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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 38.



XIX
Alexander Shenin (1803 - 1855)

Artexcanp lenns (1803 - 1855)

A Cadet's Escapades

extracts from a long poem in two parts

Translated by Alex Cigale*

Book 1

I

Tomorrow, I depart from our academy,

A full-fledged corporal of the Royal Guard,
A red fringed mantle round my shoulders,
And very soon I'll be turning twenty one.

Alas, so sad that shortly I'll be leaving

The venerable pink old house on Garden Ring,
Where our debauchery knew no bounds,
Where the law of Sodom was enshrined.

A word of explanation here in order,

I'll tell you that all the military cadets

In the capital of our northern province
Are known philanderers, buggers or johns.

I wish in every detail now to share

With you the story of my escapades,
Among high society's exquisitely refined,
Pampered, and spoiled upper echelons.

Our day and age has seen revived the glory

Of ancient Rome and Greece and the Near East;
Those fabulous, long-standing customs

Have bloomed yet once again in their excess.

* Alex Cigale, translation, 2014



In sum, I was deprived of my innocence

The moment I was admitted to the ranks;
I was immediately corrupted,

And now, the sin of Sodom's my delight.
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First among officers to become my suitor

Was a tall and handsome, dark-eyed adjutant.
He didn't waste much time or effort to

Tell me: "When will you give me what I want?"

He queried me directly, embraced me boldly,
Kissed me all over, wildly, passionately.

My ears began to tingle and my head spun;
My cheeks turned beet-red and I was stunned,

As though turned to stone under his spell...
He bossed over all of us, his the upper hand;
Being intelligent, skilled, and educated,

He easily cast all our objections aside:

It wasn't long before I too became his bride.
He took me by the hand and led me upstairs
Where the sheets and pillows lay piled up;

I followed quivering in my boots, uncertainly.

"You've come to our regiment so recently,
You cannot possibly yet know our ways.

We live here merrily, downright wonderfully.
And you will be our lady-in-waiting cadet.

It will not do that you remain a virgin.

You must take one of us as your gentleman.
And since to make a wise choice isn't easy,
Do not delay, choose me, I'm your best bet."

Together, he and I lay down on the sofa
And both of us stripped off our pants.



He had his fill of gazing at my bottom
And then he slipped his thin long pole inside.

I must say that at first it hurt a little,

Just when his shaft did penetrate my bum,

But soon enough I learned to like his diddle,
My lover took full pride in calling me his "son",

That he had won his bid to pop my cherry.
Before that point in time my heart was pure,
And only now I knew what love was really like.
Amor, my lord of coquetry attractive,

Had stuck his arrow straight into my heart;

I was in love, at first without measure,

With all-my soul though without knowing why.
When I did whisper in his ear so gently

That he for me is the perfect, ideal man,

He would feel up my ass and do it roughly,
And begged me please to let him bugger mine
Like a lady. His passion was so great that I

Powerlessly looked on as my great love,

Pure fire of the heart, was snuffed to nothing.
His name for me, in laughter and abandonment,
Was "my dearest and most sentimental lady",

And the meaning of his filthy, debased words,
[ came to understand better as time went on.
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No longer do I dare to doubt it,

My soul was created a woman's, a gal's.

My inclination is for manly muscles,

And I was given in life the lady's part.

My mind thinks only womanly ideas

And when I sing my voice is an octave high.



Being fragile, fearful, passive, it is fine
To list me a member of the weaker sex.

My derriere is broad, fat and capacious,
But with a waist that's narrow like a child's,
And for a man I'd say my height is slight;

A lady's shoe-size being a point of pride,

All find enthralling my womanly glide.

I waive my ass around like a magic wand,
Against my snowy skin my blue eyes shine:
It's only a regret I do not have a cunt,

That all a man can do is stroke my penis,
And with my fire-filled butt I still cannot,
Though much I've tried, replace a twat.
Its entryway commodious and hairless,

My lips are petite, pinkish-purplish, plump,
And my coquettish nose always turned up.
With dark blue eyes, exquisite face, a blonde,
I'm definitely a Miss and not, my Sir, a man.

IV

At first I was more than a little modest,

I stuck my ass out but thought it crass,

With a young girl's face and a gaze of longing,
And a smile endearing I played the part.

A youth whose looks are like a little lady's,
Everyone here I quickly managed to charm,
My body capable of giving pleasure,

I began to burn up everyone with lust.

