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Letter from the Publisher

Four Centuries Library

Dear Friends,

The following text of the Publisher's Letter was published in Four Centuries,
Nr. 3:

Dear Friends,

Thank you very much for reading our magazine.

I would like to open its third issue by launching a new initiative to create a library
of Russian poetry in translations - Four Centuries Library.

The ambitious goal of this project is to collect books, periodicals and other papers
with Russian poetry, old and new, translated into different languages, and finally to
donate collection as a whole to one of the university or public libraries. At the end
of this issue you will find the list of more than thirty items - a starting contribution
from my personal collection. You can join me in my efforts to implement this idea
by sending your donations in the following categories:

A. Monographic poetry collections by separate poets translated into different langu-
ages

B. Anthologies of Russian poetry translations

C. Periodicals with translations of Russian poetry

Please, send your donations to:

Dr. Ilya Perelmuter, Erikapfad 7, 45133 Essen, Germany

The list of all the gifts with the names of the donators will be published in Four
Centuries. Thanks a lot for your support in advance!

Yours,

Publisher

In this issue you will find new donations to the Four Centuries Library
at page 37.
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Alexander Blok (1880 - 1921 )
Astexcanyp briok (1880 - 1921)

Gamayun, the Bird of Prophesy.
From a picture by V. Vasnyetsov
I'amaroH, niTuiia Belast (Kapmuna B. Bacreyoba)

Translated by Alistair Noon*

On the water's never-ending surface
clothed in the purple of dusk,

it sings and makes its prophesy,

its wings weakened and crushed:
the swing of executioners' axes,

the yoke of the Tatars... It prophesies
hunger, fire and cowardice,

that the evil are strong and the good die.
Overcome by terrible predictions,

its beautiful face burns with love,
but it speaks the truth of all things
with its lips, clotted with blood.

Alistair Noon's translations from the Russian include Pushkin's Bronze
Horseman (Longbarrow Press), Anna Akhmatova (www.balticsealibrary.de)
and Osip Mandelstam (various online and print magazines). From German
he has translated WW1 Poet August Stramm (Intercapillary Space) and
contemporary poet Monika Rinck (Barque Press). A first full-length collec-
tion of his own poetry, Earth Records, appeared from Nine Arches Press in
2012 and has been shortlisted for the Michael Murphy Memorial Award.

*© Alistair Noon 7



Ossip Mandelstam (1891 - 1938)
Ocwunt Manpesnbirram (1891 - 1938)

Translated by Tony Brinkley* and Raina Kostova**

Tristia

I have studied the science of leaving

in night's unbraided sorrows.

Oxen ruminate - the waiting lingers to the final
hour of the city's vigil - and I honor rituals

from that other night - the rooster crowing -

under the weight of journey's sadness,

the tear-stained eyes raised, gazing at the distance,
a woman grieving mingled with the muses' singing.

At the sound of "leaving", who can know

the separation that awaits us, the augury

in a rooster's exclamations? When fire

lights the acropolis and now

a new life dawns - an ox chews idly

in his stall - why does the rooster

the new life's crier -

beat his wings from his perch on the city's walls?

I love the simplicity of weaving;:

the shuttle twists; a spindle hums.

And look: like swansdown, how

barefooted Delia flies toward us!

How bare the warp of this life is! How

meager blessing's language! All of this

recurred before. All of it repeats.

For us it is the moment's recognition that is sweet.

*©Tony Brinkley ~ **©Raina Kostova






Ailing swallow, teach me if you will,
you who are forgetting how to fly,
how to steer without a sail or wing,
but with a grave above me in the air.

And for Mikhail Lermontov

I give a rigorous tally,

how the stooped learn from the grave,
and how an aerial pit attracts.

2.

Like grapes that stir and rustle,

these communities of worlds alarm us,

and the tents of outstreched constellations -
tensile clusters - oils of golden constellations -
hover over us like stolen cities,

Yagodas, gossips, berries of toxic

cold, gilded slips of the tongue.

3.

Through an ether decimally-labeled

the light-world of velocities, ground to a beam,
starts the count, translucent

with the radiant pain and mole of zeroes.

