuriev's ‘Miriam’".



Rossica Prize 2009
Winner

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?

Amanda Love Darragh

Maria Galina

iramifications

a-tiervel. by
Maria Galina

v

Extract from ‘lramifications’

"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, | 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 | don't know what I'll do to her!”

— Xopowwui Tbl gpyr, Apyr Meu! — ybexaeHHo ckasan oH, —
He 10, yTO 3TOT CTaBpakn HegoaenaHbin!

MBu B3goxHyn. Bot LLleHaepoBuY 1 npuaHan ero HakoHeLw-
TO XOPOLUMM YeroBEKOM U CBOMM Apyrom. Ho noyemy
BCE MeYThbl CObIBAOTCA UMEHHO TOrAa, Korga oT 3Toro
MeuTaBLUEMY YXe N HET HUKAKOro yaoBonbcTeua? He nHave,
Kak no sone Annaxa MUNOCTIMBOrO, MUOCEPAHOrO,
CBS3YHOLLErO U pa3BA3YHOLLErO y31bl... TONbKO NOYEMY Y HETO
TaKOW YepHbI oMop?

-Yro genatb 6ygem, Muwa? — cnpocun oH.

- A yto genartb... — 3agymarncs Lenaeposuy, cMopLumnB
BbICOKMIA 06, — B nonuumio obpawyatscs, apyr Meu, Bce xe
He 6ygem. Bes Tonky aT0. Yto nonuuus? Kro um B nany cyHeT
6onbLue, TOT U Npa.. W aTu Wwakanbl HaBepHsika UM PerynsipHo
oTcTerneatoT. A Mbl 4T0? MoxeM Mbl X MOpafoBaTh XOTb
Kakmm-To nogobuem maTtepuanbHblix 6nar? He moxem! Hy
npugem, ckaxem, Tak Mon u Tak. OHM Ham — a YeM gokaxeTe?
A rge ceugetenun?

- A ceupetenb, — [MBY CTykHYN cebs KynakoM B rpyAb.

- A Tbl — KTO? — MpayHo cnpocun WeHgeposuu.

[MBY NOHUK.

- Anka cBmgeTenb, — HakoHeL, po6KO NPeanosioXu OH.

- Hy... — lWengepoBuny 3agymarncs, — MOXeT U Tak. Kak Mbl
[OroBapuBanuchb, Kak 3a4aTok faBanu OHa TOYHO Buaena.

A kak nobunu — copeT. [la oHa nyywie noboro ceugeTens,
OHa Takoe pacckaxeT... A Bce-Taku MHTEPECHO, KOro X oHa
BCTpeTMna Takoro, 4To Gpocuna Hac Ha Npon3Bon cyab6bl
6e3ayLHoro poka?

- [ne ata mep3kas, — noaxeatun [meBu, — aTa ckBepHan? [oe
aTa noxuTuTenbHULa cepael, rocnoxa rpes, o, rae oHa, amup
NOACTPeKaTenbCTBa, 0 NIYHONUKas, ¢ TsxensiMu 6egpamu 1
CTPOWVHBIM CTaHOM, BTSHYTbIM XMBOTOM, O, cpebpoTenas, o
KaMeHHocepaHasi. ..

- Cron... - Benen LLeHaepoBuY, — XOpoLIo usnaraelub,
KpyTO, 9pOTUYHO, HO cTon. Ecnu ee He ByaeT Ha Tennoxoge...

- To — yero? — HacTopoxuncs Mmseu.

- To 1 el He 3Hato, 4YTO caenato!



Rossica Prize 2009
Shortlist

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.

Extract from ‘One Soldier’s War in Chechnya'’

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.

[3T3B3LHNKOB BLIBOAAT B LLEHTP CTpOs. Ha HUX kakme-To
ApaHble TPSNKKW, PYKU CBA3aHbl 3@ CNUHOW TeNeOHHbIM
npoBoAoM. Jluua cunbHo pacnyxnu ot noboes u ctanu
hroneToBbIMU, BMECTO Na3 — OFPOMHbIE YepPHbIe reMaToMbl,
coyalumecs U3 yrornkoB rHOeEM U crne3amm, pa3butble rybol He
3aKpbIBAKTCS, M30 pTa TAHETCH KPOBSHAs CMOHa 1 BONoYeTcs
no acdaneTy. A Befb 9T0 He GOMXM, 3TO conaaTbl, 06blYHbIE
congaTtbl — NOSIOBMHA apMUM Y Hac Tak BbIrMAAUT.

M3TIBILUHMKOB CTABAT Ha MriaLy, OHW 3aanpatoT rofnoBbl 1
CKBO3b LLENM B reMaToMax CMOTPSIT, Kak BETEp packaymBaeT
BepeBku. VX nuua nckaxaer yxac.

Kombat neBoii pykoi 6epeT 04HOro 3a ropsio U CUbHO
ObeT ero B Hoc. lonoBa congara 3anpokuabiBaeTcs 40 caMblX
nonaTtok, pa3faeTcst XpyCTALUiA 3BYK, OpbI3raeT KpOBbHO.
Komb6aT pasxumaeT nanbLibl, 1 congaTt co CTOHOM cTekaeT
Ha acanbT.

Btoporo kombaT yaapseT Horon B nax, TOT BanuTcs Ha
nnay monya.

— Bbl kOMYy MpogaBanu NatpoHbl, MMAOPbI? — KPUYUT Kombar,
nooYepesHO XxBaTas Ux 3a BOMOCHI U 3agnpas pacnyxwme
nmua, KoTopble TPSACYTCS OT YAApOB, Kak xxene. OH 3axuMaeT
ronoBbl Mexay KoneHsiMu 1 6beT HaoTMallb, CBEPXY BHU3. —
Komy? Yexam? A Tbl yburn XoTb OZHOr0 Yexa, nuaop, YTobbl
TawmnTb MM NaTpoHbl? A? Tbl BUAEN XOTb 0aHOro? MoxerT,

Tbl, MMA0P, NOXOPOHKM MaTepsam nnucan? CMoTpu, BOH CTOAT
conpaTtbl, BOCEMHaALATUNETHNE NaLaHbl, OHW yXe BUAEMM
CMepTb, OHW CMOTPENM eil B Inasa, a Tbl, B3pOCroe YMo,
TalWLLb Yexam NaTpoHbl? MoyemMy Thbl JOMKEH XUTb U NUTb
BOAKY, MONYNMAOP, KOr4a OHW ymupanu sBmecto Tebs B ropax?
A? PaccTtpensio, roHgoH!

Mbl He cMOTpUM Ha u3buexune. Hac 6unu Bcerga, n Mol
[AaBHO YXXe MPUBLIKIN K TAKUM CLEHaM.

Mbl HE O4YEHb-TO Xaneem NaTaIB3ILWHNKOB. He Haao Obino
nonagarbCs.

N



Rossica Prize 2009
Shortlist

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.

Hugh Aplin

M. Ageyev

A ROMANCE
WITH
COCAIN

Extract from 'Romance with Cocaine’

| 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, | 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 | hated
her acutely and fervently. Sensing that | 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. | too said 'nnya-ice’, not confirming and not
denying, but mimicking her. | pronounced this ‘nnya-ice’

with a repulsive grimace, as if | 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 | 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 | 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, | again raised my head, | 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, | 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'...

£ cMoTpen, Kak OHa ena cyr, kak, NoAHUMas NOXKY
Apoxallen pykol, nponmearna 4actb o6paTHO B Tapesky, s
CMOTPES Ha €€ XKENTbIE LLEYKM, Ha MOPKOBHbIN OT rOpsivYero
cyna Hoc, BuAen, Kak oHa nocne Kaxaoro rnoTtka 6enosatbim
A3bIKOM CMM3bIBAET XMP, 1 OCTPO Y XKapKo HeHaBuaen ee.
MouyBCTBOBAB, YTO 51 CMOTPIO Ha Hee, MaTb, Kak Bceraa
HeXHO, B3rfsiHyna Ha MeHs1 CBOVMU BbILBETAIOLLMMU KAapUMK
rmasamu, Nonoxuna noxky n, 6yaro aTM CBOMM B3rnsigoM
NoHy>xJaemast XoTb YTO-HNBYaAb cka3aTb, — cnpocuna:
BKycHO? OHa ckasana 3To CMOBHO C NOoAbIrpbiBaHNEM

noa pebeHka, Npu 3TOM C BOMPOLLAILLMM YTBEPXKAEHUEM
MOTHYB MHe ceoMN ronoBkon. — PKIOCHI, — ckasan u 1,

He NoATBeEpXAas U He oTpuuas, a nepeapasHusas ee. A
npon3Hec 3To PPKIOCHI C OTBpaLLatoLLen rprUMacon, CoBHO
MEHSI cenyac BbITOLWHWT, U HaLLW B3rNsA4bl — MO XONOAHbIV U
HeHaBUAALWNN, — ee, TENbIN OTKPLITHIA BHYTPb 1 NOOALL NN,
BCTPETUANCH M CIMNUCL. OTO NPOAOMKANoCh AONrO,
OTYETNMBO BMAEN, Kak B3rnag ee AoOpbIX rMa3 TyCKHeeT,
CTaHOBWTCS HeJOYMEBAKLLMM, NOTOM rOPECTHBIM, — HO

