Ivan Akhmetev

On top of the collections of the poets I discussed in my first presentation, I participated in
compiling several anthologies. One of those, the Internet Anthology of the Unofficial Russian
Poetry (NP) can be found in the Virtual Russian Library. And the very last is entitled,

"Russian Poetry 1950-2000. An Anthology (the First Approach) in two volumes, which came out
in 2010. Compiled by Akhmetev, G. Lukomnikov, V. Orlov, A. Uritskii.

This last anthology is a synthetic one: it comprises the three existing branches of Russian poetry,
that is, the official, unofficial and emigrant poetry. It is polystylistic and intended as a
representation of the objective picture of the second part of the 20th century poetry.

Four editors voted for or against each poem included in the Anthology. Three or four votes
secured a certain poem its place in the Anthology.

The Anthology included 576 authors. Each author's entry is anything from 1-12 pages long.
Currently, we are preparing the second edition of the Anthology.

I will read three poems from the Anthology. I chose three outstanding authors who are not
widely known.

The translations are by Andrei Burago.
Anekcannp ["amek (1946—-1993)
urpa

CTOSITH Y OKHA OHA CKasajia
€CTh JeTCKas 3a0bITast 3a0aBa
KTO CYaCTJIMBEH

UTPAIOT JBOE MPABUIIA TPOCTHIC

Haiiu B ToNIe 6epeMeHHYIO KEHIUHY
OBICTPO cocumTail pa3

U Thl CHACTJINBEL]

HY YTO UTpaeM HauMHau

3/1€Ch HET TOJIIBI 3aMETHII OH

oHa: ax 00)ke MOM cuuTail ckopeit cunTan
Y 3aCTBIINIACh

OTCTYIIUJIA B TEHb

s1 OEIBIM KaMEIIKOM OTMCYY 3TOT ACHBb

the game

as they were standing by the window she said
I’ll teach you a forgotten children’s game
who is lucky

a game for two players rules are simple



spot a pregnant woman in the crowd
quickly say bingo

and you are lucky

well shall we play you start

there’s no crowd here he observed
she: oh my God just say it say it now
and then she blushed

stepped back into the shade

a white stone day

Anexkcannp Jleancenko (p. 1947)
CHEr CHer CHer CHer CHer CHer CHer CHer CHer

3TO Ka)ETCS METENb IMypra
BCE YJSKETCSl YUJIET B CHera
MEp3JIbIA TOMOJb OTOMIET KO CHY
B OECKOHEUHYIO CBOIO CTPaHy
€lIb OTKYChIBall XpYCTH BUHO
MOKa BbIOTM Ha MOCKBE rOCTSAT
3TO MEPTBbIE JAaBHBIM-/IaBHO

c HeOa JeBYIIKH JIETST JETAT

what is seemingly a tempest now

will calm down sink to rest in the snow
chilled throughout, the poplar tree is adrift

to its infinite domain of dreams

take a bite, eat up and crunch, have some wine
while the blizzards are in Moscow staying
these are maidens dead for long, long time
gliding down, gliding down from heaven

Anton CypauH (p. 1975)
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3a4epKHYTOMY BEPHUTb.
3aKKEHHOE KYPHUTb.
HeGpuToe — HaMbUTUTB.
HambiienHoe — OpUTh.

[ToGpuromy — ofeThesl.
OneroMy — UaTH.

U ner uncna noporam!
N ver xoHua nytu!



What’s crossed out is valid.
What’s lit is to be smoked.
The stubble has to be lathered.
It’s lathered - shave it off.

Once shaved, put on your clothes.
Once dressed, get on your way.
There’s no lack of roads!

The journey has no end!



