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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
languages

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 29.
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Farewell to thee, my poor Russia,
The land of slaves, the land of lords,
Policemen wearing blue coats,
Obeying them servile hordes.

Maybe, beyond the ridge Caucasian,
I'll hide away from tsars of thine,
From their sharp all-seeing eyeballs,

From their overhearing spies.
1841

The Sail

White sail seen alone and distant
Thick fog is covering blue sea!..
What is it looking for out there?
Why did it leave its shore so lee?

Waves playing -- wind is whistling,
The mast is bending with a creak...
Alas! Not happiness it's seeking
And not from happiness it flees!
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A brief spark might crackle,

Burst -- meet with answering burst.
(An Apocrypha of hands might

Be concealed in a handshake!)

O there might be a simultaneous drop
Of our clothing, flat as a sword --

In a paradise of male deities,

In a paradise of male victories!

And so, among the adolescents:
Among our equals,

In the fresh latitudes

Of morning, in the great fires

Of these games -- on the dry wind
Long live the impassivity of our souls!
In a paradise of Tarpeian cliffs,

In a paradise of Spartan friendships!
20 June 1922

* * *

When, if ever dear God,

Will you let fall upon my life
The serenity of grey hair,

The serenity of your altitudes.

When, at last, in the grand silences
Of those first light blues

Will my own high shoulder

Have borne all of life.

You, dear God, alone,

Alone, and none of you, know

How I loosed myself from clumps of white
For a deep and mountainous blue.
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Marina Tswetajewa (1892 -1941)
Mapwuna Liseraesa (1892 - 1941)

Russian Translation of Charles Baudelaire's "Le Voyage"

Retranslated into English by Tony Brinkley*

Sailing
for Maxime du Camp
1
A boy at night is stirred by images of ships --
past every wave, a prospect -- past every
prospect, waves, the mir -- so vast in lamplight! --
and how infinitely small in memory's eye!

One foul day -- inhuman longing is
unwilling to be anchored -- we board
ship to meet immensity -- sea-bound --
without horizons -- dreaming. What

impels us? Some escape a fatherland
they loathe -- some, boredom -- ennui
by the fire -- others, Circe's lashes that
have shaded half-a-lifetime -- now with

hope -- not to become the beasts in Circe's
gardens -- sailing -- stupified as long as
burning ice and fiery suns have not
erased the scars from the witch's teeth.

True sailors sail -- without intention -- sailing
to sail -- swallowing the latitudes -- where
every dawn will celebrate new dwellings --
even dying -- still... still "Forward!" --

*© Tony Brinkley, translation, 2019
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look -- the clouds -- the look of their desires! --
for a young man -- love, and cannon fire

for the new recruit! The edge of things is
offering us the names that no one speaks.

2
And now the horror -- to be a spinning ball --
a whirling top. And late at night in dreams
when Fever whips us like a spitefull Angel --
invisibly how lashes blight the world.

Our strange game with its moving targets! -- being
nowhere -- then the targets could be anywhere? --
a game where people hunt their shadows --
behind a phantom boat on phantom water ...

Our souls like vessels bounds for Eldorado --
there! -- the blissful country? straits? a channel? --
suddenly the mountains, chasms, hydras -- seas
from Hell -- the lookout's outcry -- "Blessings! --

Passion! -- Paradise!" -- the Reef! The smallest
island that our lookout spies (we fancy lands
with amber fruit, with azure water, emerald
lawns -- while basalt cliffs reflect the sunrise) ...

"Land!" Our crazed lookout screams.
Then feed him to the ocean, shackle
the naive liar -- creating more Americas
with figments from the ocean's gray expanses.

Old man travelling -- each night in a ditch --
who stares all dreams of power in the eye --
enough for him to sight another Eden

in a tower's blinking, attic light.
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3
Such sailors -- what a story
in your eyes -- sea chasms!
caskets of memories -- hidden
treasures Nereus never saw.

Hurl us -- without steam or sails! --
to visions framed in blue
(stretched canvases -- your
paintings -- bewitch eyes).

What do you see then? What have you seen?

4

"The constellations. Tide-swell,
yellow sand -- still burning to this day -- storms
pounding -- boulder-reefs ... but nothing hides
the boredom -- for us as bored as here.

"Lilac seas in evening's luster -- cities by the
sea in diadems of light -- for us give birth to
longing -- our faithful, melancholy poison -- like
a warrior resting on a field of splendor -- This!

"Narrow, gracious bridges, glorious buildings --
sadly, notwithstanding -- for us are matched by
hail -- by that! which Random-Genius shapes
from clouds... And blank eyes find their Eden.

"From earth's sweetness -- crueler visions!
Dream -- eternity's great oak the ground feeds --
growing taller -- passionately desires,
grasps at heaven, for the sun and moon.

"How tall? Much taller! Than the persistent
cypress?...
Look! -- what from the seas we've brought
you -- palace-faces, this profile of a headland -- but
more than any present -- for all of you -- the miles!
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"On porphyry columns gazing at the
the world, the elephant idols greet us --
palace carvings, lines of flight in stone,
a dream to bankrupt bankers ...

