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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
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A Reverse Perspective

no one is convicted unjustly
the Moscow metropolitan Philaret once

told Haasst

no one is innocent

repeated Stalin almost word for word
sinking a barge

with clergymen

there are no Christians here
finishes the argument

the prison priest Vasily
only criminals

1Dr. Friedrich Joseph Haass (Russian: ®&énop Ilerposuu I'aas, Fyodor Petrovich
Gaaz, 10 August 1780-28 August (O.S. 16 August 1853) was the "holy doctor of
Moscow". Born in Bad Miinstereifel, as a member of Moscow's governmental
prison committee, he spent 25 years until the end of his life to humanize the penal
system. During the last nine years before his death he spent all of his assets to run
a hospital for homeless people. He died in Moscow. Twenty thousand people
attended his funeral at the Vvedenskoye Cemetry, which was paid for by the state
as he had no more money. He has a Catholic remembrance day of the 16th of August.

EE

When
we grow in numbers
and outnumber them

and their
number decreases
sufficiently

without thinking
[ rush
to their side

just to prevent
the boat
from capsizing
21
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Father and Son
I will leave a book a book for you

I will leave a book a book for you for a hundred years

it's neither a gun nor a bomb neither a bomb nor a gun

you'll read and read in it the words the words the words

the words the words will light and lighten up your eyes your eyes
and your heart will then be kindled by the words the words
and the beasts the beasts will run into your eyes into your seas
and the rivers rivers will then flood your lands your lands
boundless they will flow into your seas and flood your seas
and the orchards orchards will sing in your heart your heart
just don't forget the book the book and me my son

and keep them in your heart your heart the book and me

and the heart heart heart is born to run and run and run
and it can't be halted at full tilt or stopped by any rock

and near the book there is a clock a clock a clock

and the hours run near the book they run

and which is stronger whose footfalls are louder

but the brightest of all are your footfalls on the earth

your footfalls footsteps treads are heard are heard

and for you for you all chasms and deeps and abysses are burned
and all the whales the whales and elephants the elephants as well
are madly in love with you my little one with you my son

you just have to wish just have to wish it with all your will

and all will start will start to rush to fly to run in flight

and you and you will run and fly with ease so light

and on the fly rejoicing you'll drink the milk of freedom then

here and there here and there

they fly and run and fly and swim

whales and elephants and elephants and whales
elephants whales and a trunk as well

i beg your pardon ma'am beg your pardon ma'am
but i won't give you my trunk

in it there are elephants and whales

elephants and whales are running swimming
running and swimming there and here

and there and here and my trunk is there 24
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you are bestowed with the gifts the gifts the gifts

all days and nights all ways and all the worlds the worlds

you are bestowed the gift to keep the gifts the gifts

and yet to play a game you will be free to change the rules the words
your father's world your tender home which isn't a dear home

it will be changed into a wolf's world and in other's anxious dream
the mirrors will reveal distorting mirrors will reveal

that i do not exist there is no good or evil and that black is white
when they whisper whisper that i ceased to exist

open the book unfold it in your heart your flame

unfold the book the scroll unfold it in your heart your flame

and in your heart look into your heart embracing me my son

here and there here and there

they fly they crawl they crawl and fly
balloons and cubes balloons and cubes
balloons and cubes and a drum

i beg your pardon ma'am i beg your pardon ma'am
i won't give you my drum my drum

why ma'am would you need a drum

i beg your pardon ma'am i'm sorry ma'am
there are cubes and balloons in the trunk
cubes and balloons crawl and fly

crawl and fly here and there

here and there and a drum

and if you forgot for good forgot for good

the one you loved the loved one you forgot

but i will not forget i never will and i will wait around

i'll wait and wait as as seed is waiting in the ground

and like a seed a grain i'll die for you I'll die

until one morning you come back and you wake up

and all will start will start to run to rush to fly

and you and you will run and fly with ease with ease

and on the fly rejoicing you'll drink the milk of freedom you sure
will

and you are bestowed with the gifts the gifts the gifts

all days and nights all ways and all the worlds and seas

and all the whales the whales and elephants the elephants as well

are madly in love with you my son with you my little one 25
Four Centuries. Russian Poetry in Translation, 21, 2019