And soon enough they all for me had fallen,
My lover was not the jealous kind,

He didn't care for cause or explanations,
Having all sorts of sordid things in mind.



I took upon myself to learn the ways of fashion,
My nickname soon became Cadet Devine.
I took all lovers on and when they offered
I gently, lovingly squeezed their hands in mine.

Invariably the gentlemen that very moment
Would ask if we could make a date that night.
And every evening a different swain would
Join me, one after another, to share my bed.

The regiment began to swirl with rumor,

I had loose morals, was a whore, a tart.
Batting my eyelashes, flashing "come-hither",
I prayed on my lovers, and made them hard.

My red lips working overtime I licked them
Generously, getting their pricks to stand up.
And with my swollen, capacious backside
Ardently pumped them, humping on and on.

I dove into the depth of tortuous pleasure,
And then a new diversion joined my repertoire.

Vv

All sort of other kinds of mischief followed
And with no special effort on my part

I managed to make valuable connections
Among our bleak capital's mounds and lumps.

That winter I diligently made the rounds

Of all the masquerades in women's clothes,
My costume, ladies wear, I displayed proudly,
Arrayed in lacey gossamer silk stockings
Gartered on buttons just above the knee.

Like a Parisienne, an alluring sight,

In high couture sandals to dance at the ball,
And oversized bows dripping from all sides.
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Fashionable dress out of a French catalogue,
Face fully covered, or a black domino mask,
Backside perfumed with eau de cologne,
I aimed to hide my unobrtusive member

Behind a front of sweetly scented flowers;
Hems of my cambric shirt trimmed round
With a broad fringe of hand-knitted lace,
And underneath my skirt, my naked thighs.

My bracelet dazzled them with diamonds:
Ball gloves extending above the elbow,
And bustier exposing a nipple for a flash,
So terribly effective in giving men a rise.

I was exceptionally happy then, felt alive.
Innocently flirting with everyone

I searched out all my admirers so we could
Peacefully screw at leisure later on;

I'd make a date to meet them at LeGrand's.
There, lured by sweet orgies, my participants
Would fly aboard a snowy troika sledge,
Bopping along stone-paved bumps as a gang,

Becoming thus engorged with blood and lust.
Arriving there, they'd pull my skirts up high
And opening wide my voluptuous bottom
Proceed to cover it with kisses, first, then blind

Would fuck me in the ass till I was nearly bust.
My company of friends had given me a name
Full of romantic overtones. Natasha - I was,
The honorific - young Countess Pavlovna.

I spoke pretending that I was a woman;
It happened to me more than once that I was



Doubly banged, by two lovers, from both sides:
While I was busy sucking one's cock the other

Would have his way with my behind.

And on occasion a man would take my foot
And kiss it, shod as it was in a satin pump,
While fondling and jerking off my rod,

Another penetrating with tongue my crack.
I sensed the full sweetness of their incursions
As well as if my buttocks were made a cunt;
The flush of youth seeks out carnal pleasures

To soothe all craving, and tastes of every kind.
My education, bodily and soul, had lasted
The two years of my enrollment as cadet,

And there I tasted the long forbidden fruit,

And found my love and happiness in men.

The 1843 pornographic poem, "Pokhozhdenia Pazha", though admittedly
of minor literary merit, will perhaps be of interest to some as a parody of
Pushkin, for its place in the long tradition of Petronius, Ovid, Catullus,
Boccaccio, de Sade, etc., and in light of the recent Russian “anti-gay” laws.
Though not overtly biographical, or even based in reality, the author of the
work, a respected lexicographer and instructor at a military academy, was
forced to retire and was ultimately exiled, dying in poverty. Though
circulated privately during the 1840s, it was first published only
posthumously, in 1879 in Geneva, in a limited edition of 100 copies.
Alex Cigale

Alex Cigale has been awarded a National Endowment for the Arts Fellow-
ship for his work on Mikhail Eremin. From 2011 till 2013 he was Assistant

Professor at the American University of Central Asia in Bishkek, Kyrgyz-
stan.

12






Petersburg

A yellow vapor of Petersburg winter,

Yellow snow is clinging to slabs of pavement...

I don't know where you and we are,
But I know that we are tightly blended.

Were we created by the tsar's decree?

Did the Swedes forget to drown us?

It is only the stones and scary truth that we
Have instead of the fairy-tales of the past.

The magician gave us only stones

And the rusty-brownish Neva River
And the deserts of dumb squares where
They beheaded people at dawn.