YyeMm ouyeBMIHee CTaHOBUMAchk MHe Mosi nobeaa, TeM MeHee
OLLYTVMbIM M NOHSATHBLIM Ka3arocb TO YyBCTBO HEHABUCTH

K 3TOMy nio6siLLieMy 1 CTapoMy YENOBEKY, CUMOW KOTOPOro
aTa nobena gocturanacb. BepositTHO, NO3TOMY-TO 1 U He
BblAep>Karn, NepBbIM ONYCTUN rrasa 1 B3 NOXKY U Havan
ecTb. Ho korga BHyTpeHHe NpUMUPEHHBIN, Xenas ckasaTb
YTO-TO HMYEro He3Hayvallee, 1 CHOBa NOAHSM FOfoBY, TO yxe
HMYero He ckasan v HeBonbHO Bckovun. OgHa pyka matepu
C NOXKOM cyna nexana npsmo Ha ckaTepTu. Ha nagoHb
Opyrou, NoAanepTon NOKTEM O CTOS1, OHa NOSIoXMa ronos.y.
Y3kue rybol ee, nepekocuB NnLo, B3bupanuck Ha weky. M3
KOPWYHEBbIX BNAAMH 3aKpbITbIX r1a3, Beepamu TAHYBLUMX
MOPLUMHBI, Tk cnesbl. M cTonbko 6e33almTHoCcT 6b1no

B 9TOW XENTOW, CTapeHbKON rofnoBke, CTONbKO HE3M0bMBOro
rOpbKOro ropsi, 1 CTONbKO 6€3HaAEKHOCTUN OT 3TOW HUKOMY
He HYXXHOM Temnepb ee rafkoi cCTapoCcTu, — YTO £, BCE KOCACh
Ha Hee, y)xe NoA03puTeNnbHO rpybbiM rofiocom ckasan — Hy,
He Hago, — Hy, 6pocbk, — BeAb He 0 YeM, — 1 XoTen BbIno yxe
npubaBuTb — Mamoyka — ...
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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 7he 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, lonesco 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.

Ignat Avsey

Extract from "Humiliated and Insulted’

‘On the last day before she died in the late afternoon, Mummy
called me over and took my hand and said, | shall die today,
Nelly." She wanted to say something else but couldn’t any
more. | was still looking at her, but she wasn't seeing me

| thought, just held my hand tightly in hers. | took my hand
out gently and ran out of the house, and | 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. | 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. | grabbed it and put
it on for him, and we ran out together. | 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. | 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 | 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...’

BoT B nocnegHuin aeHb, Nnepeq TeM Kak en ymepeTb, nepes
BEYEpOM, Mamallia nogo3Bana MeHs k cebe, B3sina MeHs

3a pyKy u ckasana: ‘A cerogHs ympy, Hennw', xotena 6bino
elle roBopuTb, HO YX He Morfna. 1 CMOTpio Ha Hee, a OHa

YX Kak OyaATO MEHS 1 He BUAWT, TONbKO B pyKax MO pyKy
Kpenko AepXuT. S TUXOHbKO BbliHyNa pyky n nobexana

13 Jomy, 1 Bcro gopory 6exana 6erom un npubexana k
Aepyuike. Kak oH yBuaen MeHs, TO BCKOYUI CO CTyna u
CMOTPWT, M TaK UCMyrarncs, YTo COBCEM CTarn Takow bneaHbin
1 BeCb 3agpoxan. f cxeatuna ero 3a pyky v TOIbKO OAHO
BbiroBopuna: ‘Ceryac ympet’. TyT OH BAPYT Tak U 3ameTarncs;
CXBaTWN CBOW Nanky u nobexan 3a MHOW; Aaxe U1 LWnsany
3a6bin, a 66110 XonoAHo. A cxBaTuna wnany 1 Hagena ee
eMy, U Mbl BMecTe Bblibexanu. { Toponuna ero u rosopuna,
4106 OH HaHAM U3BO34KMKa, MOTOMY YTO Mamalla cenvac
YMpET; HO y AeyLKM BblNo TOMbKO CeMb KOMeeK BCEX AeHer.
OH ocTaHaBnMBan U3B0O34MKOB, TOPrOBancs, HO OHW TOMNbKO
CMesinnCb, U Haa A30pKon cMesanuch, a A3opka c Hamu
6exan, u Mbl Bce fanblue v ganblie 6exanu. Jegyuwka yctan
1 Apllan TpyAHo, Ho Bce Toponuncs u 6exan. Bapyr oH
ynan, v wnsna ¢ Hero cocko4una. 1 nogHsana ero, Hagena
eMy OnsATb WAy U cTana ero pykon BeCTH, U TONbKO nepen
CaMOW HOYbIO Mbl MPULLIM AOMOIA... HO MaTyLwka yxe nexana
mepTBas. Kak yBuaen ee geayLuka, BCNIECHYN pykamu,
3afpoxan 1 cTan Hag Hel, a caMm HUYero He rosopuT. Torga
S nofoLna kK MepTBOM Mamalle, cxBaTuna AeayLiky 3a pyky
1 3aKkpuyana emy: ‘Bor, KeCTOKWIM 1 30N YenoBek, BOT,
cmoTpu!.. cmoTpu!’ — TyT gedyLuka 3akpuyan v ynan Ha non
Kak MepTBbliA...
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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 7he 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.

Andrew Bromfield

Extract from ‘The Sacred Book of the \Werewolf’

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

While | was finishing this thought, he had almost managed
to remove my dress. | didn't resist, | 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...

Y Hac, nuc, ecTb OAMH Cepbe3HbIi HegocTaTok. Ecnu Ham
roBOPSIT YTO-HMOYAb 3anOMUHAKOLLEECs, Mbl NOYTW BCeraa
NOBTOPSIEM 3TO B pa3roBOpe C APYrMMU, HE BaXHO, rnynble
3TO CNoBa Unu ymHble. K coxaneHuto, Hal ymM — Takom xe
CUMYNATOP, KaK KOXaHbl MELLOK-XyeynoBuTenb y Hac noa
XBOCTOM. OTO HE HACTOSILLMIA «OpraH MbICIIU» — OHO HaM HU K
Yyemy. MbICnaT nyckan nioam BO Bpemsi CBOEro reponmyeckoro
cnanoma 13 u3BecTHOro Mecta B Moruny. Jlincui ym — npocto
TEHHUCHas pakeTka, No3BONsLAs CKOMb YroAHO A0MTo
oTbMBaThL MsIUMK pasrosopa Ha nobyto Temy. Mbl Bo3Bpallaem
noaaM B3ATblE Y HAX HAaNpPOKaT CYXXAEHUst — oTpaxas ux nog
APYrUM Yriom, NoaKpyynBasi, nyckasi CBE4On BBEPX.

CKpPOMHO 3ameuy, YTO MOS CUMYMSILMS MOYTK BCeraa
BbIXOAWT Nyylle opuruHana. Ecnu npoaonmknTe TEHHUCHYO
aHarnoruto, s Ka4eCTBEHHO NOAHMMAL0 NGO TPYAHBIA MSAY.
MpaBaa, y nogev B ronoBax BCe MsYM TpyaHble. HENoHATHO
3/71eCb BOT YTO — KTO 3TK Msun nogaet? KTo-1o u3 nrogen? nm
nogaroLlero Hao nckaTb COBCEM B APYroM MecTe, KOTopoe U
He MecTo BoBce?

Hapo nogoxaatb, Moka y MeHsi COCTOMTCS pa3roBop Ha 3Ty
TEeMy C KakuM-H1Oyab YMHbIM YenioBekoM. Torga nocMoTpum,
KyZa s 3aroHo Ma4. BoT Tak, KCTaTtu, S y3Hat UCTUHY yKe
Gonblue ThICAYM NeT.

Moka 51 fogyMblBana 3Ty MbICIb, OH YCNEN CHSATb C MEHS
Maeuky. 51 He conpoTuBNSAnach, TONbKO CTPaAanbyecku
NMoAHsiNa KOHYMKN BPOBEN, kKak ManeHbkasi 6anepuHka,
KOTOPYH0 N0 Aopore B (MNapMOHUIO YXKe He B NEPBbIN
pa3 HacunyeT 60nbLUOW PbKUA 3cacoBel. YTo genartb,
TOBaApULLY, OKKynauus...
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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.

Extract from ‘Birdsong on the Seabed’

These days | 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.

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?

| am waiting for you, | lean from the boat—

Bird, ascend to the depths.

MecHsa NTULUbI Ha AHe MOPCKOM

MHe HblHYe 0YeHb rpyCcTHO,
MHe rpycTHO A0 3eBOThI —
[lo yTonaHbs B COH.

