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1. INFERNO CANTO 05
Dante and Longfellow Tr.

73 I' cominciai: «Poeta, volontieri
parlerei a quei due che 'nsieme vanno,
e paion si al vento esser leggeri».

76 Ed elli a me: «Vedrai quando
saranno

piu presso a noi; e tu allor li priega
per quello amor che | mena, ed ei
verranno.

79 Si tosto come il vento a noi li piega,
mossi la voce: «O anime affannate,
venite a noi parlar, s'altri nol niegal».

1. INFERNO CANTO 05
Dante and Longfellow Tr

73And | began: "O Poet, willingly
Speak would I to those two, who go
together,

And seem upon the wind to be so light."

76 And, he to me: "Thou'lt mark, when they
shall be

Nearer to us; and then do thou implore them
By love which leadeth them, and they will
come."

79 Soon as the wind in our direction sways
them,

My voice uplift I: "O ye weary souls !
Come speak to us, if no one interdicts it."
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82 Quali colombe dal disio chiamate
con l'ali alzate e ferme al dolce nido
vegnon per l'aere dal voler portate;

85 cotali uscir de la schiera ov'e Dido,
a noi venendo per I'aere maligno,
si forte fu I'affettuoso grido.

88 «O animal grazioso e benigno
che visitando vai per l'aere perso
noi che tignemmo il mondo di
sanguigno,

91 se fosse amico il re de l'universo,
noi pregheremmo lui de la tua pace,

poi c'hai pieta del nostro mal perverso.

94 Di quel che udire e che parlar vi
piace,

noi udiremo e parleremo a voi,
mentre che 'l vento, come fa, ci tace.

82As turtle-doves, called onward by desire,
With open and steady wings to the sweet
nest

Fly through the air by their volition borne,

85 So came they from the band where Dido
IS,

Approaching us athwart the air malign,

So strong was the affectionate appeal.

88 "O living creature gracious and
benignant,

Who visiting goest through the purple air
Us, who have stained the world incarnadine,

911f were the King of the Universe our
friend,

We would pray unto him to give thee peace,
Since thou hast pity on our woe perverse.

940f what it pleases thee to hear and speak,
That will we hear, and we will speak to you,
While silent is the wind, as it is now.
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97 Siede la terra dove nata fui
su la marina dove 'l Po discende
per aver pace co' seguaci suli.

100 Amor, ch'al cor gentil ratto
s'apprende
prese costui de la bella persona
che mi fu tolta; e 'l modo ancor
m'offende.

103 Amor, ch'a nullo amato amar
perdona,
mi prese del costui piacer si forte,

che, come vedi, ancor non m‘abbandona.

106 Amor condusse noi ad una morte:
Caina attende chi a vita ci spense».
Queste parole da lor ci fuor porte.

109 Quand'io intesi quell'anime offense,
china' il viso e tanto il tenni basso,
fin che 'l poeta mi disse: «Che pense?».

97 Sitteth the city, wherein | was born,
Upon the sea-shore where the Po descends
To rest in peace with all his retinue.

100 Love, that on gentle heart doth swiftly
seize,

Seized this man for the person beautiful
That was ta'en from me, and still the mode
offends me.

103 Love, that exempts no one beloved
from loving,

Seized me with pleasure of this man so
strongly,

That, as thou seest, it doth not yet desert
me;

106Love has conducted us unto one death;
Caina waiteth him who quenched our life
!ll

These words were borne along from them
to us.
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112 Quando rispuosi, cominciai: «Oh
lasso,

quanti dolci pensier, quanto disio
meno costoro al doloroso passo!».

115 Poi mi rivolsi a loro e parla’ io,
e cominciai: «Francesca, i tuoi martiri
a lagrimar mi fanno tristo e pio.

118 Ma dimmi: al tempo d'i dolci
sospiri,

a che e come concedette Amore
che conosceste i dubbiosi disiri?».

121 E quella a me: «Nessun maggior
dolore

che ricordarsi del tempo felice

ne la miseria; e cio sa 'l tuo dottore.

124 Ma s'a conoscer la prima radice
del nostro amor tu hai cotanto affetto,
dird come colui che piange e dice.

112When | made answer, | began: "Alas !
How many pleasant thoughts, how much
desire,

Conducted these unto the dolorous pass !"

115 Then unto them | turned me, and | spake,
And | began: "Thine agonies, Francesca,
Sad and compassionate to weeping make me.

118 But tell me, at the time of those sweet
sighs,

By what and in what manner Love conceded,
That you should know your dubious desires?"

121And she to me: "There is no greater
sorrow

Than to be mindful of the happy time
In misery, and that thy Teacher knows.

124But, if to recognise the earliest root
Of love in us thou hast so great desire,
| will do even as he who weeps and speaks.
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127 Noi leggiavamo un giorno per
diletto

di Lancialotto come amor lo strinse;
soli eravamo e sanza alcun sospetto.

130 Per piu fiate li occhi ci sospinse
quella lettura, e scolorocci il viso;

ma solo un punto fu quel che ci vinse.

133 Quando leggemmo il disiato riso
esser basciato da cotanto amante,
questi, che mai da me non fia diviso,

136 la bocca mi bascio tutto tremante.
Galeotto fu 'l libro e chi lo scrisse:
quel giorno piu non vi leggemmo
avante».

139 Mentre che I'uno spirto questo
disse,

I'altro piangea; si che di pietade
10 venni men cosi com'io morisse.

142 E caddi come corpo morto cade.

1270ne day we reading were for our delight
Of Launcelot, how Love did him enthral.
Alone we were and without any fear.

130Full many a time our eyes together drew
That reading, and drove the colour from our
faces;

But one point only was it that o'ercame us.

133When as we read of the much-longed-for
smile

Being by such a noble lover kissed,

This one, who ne'er from me shall be
divided,

136 Kissed me upon the mouth all
palpitating.

Galeotto was the book and he who wrote it.
That day no farther did we read therein."