What we did have in our land,

What made our two-headed eagle soar high,
Was our dark-laurelled giant on the rock's end
That will turn tomorrow into a child's toy.

He was so terrible and brave,

Yet a wild steed failed him, alas:
The tsar could not crush the snake,
And squeezed, it became our idol.

Neither kremlins, nor relics, nor miracles,
Nor mirages, nor smiles, nor tears...

Only stones from the frozen wilderness
And a grasp of a damned error.

Even in May, when the shadows

Of white nights are spilled over the waves,
It is not the spell of spring dreams

But the poison of futile desires.
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LI

Whether a star dims

Or an earthly torment lasts,
I never pray since

I cannot pray, alas.

Time will extinguish the star,

We'll cope with torment on our own;
When I go to church, if at all

I stand next to a Pharisee, alone.

Speechless, with him I will kneel
And with him, I'll rejoice and revive...
Why then deep inside me

Should a publican grieve and strive?

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 transla-
tion. He has translated poetry from English, Spanish, Italian, and Polish

into Russian and from Russian into English. A bilingual edition of Comple-
te Poems 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 Translation and Poetry in Russia. Collected Poems of T. S.
Eliot in Russian with Dr. Probstein's 50-page introduction, 65-page com-
mentaries was published by Astrel in 2013 in Moscow's Astrel Publishing.
Mr. Probstein is also one of the three translators alongside Andrei Sergey-
ev and Victor Toporov.
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Veniamin Blazhennyi (1921 - 1999)
Benmamua briiackennsi (1921 - 1999)

Translated by Ian Probstein*

Sandglass

Sandglass shows time as if all arguments and wars
Of all the kings and shahs

And their palaces and harems were weighed

And blown like sand away.

Sandglass! Where are those noble lords

Who indulged themselves in wine and love
And caressed slave girls with tender

Sand-soft skin and hot poison in their blood?...

Sandglass! Where are those colorfull bazaars
Where those merchants with Oriental eyes
And amber beads in their hands

Who sat in their brightly painted stands?...

Sandglass! Where are those poets

Who pale with inspiration,

Sang canzoni and couplets at the courts
Of European princes? Where is their dust?

Sandglass! Where are those carnivals

Of careless Italians cities?

Where are those facemarks and lips like corals

Of graceful women - dancing wives and widows?

* © Ian Probstein, translation, 2014



Oh, sinful world - it was so hot and greedy
And proud for its valor and beauty. Alas!

It was devoured grain by grain by minutes
And sank into sand without trace like dew.

Sandglass! I watch your work

With rage and horror

As if  were rye for threshing

And had been already thrashed by time...

Sandglass! I'm perhaps still smaller than
A grain of sliding greedy sand.

I slide and sink like sand between men and women

And therefore I'm weighed down by angst.

Sandglass! How merciless is time!

It's hanging like an ax, our predestined end.
Yet, not an ax cuts down our crown -

It's sand, sand, sand...

EE S

Yet I managed to tell them before I left
That I will never be myself again,

I begged them to forgive my getting wild,
When [ lift up my bushy furry tail.

When I regain my former face at last -

Never mind that it resembles an ugly muzzle -
I will enjoy meowing and howling and

I will be proud to have a fluffy tail.

Only the beasts know all the secrets of being
Hidden in the depth of their mysterious pupils,
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Following the night with their sleepless eyes,
They roam along a cloudy Milky Way.

Only the beasts are so open-minded that
They are not afraid to go to the end of the world:
Neither heat nor cold can break them,

They are unmoved by earthly merry-go-round.
6 March 1992

EE S

I ask you to forget me completely in this world,
And scatter the needless memory of me like fluff,
And let old men and children in various ways
Call my old Biblical name of Benjamin.

And let some bore call me a fable,

He forgot that I sat like a bird on his hump

While he tried to fly with his weak wings

But could not overcome his fear and master his fate.

Well, children in their pigeon tongue

Will call me a wizard. I truly am that old sorcerer

Who once turned fearlessly the entire world upside down,
That happened in some God-forgotten year.

That happened when I was so fleshless
That only eyes were left in my frail body,
But both a bird and a beast liked me in a way,

And a dragonfly looked at the world through my eyes.
6 December 1992
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ERE

They did not need the simple confessions of an angel,
They needed man's hungry lips,

And while my childish soul wept nearby,

I heard their laughter - mocking, coarse, sweet.

So I thought that a woman was a body fodder of devil,
That buffalo cows shook the world with their heavy feet,
And above them were scarlet and crimson heights
Where God's birds were burning alive.