[TnaBHbI BOJOBOPOTHI,

O, He NPOTMBbLCS MOPHO,
JlyHe, Boge n ropto,
Kpyxacb, s ynagato

B 3apocLumin TMHOW CKIOH,

B 3amLuenbix KonoKoneH
[MyX0on HEMUPHbBI 3BOH.
MTrua ckonb3nT Nog BonHamu,
[HeT nx ¢ ycnnbem Kpbinamu.

Cpeav kKaMHel noLleHbIX
YUWHbIe 3aBUTKN

PakyLuek HaBOLLEHHbIX,

W Bogopocnb 3meunTcs,
TPUTOH NNbIBET HAL HUMMU,
C Tpynom kpagetcs ntuua,

Tonkasicb B AHO Kpblnamu,
He BUTb rHe340 Ha KaMHe,
He, pblObl, XUTb MeX Bamu,

A netb rny6buHam, rmeibam

B mopckon Ho4yHOM cogom
[MyxvM NpuaoHHLIM pbibam
O 3Be3gax Hag npyaom,

O apeBHew koxe ayba

W 06 orHe cBe4YHOM,

M 0 NeLLHbIX OrHsIX,
HeracHywmx namnagkax,

O MbINM MOTbINBKOB,

006 ux TpeBore KpaTKoM,

O BbIXXXEHHbIX KOCTSIX.
MTuua ckonb3uT Nog Boaamu,
[HeT ux ¢ ycunbem Kpblnamu.

BblecT 3payok TBOW CUHASA COfb,
Bonb Tebe kntoB rpbiserT,
Cno#n, BLENSICb B KOCTSIHOE MIIEY0,

YTONNeHHWKY Npo 1oforb,
[Ae oH 3axuran ceevy.

[MTuua ckonb3uT Nog Bogamu,
[HeT nx ¢ ycunbem Kpbinamu.
[ToeT, kak c BETKM Ha paccBeTe,

O conHue 1 cusiHbe caga,

Ho BecTun 0 xape u ceeTe
MpoxnaaHble He BepAT raabl.
[ToBepunT CyMpayHbIn KOHEK —
Korga notoHeT B Kpyrnow Lwntorke,
B opexoBoii cyxon ckopnynke
[MeLwepHbIN TUXUIA OFOHEK —

Torga noBepuT MOPCKOW KOHEK.
CTouT Nn NeTb, rae He CNbILWUT HUKTO,
Tpenb BbIBOAWUTb Ha AHE?

C noakm ceecsich, 1 xay Tebs,
MTuua, B3netan B rnybuHe.
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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. /ce 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 Russiit 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.
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Extract from ‘lce’

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.

| 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. | was helped
to sit in it and rolled into the clinic. In the hallways | was
greeted by the experienced sisters Mair and Irey. | 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 | knew everything about them.

When they awoke, | spoke to them.

‘Ural, Diar, Mokho. | am Khram. | 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.

Mo Py6neBckoMy wocce Mbl exanv MUMo 6enbix NaHemnbHbIX
A0oMOB. Msico-MaLUUHbI CYUTAOT UX YPOATMBLIMU,
npegnoyuTasi Joma u3 kupnuya. Ho 4yto BoobLie Takoe — AOM
yenoseyecknin? CTpallHOe orpaHNYeHHOoe NPOCTPaHCTBO.
BonnoweHHoe B kaMHe, xenese 1 cTekne xxenavve
cnpaTatbcs oT kocMoca. [po6. B koTopbI YenoBek
BblBan“BaeTCs U3 MaTEPUHCKOWN YTPOObI.

OHM BCe HAYMHaOT CBO XM3Hb B rpobax. 6o mepTBbl OT
poXaeHNs.

£ cmoTpena Ha okHa NaHenbHbIX AOMOB: ThICAYU
OAMHAKOBbIX FPOBUKOB.

M B kaxAoOM roToBMIach K CMEPTU CEMbSI MSICHBIX MaLUVH.

Kakoe cyacTbe, 4to Mbl gpyrue.

MpoexaB no MocrnbMOBCKOM ynuLe, MMMY3UH CBEPHYI K
Bopob6beBbiM ropam. 3aech ObIno Kak Bcerga nycto U LWUPOKO.
Tonbko NAaMATHMKOM CTanMHCKOMY BpeMeHu Bbicuncs MIY.

Heckonbko nnaBHbIX MOBOPOTOB — U Mbl NOABbEXANN K HaLLen
peabvunuTaunoHHon knuHuke. Ee noctpounu naTe net Hasag.
B Hel nexanu obpeTeHHble 6GpaTbs U cecTpbl. 3aecb UM
BpayeBanu paHbl OT NIeAsiHbIX MOMOTOB.

CecTpa Xapo nogkaTtuna k Moen MaluuHe kpecrno. MHe
NMOMOTM CECTb B HEFO 1 NMOBE3MMN B KMUHKKY. B Kopuaope MeHs
BCTpeTunu onbiTHble Map 1 Mpa. A npuBeTcTBOBana ux cepaua
BCMOJIOXOM.

OHu roToBbl, — coobwmna Map.

MeHsi oTBe3nu B nanaty. Tam, Ha 6onbLion 6enon kpoBaTu
nexanu Tpoe 06peTeHHbIX.

OHM ObINKN M3MOXAEHBI CEPAEYHBIM NNavyeM, Heaernto
coTpsicaBLUMM MX cepALua.

Moe cepgaue cTano oCTOPOXHO TepebnTb aTn Tpu
NPOCHYBLUKUXCS cepaua.

3a NonNMUHYTHI S y3Hana npo HuX BCe.

Korga oHn npocHynucb, 8 3arosopuna:

Ypan, Ouap, Moxo. A — Xpam. NpuseTtcTByto Bac. Bawu
cepAua pblganu cemb gHen. ATo nnay ckopbu u cTbiga o
NPOLLMOW MepPTBON XU3HU. Tenepb Bawwmn cepaLa OYNCTUNMUCh.
OHun He 6yayT 6onblue pbigaTe. OHM rOTOBbI NOOUTE 1
roBopuTb. Cellyac Moe cepaLe ckaxeT BalMm cepauam
rnepBoe CIOBO Ha camMoOM rfiaBHOM si3blke. Ha si3bike cepaua.

Tpoe obpeTeHHbIX CMOTPENN Ha MEHS.

M Moe cepaLe 3aroBopuno ¢ HUMMU.
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Special Commendations

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, | 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.

22

AN

N&a KARENINA
10 5

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, lonesco and Robbe-Grillet, among many others — and the Calder
Bookshop on The Cut, near Waterloo, famous for its eclectic events programme.
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Rossica Prize 2009
Submissions

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

War and Peace War and Peace Demons

by Tolstoy by Tolstoy by Fyodor Dostoevsky
Translated Richard Pevear and Larissa Translated by Andrew Bromfield Translated by Robert Maguire
Volokhonsky HarperCollins; 2007; pp.885 Penguin, 2008, pp.787
Vintage Classics; 2007; pp. 1215 ISBN: 978-0060798871 ISBN: 978-0141441412

ISBN: 978-0099512233

TOLSTOY
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19th century

Eugene Onegin

by Alexander Pushkin
Translated by Stanley Mitchell
Penguin, 2008, pp.214

ISBN: 978-0140448108

The Exclamation Mark
by Anton Chekhov

Translated by Rosamund Barlett

Hesperus Press, 2008, pp. 99
ISBN: 978-1843911746

AMLTON CHERHOY

The Exclamation

Mark

Anna Karenina

by Lev Tolstoy

Translated by Kyril Zinovieff and Jenny
Hughes

One World Classics, 2008, pp. 876
ISBN: 978-1847490599

ANNA KARENINA

The Tales of Belkin

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

fn

ALEXNAMDER TUSIIEKIN

The Tales of Belkin

Lz i by Acloe s Lhiziee ]

The Eternal Husband

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

The Captain’s Daughter

by Alexander Pushkin

Translated by Robert and Elizabeth
Chandler

Hesperus Press, 2008, pp. 115
ISBN: 978-1843911548

VLARARDER PLSHKIN
The Captain’s
Daughter

Al
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19th century

French and African Letters

by Ismail Gasprali

Translated by Azade-Ayse Rorlich
Istanbul: Isis Press; 2008; pp. 206
ISBN: 978-975-428-364-8
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19th century

Boris Godunov and other

Dramatic Works

by Alexander Pushkin

Translated by James E. Falen

Oxford University Press, 2007, pp.2015
ISBN: 978-0199211302

ALEXANIER

NERETRIE

20th century

Humiliated and Insulted

by Fyodor Dostoevsky

Translated by Ignat Avsey

One World Classics, 2008, pp.391

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
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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

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

Today | Wrote Nothing
by Daniil Kharms

Translated by Matvei Yankelevich

Overlook Press, 2007, pp. 266
ISBN: 978-1590200421

The Master and Margarita

by Mikhail Bulgakov

Translated by Hugh Aplin

One World Classics, 2008, pp. 456
ISBN: 978-1847490148

i
THE MASTER
I BULS

Wings

by Mikhail Kuzmin

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

Mikhail Kuzmin
WINGS

Fareward by Faul Bailzy

Dark Avenues

by Ivan Bunin

Translated by Hugh Aplin

One World Classics, 2008, pp. 324
ISBN: 978-1847490476

er

DARK AVEMUES
AN BUNIN :