139And all the while one spirit uttered this,
The other one did weep so, that, for pity,

| swooned away as if | had been dying,

142And fell, even as a dead body falls.
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Dante Alighieri, attributed to Giotto, in the chapel of the

Bargello palace in Florence. This oldest picture of Dante
was painted just prior to his exile and has since been

heavily restored.
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2. The Hollow Men

Mistah Kurtz -- he dead.
A penny for the Old Guy

We are the hollow men

We are the stuffed men

Leaning together

Headpiece filled with straw. Alas!
50ur dried voices, when

We whisper together

Are quiet and meaningless

As wind in dry grass

Or rats' feet over broken glass
10In our dry cellar
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Shape without form, shade without colour,
Paralysed force, gesture without motion;

Those who have crossed

With direct eyes, to death's other Kingdom
15Remember us -- if at all -- not as lost
Violent souls, but only

As the hollow men

The stuffed men.

Eyes | dare not meet in dreams
20In death's dream kingdom
These do not appear:

There, the eyes are

Sunlight on a broken column
There, is a tree swinging
25And voices are
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In the wind's singing
More distant and more solemn
Than a fading star.

Let me be no nearer

30In death's dream kingdom

Let me also wear

Such deliberate disguises

Rat's coat, crowskin, crossed staves
In a field

35Behaving as the wind behaves
No nearer --

Not that final meeting
In the twilight kingdom

This is the dead land
40This is cactus land
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Here the stone images

Are raised, here they receive

The supplication of a dead man's hand
Under the twinkle of a fading star.

451s it like this

In death's other kingdom
Waking alone

At the hour when we are
Trembling with tenderness
50Lips that would kiss

Form prayers to broken stone.

vV

The eyes are not here

There are no eyes here

In this valley of dying stars

55In this hollow valley

This broken jaw of our lost kingdoms
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In this last of meeting places

We grope together

And avoid speech

60Gathered on this beach of the tumid river

Sightless, unless

The eyes reappear

As the perpetual star
Multifoliate rose

650f death's twilight kingdom
The hope only

Of empty men.

\%

Here we go round the prickly pear
Prickly pear prickly pear
70Here we go round the prickly pear
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At five o'clock in the morning.

Between the idea
And the reality
Between the motion
75And the act
Falls the Shadow
For Thine is the Kingdom
Between the conception
And the creation
8oBetween the emotion
And the response
Falls the Shadow
Life is very long
Between the desire
85ANnd the spasm



o30S 1L jlos /1§

945 ylso
s g
SIS o
bla=l g
A8l 50 oulw 90
bl Cuwgd ol U2
Cuwgi T 1 gg2
ol (SI885
o2l Cawgi T jl gg2
31560 Yl ulge Ybw (2> 90
S350 bl ylgz Ylw g

33550 YL Ylgz Ylw Gudy
ao2lgz L oSl Sob oy o0

19F0



1V /63408 U jlos

Between the potency
And the existence
Between the essence
And the descent
9oFalls the Shadow
For Thine is the Kingdom
For Thine is
Lifeis

For Thine is the

95This is the way the world ends
This is the way the world ends
This is the way the world ends
Not with a bang but a whimper

1925
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3. Marina

Quis his locus, quae regio, quae mundi plaga?

What seas what shores what grey rocks and what islands
What water lapping the bow

And scent of pine and the woodthrush singing through the fog
What images return

50 my daughter.

Those who sharpen the tooth of the dog, meaning

Death

Those who glitter with the glory of the hummingbird, meaning
Death

10Those who sit in the sty of contentment, meaning

Death

Those who suffer the ecstasy of the animals, meaning

Death
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Are become insubstantial, reduced by a wind,
15A breath of pine, and the woodsong fog
By this grace dissolved in place

What is this face, less clear and clearer

The pulse in the arm, less strong and stronger—

Given or lent? more distant than stars and nearer than the eye
20Whispers and small laughter between leaves and hurrying feet
Under sleep, where all the waters meet.

Bowsprit cracked with ice and paint cracked with heat.

I made this, | have forgotten

And remember.

25The rigging weak and the canvas rotten

Between one June and another September.

Made this unknowing, half conscious, unknown, my own.
The garboard strake leaks, the seams need caulking.

This form, this face, this life

30Living to live in a world of time beyond me; let me
Resign my life for this life, my speech for that unspoken,
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The awakened, lips parted, the hope, the new ships.

What seas what shores what granite islands towards my timbers
And woodthrush calling through the fog
35My daughter.
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4. Ash Wednesday

Because | do not hope to turn again

Because | do not hope

Because | do not hope to turn

Desiring this man's gift and that man's scope

51 no longer strive to strive towards such things
(Why should the aged eagle stretch its wings?)
Why should | mourn

The vanished power of the usual reign?

*k*
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Because | do not hope to know

10The infirm glory of the positive hour

Because | do not think

Because | know | shall not know

The one veritable transitory power

Because | cannot drink

15There, where trees flower, and springs flow, for there is
nothing again

Because | know that time is always time

And place is always and only place

And what is actual is actual only for one time

And only for one place

201 rejoice that things are as they are and

I renounce the blesséd face

And renounce the voice

Because | cannot hope to turn again

Consequently | rejoice, having to construct something
25Upon which to rejoice
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And pray to God to have mercy upon us

And pray that | may forget

These matters that with myself | too much discuss
Too much explain

30Because | do not hope to turn again

Let these words answer

For what is done, not to be done again

May the judgement not be too heavy upon us
Because these wings are no longer wings to fly
35But merely vans to beat the air

The air which is now thoroughly small and dry
Smaller and dryer than the will

Teach us to care and not to care Teach us to sit still.

Pray for us sinners now and at the hour of our death
40Pray for us now and at the hour of our death.
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Lady, three white leopards sat under a juniper-tree

In the cool of the day, having fed to sateity

On my legs my heart my liver and that which had been contained
In the hollow round of my skull. And God said

45Shall these bones live? shall these

Bones live? And that which had been contained

In the bones (which were already dry) said chirping:

Because of the goodness of this Lady

And because of her loveliness, and because

50She honours the Virgin in meditation,

We shine with brightness. And | who am here dissembled
Proffer my deeds to oblivion, and my love

To the posterity of the desert and the fruit of the gourd.