Then I walked away indifferently as if I were blind,
Leaving offenses, fear and sorrow behind,
Being faithful only to a magical feline crowd,

And my feline girlfriend caressed me with her furry paw.
22 March 1994

* * *

They spoke apathetically and lightly

And their speech was enlivened with jokes
And the queen of seduction reigned at the ball,
A very talkative wench.

All the trials of life seemed trifles to them
But the talk would pause for a while

As if some idol ruled the talk

With an intimate and lecherous smile.

As they were chatting at Olympus,
Their soft gestures were so graceful
And the fingers suck like lazy flies

In a raspberry syrrup of a worldly lust.
9 July 1995
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Poem of Departure

More than life I loved a miraculous bird of freedom,
The one that once loomed to me in a dream,

I have learned only a proud move of departure,
And I leave, leave - don't say your farewell to me.

I leave the talks of those with stomachs full and peaceful,

Whose stoop bald heads count profits meanwhile,

Whose each nod is meticulously designed and measured,

I'm not scared of thunder - I'm afraid of your mercantile whisper.

With indifference, I leave your high truths,
Luminaries of art, petty swindlers,

Selling lyres and brushes as goddamn goods,
Counting your pennies on soiled counters.

I am leaving you, selling rich bodies,

Masters of borsht and of sexual pleasures,

Using cabbage, onion, loins, front and rear

To back up your husbands and to steer their career.

How you value your profits and your peace of mind,
Young misers and shaky old men,

I was born an outcast and lived a wolf's life,

And I don't need a thing from your stinking hands,

This land will never forgive me my wolf's stature,
Distributed cattle will never forgive me my pride,
Lame miles drive me into an ambush astride,
And a rifle round will mark my departure.

My fate was governed only by wind and by freedom,
I don't regret a thing: I lived as my soul desired:

I roamed at dawn in the field like rain and like snow,
And thunderbolts stuck in the ravines of my ears.
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No, [ am not a wolf, not a beast - I have bitten no one,

Having roamed half a century-long way of milestones and fate,
An unknown friend to each downtrodden creature,

I was like Jesus to stray dogs and cats.

...If  happen to be in paradise, and the Lord

Will seem an unwise or misery or a funny old man,
Hungry as a dog, I will refuse his heavenly soup,
That soup, the heaven and God won't worth it a bit!

I will leave paradise - this heavenly capital city,

As I left earth and my home long time ago...

I will leave everything. I don't need a thing -

Oh, how a poor soul, a pauper can breethe freely at Last.

Benjamin Aisenshtadt (1921-1999) has chosen a pen-name Benjamin the
Blessed. In Russian the word '"blessed" can mean a freak, a jester, and a
saint. The Soviet authorities treated him as a fool, a freak, an utterly un-
practical person. Needless to say, none of Aizenshtadt's poems was publis-
hed until the late 1980s. After the war, the poet was not allowed to finish his
education because he was not a member of the communist party. Moreover,
for his strange (anti-social) behavior he was from time to time put in a
mental institution. Otherwise, he worked in a warehouse for the disabled,
and took care of his wife, a disabled veteran of WW II. For the last 20 years
of his life he barely left his apartment in Minsk, Belarus. Beginning from the
1980s his poems started to appear in periodicals and immediately startled
the critics who did not know how to classify them: Blazhennyi did not fit in
any school or trend. It was well after the so-called perestroika, when poets,
critics, and publishers frequented his tiny apartment, taking interviews and
asking for poems. Thus how his books were published in Belarus, Russia,
and Israel under the pen-name of Benjamin Blazhennyi (the Blessed). It is
notable to say that St. Augustine is called Augustine the Blessed in Russian.
Therefore the Blessed is a saint, the one who communicates with the Divine
spirit. His poetry is full of powerful images: it is both pious and iconoclastic,
sacred and profane, tranquil and full of fury.

Benjamin Aisenshtadt was born in 1921 in a small Byelorussian shtetl Kopys'
in a Jewish family. His father, Michail was an unpractical man as well. As
the poet wrote:
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My father Michail Aisenshtadt was the biggest fool in town:
He claimed that wolf and lamb had soul.

He claimed that a mosquito and a fly had soul as well
He wore worn-out trousers and never learned to sell.

When a Jew was sorry for a wounded nestling of a jackdaw,
He did not need a store. Why would he need a store?