there

where speech ends
the voice is cut off
a beam begins

do you hear

get away from me
the shoots

relying on the voice
run from the roots
into light

In memoriam Oleg Yankovsky

my kind day I love you so

let the day be and the day inebriates me

and a breathing day I love you so

and a singing day and the day intoxicates me

and a breathing day and a maiden day and night
and a maiden day and night and night and day
and the maiden illuminates me day and night

let the night be I love you so

and the maiden day I love you so

and the maiden night and the night bemuses me so
and day and night breathing day and night

and singing day and night and night and day

and thinking day and night and night and day

and a morning day and night and the night makes me so drunk
and evening night and day I love you so

my dear day I love you so

let the night be and the night illuminates me so

27
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Optimus
for Rene Girard

look at beautiful Europe
how she has changed

and in two thousand years
not because of violence
tyranny

or revolution

but because someone

still

opens the Gospel

Dmitry Strotsev, 1963, an architect by education, is a poet, a bard, a critic,
and a publisher. He lives in Minsk, Belarus. He is the editor of the almanac
Minsk School and of the publishing Novyie Mekhi (New Windbags). He is also
an organizer of poetry festivals Time and Space (Minsk, 1995, 1996) and
co-curator of the Festival of Voice Poetry (Moscow 2005-2013). Winner of the
Russian Prize (2008), Dmitry Strotsev is the author of eight books of poetry
and numerous publications in major periodicals. His books were shortlisted
in Andrei Bely Prize (2009), Moscow Count (2010, 2013), International Voloshin
Prize (2010). Dmitry Strotsev is a member of the Belorussian PEN and the
Writers' Union of Belarus. His poems were translated into English, Swedish,
French, Italian, Hebrew, Georgian, Ukrainian, and Belorussian.

Ian Probstein is associate professor of English at Touro College. He has
published eleven books of poetry, translated more than a dozen poetry
volumes, and has complied and edited more than thirty books and antholo-
gies of poetry in translation. His translations of Ossip Mandelstam into
English were chosen as a runner-up to the Gabo Prize for Literature in Transla-
tion & Multi-Lingual Texts (2016) while his translations of Ezra Pound's
Cantos were shortlisted for the Russian Guild of Translation Master Award.
His most recent book in English is The River of Time: Time-Space, Language and
History in Avant-Garde, Modernist, and Contemporary Poetry (Boston: Acade-
mic Studies Press, 2017). He also published an annotated edition of T. S.
Eliot's Poetry and Plays (SPb.: Azbuka, 2019).
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too many names given

to different things

and they suffocate under the weight of meanings
try lifting a thing --

a sudden abyss opens under it

put it back in its place

no use looking there

I am completely alone

When you sailed away

the spider also left home

I didn't dare to destroy his web
at the ceiling's corner

I watched it

during those long days

in the house that you had built

then even the spider web was blown away
only smooth bare walls were left

and no "golden sections" --

symmetry of death:

a correctly constructed cube

with me in its center

Herod's Death

from a pit
crawling with worms

a hand is painfully reaching for the light

an eye sprouts on its palm
dead babies' souls soar around
and everyone spits on the palm

its last eye closes
and from under an eyelid

a worm crawls out into the light
33
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lamb pie
cannon with cannon fodder
they are sold together
so if you buy one
you don't have to look for the other
our habit of defense
a full kitchen and combat kit
minced meat from the best parts of the body
that have absorbed gunpowder residue
plus a bottle of champagne
pompously smash it against a board
or just pour it in glasses
and modestly say a toast
"for peace!"