But triangular, crane-like

across a fields of fields a new field flies,
news flies along a path of glowing dust,
a battle radiates from yesterday.

News flies along a path of glowing dust -
I am not Waterloo, I am not Leipzig,

and I am not the Battle of Nations.

I - the new - from me comes light to light.

In marbled-back, an oyster's deep recess,
the light of Austerlitz dies out -

the Mediterranean swallow squints -

the plague-infested sand of Egypt sticks.
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4.

An Arabian medley, muddled, tangled, crumbling -
world-light of velocities, ground to a beam -

on my retina the beam pauses

in my eye on squinted feet.

Millions of dead men cheaply killed

have walked a path through emptiness.

Good night! Best wishes to them all!

from this facade, the face of these earth-fortresses.

Sky of the trenches, incorruptible,

sky of mass, of wholesale deaths,

beyond, behind - away from you - entirely -
I am moving with my lips in darkness.

Beyond the craters, the voronki, behind embankments,
scree, osypi - where he lingered, darkened,
overturning - gloomy, pockmarked, ospennyi,

the unsettled graves' belittled genius.

5.

Foot soldiers die nicely,

the night choir crows nicely,

over Schweik's flattened smile,

above the poultry-lance of Don Quixote,
over the bird-knight's metatarsus.

The cripple befriends the human:

both will find employment.

And tapping at the margins of the century's eyelids -
families of wooden crutches chattering -
friendship, comrades! - the earth's orb!

6.

Is it for this the skull unfolds -

temple to temple - an entire span:

that armies, their soldiers, still murmur softly
through the precious sockets of his eyes?

11



A skull unfolds from living -

temple to temple - the entire span -

teasing itself with a purity of stitches,

readying itself as the cupola of insight,

foaming with thinking, dreaming itself itself -

the cup of cups and fatherland of fatherlands -

a cap embroidered with an astral rib -

good fortune's cap of happiness and blessings -
Shakespeare's father.

7.

The ash-tree's clarity, the sycamore's vigilance,
reddening barely, speed toward home -

as if they were casting spasms as magic,
addressing each heaven with its dull fires.

What allies us, only the superfluous,

before us - not the failure, but an error

in the measure - with no model - and the air,
enough to breathe, to fight

for air is glory that is unlike any other.

Is magic packed and stored

in voids of empty space for this,

that white stars, racing backward,
barely reddening, speed toward home?

And casting on my consciousness, half-spasmed
being - without option -

whether I drink this potion,

whether it is my head that I am eating under fire?

Do you sense, stepmother of the gypsy star's
encampment - Night - what is to be?



8.
Blood swells the aortas
and the rows resound in a whisper:
- I was born in '94,
I was born in '92...
And, squeezing in my fist - a kulak - clutching the used
year, the worn out year of my birth - herding
with the crowd as one
with my bloodless mouth I whisper:
I was born on the night of the second and third
of January, in '91 - the ninety-first -
a year without hope - and centuries

encircle me with fire.
2 March 1937-1938, Voronezh, Moscow, elsewhere
Translated by Tony Brinkley and Raina Kostova

Tony Brinkley teaches English at the University of Maine.

Raina Kostova teaches English and Comparative Literature at Jack-
sonville State University. Their essays on Osip Mandelstam have
appeared in Shofar and Modernism/Modernity; their translations of his
poetry, in Beloit Poetry Journal, New Review of Literature, Cerise Press,
and Hungarian Review. Brinkley's poetry has been published in Another
Chicago Magazine, Beloit Poetry Journal, New Review of Literature, Cerise
Press, Drunken Boat, Otoliths, Hungarian Review, and Poetry Salzburg
Review. He is the author of Stalin's Eyes (Puckerbrush Press) and the
co-editor with Keith Hanley of Romantic Revisions (Cambridge Univer-
sity Press).
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ERE

The fire destroys
My dry life, -
So now I sing
Wood, not stone.

It's light and rough:
The heart of oak

And a fisherman's oar
Are from one trunk.