‘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
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20th century

Young Pushkin
By Yury Tynyanov
Translated by Anna Kurkina Rush and
Christopher Rush

Angel Books, 2007, pp.515
ISBN: 978-1585679621

Energy of Delusion: A Book on Plot

by Viktor Shklovsky

Translated by Shushan Avagyan
Dalkey Archive Press; 2007; pp. 428
ISBN: 978-1564784261
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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

YN LAGE ZAMYATIN

Dying for it

by Nikolai Erdman

Translated by Moira Buffini
Faber and Faber, 2007, pp.116
ISBN: 978-0571237449

Maoira Buftind

Romance With Cocaine
by Mikhail Ageyev
Translated by Hugh Aplin

Hesperus, 2008, pp.180

|

M. Ageyev

A ROMANCE
WITH
COCAIN

21st century

The Rat-Killer
by Alexandr Terekhov

Translated by Natalie Roy and B.T. Gall

Alma Books; 2008; pp. 347
ISBN: 978-1846880537

Do Time Get Time

by Andrei Rubanov

Translated by Andrew Bromfield
Old Street Publishing; August 2008;
pp.521

ISBN: 978-1905847310

Sea Stories

by Alexander Pokrovsky
Translated by Noah Birksted-Breen
Glas; 2007; pp.113

ISBN: 978-5717200790

M I W EUITISIAH M EITINTIT

SEA STORIES
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Lizka and Her Men

by Alexander lkonnikov
Translated by Andrew Bromfield
Serpent’s Tail; May 2007; pp.155
ISBN: 978-1852428815

Lizka
and her men

8, milrar al Fuselsn charactss w=d
bahavnar of tha ke 35 yoors
ELLTURNEW'S

Alexander lkonnikow

Akiko

by Victor Pelevin

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

Nontraditional Love

by Rafael Grugman

Translated by Geoffrey Carlson

Liberty Publishing House, 2008, pp.239
ISBN: 978-9326863643
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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

21st century

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

iramificatiens
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Reality Transurfing
by Vadim Zeland

Translated by Gregory Blake and Natasha

Micharina
O Books, 2008, pp.181
ISBN: 978-1846941221

Reality

T’ransurﬁng
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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

SRS EILTATTON

LTRRETTO

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

a movel by
Maria Galina
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Ice
by Vladimir Sorokin
Translated by Jamey Gambrell

New York Review of Books; 2007; pp.321
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Poetry
Akhmatova Guests of Eternity The Page and The Fire: Poems by
by Akhmatova by Larissa Miller Russian Poets on Russian Poets

Translated by Richard McKane
Arc Publications, 2008, pp.132
ISBN: 978-1904614067

Translated by Tom Jones
Perdika Press, 2007, pp. 28
ISBN: 9781905649051

e I e '/ SIDLE POETS 23

Permanent Winter: As It Turned Out

New Poetry from Siberia by Dmitry Golynko

by Various Eugene Ostashevsky & Rebecca Bella with
Translated by Oleg Burkov, Larissa Fomenko,  Simona Schneider

Andrei Konstantinov, Nika Skandiaka, Ugly Duckling Presse, 2008, pp.143

Lika Sokolovskaya and Vitaliy Eyber ISBN: 978-1933254364

Smokestack Books; 2007; pp.83

ISBN: 978-0954869199
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by Various

Translated by Peter Oram

Arc Publications, 2008, pp.132
ISBN: 978-1904614678

1 he Pageand The Fire
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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

Poetry

Say Thank You

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

SAY THANE YOU
= ,.,u,,_;,.',.{.Mﬂ;EmiI-A'im.Eﬂa

CrwamiglBala

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

Belinda Cooke
BATIIS OF TIIE BEGGAR WiOMAN

T Selrcizd Foems of Marina " lsvelzava

Contemporary Russian Poetry:
An Anthology

by Various

Translated by Various

Dalkey Archive Press; 2007; pp. 471
ISBN: 978-1564784865

SIAN POETRY
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The Golden Link
by Alexander Zagorulko
Translated by Vladislav Nagayev

Liberty Publishing House, 2007, pp.159
ISBN: 1932686223

Birdsong on the Seabed

by Elena Shvarts

Translated by Sasha Dugdale
Bloodaxe Books; 2008; pp.167
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Judging Rossica Prize

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

‘N3basm bor 1 Hac oT aTaknx cyaen’

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. | 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, | 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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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 Heredlitary 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
—inaword, 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. | 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.
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Judging Rossica Prize

Martin Dewhirst

| was delighted and astonished when | received the invitation to be one of the judges
of this year's ‘Rossica’ Translation Prize. Delighted — because, by accepting, | 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 | 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 | was unsure about
why | had been chosen. However, not being known for false modesty, | did feel that |
was reasonably well qualified for the work ahead. It is almost half a century since | did
my first commercial literary translation. While | was a British Council student (stazher) at
Moscow and Leningrad Universities during the 1959-60 academic year, | was asked to
translate Viktor Rozov's play Neravnyi boi (Unequal Combat) for Granada Television, and
greatly enjoyed the challenges the text presented. (Maybe | 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 | published at Penguin Books
an anthology called Russian Writing Today. Looking through it over thirty years later,
| 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, | felt that | was likely to be able to do a professional job
for '‘Rossica’. Fifteen years ago | was one of the five judges of the Booker Prize for
Russian prose fiction, and | 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 | 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 | know something
about both the practice of translation and the theories of translation.

| am writing these lines after we have drawn up the Short List but before we
have decided on the winner. | was delighted that there were so many (originally 58)
submissions (and | 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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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. | 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, | 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?!

| 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 | 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.
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Robert Porter

When Academia Rossica approached me to serve on the jury for their translation prize,
| 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 | 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, | enjoyed it."

As | 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 | received the email invitation from Rossica, | 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'.? 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
Wave: Russian Literature in
Emigration, Ardis, Ann Arbor,
1984, p. 145.

2. This particular howler was
committed, not by an English
translator, but by a German.
See Christian,

R. w, Cambridge University
Press, Cambridge, 1969,

p. 171.

3. Shvarts, E. ‘Alchemical
Dawn’ in Birdsong on the
Seabed, translated by
Sasha Dugdale, Bloodaxe,
Highgreen, 2008, p. 105.

4. The opening line of a
short, untitled poem from the

collection Kogda razguliaetsia.

See Pasternak, B. /zbrannoe
v dvukh tomakh, tom pervyi,
Khudozhestvennaia literatura,
Moscow, 1985, p. 424.

literary worth. As the number of potential winners narrowed our differences widened.
Wias it even possible to translate poetry at all? | recalled hearing, | 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?
Wias 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. | 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 | had
found it difficult to cope with Sorokin’s prose, but /ce, 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. /ramifications
to my mind had all the cheeky comedy of IIf 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.®

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'.* Perhaps the judges should fear or take comfort from the
epigraph to Anna Karenina.
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Academia Rossica nonpocuna cyaew lNpemun Rossica nogenmTsea cBoMMM
BreyaTIeHUsIMU O NPOLLecce OLEHKUN NEPEBOOB 1 BbIGOPE NyYLLIEro U3 HUX.

OHTOHM bpurrc
N36aBun bor n Hac oT ataknx cyaen! (. Kpbinos)

Heckonbko Hegenb Haszaz CnyyYnnoch HeYTO yamBMTenbHoe. KTo-To npucnan mHe no
noyte 10 MMNIMOHOB NeYaTHbIX CMOB. 1 NOBTOPIO HA CryYai, ecnuv Bbl HE obpaTunu
BHMMaHUS Ha 3Ty uudpy: 10 MunnmoHoB cnoB. bonbluas YyacTe U3 HKX Bbina Ha
CMOXHOM MHOCTPaHHOM fA3blke. MHe ckasanu npoynTaTh ux. 1O ObINO Kak y forons:
‘MapTa 25 yucna cnyyunocs B Netepbypre He0OLIKHOBEHHO CTPAHHOE MPOUCLUECTBUE';
HeT y MasikoBckoro: ‘HeobblyaiiHoe npuknioyeHne, bbiBwee ¢ SHTOHN Bpurrcom netom
Ha fadve’; HeT y bnoka: ‘MunboHbl — Bac, Hac — TbMbl, U TbMbl, U TbMbI...’

