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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 20.
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For the sake of the unheard of , of that
wall -
I know its Christian name: "back-wall" -

bending over your piano - or your

writing table - or a shaving instrument

(strategies of walls - receiving, surgery,
welcome, method, motion,
movement -

that is - the walls produce their passages,
corridors

in a mirror. Transport (or Postponement -
Indefinite Deferral) - 1ook, a stare,

gazing - and ungrounded, metaphorically,
an empty chair).

For everyone who does not enter -

chair - a door - the threshold-rapids

for the foot's sole. And the wall

that you grow out of, rushing with
the past -

between us still, a paragraph

intact. Rising up like Pushkin's
second -

from behind.
Because his second,
Danzas, has selected and invited
from the hours and the days
(I know the Christian name: "back-wall"!)
this entrance in the room - but not as
D'Antes, Pushkin's murderer chooses -

but as a revolution in my mind, my head turns -
on the verge like this, and you across ten stanzas,
lines.
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Eyes from behind, a glance attacks
the back lines in reserve, my spine's ranks.
But, abandoning behind, my ceiling
was authentic - I will not be stubborn -
as in a parlor

that exists perhaps, skewed slightly,
squinted (from the back a bayonet attack
in force).

And by now the brain clamped.
Like a back resettled, fissured into
ground, that sheer Cheka wall,
that daybreak, well, that execution
cleared, unclouded, clearer than in shadow,
cruelly from the back, into the back,
a brutal gesture.

That I never understood: execution,
shooting. But forget the torture-room -

the ceiling was authentic and reliably intact
(still, in the future - what was it to us -

it). Returning to the fourth wall:
that - where to - to step - step back -
the coward steps.

"Well, but the floor - the sex -
still on the verge? On... Yes, you must but..."
On the verge. - Not all. - But on a swing,

a stem, a rope, a tight-rope - after labor, on
a sabbath -

above, over!...

All of us, not in "the other light," "the other
world at daybreak," but inclined to come and go, to gravitate
from vacancy.
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For feet, a sex, a floor - how instilled

we humans are! how rooted! And

ceilinged against water - remember

the old water-torture, executed drop
by drop

each hour. Grass will not grow in our house -
the earth does not enter our home - our floor -

although for all of us no barrier
obstructs the May night!

Three walls and a ceiling, floor -
as if? Now - to realize - all of this.

Do shutters announce his coming?
My room is hastily constructed,
sketched - rough-copied -
whitening dullness.

No plasterer, no builders on the roof -

sleep, dream. A watch on wireless

passages. A precipice behind the eyelids,

where he, where she discovered one another - creviced
on the other side of centuries.

No upholsterer, no caterers - dream,

sleep, naked more than Revel's

sand-banks. My sex, my floor is without

polish? The room? Planes only, our
plateaus.

A platform is more affable!
Something from geometry,
an abyss in a pasteboard volume -
late, but finished, realized.

And does a table then obstruct

your carriage? But you see, my elbow
feeds my table. A table tables

at my elbow's inclination.
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To a poet, wind is the only pathway!
Certain in the passage. That corridor.

In transit - there is an army base.
I ought to pass at once - straight

to the center of my room with the god-
lyric...
My poem is my corridor!

Wind, wind on my forehead - how it
gathers, tightens - look for an ensignia
slowly!

Resettlements "in the distance" -
Corridors: until a distance is familiar.

With a rock's profile, heretic eyelids of the alien
centuries - distant - gentle, quiet velocities to

the measure of children's feet, in kind, rain-
proof rhyme: settle - pencil - title ... in

a peacock's feathers, summoned to
a turret somewhere, to an Eifel tower.

As if the river for the sake of children pebbled,
distance - far, not distant - but still further

in the child's memory, strings below -
distance is my hand-made luggage and my
paper money...

No blurting out (distance is a fashion)
what they dragged off in a cart...

distance to a pencil-box...
the corridors: passages of canal-houses.

Weddings, fortunes, happening by the moment, periods -
corridors: passages - house-tributaries, house-flows,

influx, intake, the house-inlets.
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Five in the morning, with a written
notice, my corridor is not a broom

walk. Caraway and turf. A family
pursuit? Cor-ri-dor. A pass-age.

And as needed, the entreaty - radical
passage - corridor - the revolution.

Whoever builds these corridors (digs
and ransacks) knows where to bend
them, to give blood time, tenses
beyond angles of the room to turn

the heart - beyond, across sharp
angels of the room - their deafening
magnet! - to wash from every
quarter my heart-island.

This corridor is mine, my creature,

of my making - not for me to clarify! -
to give time to the brain - tenses for
the marrow - to notify on all the wires,

lines - "No Boarding" -
at the heart's platform.
Pass along! Throw

yourself down! Frown!

But "off the rail!" I built this
corridor (ask me and not the poet!)
to give time to the brain,

assign a room, a passage.

Because our meeting is the country,

painted - calculated - sketched

from words, not always timely -

gestures - our mistakes without
exception.
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To love well - to love

all of me - all, even

the last creases - wrinkled
lips or dress? My forehead.

Dress - everyone can smooth it
And passage: corridors of tunnel-
houses.

Like a hermit guided by his daughter -
passages: the corridors of ravine-houses.

My friend, look! Like letters in your hand, like
sleep, that dream, I watch you through the opening.

In the first dream - sleeping eyelids, centuries
after - I watch through premonitions, oracles

of the light-world. On these borders - time's
extremities - I am a light-world's eye.

And after? A dream

exists: in tones and shades.
There was - climbing.
There was - bowing

forehead to forehead.
Ahead - your forehead,
brow - a flagrant half-
rhyme in my mouth.

That is why if walls
collapse, the ceiling lists.

Only a vocative flowering in our mouths.
Tsvetaevas in blossom. And my floor - my sex,
the reliable fissure -

in its opening - green as the
Nile... The reliable ceiling floating.
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But my floor - that and the "downfall!" - half -
funnelled? Semi? What if my floor is dirty?

Too much rubbish? Little sweeping? - Grieving
mountains! Poets coupled by a single dash -

suspended...
over nothingness - the no one of our
bodies. And the reliable ceiling crowed

to all the angels.

June 1926, St. Gilles-sur-Vie,
at first for Pasternak, then for
Rilke.

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, Hunga-
rian Review, and Poetry Salzburg Review etc. His translations from Russian,
German, French, and Hungarian have appeared in Shofar, Beloit Poetry
Journal, New Review of Literature, Cerise Press, MayDay, World Literature
Today, Hungarian 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).

Marina Tsvetaeva in Four Centuries:
5, 2013, p. 14, translated into Hungarian by Maja Tsesarskaja
11, 2015, p. 14, translated into English by Tony Brinkley

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
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Four Centuries Library

Here are the books donated to the Library:

In German

96. Ausgewdhltes aus Rufslands Lyrik von 1711 bis 1841. Aus dem Russischen
tibersetzt von Herta Wehinger. Innsbruck, 1966

97. Russische Lyrik von Krylow bis Simonow. Ubersetzt und herausgegeben
von Reinhold Trautmann. Géttingen, 1947

98. Karl Dedecius: Mein Rufsland in Gedichten. Miinchen: dtv, 2003

99. Glasnost dichtet. 99 russische Lyriker als Zeugen des geistigen Umbruchs.
Marburg: Blaue Horner Verlag, 1989

100. Puschkin, A.: Boris Godunow. Reclam, 1950

101. Puschkin, A.: Erotische Gedichte. Aus dem Russischen von Michael
Engelhardt. Frankfurt: Insel Verlag, 1999
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