It is this which recovers

55My guts the strings of my eyes and the indigestible portions
Which the leopards reject. The Lady is withdrawn
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In a white gown, to contemplation, in a white gown.
Let the whiteness of bones atone to forgetfulness.
There is no life in them. As | am forgotten

60ANnd would be forgotten, so | would forget

Thus devoted, concentrated in purpose. And God said
Prophesy to the wind, to the wind only for only

The wind will listen. And the bones sang chirping
With the burden of the grasshopper, saying

65Lady of silences
Calm and distressed
Torn and most whole
Rose of memory
Rose of forgetfulness
70Exhausted and life-giving
Worried reposeful
The single Rose

Is now the Garden
Where all loves end
75Terminate torment
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Of love unsatisfied
The greater torment
Of love satisfied

End of the endless
8oJourney to no end
Conclusion of all that
Is inconclusible
Speech without word and
Word of no speech
85Grace to the Mother
For the Garden

Where all love ends.

Under a juniper-tree the bones sang, scattered and shining
We are glad to be scattered, we did little good to each other,
9oUnder a tree in the cool of day, with the blessing of sand,
Forgetting themselves and each other, united

In the quiet of the desert. This is the land which ye

Shall divide by lot. And neither division nor unity

Matters. This is the land. We have our inheritance.
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95At the first turning of the second stair

| turned and saw below

The same shape twisted on the banister

Under the vapour in the fetid air

Struggling with the devil of the stairs who wears
100The deceitul face of hope and of despair.

At the second turning of the second stair

| left them twisting, turning below;

There were no more faces and the stair was dark,

Damp, jagged, like an old man's mouth drivelling, beyond repair,
1050r the toothed gullet of an aged shark.

At the first turning of the third stair
Was a slotted window bellied like the figs's fruit
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And beyond the hawthorn blossom and a pasture scene

The broadbacked figure drest in blue and green

110Enchanted the maytime with an antique flute.

Blown hair is sweet, brown hair over the mouth blown,

Lilac and brown hair;

Distraction, music of the flute, stops and steps of the mind over the third
stair,

Fading, fading; strength beyond hope and despair

115Climbing the third stair.

Lord, I am not worthy
Lord, I am not worthy

but speak the word only.
v

Who walked between the violet and the violet
120Whe walked between

The various ranks of varied green

Going in white and blue, in Mary's colour,
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Talking of trivial things

In ignorance and knowledge of eternal dolour

125Who moved among the others as they walked,

Who then made strong the fountains and made fresh the springs

Made cool the dry rock and made firm the sand
In blue of larkspur, blue of Mary's colour,
Sovegna vos

130Here are the years that walk between, bearing

Away the fiddles and the flutes, restoring

One who moves in the time between sleep and waking, wearing
White light folded, sheathing about her, folded.

The new years walk, restoring

135Through a bright cloud of tears, the years, restoring

With a new verse the ancient rhyme. Redeem

The time. Redeem

The unread vision in the higher dream

While jewelled unicorns draw by the gilded hearse.
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140The silent sister veiled in white and blue
Between the yews, behind the garden god,
Whose flute is breathless, bent her head and signed but spoke no word

But the fountain sprang up and the bird sang down

Redeem the time, redeem the dream
145The token of the word unheard, unspoken

Till the wind shake a thousand whispers from the yew
And after this our exile
\Y

If the lost word is lost, if the spent word is spent
If the unheard, unspoken

150Word is unspoken, unheard;

Still is the unspoken word, the Word unheard,
The Word without a word, the Word within
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The world and for the world;

And the light shone in darkness and

155Against the Word the unstilled world still whirled
About the centre of the silent Word.

O my people, what have | done unto thee.

Where shall the word be found, where will the word

Resound? Not here, there is not enough silence

160Not on the sea or on the islands, not

On the mainland, in the desert or the rain land,

For those who walk in darkness

Both in the day time and in the night time

The right time and the right place are not here

165No place of grace for those who avoid the face

No time to rejoice for those who walk among noise and deny the voice

Will the veiled sister pray for

Those who walk in darkness, who chose thee and oppose thee,

Those who are torn on the horn between season and season, time and
time, between
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170Hour and hour, word and word, power and power, those who wait
In darkness? Will the veiled sister pray

For children at the gate

Who will not go away and cannot pray:

Pray for those who chose and oppose

1750 my people, what have | done unto thee.

Will the veiled sister between the slender

Yew trees pray for those who offend her

And are terrified and cannot surrender

And affirm before the world and deny between the rocks
180In the last desert before the last blue rocks

The desert in the garden the garden in the desert

Of drouth, spitting from the mouth the withered apple-seed.

O my people.
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VI

Although | do not hope to turn again

185Although I do not hope
Although I do not hope to turn

Wavering between the profit and the loss

In this brief transit where the dreams cross

The dreamcrossed twilight between birth and dying

190(Bless me father) though I do not wish to wish these things
From the wide window towards the granite shore

The white sails still fly seaward, seaward flying

Unbroken wings

And the lost heart stiffens and rejoices

195In the lost lilac and the lost sea voices
And the weak spirit quickens to rebel

For the bent golden-rod and the lost sea smell
Quickens to recover
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The cry of quail and the whirling plover

200And the blind eye creates

The empty forms between the ivory gates

And smell renews the salt savour of the sandy earth

This is the time of tension between dying and birth

The place of solitude where three dreams cross
205Between blue rocks

But when the voices shaken from the yew-tree drift away
Let the other yew be shaken and reply.

Blessed sister, holy mother, spirit of the fountain, spirit of the garden,
Suffer us not to mock ourselves with falsehood
Teach us to care and not to care

210Teach us to sit still

Even among these rocks,

Our peace in His will

And even among these rocks

Sister, mother

215And spirit of the river, spirit of the sea,
Suffer me not to be separated

And let my cry come unto Thee.

1930
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5. Tree Women. 3
A Poem for Three Voise
Setting: A Maternity and Roundaboat

FIRST VOICE:

There is no miracle more cruel than this.

| am dragged by the horses, the iron hooves.

1291 last. I last it out. | accomplish a work.

Dark tunnel, through which hurtle the visitations,
The visitations, the manifestations, the startled faces.
1321 am the center of an atrocity.

What pains, what sorrows must | be mothering?