MopakeHH:bI 40 oLeneHeHNs, S MbITancs oTTAHYTb Hem3bexHoe, B3BelLNBas AECATKU
KHUT, KOTOpble COCTaBMSANM 3TU AECATb MUMMMOHOB HEXAAHHbIX rOCTel. B aHrnuinckom
cucTeMe u3MepeHus: 7 CToOyHoB, 12 hyHTOB — MOYTU YTO BeC BOKCEPa, XOTS U Nnerkomn
BecoBON kaTteropun. B amepukaHckon cucteme ncuncnenuns — 110 gyHToB. A ecnu
06paTUTLCS K cUCTEMe Mep, KOTOPYHO 3acTaBuil Hac NPUHSATL HanoneoH, HecMoTps To,
41O ero nobeaunu obe Hawwm cTpaHbl: 50 KMNOrpaMMoB, HU AaTb, HU B3ATb.

HeT Takoro kpyra B Agy [JaHTe, B KOTOpOM 6bIno 66l NogobHoe HakasaHue 3a rpexu.
Te 13 Hac, KTO My4YaeT nogen n3obunmnem cnoe, okasanucb Obl, NOXanym, raoe-To Mexay
BTOPbIM 1 NSTbIM Kpyramu Afa, BMecTe C TeMU, KTO He MoXeT 00y3faTb CBOW CTPaCcTu:
YpPEBOYroAHNKaMU, pacToOUUTENSAMU Y THEBNMBBLIMM (NOXanymn, Tam 6yaeT MHOro Apy3ei
1 HexBaTKu B MepeBoAYMKax TOXe SABHO He byaer).

MHe npucnanu 58 nepeBoAoOB Ha aHIMUACKUIA S3blk 1 58 opurnHanos. C yero HavaTb?
MoxHo onst HaYana NPOCMOTPETb — 3TO 3aHSANO MHOIO YacoB U MHoro kode. Ho ypa! —
o[Ha TOHeHbKasl KHUXKa, Kak rmacuna Hagnucb Ha obnoxke, 6bina BonbHOM agantaumen
pyccKoro opuruHana — eé g ucknouunn. KoHeyHo, Mbl He UMeeM HUYEero NPOTMB BOMNbHbIX
ajanTtauumin, HO Mbl He OLeHMBAaNM UMEHHO 3TOT BM4 MacTepcTBa. Hennoxo Ans ogHoro
yTpa — O4HY KHUTY UCKI0YXA, OcTanoch 57.

A NoTOM nocnenoBarno eLe 04HO OTKPbITUE: HEKOTOPbIE NEPEBOAYUKM NPUCNanm no
HeCKOJIbKO TeKCTOB, onybnukoBaHHblx B 2007-2008 rogax, MHOrO Takmx TEKCTOB, B TOM
yucrne n TEKCTOB AOBONbHO 06beMHbIX. (Kak aTn nogn xusyT? OHK easaT korga-Hubyab?
Cnat?). TyT SBHO BblpucoBbIBancst HoBbIi modus operandi. Bbino SiCHO, YTO HUKTO
He cobupaeTcs BKMOYaTh B KOPOTKMI CMMCOK HECKOMbKO KHUF OAHOTO NepeBoaymka
1 Ka3anock pasdyMHbIM BbIGpaTh N3 HECKOMbKNX TEKCTOB TOT, KOTOPLIN Ny4lle BCEro
oTpaxan 6bl TanaHT U MacTepcTBO NepeBoAYmka. M xota aTo noTpe6oBano HeKOTOPbIX
pasgyMuii, HO B pe3ynbTaTe CMNCOK eLle CoKpaTuIcs.

He umeeT cMbina BoaBaTbcsi B Nogpo6HOCTM BCEro NpoLiecca pacCMOTPEHNS,
NCKNoYeHne 1 oTbopa KHUT, onpedeneHns BO3MOXHbIX KaHANAATOB U NUAEPOB, XKapKnx
CMOPOB C APYrMMI YeHaMm XIopu, NMKOM K nuuy, no TenedoHy u B MiHTepHeTe. 3Ta
4YacTb UCTOPUM KaK U CeMeiHas TanHa — NINYHOE AeN0 KaxAoro U3 YneHoB XIpK.
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Hawen uenbto 6bina 06bEKTUBHOCTb, KOTOPOW Tak CNOXHO AOCTUYL. Hanpumep,
npueBepxeHUy HabokoBckoro 6ykBanuama B nepeBofe efBa N noHpasuTcsa paboTta
nepeBoayMKa, CTpeMsILLEerocs B nepesoje npexae BCero K eCTeCTBEHHO 3By4vallemy
aHITNMINCKOMY $3bIKY, U HA060POT. EANHCTBEHHOE, YTO MOXHO CAenaTth B 3TOW cUTyaL Uy,
9TO NocTapaTbCA NOAaBUTb COOCTBEHHbIE CKITOHHOCTU U npeano4yTteHne n noMmoub
APYTrUM YneHaMm Xiopu caenartb To e camoe. Mexay cyabsMy CoBepLUeHHO Heobxoauma
06LLHOCTb U Ham yaanock ee AOCTUrHYTb. Mbl BbIABUranu NnpeanoxeHus, onpoBepranu
OMNMOHEHTa M 3aLLmLLany CBOK TOYKY 3pEHUSA C U3BECTHOW JONEN HACTOMYNBOCTU, HO
NUYHbIe NPeANOYTEHNS HUKOTAA He CTOSMM BO FNaBe yria 1, Koraa 3T1o 6bino Heobxoammo,
Mbl OTKa3blBanuncb OT CBOEN TOYKM 3peHUst. BbiNio 04eHb MHOTO CUMbHBIX SMOLIMIA 1,
KOHE4YHO, BCe Mbl UCMbITbIBANM pa3oyapoBaHue, Koraa Halliu NMUYHbIe NpeanoyYTeHns
OKa3blBanucb B MEHbLUMHCTBE. MHOMVe CNoXHble pelleHns NpuHUManuce 6narogaps
HeunsbexHoMy cooTHoleHuto 2 k 1. Kpome Toro, Mbl BCe 0CO3HAHHO peLInnu NPUHSATL

Ha ceb6s 06LLyi0 OTBETCTBEHHOCTb, YTO Obl Mbl HY TOBOPUMAU A0 TOTO, Kak ObIN0 NPUHATO
obluee pelleHme.

ToT orpoMHbIN 06bem paboThl, KOTOpbIA Heobxoanmo BbiNo NpodenaTb rOBOPUT TONBbKO
00 0QHOM: K pyCCKOM NuTepaType OTHOCATCH cevac o4eHb cepbe3Ho. HeT HegocTaTtka
B CTapbIX 1 HOBbIX MPOMN3BEAEHUAX, a TaKXe nepesogynkax u nsgatenax. Mbl Bce Obinu
NPUATHO YAMBEHbI O4eHb BbICOKMM YPOBHEM NepeBoAoB. Beap Tak Obino He Bceraa.
BHauvane 6b1n0 cnoBo 1 cnoBo He Beerga Obino TouHbIM. Alinmep Mog ykasbiBaeT Ha
TO, YTO B OAHOM M3 paHHUX NepeBoaoB ‘BoiHbl M Mypa’, cobop Bbin NepeHeceH B cambiit
ueHTp BopoauHckoro nons, a pasa ‘nocmoTpen emy npsiMo B NMuo’ Bbina nepeBeaeHa
kak ‘gave him a direct and heavy blow between the eyes’, — n aTo 0 gevicTBun monogoro
oduLiepa No OTHOLLEHWMIO K CTapLueMy Mo 3BaHui0 B BOEHHOE BpeMsi. B To Bpems gaxe
ecnu nepeBof ObIN TOYHLIM, O4YEeHb YacTO CUMbHO CTpajan CTUMb: Tak, Hanpumep,
‘NBopsiHckoe rHe3fo’ TypreHesa nepesenu kak ‘A Nest of Hereditary Legislators' v B
HeM 6binn cnegyrowme guanoru: ‘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?” [Mo3xe Te e repoviH1 pomaHa roBopsT:
‘There he stalks — thy pleasant man: what a long — in a word, a stork.’

OueBWAHO, YTO KOrAa-TO MHOrMe HOBblE NepeBOAbl Aenanucb U3 XenaHusa NcnpaBuTb
CTUNUCTUYECKME U hakTUYEeCKne OLNOKM 1 MOrpeLLHOCTU B CTapbix Nnepesoaax. Ho He
cenyac. Cenyac nepeBofbl AenatTcs u3 nbeu K nuTepaType, UCKYCCTBY nepeBofa u
XenaHuio 3apaboTaTb HEMHOTO AeHer. W pesynbTaT nopaxaer, 4To Aenaet paboTy 4neHoB
XKIOPU CMOXHOWN KaK HUKOraa.