Drive the piles tight,
The hammers, strike
Of a wooden Eden

Where things are light.
1915

A Decembrist

A gentle senate is a proof of it:

Such things will never die! -

He wrapped himself in a robe and puffed a pipe
While people played chess nearby.

He traded his ambitious dream for a wooden hut
In a God-forsaken Siberian nook,

Venomous lips that uttered the truth about

A woeful world clasped a fanciful chibouk.

The German oaks roared for the first time then,
And Europe wept in the snares,

The horses of black chariots pranced when

The triumphal quadrigae turned to wide squares.

Blue punch used to burn in broad glasses
With a wide slush of the samovar,

And a friend spoke from the Rein's shores,
A freedom-loving guitar.
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* * *

Because I could not hold your hands in mine,

Since I betrayed your salty tender lips,

I must wait for the dawn in the thick acropolis now -
How I hate those ancient weeping wooden walls.

In the darkness Achaian warriors equip their horse
And rip firmly into the walls their jagged saws,
The dry tumult of blood would never cease,

And there is no name, no sound, no cast of you.

How did I dare think that you would return!

Why did I leave you, why did I go ahead!

The dark has not scattered and the cock has not crowed yet,
And the glowing ax has not yet pierced the wood.

A transparent tear of resin ran down the walls,

And the city feels its wooden ribs, but the blood

Rushed out to the stairs and went in to the assault,

And thrice the men saw a tempting image in their dream.

Where is sweet Troy, where is the king's, where is the maidens' home?
It will be destroyed, Priam's starling nest,

And the wooden rain of arrows will pour down,

And more arrows grow like a hazel grove from earth.

A sting of the last star dies painlessly out,
And a grey swallow of the morning knocks on the window pane,
And a slow day like an ox in the haystack wakes up

Stirring on the rugged squares after a long dream.
1920

Ian Probstein, assistant professor of English in Tour College, New York, a
bilingual English-Russian poet and translator of poetry, is writing poetry
and on poetry. He published seven books of poetry in Russian, one in
English, and more than twenty books and anthologies of poetry in translati-
on. He has translated poetry from English, Spanish, Italian, and Polish into
Russian and from Russian into English. A bilingual edition of Complete Poerms
and Selected Cantos of Ezra Pound , which he complied, edited, commented,
and of which he is one of the major translators, was the Best Book of 2003 in

19






Roald Mandelstam (1932-1961)
Poase, Mannensinram (1932-1961)

Translated by Ian Probstein*

* * *

I did not know why I woke up,
But my longing for you is light
Like scarlet clouds that fly

Over the world of glass streets.

The thoughts dance, melt, drown,

So transparent and so smart

As the balcony's patterned shadow

Of the moon that streams in the window.

I don't wish a better life

Or a better fairy-tale:

A stone in my lane is like
Poppies in the fields of Monet.

EE

Why do you sleep, Margarita?

Listen: the dreams flock together and cling,
The windows are tightly shut

By the leaves of the moonlit spring.

The orchard, turning blue,
Dreams covered by a gentle sleep:
There, on the bent branches
Strange birds perch.

When I raise my eyelids a bit
In the blaze of a new day,

By those fast intelligent birds
I am instantly carried away.

*© Jan Probstein



But your enchanted dream
Will not be disturbed - until dawn
There'll be no answer. What's left?...
Just to sing under the window...
To sing.
2 January 1953

* * *

It's a joy to long for you,

But I've known for a long time
That no one can reconcile
Hellas' body with India's soul.

A starry gold of blizzards groans

Over the smoke of a snow-white land -
Do not strangle me with a swarthy loop
Of your yearning cool hands.

Am I doomed by ironic God

On my starless way through the night
To burn like an anxious meteorite
And to die in your embrace?

EE

With a hopeless dream of happiness
I stand on the threshold of the day,
She is beautiful as the sun,

But she doesn't love me, alas.

I can easily conquer the world

With the mighty rhythms of my dreams,
But my priceless pearls of rhymes
Cannot buy me her love.

The laws of love are tough!
I can't change them if I try.
I know I am doomed to die
In front of her balcony.
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A Visit to the Beloved on the Autumn Night

An unbaked moon's pancake

Fries on the jagged stoves of the squares.
I ride on the humpbacked bridge,

A steed of the river valleys.