**k*k
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Can such innocence kill and kill? It milks my life.

135The trees wither in the street. The rain is corrosive.

| taste it on my tongue, and the workable horrors,

The horrors that stand and idle, the slighted godmothers

138With their hearts that tick and tick, with their satchels of instruments.
| shall be a wall and a roof, protecting.

| shall be a sky and a hill of good: O let me be!

**k*k

141A power is growing on me, an old tenacity.

| am breaking apart like the world. There is this blackness,
This ram of blackness. | fold my hands on a mountain.
144The air is thick. It is thick with this working.

| am used. | am drummed into use.

My eyes are squeezed by this blackness.

1471 see nothing.

SECOND VOICE:
| am accused. | dream of massacres.
| am a garden of black and red agonies. | drink them,
150Hating myself, hating and fearing. And now the world conceives
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Its end and runs toward it, arms held out in love.
It is a love of death that sickens everything.

153A dead sun stains the newsprint. It is red.

| lose life after life. The dark earth drinks them.
**k*

She is the vampire of us all. So she supports us,
156Fattens us, is kind. Her mouth is red.

| know her. | know her intimately-- Old winter-face, old barren one, old
time bomb.

159Men have used her meanly. She will eat them.
Eat them, eat them, eat them in the end.

The sun is down. I die. | make a death.

FIRST VOICE:
162Who is he, this blue, furious boy,
Shiny and strange, as if he had hurtled from a star?
He is looking so angrily!
165He flew into the room, a shriek at his heel.
The blue color pales. He is human after all.
A red lotus opens in its bowl of blood;
168They are stitching me up with silk, as if | were a material.
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What did my fingers do before they held him?
What did my heart do, with its love?

1711 have never seen a thing so clear.

His lids are like the lilac-flower

And soft as a moth, his breath.

1741 shall not let go.

There is no guile or warp in him. May he keep so.
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6. Tree Women. 4
A Poem for Three Voise
Setting: A Maternity and Roundaboat

SECOND VOICE:
There is the moon in the high window. It is over.
177How winter fills my soul! And that chalk light
Laying its scales on the windows, the windows of empty offices,
Empty schoolrooms, empty churches. O so much emptiness!
180There is this cessation. This terrible cessation of everything.
These bodies mounded around me now, these polar sleepers--
What blue, moony ray ices their dreams?
**k*
183I feel it enter me, cold, alien, like an instrument.
And that mad, hard face at the end of it, that O-mouth
Open in its gape of perpetual grieving.
1861t is she that drags the blood-black sea around
Month after month, with its voices of failure.
| am helpless as the sea at the end of her string.
1891 am restless. Restless and useless. I, too, create corpses.

**k*k
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| shall move north. I shall move into a long blackness.
| see myself as a shadow, neither man nor woman,
192Neither a woman, happy to be like a man, nor a man

Blunt and flat enough to feel no lack. I feel a lack.
I hold my fingers up, ten white pickets.

195See, the darkness is leaking from the cracks.

| cannot contain it. | cannot contain my life.

**k*

| shall be a heroine of the peripheral.

1981 shall not be accused by isolate buttons,
Holes in the heels of socks, the white mute faces
Of unanswered letters, coffined in a letter case.
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2011 shall not be accused, I shall not be accused.
The clock shall not find me wanting, nor these stars
That rivet in place abyss after abyss.

THIRD VOICE:
2041 see her in my sleep, my red, terrible girl.
She is crying through the glass that separates us.
She is crying, and she is furious.
207Her cries are hooks that catch and grate like cats.
It is by these hooks she climbs to my notice.
She is crying at the dark, or at the stars
210That at such a distance from us shine and whirl.
**k*k
| think her little head is carved in wood,
A red, hard wood, eyes shut and mouth wide open.
213And from the open mouth issue sharp cries
Scratching at my sleep like arrows,
Scratching at my sleep, and entering my side.
216My daughter has no teeth. Her mouth is wide.
It utters such dark sounds it cannot be good.
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FIRST VOICE:

What is it that flings these innocent souls at us?

219L 00k, they are so exhausted, they are all flat out

In their canvas-sided cots, names tied to their wrists,

The little silver trophies they've come so far for.

222There are some with thick black hair, there are some bald.
Their skin tints are pink or sallow, brown or red,;

They are beginning to remember their differences.

***
2251 think they are made of water; they have no expression.
Their features are sleeping, like light on quiet water.

They are the real monks and nuns in their identical garments.
228l see them showering like stars on to the world--

On India, Africa, America, these miraculous ones,

These pure, small images. They smell of milk.
231Their footsoles are untouched. They are walkers of air.
*kx

Can nothingness be so prodigal?

Here is my son.

234His wide eye is that general, flat blue.

He is turning to me like a little, blind, bright plant.

One cry. It is the hook | hang on.

237And | am a river of milk.

I am a warm hill.
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7. Drinking Alone with the Moon

From a pot of wine among the flowers

| drank alone. There was no one with me --
Till raising my cup, I ask the bright moon
To bring me my shadow and make us three.
5Alas, the moon was unable to drink

And my shadow tagged me vacantly;

But still for a while I had these friends

To cheer me through the end of spring....

| sang. The moon encouraged me

101 danced. My shadow tumbled after.

As long as | knew, we were born companions.
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Fitzgerald:

Another said--""Why, ne'er a peevish Boy

Would break the Bowl from which he drank in Joy;
Shall He that made the Vessel in pure Love

And Fansy, in an after Rage destroy!**
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And then | was drunk, and we lost one another.
.... Shall goodwill ever be secure?
| watch the long road of the River of Stars.
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8. Bringing in the Wine

See how the Yellow River's water moves out of heaven.
Entering the ocean, never to return.

See how lovely locks in bright mirrors in high chambers,
Though silken-black at morning, have changed by night to snow.

5... Oh, let a man of spirit venture where he pleases

And never tip his golden cup empty towards the moon!
Since heaven gave the talent, let it be employed!

Spin a thousand of pieces of silver, all of them come back!
Cook a sheep, kill a cow, whet the appetite,
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10And make me, of three hundred bowls, one long drink!

... To the old master, Tsen,

And the young scholar, Tan-chiu,

Bring in the wine!

Let your cups never rest!

15Let me sing you a song!

Let your ears attend!

What are bell and drum, rare dishes and treasure?