OueHb YacTo BCA CMOXHOCTb NepeBofa HeJooLeHuBaeTcs. [laxe camble NpocThle
TEKCTbl MOXXHO MEPEBECTU COBEPLLEHHO MO-pa3HoMy. A YacTo pasBnekarncs, npegnaras
MOUWM cCryLuaTensm nepeBecTy npeanoxeHune n3 ToncToro, B KOTOPOM GbINO BCErO AEBATH
CMOB: NpUYeM, 04HO UMS COBCTBEHHOE U ABa COKO3a, MO3TOMY NO-HACTOSLWEMY NepeBeCcTyH
HY>KHO ObIf10 TOMbKO LWeCTb cfioB. OaHaKo NepeBoa W 3TOro NPEANoKeHUs! HacUUTbIBan
MOYTWU YTO ABE TbICAYU NMPUEeMIeMbIX Bepcm7|. O‘-IeBI/ID.HO OAHO: Mbl eLle O4eHb Aarneko
OT TOrO, YTOObI NEpenopy4nTb NepeBos KoMnbloTepam. I noaToMy Tak NpUATHO 3HaTb,
YTO Y HaC CTONbKO TanaHTIMBbIX MEPEeBOAYMNKOB C PYCCKOrO Ha aHrMUACKUI A3bIK.
Pesynbtatom goctmxeHun B nepesoge 3a 2007-2008 roga ctanm 58 kKHUM nogaHHbIX
Ha couckaHue npemMuu (Mnioc KHAMU, KOTOPbIe Tak U He BbINW NOAAaHbI), YTO SBNAETCS
60MbLUMM YCNeXoM 1 NPOPbLIBOM B BEK, KOTAa, Kak CUMTANOCh, XyA0XKECTBEHHbIN NepeBos
6ynet HeBocTpeboBaHHbIM. [1yCTb elle Aonrue rogbl NPOAOMKAETCs 3TO KYNbTYpPHOE
BO3POXAEHME.

To, yTo 51 ObIN OAHMM M3 YNEHOB XIOPU NpemMun Rossica aToro roga, cTano Ans MeHs
BOJTHUTENbHBIM W NOME3HbIM OMbITOM. HO Y HAac HET UNMIO3MIA: HaLle peLleHne OaHU
0806psAT, a Apyrue noBTopAT crioea Kpbinosa, ctasLume anurpadom kK SToMy TEKCTY U1
nepeseaeHHble Pobeptom Mapecom kak ‘And God deliver us from critics quite as blind’.
Hackonbko To4eH aToT nepesoa? Yto x, pewante camu!
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MapTuH ObtoxepcT

£ 6bIn NopaxeH 1 cTpalHo obpafoBaH, korga MHe NPeAnoXunn cTaTb OQHUM U3
yneHoB xtopu Mpemun Rossica atoro roga. O6pagoBaH, Tak kak cCornacuBLIMCh, 1 MOT
6bl C NerkyM cepaueM 1 YUCTOWM COBECTbI0 OTAATHLCS YTEHMIO UMK, Kak OKka3anoch BO
MHOTUX CIyyasix, nepeynTbIBaHUIO caMoll pyCCKOWM NUTepaTypbl, NepecTaB Ha Bpems
3aHMMaTbCH TeM, YeM 5 0ObIYHO 3aHMMaloCh: YTeHnem paboT o pycckown nutepaType
(1 0 mHOroM gpyrom). lMopaxeH xe g 6bl NOTOMY, YTO 9 He SBNSHOCh N3BECTHbBIM
nepeBoAYNKOM PYCCKON NMTepaTypbl U 51 He Obin yBEpeH B NpaBuibHOCTH Bbibopa
opraHu3aTopoB npeMun. Tem He MeHee, A YyBCcTBOBan cebs 4OCTaTOYHO KOMNETEHTHbIM
AN TOro, YToObl CTaTb OAHUM U3 YNIEHOB XopW. MNPOoLLMO yXXe NOYTU NomnBeKa ¢ Tex nop,
Kak 9 caenarn cBow nepBblil KOMMEPYECKM yCrneLHbIN NepeBo Npon3BeaeHns pycckomn
nutepatypsl. Korga B Te4eHune akagemmyeckoro roga (1959-1960) s 6bin cTaxepom oT
BputaHckoro CoseTa B MockoBckoM v CaHkT-NeTepbyprckom yHMBepcmTeTax, MeHs
nonpocunu nepesecTtn ‘HepaeHeli 6o’ BukTopa Po3oBa ans tenekanana ‘Granada
Television’, n g nony4Ynn orpoOMHOE yAOBONbCTBME OT TEX CIOXHOCTEN, C KOTOPbIMU
CTOMKHYNCS Npy NepeBoae TeKcTa (XOTS BO3MOXHO, i TaK M HE CNPaBUNCS C HUMK, Tak
Kak MOW nepeBof Tak v He ucnono3osanu). NosgHee, B 1977 roay, Ha nuke 3acTos,
PobuH MunHep-rannang v g onybnvkosanu kHUry nof HassaHuem ‘Russian Writing
Today’ B usgatenbctse Penguin Books. OrnsaabiBasice Ha ato cnycTts 30 net, MHe

He CTblAHO 3a Hally paboTy, NOTOMY YTO Te NPOM3BEAEHNS, KOTOPbIE Mbl OTOOpany,
oTpedakTMpoBanu UM caMmu nepesenu, nokasanu, YTo HECMOTPS Ha NONUTUYECKYHD
obcTaHoBky B CoBeTckom Cotose, pycckas nurepaTtypa Ha TOT MOMEHT Bbina B KakoMm
YroiHO COCTOSIHWM, HO TOMbKO He B COCTOSHWUM 3acTosi. HeCOMHEHHO, NepeBoANTb

1 OLeHMBATb XyA0XeCTBEHHOE Npon3BeaeHne, Oyab To opurmHan unv nepeBog, —
COBepLUEHHO pasHble Belwn. OnaThb e s He Obln yBepeH B TOM, YTO 51 CMOTY BbIMOMHUTD
06513aHHOCTM YneHa XIpu NpeMun Ha npodeccnoHanbHoM ypoBHe. MNATHaauaTh

neT Hasag s 6bin 04HUM U3 NATU YNEHOB Xopu Pycckoro Bykepa 1 s OTAIMYHO MOMHIO
ApYKecKne, HO ropsiyve Cnopbl CPeam YeHOB Xpu nepes TeMm, kak 60MbLWLNHCTBOM
Bbl6Gupancs nobeautens (s 6bin cpey HECOrNMAacHOro MeHbLUMHCTBA, NPUYeM, He

B NepBbIf 1 He B nocnedHuin pas). Kpome Toro, ¢ 1990 roga g 6b1n NOCTOAHHBIM
OLEHLLMKOM (€AUHCTBEHHbIM UK OOHWUM 137) NepPeBOAOB PYCCKUX NMPOU3BEAEHWUN,
nofaHHbIX Ha KoHkypc John Dryden Translation Competition, koTopbiii npoBoAUTCS
yHusepcutetom East Anglia (Norwich). Kctatu, B 3ToM yHuBepcuTeTe npeayCMoTpeH
OQHOroAMYHbIN KypC NUTEPaTYPHOro NepeBoaa, Kypc NpuknagHon Teopmmn nepesoaa,
a Takxxe acnupaHTypa Ha OTAeneHun Teopun nepesoaa. Takum obpasom, 1 3HaKOM U1 €
NpakTUKON, U C Teopunern nepesosa.

A nuwy 3To yKe nocre Toro, Kak Mbl ONPeAenuIv KOPOTKUI CNMCOK MPEMUK, HO eLLé
[0 TOro kak mMbl Boibpanu nobeamtens. A oyeHb pag 60nbLIOMY KONMMYECTBY NepeBoaoB
(u3HavanbHo 58, HO Gonee TOroO, A1 3Ha O NepeBoAax, KOTopble He GbinNu NoAaHhbl),
noAaHHbIX Ha CouckaHue npemMun. 3To rOBOPUT O TOM, YTO B @HIMOrOBOPSLLMX CTpaHax
MUpa 40 CUX NOp eCTb (MK ONATb NOSABMIICS) HE TONbKO BOMbLION UHTEPEC K PYCCKON
nuTepaType, CTapon 1 HOBOWN, HO U KHWXHBIN PbIHOK ANs Hee. MHe KaxeTcs XxopoLwwnm

42

3HaKOM TO, YTO HECMOTPS Ha HaLUy BbIHYXXAEHHYH XECTOKOCTb MO OTHOLLIEHMIO KO

MHOTMM AOCTOWHbBIM NepeBoAam, HaM MPOCTO NPULLAOCH HAPYLLIMTb NPaBuia U BKIIOYNTb
CeMb, @ He LeCTb UNu NSATb NepeBOAO0B B KOPOTKMI cnucok. KoHeuHo, Mpemuns Rossica
npucyxaaeTcs 3a NepeBo, KOTOPbI YMEHbl XXIPW COYNKN CaMbIM fyYLLUM, a HE 3a CaMbIi
NYYLUNIA OPUTUHAN, U 3TO 3aCTaBWUIO0 MEHS JOMTO U KPENKO 3a4yMaTbCs Ha TeM, YTO
nyylie: npucyanTb npemuto bnecTsilemMy nepeBoay NocpeacTBEHHOTO NPOU3BEeAEHMS
UNK e NocpeAcTBEHHOMY nepeBoay 6nectsuiero opurnHana. OgHUM 13 raBHbIX
pa3oyapoBaHuii AN MEeHs B 3TOM rofly CTano To, YTO MHOTWE u3faTenv noaBenu CBOUX
nepeBOAYMKOB HEOPEXHON UNK MOBEPXHOCTHOW peaakTypoW (yunTeiBasi To, YTO n3gaTtenu
He NPoCUNM NepeBOAYMKOB CaMUM NepPENpPOBEPUTL NEPEBOADI, NPEXAEe YEM OHM YLUMN

B nevartb). ipyras npobnema cesidaHa ¢ NpeancrnoBUsIMIU, CHOCKaMW U KOMMEHTapUsSIMK,
KoTopble Obl AaBanu AONOMHUTENbHY MH(OPMaLWI0 U 0BBACHANM Te MOMEHTLI, KOTOPble
MOHATHBI PYCCKOMY YMTaTento, HO He MHOCTpaHHoMy. OfHaKo cam nepeBof CTOUT

Tak Joporo, Y4To TpyaHO TpeboBaTb OT BCex u3gartenen ele n 9Tux JONONHUTENbHbIX
pacxogoB. OgHako, BaXHO 3TO 3aMeTuUTb, Tak Kak [Npemust Rossica npucyxaaercs He
TONbKO NEePEBOAYMKY, HO U U3gaTento.

