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“‘Und wenn Du dich
getrostet hast, wirst Du
froh sein, mich gekannt
zU haben.

Du wirst immer mein
Freund sein.

Du wirst Dich daran
erinnern, wie gerne Du
mit mir gelacht hast.”

nach Antoine de Saint Exupery Helmut Veith
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Bo Bcem MHe xoueTcs monTu
Ho camoii cyTn.

B paborte, B moMCcKax myTH,
B ceppeunoii cmyTe.

Jlo cymHOCTM IPOTEKIIMNX JIHe,
Jlo X IpUYNHBI,

Jlo ocHOBaHMI1, O KOPHEI],

Jlo cepAlieBMHBL.

Bcé Bpems cxBaTbIBasA HUTD

Cyne6, co6bITuit,

JKutsp, ;ymMaTh, 4yBCTBOBATb, TIOOUTD,
Caepmath OTKPBITH.

O, ecu GBI 51 TOTBKO MOT
XoTAa oTYaCTH,

1 Hammcas 651 BOCEMb CTPOK
O cBolicTBaxX CTpacTi.

S BBIBEN OBI €€ 3aKOH,
Ee nauaro,

V moBTOpSNI ee MMeH
VIHunmansl.

JloCTUTHYTOTO TOP>KeCTBa
Wrpa n myxa —
Haranyras retnsa
Tyroro myxa.

b. ITacrepnak, 1956

I want to find the essence of
All things, each part:

In work, in groping for a way,
In turmoiled heart.

To touch the core of days now gone,
Past never known,

To know the roots, foundation, cause,
To touch the bone.

And always grasp the thread of acts
And destinies.

To live, feel, think, and love, to make
Discoveries.

O, if only I could write down
Even just eight
Good lines about passion and tell its every trait.

I would deduce its law and find
Its starting flame,

I would repeat initials of

Its every name.

And all the play and suffering of triumphs so
Achieved is like the pulled-back string
Of a tight bow.

B. Pasternak, 1956
(translated by Vladimir Markov and Merrill Sparks)



Llenb TBOpYECTBa — CAaMOOT/IAYA,
A He mIymMuxa, He ycriex.
IosopHo, HMYEro He 3HAYA,
BeITh IpUTYell Ha YCTaX ¥ BCEX.

Ho Hazo »unTb 63 CaMO3BaHCTBA,

Tak XMNTb, YTOOBI B KOHIIe KOHI[OB
ITpuBieds K cebe M0O60Bb IPOCTPAHCTBA,
Ycrblmath 6yAyIero 30B.

V1 Hapi0 OCTaBIATH IIPOGETIBI
B cynn0e, a He cpenu OyMar,
MecTa U I71aBBI )KU3HM 117105
OruepkuBasi Ha MOMAX.

b. ITactepnak, 1956

Creation’s aim is a self-giving -

Not success with applause. Not quips

Nor big to-do which (Shame!) mean nothing:
Legend on everybody’s lips.

One should live with no pretensions,
So one attracts — in the long run -
To oneself the love of expanses

And hears the future calling one.

And one should leave gaps — not on paper —
But in one’s destiny instead,

And mark the margins with the places

And parts where a whole life is read.

B. Pasternak, 1956
(translated by Viadimir Markov and Merrill Sparks)



Y myxoMopbA a6 3eneHblii;
3maTas nenb Ha fy6e ToM:

W nHeM 1 HOYBIO KOT yYEHBIN
Bce xoauT 110 11111 Kpyrom;
Vper HanpaBo — IeCHb 3aBOJUT,
Hanepo - ckasky roBopur.

Tam uygeca: Tam et 6popuT,
Pycanka Ha BeTBsAX CUINT;

TaMm Ha HeBeTOMBIX JJOPOXKKaX
Crepibl HeBUJAHHBIX 3Beper;
J36ymika TaMm Ha KypbUX HOXKKax
Crour 6e3 0KkoH, 6e3 Bepeir;

Tam nec 1 011 BUIEHMII TIO/THBI;
TaMm 0 3ape IPUXJIBIHYT BOJTHBI
Ha 6per mec4aHblii 1 IIyCTOIA,