Let me be forever drunk and never come to reason!

Sober men of olden days and sages are forgotten,

20And only the great drinkers are famous for all time.

... Prince Chen paid at a banquet in the Palace of Perfection
Ten thousand coins for a cask of wine, with many a laugh and quip.
Why say, my host, that your money is gone?

Go and buy wine and we'll drink it together!

24My flower-dappled horse,

My furs worth a thousand,

Hand them to the boy to exchange for good wine,

And we'll drown away the woes of ten thousand generations!



035508 L jlosd/ ) o P

oslgg 9 Chuang Tzu gjs Sslg> .9

g0 5loolg gy Ly Js 9> Salg>

-9)3 Solg> gylaw yseslg g

£330 L 83l 3y —Cuwl =519 IS

Tl Pl Slgwes S gl saS gly 2olgligo s o2
3320 lgims 9 4> 2bys 8, g9 s oS Wi

33,550 jb 395 JUj slerbl g o

(39250 S8 Ja 501935 9w > 1) 8o juyS 68 <330 Yl
.>gs East Hill 3 i (gou5 (5031 jlis (oo

-9 0484S 0300 g ySalgT g plio Sub

T9502 Jl =512 50 21U 9 RGO @) J9 9 <yl GPlagore



1 oP*/63u0S (L jlosy

9. Chuang Tzu And The Butterfly

Chuang Tzu in dream became a butterfly,

And the butterfly became Chuang Tzu at waking.

Which was the real—the butterfly or the man ?

Who can tell the end of the endless changes of things?
5The water that flows into the depth of the distant sea
Returns anon to the shallows of a transparent stream.

The man, raising melons outside the green gate of the city,
Was once the Prince of the East Hill.

So must rank and riches vanish.

10You know it, still you toil and toil,—what for?
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10. Confessional

There was wine in a cup of gold
and a girl of fifteen from Wu,
her eyebrows painted dark

and with slippers of red brocade.

51f her conversation was poor,
how beautifully she could sing!
Together we dined and drank
until she settled in my arms.
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Fitzgerald

The Worldly Hope men set their Hearts upon
Turns Ashes--or it prospers; and anon,

Like Snow upon the Desert's dusty Face,
Lighting a little hour or two--is gone.
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Behind her curtains
10embroidered with lotuses,
how could | refuse

the temptation of her advances?

tr. Hamil
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11. For Meng Hao-Jan

| love Master Meng.
Free as a flowing breeze,
He is famous
Throughout the world.

5In rosy youth, he cast away

Official cap and carriage.

Now, a white-haired elder, he reclines
Amid pines and cloud.
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Drunk beneath the moon,10He often attains sagehood.
Lost among the flowers,
He serves no lord.

How can | aspire

to such a high mountain?

15Here below, to his clear fragrance,
| bow.

Translated by Greg Whincup
Submitted by Edward McDonald
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13. The Old Dust

The living is a passing traveler;

The dead, a man come home.

One brief journey betwixt heaven and earth,

Then, alas! we are the same old dust of ten thousand ages.

5The rabbit in the moon pounds the medicine in vain;

Fu-sang, the tree of immortality, has crumbled to kindling wood.
Man dies, his white bones are dumb without a word

When the green pines feel the coming of the spring.

Looking back, I sigh; looking before, | sigh again.

10What is there to prize in the life's vaporous glory?
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14. Visiting A Taoist On Tiatien Mountain

Amongst bubbling streams
a dog barks; peach blossom
Is heavy with dew; here
and there a deer can

5be seen in forest glades!
No sound of the mid-day
bell enters this fastness
where blue mist rises

from bamboo groves;
10down from a high peak
hangs a waterfall;
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Fitzgerald

Ah, make the most of what we yet may spend,
Before we too into the Dust Descend;

Dust into Dust, and under Dust, to lie,

Sans Wine, sans Song, sans Singer and--sans End!
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non knows where he has gone, so sadly | rest,
with my back leaning
against a pine.
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14. THE GARDEN

En robe de parade.
Samain

Like a skien of loose silk blown against a wall

She walks by the railing of a path in Kensington Gardens,
And she is dying piece-meal

of a sort of emotional anaemia.

5ANnd round about there is a rabble
Of the filthy, sturdy, unkillable infants of the very poor.
They shall inherit the earth.
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Fitzgerald

That ev'n my buried Ashes such a Snare
Of Perfume shall fling up into the Air,
As not a True Believer passing by

But shall be overtaken unaware.
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In her is the end of breeding.

Her boredom is exquisite and excessive.
10She would like some one to speak to her,
And is almost afraid that |

will commit that indiscretion.
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15. Dance Figure
For the Marriage in Cana of Galilee

Dark-eyed,

O woman of my dreams,

Ivory sandalled,

There is none like thee among the dancers,
5None with swift feet.

| have not found thee in the tents,

In the broken darkness.

| have not found thee at the well-head
Among the women with pitchers.

10Thine arms are as a young sapling under the bark;
Thy face as a river with lights.
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Fitzgerald

I sometimes think that never blows so red
The Rose as where some buried Caesar bled;
That every Hyacinth the Garden wears
Dropt in its Lap from some once lovely Head.
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White as an almond are thy shoulders;
As new almonds stripped from the husk.
They guard thee not with eunuchs;
15Not with bars of copper.

Gilt turquoise and silver are in the place of thy rest.
A brown robe, with threads of gold woven in
patterns, hast thou gathered about thee,

O Nathat-lkanaie, 'Tree-at-the-river'.

20As a rillet among the sedge are thy hands upon me;
Thy fingers a frosted stream.

Thy maidens are white like pebbles;
Their music about thee!

There is none like thee among the dancers;
25None with swift feet.
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16. A Girl

The tree has entered my hands,

The sap has ascended my arms,

The tree has grown in my breast-
Downward,

5The branches grow out of me, like arms.