Cpeaw opyrux CNoXHOCTEN, C KOTOPbIMU CTOSKHYIINCh YNEHbI XopK, ObINo He
00513aTeNbHO CTPOroe pasgeneHne Mexay nepesoioM, C O4HON CTOPOHbI, M ajanTtaunen,
¢ apyron. Korga a1 yumncs Ha CUHXpOHHOro nepeBoAuyvka (BO BPEMS NMPOXOXKAEHNS
cnyx6bl B Koponesckoi ABuauum), Ham roBopunu, YTo AeTen JOMKHO ObiTb BUAHO,

HO He CbILLHO, a NepeBoAYMKa, Ha060oPOT, CMbILWHO, HO He BUAHO. (M npaBaa, 1 [o cux
nop npeanoymTal nepeBoanTb, cuas B 6yake, a He Ha BUAY Nepes cnywaTtensmum).
Hackonbko nepeBoauMK MOXET KOMMEHCMPOBATb Ty OFPOMHYH pa3HuLly, KoTopast
CyLLeCTBYeT MEXAY PYCCKUM W aHTTNIMACKUM S13blKaMU, MbITasiCb COXPaHUTb Kaxayto
[eTarnb 1 Kaxabli HI0aHC opuruHana, ocobeHHo Benvkoro opuruHana? Kak npaewuno,
AOCMNOBHbIN NEPeBOA XyO0XeCTBEHHOr0 NPOMN3BEAEHUS CUINbHO MPOUrpbLIBAET OpUrnHany,
1 nepeBoaYuKy npuxoantcs 4obaBnsaTe YTO-TO OT ce6, NPKU 3TOM OCTaBaACh Kak MOXHO
6onee He3ameTHbIM. [lonXeH Ny NepeBoaYMK CTPEMUTHCS COXPaHUTL PUTM UK pucmMy
opurvHana? [JormkeH i OH CTPEMUTLCS K KYSIbTYPHOW aCCUMUMALMM TEKCTA NN HeT?
HackonbKko OH JOMKeH cTapaTbCs 3aCTaBUTb YNTaTENs 3abbiTb O TOM, YTO Y HETO B pyKax
nepesoA? EcTecTBeHHO, MpoLLe BCEro yNTn 0T TOYHbIX OTBETOB, CKa3aB, YTO Helb3s
0600LLaTh 1 HY>KHO paccMaTpuBaTh KaXabli cryyvai B oTAenbHOCTU. Ho kak Toraa
NoCTyNUTb B cryyae KoHkypca? O6bsBUTL HUYbIO?

A mHoroe y3Han, BbiCTynas B kayecTBe 4neHa xwopu npemun Rossica 2009. MHorne
nepeBobl, NOAAHHbIE HA COMCKaHWe NpeMun, Obinu caenaxbl U3 Nbeu k nMTepaType
1 nepeBoOYECKOMY [eny, a He paau nonyyeHns aeHer. O6wwuii ypoBeHb NepeBoaoB
nopasun MeHs TeM, YTO CTan 3Ha4YMTENbHO Bbille, YeM NATbAECAT NeT Ha3aj, koraa s cam
HayvHan CBO NepeBOAYECKY0 AesaTenbHOCTb. M 8 ¢ yaoBonbCTBUEM NOHAN bnarogaps
28 nepeBogaM, nogaHHbIMU MOMOALIMW NEPEBOAYMKA HA CoMCKaHne npemun Young
Translators’ Prize, uTo B 6yayLiemM 3T0T ypoBeHb OyAeT TOMbKO pacTu, 0TYacTU NOTOMY YTO
aHrnmMyaHam C XOpOLLMM 3HaHMEM PYCCKOro A3blka Cenyac HaMHOro npoLye obwaTbcs ¢
PYCCKMMU C XOPOLLUUM 3HAHUEM aHTTIMACKOTO.

43



Judging Rossica Prize

PobepT lNopTep

Korga Academia Rossica npeanoxwuna mHe ctaTb OOHUM M3 YNEHOB XXIOPU OHOUMEHHOMN
npemuu, st 661N B3BOMHOBAH U 3aMHTPUroBaH: Kak BCE OyaeT NpoXoauTb, CKOMbKO 3asiBOK
OygeT nogaHo, octanuch Nn ewé Ha 3anage n3gaTtenbCcTBa, 3avHTEPECOBaHHbIE B
NPOU3BELAEHNAX CEPbE3HBIX COBPEMEHHbBIX PYCCKMX NMcaTenen? Yto noMmMmo Knaccukm,
nybnvkyemon Penguins, 1 UICTOPUYECKUX AETEKTUBOB 3HAM aHITOA3bIYHbIN YuTaTEND

0 pycckow nutepaType? Bo3aMOXHO, MOV He CaMble NECTHbIE NMPEACTaBMEHNS O
3HAaKOMCTBE 3anafHoro YuTaTens C COBPEMEHHOI PYCCKOW NUTEPaATYPON MOXHO OT4YacTU
06bSACHUTL 0COBEHHOCTSAIMU MOEro cO6CTBEHHOIrO 06pasoBaHMs.

Korga s cam usyyan pycckux s3blk U 3HaKOMWUIICS C PYCCKOW KynbTypoii
nMTepaTypoi B opuruHane, 6bi110 HECKOMNbKO 0AapeHHbIX 1 MNOAOBUTbLIX NepeBOAYMKOB,
KOTOpble B COTPYAHNYECTBE C HEKOTOPLIMU M34aTeNnbCTBaMu MHOroe caenanu ans Toro,
4TOObI BnKKe NO3HaKoMuTb YnTatenen c MNactepHakom, bynrakoBbiM, COMKEHNLMHBIM,
Cunsisckum, MaycTtoBckumM, Ocnnom n HagexHon MaHgenswamamu, AXmaToBon,
EBTyweHko n BosHeceHckum. Ecnn 661 CoBeTckas nutepatypa morna natm CBoum
nyTeM, TO MHOTMe 13 3TUX MMeH Obinu Obl NpeacTaBneHbl Ha 3anaze, 04HaKo ckopee
BCEro o4eHb n3bupartensHo. B gerictButensHOCTU xe Makc XanBapz (nydwuin npumep)
cenan xopowme, TOYHbIE Y MOHSATHbLIE MEPEBOALI, YaCTO CONPOBOXAABLUMECS
6ecLeHHbIMKY NPeaucnoBUsSMM U aHHOTaLMsIMK, a nagatensctao Harvill (nyywmin
npuMep) BbINyCTUIIO KPAacMBO 0OOPMITIEHHbIE M AOCTYMHLIE (MOYTW BCerga aaxe Ans
CTYAEHTOB) kHUrn. 1960-e gencTBuTENBLHO CTanM ‘swinging’ ans CoeTcko NuTepaTypsl,
Beab npaButenbcTBo CCCP oT oTTenenu nepexofmnso K y>XeCTOUEHMIO pexuma v
obpatHo. Mucatenu-guccnaeHTsl Bnepeble Ny6nMkoBanucb Ha poamHe, 4To Bbino no-
CBOEMY CUMBOINMNYHO, Ha 3anage xe nx obbsaensanu ‘6opuamu 3a Ceobogy’. Bnagnmup
BoriHoBMY 6onee TOYHO M MPOHUYHO BbIpa3ui 3Ty MbICIb, CKa3aB Nocne TOro Kak ero
ncknounnm n3 Cor3sa nucatenen: ‘a He 6oponcs 3a CBoboay — a1 eto Hacnaxgancs'.