"Costumed for intoxicating guilt --
clawed women, dyed with henna --
bronze-green brazen men in reptile collars."

5
And then? and this? and more?

6

" A child's insistence? ...

"But -- not to forget -- to tally our journeys:
from vineyards to palm-fronds of glacial
moss -- everywhere -- anywhere -- circling
the planet -- wherever -- we witness

"the comedy of evil: women, infantilized,
slaved to their beds -- thoughts blush their
foreheads -- and men, servants, slaves, in
castles and tenements -- but always slave

"slave! Torturers flower -- in martyrs' wounds;
gluttons in blood -- dance on the bones;
the humbled masses -- unbridled tyrants;
the rich bundle fears while slaves sweep

"the dust-bins. The One Religion -- multiplied --
dozens -- leading to paradise -- often to evil!
Ascetics in chains -- their self-indulgences --
sensual skin -- silk sensualities --

"kitsch -- people's gossip -- two-day affairs --
while battle-scarred wrestlers pitch their
Creator on underworld bonfires: "My
Lord! Doppelganger! Oh how I curse you!"
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"A few -- loving madness -- shorten their weariness,
day after day -- dive in the ocean -- without
meditation -- in oceans of opium... Eternity's
Earth-Mother feeds us these bulletins!"

7
"Fruitless, bitter -- science of journeys --
always the same, the same face to face us --
today and tomorrow, coffin-walled -- always --
an oasis of horror in a desert of anguish.

"Will you fly? Stay? Or run! -- weighed down
by a milestone -- hide like a mole or run,
race, in flight -- to circumvent Time (the old
dandy, the Rake) like the Wandering Jew,

"or like the Apostles, under sail, under
steam, crossing the seas on the day
slaughter calls -- while others, walled
in, cope with the Fiend ... But try --

"grasp the Time -- "Forward!" -- faith
follows -- as we sailed to Peru in
the beginning -- we'll face Aurora
across lacquered oceans -- over black

"waters. Through underworld straits we'll
travel cheerfully -- out of the darkness,
voices call out to us: "Bring us your
longing -- you who are famished --

"here is the lotus, fruit for your hunger --
gather the fruit, taste our last oozings -- here --
every season, each day -- lotus-moistures --
where lotus dreams suck all desire..."

"Seductive tongues! Underworld nectars!...
Drawn with each stroke into the black water.
And we will sing to you -- parched from the fire --

"Refresh your heart -- swim to Electra!"
Four Centuries. Russian Poetry in Translation, 20, 2019
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8
Death! My old Captain! It's time! The wind rises!
Death! It is time. This climate bores us!
Though water and sky are black as ink,
a thousand suns have dawned within us!

Misled sailors reveal the gulfs --
hunger for things the sun surveys --
dive where Eden and Hell are one --
in unknown depths -- to find the New!

Tony Brinkley, born 1948, is a Professor of English at the University of
Maine. His poetry has appeared in Another Chicago Magazine, Beloit Poetry
Journal, New Review of Literature, Cerise Press, Drunken Boat, Otoliths, Hungari-
an Review, and Poetry Salzburg Review. His translations from Russian, Ger-
man, French, and Hungarian have appeared in Shofar, Beloit Poetry Journal,
New Review of Literature, Cerise Press, MayDay, World Literature Today, Hunga-
rian Review, Four Centuries, and Drunken Boat. He is the author of Stalin’s
Eyes (Puckerbrush Press) and the coeditor with Keith Hanley of Romantic
Revisions (Cambridge University Press).

Tony Brinkley in Four Centuries:
4,2013, p. 41, Oleg Yuriev

5, 2013, p. 8, Osip Mandelstam

10, 2015, p. 25, Irina Mashinski

11, 2015, p. 14, Marina Tsvetaeva
13, 2016, p.11-19, Marina Tsvetaeva
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XXI

Amitpin KyspMiH
HAvurpuin KyssMuH

IMepexitan ykpaiHcbkoro Jlecuk Ilanacrox™
Translated into Ukrainian by Lesyk Panasiuk*

L S

HEMOBJIA
TUXEHBbKO
IIOXPOIIy€

13 T'YYHICTIO MY>KMKa 3a CTIHOIO
B [IaHeJIbHOMY OYyIVHKY

CBiTa€

y cajy IIifl BIKHOM

13 TOOIBHWYKY TSI CUHUII
BIJIITAE COVIKA

* * *

11i prb'sa4i oui OavyaTk Hapo#, HaCKpPi3b, Ha BCIO IIIMOMHY
KYT IIOJISI 30PY PO3TOPHYTUN Y IIPSIMY

HapoJI, IoIlepeay, Hapoz IpaBopyd 1 JIiBOpyd

Tpeba pyXaTiCh IIOBUIBHO B IIbOMY B'SI3KOMY CepelOBUIIIi
IIPOTVCKATMCS KPi3hb OPpariIiCTy I'yIly Hapozy