Tree you are,

Moss you are,

You are violets with wind above them.
A child - so high - you are,

10ANnd all this is folly to the world.
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17. La Regina Avrillouse

LADY of rich allure,
Queen of the spring's embrace,
Your arms are long like boughs of ash,
Mid laugh-broken streams, spirit of rain unsure,
5Breath of the poppy flower,
All the wood thy bower
And the hills thy dwelling-place.
***k
This will I no more dream;
Warm is thy arm's allure,
10Warm is the gust of breath
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That ere thy lips meet mine
Kisseth my cheek and saith:
"This is the joy of earth,
Here is the wine of mirth
15Drain ye one goblet sure,
Take ye the honey cup
The honied song raise up,
Drink of the spring's allure,
April and dew and rain;
20Brown of the earth sing sure,
Cheeks and lips and hair
And soft breath that kisseth where
Thy lips have come not yet to drink."”
Moss and the mold of earth,
25These be thy couch of mirth,
Long arms thy boughs of shade
April-alluring, as the blade
Of grass doth catch the dew
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Fitzgerald

And this delightful Herb whose tender Green
Fledges the River's Lip on which we lean--
Ah, lean upon it lightly! for who knows
From what once lovely Lip it springs unseen!
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And make it crown to hold the sun.
30Banner be you
Above my head,
Glory to all wold display'd,
April-alluring, glory-bold.
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18. A Pact

I MAKE a pact with you, Walt Whitman--
| have detested you long enough.

| come to you as a grown child

Who has had a pig-headed father;

51 am old enough now to make friends.

It was you that broke the new wood,

Now is a time for carving.

We have one sap and one root--

Let there be commerce between us.
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Fitzgerald

And if the Wine you drink, the Lip you press,
End in the Nothing all Things end in--Yes-
Then fancy while Thou art, Thou art but what
Thou shalt be--Nothing--Thou shalt not be less.



119 /65508 ()L jloss

19. Alba ['Dawn Song']

AS cool as the pale wet leaves
of lily-of-the-valley
She lay beside me in the dawn.

AT
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20. “‘Hands clasped under the dark veil.’

Hands clasped, under the dark veil.
“Today, why are you so pale?”’
- Because I’ve made him drink his fill
of sorrow’s bitter tale.

5How could I forget? He staggered,
his mouth twisted with pain...

| ran down not touching the rail,

| ran all the way to the gate.
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‘I was joking,” | cried, breathlessly.
10°If you go away, | am dead.’
Smiling strangely, calmly,

‘Don’t stand in the wind,” he said.

131
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21. ‘I’ve written down the words’

I’ve written down the words
that 1’ve not dared to speak.
My body’s strangely dumb.
Dully my head beats.

5The horn cries have died.
The heart’s still confused.
On the croquet lawn, light
autumn snowflakes fused.
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Drawing-room candles will glow
10more tenderly in the day.

Of conservatory roses

I’ll bring a whole bouquet.

Let the last leaves rustle!
Let last thoughts torment!
151 don’t wish to trouble
those used to happiness.

| forgive those lips, eyes
of yours, their cruel jest...
oh, tomorrow we’ll ride
20that first wintry sledge.
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22. ‘He loved three things, alive:’

He loved three things, alive:
white peacocks, songs at eve,
and antique maps of America.
Hated when children cried,
5and raspberry jam with tea,
and feminine hysteria.

...and he had married me.
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23. Evening

In the garden strains of music,
full of inexpressible sadness.
Scent of the sea, pungent, fresh,
on an ice bed, a dish of oysters.

5He said to me: ‘I’m a true friend!’
and then touched my dress.

How unlike an embrace

the closeness of his caress.
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Thus, you stroke birds or cats, yes,
10thus you view shapely performers...
in his calm eyes only laughter,
beneath pale-gold eyelashes.

And the voices of sad viols

sang behind drifting vapour:
15°Give thanks to heaven, then —
you’re alone at last with your lover.”
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24. ‘Like a white stone in a well’s depths,’

Like a white stone in a well’s depths,
a single memory remains to me,
that | can’t, won’t fight against:
It’s happiness — and misery.

51 think someone who gazed full
in my eyes, would see it straight.
They’d be sad, be thoughtful,
as if hearing a mournful tale.
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| know the gods changed people
10to things, yet left consciousness free,

to keep suffering’s wonder alive still.

In memory, you
changed into me.




o3jiaS (L jlos/ 1 50

bg) juuo . PO
rFq:19 :uLu/J_uubS;u/J_gJJ_)b_q./J.tu.ama_Jo_/Lul/

3550 JWos 15 359155 9Ty Lu by 30

ol 5605 Joldo Glins s g 8 Sui

1301 (ol 85 s j gS g g

(58 b jl g0 jgus i (S)lro

cLSMb ObU oS L.,JL? SOdom 09 >uw a_}.m 6[.8.?_}..: (<N 74}
(5323250 03 LT (5301950 jlgl 6 il suo
WSo B gouls sals Gldo j2u0 g

3301 Los o Culdoz oS ol



151 /654808 ()L jloss

25. Lot’s Wife

The just man followed God’s messenger,
vast and bright against the black hill,
but care spoke in the woman’s ear:
“There’s time, you can look back still,

5at Sodom’s red towers where you were born,
the square where you sang, where you’d spin,
the high windows of your dark home,
where your children’s life entered in.
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She looked, and was transfixed by pain,
10uncertain whether she could still see,

her body had turned to translucent salt,

her quick feet rooted there, like a tree.

A loss, but who still mourns the breath
of one woman, or laments one wife?
15Though my heart never can forget,
how, for one look, she gave up her life.

Note: The reference is to Lot’s wife in the Bible, Genesis 19:26
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26. The Last Toast

| drink to our ruined house,
to all of life’s evils too,
to our mutual loneliness,
and I, I drink to you —
5to eyes, dead and cold,
to lips, lying and treacherous,
to the age, coarse, and cruel,
to the fact no god has saved us.
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27. Requiem. V

70For seventeen months | have been screaming,
Calling you home.

I've thrown myself at the feet of butchers

For you, my son and my horror.

Everything has become muddled forever -

751 can no longer distinguish

Who is an animal, who a person, and how long
The wait can be for an execution.

There are now only dusty flowers,

The chinking of the thurible,

80Tracks from somewhere into nowhere
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And, staring me in the face
And threatening me with swift annihilation,
An enormous star.