Kak 51 y>xe oTmeuan paHee, ¢ nageHMeM KOMMyHU3Ma pycckas nuTepaTtypa crtana
Noxoxa Ha CynepmMapKeT, rae MHOro XopoLUero ToBapa, KOTOpbIM OfHAKO He MOTyT
npaBuIbHO PacnopaAaNTLCS: 34eCb MOXHO ObINO HAMTW HECKOMNBKUX KNACCUKOB, Y
KOTOPbIX OAHAKO YKe 3aKOHYMIICS ‘CPOK TOLHOCTW', HECKOJIbKO HOBbIX NUCAaTENEN, Ybk
paboThbl HE MMENW U FpamMma LLlEHHOCTU, HO ObInn 3aBEPHYTHI B spKne 06epTky, a Takxke
OrPOMHOE KONNYECTBO 3apybexHoro wupnotpeba, CTpaHHOro U NOA03PUTENBHOTO.

M BCE 3TO BbITECHUI CTPEMUTENBHbIN MOTOK ‘YepPHYXM' 1 ‘NOpHYXW'’. [ae 6bino HoBoe
nokoneHvne ComxkeHNUUHbIX N BynrakoBbix? JOMKHOCTb YneHa Xopu nutepaTypHOn
npemun obelana MHe NoMoYb HaWTK OTBET Ha 3TOT BOMPOC.

Korga mHe npuwno npurnawexuns ot Academia Rossica, g cpasy xe cornacuncs,
Aaxe He 3adyMblBasiCb Haf TeM, keM xe ByayT moum konnerun. A 6bin pag y3Hatb, 4To
UMW OKa3anucb 3acnyXeHHble 1 rnyboko yBaxaemble B MUpe nuTepaTtypsbl niogu. Begp
nuTepaTypHble NPEMUU BbI3bIBAKOT CTOMBKO CNOPOB 1 ccop! A ¢ 3TUMK MOMMU CTapbIMu
3HakoMbIMy [IbtoxepcToM 1 Bpurrcom, oyman s, pacxoxaeHunin B MHEHMSAX OyaeT CTONbKO
e, CKONMbKO Ha 3acefaHuax nonutoropo. Ho kak s owmbancs!

MbI B NpuHUMNE 3Hanu, 4To obLwnii ypoBeHb NepeBooB OyaeT 4OBOSIBHO BbICOKUM.
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Y>xe 4aBHO NpoLwny Te BpeMeHa, korga anurpad k ‘AHHe KapeHunHow' ‘A3 Bo3gam’
nepesoauncs kak ‘I play the ace’ (A xoxy Ty3om). Poccus ctana kak Hukorga 6onee
AOCTYNHOWN, C aBTOPaMM ¥ Y4EeHbIMU MOXHO CBA3aTbCS U NPOSICHUTL TPyAHbIE ANS
nepeBoja MecTa B opurmHane. Y Hac, YneHOB XpK, He ObINo pasHornacuii no nosoay
TeX HEMHOTUX TEKCTOB, rAe Mbl 0OHapyXunu pakTuyeckne oLWnMBKN Nnmn xe rae CTUMb Unu
BbIGOP CINOB Kasancs HeYKXUM UM HeYyMeCTHbIM. [JOBONbHO 60MbLIOE KONMYECTBO
nepeBoAoB OblNM XOPOLUMMMN U AOBPOTHLIMU, HO, KaK HaMm NoKa3anock, He UMenK
0ONbLUOV XY[0XKECTBEHHON LLleHHOCTH. 10 Mepe Toro kak KonmM4yecTBo NPeTeHAEHTOB

Ha Npemuto CoKpaLlanoch, pa3Hornacus cpeau Hac, cygen, pocnu. BoamoxHo nv
BOOOLLE NepeBoANTb N033M0? S MOMHIO Kak, kaxeTcs, [MoaT Jlaypeat Andrew Motion
cKasar, YTo No33usi HUYero He 03HaYyaeT, OHa NPOCTO eCTb. [[1e NPOXOAUT Ta rpaHuLa,
Korga nepeBoAYMNK 4OCTOMH NOXBarbl M HA06OPOT NOpULIAHKS 3a BOCCO3aaHne
3CTETUYECKOro aghdekTa opurnHana BMeECTO NPsSIMOro AOCIOBHOMO NepeBoaa, Tem 6onee
Korga acteTudeckuni apdekT gocTuraeTtcs B yuiepb nekcmyeckom 4OoCToBepHOCTN? YTo
BaxHee: caenaTtb HOBbIN (Bonee XxopoLunii) NepeBos KNaccuku, KOTOpYy NepeBoannm
y>Xe AecCATKU pas, Ui B3STbCS 3a CNOXHOE M Nopon comBatoLee C TONIKY COBPEMEHHOE
npousseneHve? B pesynbraTte Mbl CTONKHYNUCH C 6OMbLUNM KONMYECTBOM BONPOCOB, YEM
HaLLMM OTBETOB: MOXET ObITb, CTOUT y4peanUTb HECKOMbKO NPEMUii — 04HY 3a NepeBos
Knaccuku, Apyryto 3a nepeBos nod3nu, TPETbIO — COBPEMEHHON Npo3bi?

[na MeHs Bce TPeHUs MexAy YneHamu XXIpU NOMHOCTBI0 UCKYMUITUCh TEM
YOO0BOMbCTBMEM, KOTOPOE S MOMYYMI OT YTEHWS UMW NepednTbIBaHUS KHUT. MHe npuLwnock
BEPHYTLCS K ‘YHUXKEHHBLIM M OCKOpONeHHbIM’ cnycTsa noyuTu 35 net. He camoe nyywee
npon3sefeHue [JoCTOEBCKOro, Ha MOW B3rNsiA, OOHAKO B HEM 3aKIoyeHa yxe BCs CyTb
‘TlpecTynneHus u HakasaHust'. [lonroe Bpemsi MHe BbIno CnoXHoO Yutatb COpokMHa,

HO B 3TOT pa3 B poMaHe TIéa’ Ans MeHst OTKpblnacb ocobasi TOHKOCTb U CMOXHOCTb!
Bpe3aloLmniics B NamMsATb Nepexos OT KeCTOKOCTU, MPeCTYNHOCTA U NPOCTUTYLUMN B
ANVHHON NepBOM YaCTyW K YeTbipem CTpaHuLaM nocnegHemn Yyactu, rae pucyetcs obpas
AeTCTBa, HEBMHHOCTM M XPYNKOCTU, a TaKkXe CNOoXHble MeTadopbl NbAa U 23-TbICAYHOTO
OpatcTBa, KoTOpoe MOXeT pa3dbyanTb aToT nea. OTKpbITMEM ANA MeHs cTana Mapus
lanuHa. E€ pomaH ‘Vipamndakaumu’ Ha Mo B3rnsa nonoH HaxanbHOW KOMeaUAHOCTH,
XapakTepHon ans pabot Unbda v MNMetpoBa, ¢ NErkuM OTTEHKOM UCKPUCTOCTH
[oroneckunx npounssenexnin. lfepon nponsseneHui NenesrHa n COBPEMEHHbIE pPOMaHbI
CBMAETENbLCTBYIOT O TOM, YTO (haHTACTUYECKOE B PyCCKOW NMTepaType XUBO U
noAnuTLIBAETCS COBPEMEHHOW PYCCKON peanbHOCTbIO.

Enena Weapy nuwert:

[ywa mos, okpyrnas peTopTa,

W conbio BCex BeLeCTB OHa MoJHa.

Y70 HM pOaUT OHa: XOTb aHrena, XoTb YepTa,

OHa Ons onbITOB YyAEeCHbIX POXAEHa.

MHe KaxeTcs, 3T1 CroBa OTpa)katT BCE Nyyllee B NPOU3BEAEHNSAX, N3-3a KOTOPbIX
YreHbl XXpK CCOPUMMCH U CMOPUIN BCE 3TN MecsLbl. BoaMoxHo, nobeanTens, KOTOpbIN
NonyYnT NPEMUIO, U MHOTME NPOUrpaBLLIME HAWAYT yTELlEeHNe B CNOBaxX APYroro pycCckoro
noata, bopuca MacTtepHaka: ‘bblTb 3HAMEHUTLIM — HEKPACKBO'. A YNEHbl XXIOPY SOMKHbI
NOMHWTb, C TPENETOM UINN C HAAEXA0M, crnoBa anurpada K ‘AHHe KapeHnHoIn'.
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Rossica Young Translators Prize 2009

The winning translation

James Rann'’s translation of an extract from Dmitri Bykov's 2008 novel CnucaHHble
(‘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. | 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. | 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. | 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 | 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.

‘| can give ita go,” Sviridov said, ‘but I'll need guarantees.’

‘Copyright?” asked Tessa stupidly.
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‘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 | don't know.’

‘Oh, of course | willl" Tessa exclaimed. ‘Of course | 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,
| 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, | 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: | 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.

47



Acknowledgements

Academia Rossica would like to warmly thank all who supported and helped us in
this project. We are especially grateful to the Rossica Prize Judges, Robert Porter,
Martin Dewhirst and Professor Anthony Briggs.

Above all we are grateful to the First President of Russia B. Yeltsin Foundation and
its Director, Alexander Drozdov, whose generous support made the award of the
Rossica Prize 2009 possible.

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
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