WV Tpupnath BUTA3EN MpeKpacHbIX
Ypenoit 13 BOJL BBIXOJAT SICHBIX,
VI ¢ auMu gAbKa X MOPCKOIA;
Tam KOpoOIEBMY MIMOXOJIOM
IInenseT rposHoro 1APS;

Tam B 06/1aKax mepej HapoOZOM
Yepes neca, yepes Mops

Konpyn Hecet 60raTnipsi;

B TeMHuIIe TaM 11apeBHA TY>KUT,
A 6ypblit BOJIK €l BEDHO CITy)KIT;
Tam cryma ¢ ba6oro Sroit

Vper, 6penét cama coboii;

Tam mapp Kameit Haj 371aToM YaxHeT;
Tam pycckoit gyx... Tam Pycpio maxuet!
U Tam 51 OB, ¥ MefL A TINIL.

Y Mops Bupien y6 3enéHblif;

Iopm HyM cupen, 1 KOT y4EHbBIN
CBou MHe CKa3Ky FOBOPUIL.

OpHy 5 IOMHIO: CKasKy 9Ty
IoBenato Terneps 5 CBETY...

A. ITymxun, Pycnan u Jlropmuna, 1820

There’s a green oak by the bay,

on the oak a chain of gold:

a learned cat, night and day,

walks round on that chain of old:

to the right - it spins a song,

to the left — a tale of wrong.

Marvels there: the wood-sprite rides,
in the leaves a mermaid hides:

on deep paths of mystery

unknown creatures leave their spoor:
huts on hen’s legs you can see,

with no window and no door.

Wood and valley vision-brimming:
there at dawn the waves come washing
over sands and silent shore,

and thirty noble knights appear

one by one, from waters clear,
attended there by their tutor:

a king’s son passing by

takes a fierce king prisoner:

a wizard carries through the sky

a knight, past all the people there,
over forests, seas they fly:

a princess in a prison pines,

whom a brown wolf serves with pride:
A mortar, Baba Yaga inside,

takes that old witch for a ride.

King Kaschey grows ill with gold.

It's Russia! — Russian scents unfold!
And T was there and I drank mead,

I saw the green oak by the sea,

I sat there while the learned cat

told its stories — here’s one that

I remember, and I'll unfurl,

a story now for all the world...

A. Pushkin, Ruslan and Ludmila, 1820
(translated by Tony Kline)



MATEMATMUK (svinumas u3 2onosui wiap): MATHEMATICIAN (Pulling a ball out of his head):

ST BBIHYI M3 TOJIOBBI LIIap. I've pulled a ball out of my head.
51 BBIHY/I M3 TOJIOBBI LIAp. I've pulled a ball out of my head.
51 BBIHY/I M3 TOJIOBBI LIIap. I've pulled a ball out of my head.
ST BBIHY/I M3 TOJIOBBI LIap. I've pulled a ball out of my head.
AHJIPET CEMEHOBUY: ANDREY SEMYONOVICH:
TTomoxs ero o6parHo. Put it back.

TTonoxb ero o6patHo. Put it back.

ITomoXb ero 06paTHo. Put it back.

TTomoxs ero o6partHo. Put it back.

MATEMATHK: MATHEMATICIAN:

Her, He monoxy! No, I won't!

Hert, He monoxy! No, I won’t!

Her, re momoxy! No, I won't!

Her, He monoxy! No, I won't!

AHJIPEI CEMEHOBUY: ANDREY SEMYONOVICH:

Hy n ne xmann.
Hy n ne xmagmn.
Hy n ne xmagmn.
MATEMATIUK:
Bot 1 He monoxy!
Bot 1 He monoxxy!
Bot 1 He monoxxy!
AHJIPEVI CEMEHOBIY:
Hy u nagno.

Hy un nagno.

Hy un nagno.
MATEMATUK:
Bot s u mobenmn!
Bor g n mo6emun!
Bor g n mo6emun!

I. Xapmc, 1933

Well, don’t then.
Well, don’t then.
Well, don’t then.
MATHEMATICIAN:
So I won't, then!

So I won't, then!

So I won't, then!
ANDREY SEMYONOVICH:
Well, that’s okay.
Well, that’s okay.
Well, that’s okay.
MATHEMATICIAN:
So, I won!

So, I won!

So, I won!

D. Kharms, 1933
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