[1939]




035508 L jlos/ 1 Vo

S5 VI o5l gii j 4ol ¥ A

Gl 63098 S juduo b pUS

1y plosins jgis (soduw g0

(39 63loT (s (5 SL

ol palgs JUS juo o jl un

toyls 6L S g ol

«oiS s 1 6 yblS paio jLo
P9l > Siuwou | Ploxs) 29, 90

E3S S35 95 j goly 395 og oS T

Fokk



1V 1 /7634808 ()L jloss

28. Requiem. VII. The Verdict

The word landed with a stony thud
900nto my still-beating breast.
Never mine, | was prepared,

I will manage with the rest.

| have a lot of work to do today;

I need to slaughter memory,
95Turn my living soul to stone
Then teach myself to live again. . .
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But how. The hot summer rustles

Like a carnival outside my window;

| have long had this premonition

1000f a bright day and a deserted house.

[22 June 1939. Summer. Fontannyi Doms]
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29. Requiem. VIII. To Deat r

You will come anyway - so why not now?

| wait for you; things have become too hard.

| have turned out the lights and opened the door

For you, so simple and so wonderful.

105Assume whatever shape you wish. Burst in

Like a shell of noxious gas. Creep up on me

Like a practiced bandit with a heavy weapon.

Poison me, if you want, with a typhoid exhalation,
Or, with a simple tale prepared by you

110(And known by all to the point of nausea), take me
Before the commander of the blue caps and let me glimpse
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The house administrator's terrified white face.
| don't care anymore. The river Yenisey
Swirls on. The Pole star blazes.

115The blue sparks of those much-loved eyes
Close over and cover the final horror.

[19 August 1939. Fontannyi Dom]
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30. Requiem. IX

Madness with its wings

Has covered half my soul

It feeds me fiery wine

120And lures me into the abyss.

That's when I understood

While listening to my alien delirium
That | must hand the victory

To it.
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125However much | nag
However much | beg

It will not let me take
One single thing away:

Not my son's frightening eyes -
130A suffering set in stone,

Or prison visiting hours

Or days that end in storms

Nor the sweet coolness of a hand
The anxious shade of lime trees
135Nor the light distant sound
Of final comforting words.

[14 May 1940. Fontannyi Dom]
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31. Requiem. Epilogue

1.

| have learned how faces fall,

How terror can escape from lowered eyes,
How suffering can etch cruel pages

1500f cuneiform-like marks upon the cheeks.
| know how dark or ash-blond strands of hair
Can suddenly turn white. I've learned to recognize
The fading smiles upon submissive lips,

The trembling fear inside a hollow laugh.
155That's why | pray not for myself

But all of you who stood there with me
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Through fiercest cold and scorching July heat

Under a towering, completely blind red wall.

2.

The hour has come to remember the dead.

1601 see you, | hear you, | feel you:

The one who resisted the long drag to the open window;

The one who could no longer feel the kick of familiar soil beneath
her feet;

The one who, with a sudden flick of her head, replied,

'l arrive here as if I've come home!'

1651'd like to name you all by name, but the list

Has been removed and there is nowhere else to look.

So,

| have woven you this wide shroud out of the humble words

| overheard you use. Everywhere, forever and always,

1701 will never forget one single thing. Even in new grief.

Even if they clamp shut my tormented mouth

Through which one hundred million people scream;

That's how I wish them to remember me when | am dead

On the eve of my remembrance day.

1751f someone someday in this country
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Decides to raise a memorial to me,

| give my consent to this festivity

But only on this condition - do not build it

By the sea where | was born,

1801 have severed my last ties with the sea;

Nor in the Tsar's Park by the hallowed stump
Where an inconsolable shadow looks for me;
Build it here where | stood for three hundred hours
And no-one slid open the bolt.

185L.isten, even in blissful death | fear

That I will forget the Black Maria’s,

Forget how hatefully the door slammed and an old woman
Howled like a wounded beast.

From my immovable bronze eyelids

190 Like some melting snow flow down the tears,
And let the prison dove coo in the distance

While ships sail quietly along the river.

[March 1940. Fontannyi Dom]
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32. Poema bez geroia
YEPE3 ILUIOINAIKY

Humepmeousn

I'0e-mo 6okpye smozo mecma (« . . . HO
OK30yMHa, 1eeKa, beccmvlona,
MACKAPAaoHasi OOImMosHsL . . .») 6poouiu
euje maxKue CMpoxu, Ho 51 He NYCMUILA UX 8
OCHOBHOU MEKCM.

«YBepsI0, 3TO HE HOBO . . .
240Bb1 nuts, cuabop Kaszanona . . .»

«Ha M cakbeBCKOM POBHO B LIECTH . . .

32. Poem Without a Hero.

ACROSS THE LANDING
Interlude

Somewhere along about here (“. . .but
without care, strain or shame, the
masqueraders chatter . . . ") snippets of
verse like these wander about but I do
not let them into my text:

“That's nothing new, I’d say . . .
240You're a kid, Signor Casanova . . .”

“St. Isaac's Square, six on the nose . . .
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«Kak-HuOy b modpenemM 1o Mpaky,
Mt otcrona enie B «Co0aky» . . .
«Bsl OoTCIOfa Kyfa?»—
245«bor BecTh!»
Canyo ITance! u Jlon-Kuxotsl
U, yBbI, comomckue JIoTsl
CMepTOHOCHBIN MPOOYIOT COK,
AdpoanTsl BOSHUKIIN U3 TICHHI,
250l1eBenbHynuCh B cTekie Enensl,
N 6e3ymbs O1M3UTCS CPOK.
N onsite 13 @OHTAHHOTO TpoTa
I'ne nroOGoBHAs CTHIHET ApeMOTa
UYepes npuspaunsie BOpOTa
25511 MOXHATBIN U PBLKUI KTO-TO
Ko3nonoryo npuBoJiok.
Bceex HapsinHee u Bcex BBILIE,
XOTb HE BUJUT OHA U HE CIBIIIUT—
He xngHeT, He MOJIUT, HE ABIIIUT,
['omoa Madame de Lamballe.