Through a narrow corridor
Into the midnight,
Through the thoughts about fallen leaves
He came in a golden wear
A tranquil toreador.

An old glass ball of the door
Cracks in front of me:

A golden cuffed porter's hand
Offers me Swiss brie.

Exposing blue mould,

The stairs fall down:

Past stained-glass windows,
Spirochete of cold stairs.

Majolica beasts arise, -

I throw an electric bell's chill

Behind an iron jaw of the door
Seized by the stupor of an oak dream.

The meeting is unexpected:

The splinters of chalk-like speeches
And night's iron cast pedestal

Are not being helpful at all.

The impossible dream of happiness

Has to die on the threshold of the dawn:
Yes, she is beautiful as the sun!

No, she does not love me at all.

23



ECE S

Born by an autumn gutter,

A bastard without honor,

I'll die as a stray dog under
The window of a former bride.

She won't open the window
The entire summer, thinking
That in that gutter

A dead cat is stinking.

Then the soul that in silence
Mourned its shame,

Will be revived in a carved

Body of a light-legged, fast wolf.

Where the moss grows

Blue as a morning dew,

The pearls of the dew will wash
My light-legged pack.

Cowardly gossips will rush
Along the town of disgrace,
But proud mighty wolves
Despise revenge.

* * *

The War of Red and White Rose goes on in the skies:

The tears of lamps and the stars have dried in its lights.

The road of the red quadriga will never end:
The dawn rose adorned with gold -
The sugar lamps will melt
In the red godl of strong tea.
-Vanish! Wane! It's wrong
To darken the city with groans:
If Pierot's bride is gone,
Poor Pierot must bite his tongue.

24

































le Dmitry Kuzmin Amvurpunt Kysemuma

bhon Ruiseanais - Crisdean MhicllleBhain*
Translated into Gaelic by
Crisdean MhicllleBhain/Christopher Whyte*

* X *

Bha moran rudan a dhith orm
’s mi nam leanabh. Cha robh duin” ann
leis an cluichinn cluich” an ospadail,
riamh cha d” fhuair mi steatascop ‘'nam laimh;
nach neonach a tha sin,
greim a bhith agad air ionnsramaid fhuair mheatailt
’s tu ga dluthachadh ri craiceann teth cuideigin eile:
bidh an dithis dhibh teth, ach eadaraibh
a’ mheatailt fhuar. (Aon uair,
ann an ospadal mor airson daoine beairtich,
’s mise faighinn a-steach le cuideachadh
bho bhalach a bha gaol agam air uair,
chunnaic mi mar a chaidh an teothachadh ro-laimh -
an steatoscop, ’s an spain cuideachd
a chuireas iad nad sgornan,
bha iad a” cleachdadh inneil reidh speisealta).
Ach chan eil sin a” tachairt a-nis, a-nis
beanaidh mo mheoir air ball
rid chraiceann teth, ged a tha iad fuar
‘s an deidh sin sleamhnaichidh iad sios.
Chan eil feum air ionnsramaidean eadarainn,
tha sinn 0g ’s lomnochd a-cheana.
Ach roimhe seo, roimhe seo - nuair nach duraiginn
beantainn ri duin’ eile seach mi fhin -
b” urrainnear le steatascop,
ach le laimh cha b’ urrainnear.
Bha sin a dhith orm, 's mi ‘'nam leanabh.

*©Crisdean MhicllleBhain/ Christopher Whyte
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Dmitry Kuzmin was born in 1968 in Moscow. He graduated from the
Moscow State Pedagogical University in 1993, then in 2005 got a PhD from
Samara State Pedagogical University. Since 1993 he works as a head of
ARGO-RISK Publishers (about 20 titles of present-day Russian poetry year-
ly), since 2006 he is also editor in chief of “Vozdukh” (“Air”), a quarterly
poetry magazine. He has published several translations of poetry from
English (Auden, cummings, Stevens, Ashbery, CK Williams e.a.), French,
Ukrainian etc. Selected poems and translations by Kuzmin, Horosho byt’
zhivym (It’s fine to be alive), as a hard-back of 400 pages, won Moskovsky
Stchet (Moscow Count) award for the best debut poetry collection. His
study on the theoretical and historical aspects of one-line poetry is forthco-
ming this year at Novoye Literaturnoye Obozreniye (New Literary Review
Publishers).