Before World War II Benjamin finished one year of a pedagogical college
majoring in history. Since he had poor health, Aisenshtadt was not drafted
into the army. The family managed to escape to a small village in Gorky
oblast (now Nizny Novgorod) where Benjamin taught history at school. He
discovered a rich library at school untouched by Bolshevik purges, and was
copying books in his notebooks. After the war he visited his favourite poets
in Moscow - Boris Pasternak and Arseny Tarkovsky. Pasternak was reluc-
tant to meet with young emerging poets, perhaps fearing the ungifted who
had the nerve to get a reference from famous poets and writers to the
publlishers. However, after reading Benjamin's poems he did not only
welcome him, but their meeting started a lifetime friendship and correspon-
dence. Aisenshtadt also wrote essays and memoirs of Pasternak.
lan Probstein
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Anatoly Kudryavitsky*
Anatommvn Kynpasvikuir™

Four Prose Poems

Translated by Siobhdn McNamara**

The Wind of History

The beggar stood in the underpass beside the Education Ministry.
Catching sight of a rare passer-by, he unbottoned his minister's
overcoat with the flair of a conjurer. The art of the future, that he
had promised years ago, started emerging from little pockets full
of poets, musicians and actors. He groped for one of these figures
and began blowing it up with vain air.

Nobody was paying him any attention; everyone was just
hurrying by. Closer to night-time, a pair of culturally-concerned
passers-by threw in the idea of blowing up all the figures straight
away.

At last, the clock struck midnight. The figures gaped at the
concert and theatre posters, and bowed like puppets in the wind.

* © Anatoly Kudryavitsky
** © Siobhan McNamara, translations, 2014 35



Nostalgia

Gogol returned to Italy one hundred and fifty years later - this
time under the name Tarkovsky. Every so often dodging mopeds,
he strolled around the Palatine and then unexpectedly ended up
at the tomb of Roman literature. The tomb frightened him - he
didn't like tombs, literature or even Rome. He flinched painfully,
and returned to his hotel. He took his key from the porter, and
noticed that he was being reflected in other people's mirrors once
again. His chin looked familiar, but his lips were speaking a
language he didn't know, thought Gogol. What were they say-
ing? That it's easy to translate a person into another dialect, but
who's going to read him?

In the evening he fixed a swan quill that he had found in a park,
and wrote in his notebook in flame-coloured ink: "He who reads
not what is written by me, but me, finds a strange pleasure in
this. Otherwise he wouldn't amuse himself with this for so long.
Essentially he could slam the book shut without any moral conse-
quences for himself. I could also snap myself shut, but I don't do
this because I have the professional habit of reading two-volume
novels to the end and watching two-part films until they put me
to sleep."

Indiots

It is beautiful inside the heads of indiots - paper gardens blossom
and little Cupid-decorated fountains gurgle. It is stuffy there,
however, like in a closed orangery - we are only tickled very
rarely by the artificial scent that escapes from it. Indiots have
their own literature, films and songs, and none of this has really
been studied, even though their language is the same as ours. Yet,
indiots know the secret words of indiots, which are unknown to
other people. And you'd never guess that we meet representa-

tives of this alien, mysterious tribe every day on the street. 36



The Polish Corridor

Striding through Europe, Napoleon suddenly found himself in
the Polish Corridor. This corridor was decorated with the crests
of the Polish nobility and horned Teutonic heads. Napoleon was
on his way to the Baltic, but for some reason he kept ending up
in Eastern Prussia. The Russians also ended up there, and for
bravery they shot at Napoleon with catapults, then immediately
ran away and hid in Livonian marshes. Re-loading the catapults,
they cried "The world needs peace!" Napoleon went forward
obstinately, and, scratching the wool on his back, thought "I'll
show you what peace means!" Eventually the pebbles stopped
tickling his back. Napoleon was just about to rejoice when he
discovered that he had unwillingly wandered into a peaceful
future. He looked back, but couldn't see a single one of his
soldiers behind him. When he finally managed to get out of the
Polish Corridor, Napoleon found a way to return to the past, and,
surly as a bear, set off voluntarily for the island of St. Helena to
make the whole of Europe tremble.
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Four Centuries Library

Here are the books donated to the Library:

In German
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Leben, 1981

70. Dudin, Michail. Poesiealbum 212. Ubertragen von Helmut Preifiler.
Berlin: Verlag Neues Leben, 1985
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71. Mandelstam, Osip: Poems. Translated by Peter France. N. Y.: New Di-
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