Origins of Self-Awareness

"why do I live like a pig
and not like a bird?"
a pig asked itself
and immediately felt

its wings growing

its face flattening

its nose stretching out

and turning into a beak

and its right eye beginning to see
only things on the right

and its left eye seeing only
things on the left

and no matter how it turned its head
it could not see the same object
with both eyes

then its right eye began to mourn the left eye
and its left eye mourned the right eye

Four Centuries. Russian Poetry in Translation, 21, 2019
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it didn't know yet
that looking at things in different ways
was an inherent quality of the feathered

Psalm (17)

I placed in my heart
the sadness of your heart
and there was room in my heart for it

and I placed in my mind
your grief
and it did not clutter my mind

and I was surprised
at the workings of my own heart and mind
I was surprised because I had imagined them differently

but an angel appeared from behind my back
and said:

-- look at the heart of the One,

who created you in His image --

did his heart become smaller
when he took into him
the world's suffering and grief?

and I was ashamed of my surprise
and of my lack of understanding

A Portrait

great is your sadness
and it is in your eyes

as though each of your eyes beholds

a hundred women in a yellow clay desert 35
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of course

killer whales and lions

plan a hunt

but to plan a murder for years...

to napalm

to gas...

only higher creatures are capable of it
real grand inhuman plans

born in the depths of intellectual elites!
I too could say ingenious phrases

to cover up my defense of killers

and pass for a humanist

and I could stuff this text with metaphors
like a potato bag

or weave an intricate web out of words
so it would be considered "strong"

and I could put my thoughts in rhyme

and that would be "nice"

and I would be read more often

with sighs

and without anyone delving into the essence of it

but I expect from myself
inhuman speech

plain

like a cat's meow

is a request to open a door

is a cat capable
of spending the night with you in bed
and then writing a denunciation at daytime?

the inhumanity of an animal

rarely can a dog
forget a person

with whom it lived for many years
Four Centuries. Russian Poetry in Translation, 21, 2019
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this is the manifestation of the nonhuman in a living being

and a crocodile does not manufacture a device

for removing living skin

even that

even the one that lives in the lower reaches of the Mekong River
where

once they established production of such products

to increase the effectiveness of interrogations

and is there at least one leader

in the world of predators that starves his pack
just so

he can buy himself a good yacht?

the inhumanity of animals is negligible --
but they are still speechless --

probably

so they would not lie

however

I knew one person

who always spoke the truth

and hugged me sincerely

like a lemur

hugs a person with Down syndrome...

so my speech today is

a squeak of a rodent

who is looking not for a word
but for something real --

a seed

a grain

or a nut

find it
grab it fast
spit out the husk 38
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and swallow it
or put it in the cheek

and back into the hole!
and nothing more

and nothing more
nothing at all

no tricks:

the inhumanity of the animal --
Not human inhumanity!

Vladimir (Vlad) Pryakhin is a Russian poet as well as a publisher of poetry.
Born in 1957 in Tula, he lived in Tula, the Baltic states, the Smolensk region,
and in Moscow. In the late 1980s - early 1990s he was an active participant
in the democratic movement in Russia. In the 1980s he published "The
Idealist", a samizdat journal of poetry and prose. Since 1992 his poems and
short articles have been published in literary magazines in Russia as well as
Latvia, Lithuania, and Poland. He is the author of ten books of poetry. In
2012 he became the editor and publisher of "The Environment", an internati-
onal literary almanac. Since 2017 he has been the editor of
www.medium.land, a portal dedicated to poetry, as well as a moderator of
literary video channel LITINFO. A winner of several literal awards he
partcipated in free verse festivals in Moscow and in St. Petersburg.

Nina Kossman is an artist, writer, poet, and playwright. The recipient of a
National Endowment for the Arts fellowship, a UNESCO/PEN Short Story
Award, grants from Foundation of Hellenic Culture and Alexander S. Onas-
sis Public Benefit Foundation, she is the author of two books of poems in
Russian and English as well as the translator of two volumes of Marina
Tsvetaeva's poetry. Her othe books include Behind the Border (Harper Collins,
1994) and Gods and Mortals: Modern Poems on Classical Myths (Oxford Univer-
sity Press, 2001). Her work has been translated into several languages,
including Japanese, Dutch, Greek, and Spanish. She lives in New York.
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