Crisdean MacllleBhain / Christopher Whyte (b. 1952) has published four
novels in English. His fifth collection of poetry in Scottish Gaelic will appear
this autumn. He has translated Kavafis and Achmatova into Gaelic, and
Rilke, Pasolini and Tsvetaeva into English. Since 2005 he has been based in
Budapest, Hungary.
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Four Centuries Library

Here are the books donated to the Library:

A. Books by separate poets.

In English

Donated by James Kates and Zephyr Press:

48. Aizenberg, Mikhail: level with us. Translated by J. Kates. Governors Bay:
Cold Hub Press, 2011, 28 p., ISBN 978-0-473-17395-1

49. Aizenberg, Mikhail: Say Thank You. Translated by J. Kates. Brookline,
Mass.: Zephyr Press, 2007, 109 p., ISBN 978-0-939010-88-2

50. Aygi, Gennady: Salute - to Singing. Translated by Peter France. Brookli-
ne, Mass.: Zephyr Press, 2002, 95 p., ISBN 0-939010-69-0

51. Gandlevsky, Sergey: A Kindred Orphanhood. Translated by Philip
Metres. Brookline, Mass.: Zephyr Press, 2003, 105 p., ISBN 0939010755

52. Ignatova, Elena: The Diving Bell. Translated by Sibelan Forrester.
Brookline, Mass.: Zephyr Press, 2006, 133 p., ISBN 0-939010-85-2

53. Naiman, Anatoly: Lions and Acrobats. Translated by Margo Shohl
Rosen & F. D. Reeve. Brookline, Mass., 2005, 125 p., ISBN 0-93901082-8

54. Polonskaya, Anzhelina: Paul Klee's Boat. Translated by Andrew Wachtel.
Brookline, Mass.: Zephyr Press, 2013, 154 p., ISBN 978-0-9832970-7-9

55. Porvin, Aleksey: Live by Fire. Thirteen poems. Translated by J. Kates.
Governors Bay: Cold Hub Press, 2011, 28 p., ISBN 978-0-473-18765-1

56. Sapgir, Genrikh: Psalms. 1965-1966. Translated by ]. Kates. Governors
Bay: Cold Hub Press, 2012, 40 p., ISBN 978-0-473-19721-6

57. Shcherbina, Tatiana: an offshoot of sense. Translated by J. Kates. Gover-
nors Bay: Cold Hub Press, 2011, 28 p., ISBN 978-0-473-17958-8

58. Shcherbina, Tatiana: The Score of the Game. Translated by J. Kates.
Brookline, Mass.: Zephyr Press, 2003, 126 p., ISBN 0-939010-73-9

59. Sosnora, Viktor: A Million Premonitions. Translated by Dinara Georgeo-
liani and Mark Halperin. Brookline, Mass.: Zephyr Press, 2004, 135 p., ISBN
0-939010-76-3

Many thanks to Mr James Kates and Zephyr Press for this generous donation!

B. Anthologies.

In English

46. Modern Russian Poetry. Selected and translated by Jack Lindsay. Lon-
don: Vista Books, 1960, 48 p.

Donated by James Kates and Zephyr Press:

47. In the Grip of Strange Thoughts. Russian Poetry in a New Era. Selected
and Edited by James Kates. Brookline, Mass., 1999, 444 p., ISBN 0-939010-
57-7

Many thanks to Mr James Kates and Zephyr Press for this generous donation!
Donated by Ancient Cypres Press: 37



60. Leo Yankevich: Selected Translations. Fort Lauderdale: Ancient Cypress
Press, 2013, 60 p., ISBN 978-0-9889648-3-9

Among translations poems by Lermontov, Yesenin, Blok.

Many thanks to Ancient Cypress Press Publishers for this generous donation!
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