I1I0 XMMEPHO 3aJIOMJTIOE 00p1ICH JHA

COPOM 'SI3JIMIBO XOBAE€ IIIIOPU

11i prO's1di 04i OKPYIIIIOIOT JIiHIIO TOPU30HTY
3aropTaroTh Kpal BCepeHy

3a KOPZOHOM YOPHO 1 HeMa Hi4oro

CBITJIO 31 CXOJ1y HIKOJIV He BUIIe 3 YOPHOIL AipU

oor Emamnirreriia Buragamk, ajie He 3JI0BMUCHMK

11eM1 Hapoy i3 ycix O0KiB, OyKBaJIbHO BCIOM

Ppm0'sdi OUi He 3aTUTIOINIII, TIOTJIST He BimBemert

© Omvurput Kysemun, 2019

* © Lesyk Panasiuk, translation, 2019 21
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€. C

3pyuno HeHaBuiTy Pociro 3 JIaTsii.

3pyuno HeHaBuaiTi Pocito 3 AMepuku.

bintbir abo meHI1 3pyuHO HeHaBuaiTH Pocito 3 geskimx paroHiB

Yxpainmn,

aste 3 Kpumy ta 3 [JoHbOacy He HagTO 3py4dHO.

[TopiBHAHO 3py4uHO HeHaBuaiT Pociro 3 Mocksm.

3Ha4vHO He3pyuHiIe -- i3 [ lepmi 1 OmcbKa,

Jle MICTSIH pO3BaXkalOTh MOJIeJUIIO IIMOeHMIIi B HaTypaJIbHy
BeJIVIUVIHY.

Hyxe He3pyuHo HeHaBUiTH Pociro 3 JIaburaHri.

['os10Ba TaMopounThCs, CYITbHA CJIa0KICTB,

IIOKOJIIOBAHHS B IAJIbIISIX, OHIMIHHS PYK.

CyxicTb y pOTi HOCTiVIHA, HE BUXOAWTD HAIIUTICSI BOAOKO.

® Ok Xk

IHTeNireHIg KaXke: HEMOXXJIVIBO.
Iurernirenitis ynrasa 'anny ApeHnr.
IHTesTireHIid KaXke: HeCTePITHO.
IaTemnirentisg unrasia Illasramosa.
IaTenireHiis kaxe: 0e3CDIL.
InTernirenmia unrtasia PosaHoBa, IIpo BapeHHs.
AJle SKIIOo 3armMTaTV IHTeJIITeHIHIO:

ochb TOD1, iHTeJlireHIIi€, BepBeuka B PyKu
BiJI, ITeTJIl Ha Il 11€T Cy i,

ITHOTO HavaJIbHMKAa KOJIOHIT,

LIbOI'0 TeJIeXY PHAJIICTa,

LIbOI'0 HalllOHAJIbHOTO JIiJiepa,

-- 3aTATHeIl KOB3HUV By30J1?

Hi? O1xe, IIOKM MOXJIVBO.

Hi? Otxe, 110KM cTeprHo.

22
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< mic/1sa HoBepHeHHs 3 Baprmasm>

1

By Oneanpgposa,
KoymmHA [lapTrsanceka,
HIYMM He IIPUMITHA.
T'opoberip

ciga€ Ha ITOJIOHIO.
1995

2

Ha posi Oneangposot

Ta MapI1asikoBcbKo1
Mysen HapogHOI maM'sTi
3aUMHEeHU

Ha PEeMOHT.
2008

Lesyk Panasiuk is an Ukranian translator, poet, and designer. He is the
author of three books of poetry and a co-author of one poetry zine. He has
translated How to Forgive the Snow (2019) by Artem Werle and Epidemic of
Roses (2019) by Valzhyna Mort. He is also a co-translator of Dmitry
Kuzmin's Blankets Are Not Provided (2018). Lesyk Panasiuk has won a num-
ber of literary contests, such as Young Poets' Rupublic (2013), Smoloskyp
Publishers' Literary Competition (2013, 2014) or International Slavic Poetry Prize
(2018). Besides being a co-founder of educational art project Poetry. Transla-
tion. Performance (2017) he has taken part in various art festivals in the
Ukraine and abroad. He translates works of contemporary writers from
Russian, Belorussian, English and Polish into Ukranian.

Dmitry Kusmin in Four Centuries:

5, 2013, p.35, translated into Gaelic by Christopher Whyte

11, 2015, p.23-24, translated into French by Alexandr Petrossov

16, 2017, p.33-38, translated into Ukranian by Fridrich Tschernishow
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Four Centuries Library

Here are the books donated to the Library:

In German
133. Mandelstam, Ossip: Das zweite Leben. Spate Gedichte und Notizen.
Miinchen, Wien: Carl Hanser Verlag, 1991

134. Mandelstam, Ossip: Tristia. Gedichte 1916-1925. Frankfurt: Fischer Ta-
schenbuch Verlag, 1996