Somehow even in the dark,
We'll find our way to “The Dog”. . .
“Where are you off to?”"—
245*God only knows!”
Sancho Panzas and Don Quixotes
And Lots from Sodom too,
Are sampling the deadly juice,
Aphrodite steps from foam and water,
250Helen poses before a mirror,
And coming toward all, seasons of
madness.
Once again in the Fountain Grotto wait
Lovers, drowsy and frigid,
Beyond the ghostly gates,
255And someone shaggy and red-haired,
A goat-legged sprite.
Even if she does not look or listen—
The best dressed and tallest of all,
Does not curse, nor pray, nor inhale—
Trend-setter, Madame de Lamballe.
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A CMHUpEHHUIIA U KPACOTKa,
TBI, 9TO KO3bIO INIAICHIb YCUYCTKY,
CHoOBa ryJuIIbs TOMHO U KPOTKO:
«Que me veut mon Prince
265Carnaval?»

U 6 mo orce 8pems 6 enybune 3aubvl, ClyeHul,
aoa unu Ha epuiune 2emeéckozo bpokena
nosisnsiemcest O 1 a dnce (a modsicem 6vimo, ee
MeHb):
Kaxk kompITIIa TOMOYYT CaloXKKH,
Kak OyOeHuMK 3BEHST CEPEKKH,
B GieaHbIX JIOKOHAX 371bI€ POXKKH,
OkasHHOH IUIACKOH IIhsIHA,—
270CJI0BHO € Ba3bl Y4epHODUTYPHOH,
[Tpubesxana kK BOJIHE JIa3ypHOH,
Tak napagHo oOHa)KeHa.
A 3a Hell B IIMHEIU U B KacKe
Trl1, BomIE QNI CIOa O0€3 MACKH,

And Miss Modesty too, knockout,
You who tap the dance of the goat,
And then pensively stroll about:

«Que me veut mon Prince
265Carnaval?»

Seeming to appear at the same time in the
depths of the hall, on stage, in hell and on
the summit of Goethe's Brocken, it is SHE
(or perhaps it is her shade):

Like little hooves, her boots click,
Like little bells, her earrings clink,
Wee wicked horns from yellow locks
peak,
Intoxicated with the accursed dance—
270As if on a black-figured vase,
Toward brilliant sky-blue waves,
Stylish and naked, she races.
And behind her in greatcoat and helmet,
You, entering here without mask,
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275Tp1, IBanymika npeBHEN CKa3KH,
Yro Tede ceroaHs TOMUT?
CKOJBKO TOpeUr B KaXKJA0M CJIOBE,
CkonbKO Mpaka B TBOEH JT1000BH,
W 3auem 31a cTpyMKa KpOBU
280bepeuT JIenecToK JJaHUT?

275Y0u, lvanushka of the ancient
legend,
What torments do you seek?
Such bitterness in every word,
Such sorrow in your love,
Is that not a trickle of blood
280Smudging the bloom of your cheek?
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33. Ophélie

On the calm black water where the stars
are sleeping

White Ophelia floats like a great lily;
Floats very slowly, lying in her long
veils...

- In the far-off woods you can hear them
sound the mort.

5For more than a thousand years sad
Ophelia

Has passed, a white phantom, down the
long black river.

For more than a thousand years her sweet
madness

Has murmured its ballad to the evening
breeze.

33. Ophelia

On the calm black water where the stars
are sleeping

White Ophelia floats like a great lily;
Floats very slowly, lying in her long
veils...

- In the far-off woods you can hear them
sound the mort.

5For more than a thousand years sad
Ophelia

Has passed, a white phantom, down the
long black river.

For more than a thousand years her sweet
madness

Has murmured its ballad to the evening
breeze.
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Le vent baise ses seins et déploie en corolle
10Ses grands voiles bercés mollement par
les eaux ;

Les saules frissonnants pleurent sur son
épaule,

Sur son grand front réveur s'inclinent les
roseaux.

Les nénuphars froissés soupirent autour
delle ;

Elle éveille parfois, dans un aune qui dort,
15Quelque nid, d'ou s'échappe un petit
frisson d'aile :

- Un chant mystérieux tombe des astres
d'or

O péle Ophélia ! belle comme la neige !
Oui tu mourus, enfant, par un fleuve
emporteé !

C'est que les vents tombant des grand
monts de Norwege

20T'avaient parlé tout bas de I'apre liberté ;

C'est qu'un souffle, tordant ta grande
chevelure,

A ton esprit réveur portait d'étranges bruits,
Que ton coeur écoutait le chant de la
Nature

Dans les plaintes de I'arbre et les soupirs
des nuits ;

The wind kisses her breasts and unfolds in
a wreath

10Her great veils rising and falling with the
waters;

The shivering willows weep on her
shoulder,

The rushes lean over her wide, dreaming
brow.

The ruffled water-lilies are sighing around
her;

At times she rouses, in a slumbering alder,
15Some nest from which escapes a small
rustle of wings;

- A mysterious anthem falls from the
golden stars.

O pale Ophelia! beautiful as snow!

Yes child, you died, carried off by a river!
- It was the winds descending from the
great mountains of Norway

20That spoke to you in low voices of better
freedom.

It was a breath of wind, that, twisting your
great hair,

Brought strange rumors to your dreaming
mind;

It was your heart listening to the song of
Nature

In the groans of the tree and the sighs of
the nights;
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25C'est que la voix des mers folles,
immense rale,

Brisait ton sein d'enfant, trop humain et
trop doux ;

C'est qu'un matin d'avril, un beau cavalier
péale,

Un pauvre fou, s'assit muet a tes genoux !

Ciel ' Amour ! Liberté ! Quel réve, 6
pauvre Folle !

30Tu te fondais a lui comme une neige au
feu :

Tes grandes visions étranglaient ta parole
- Et I'Infini terrible éffara ton oeil bleu !

- Et le Poete dit qu'aux rayons des étoiles
Tu viens chercher, la nuit, les fleurs que tu
cueillis ;

35Et qu'il a vu sur I'eau, couchee en ses
longs voiles,

La blanche Ophélia flotter, comme un
grand lys.

251t was the voice of mad seas, the great
roar,

That shattered your child's heart, too
human and too soft;

It was a handsome pale knight, a poor
madman

Who one April morning sate mute at your
knees!

Heaven! Love! Freedom! What a dream,
oh poor crazed Girl!

30You melted to him as snow does to a
fire;

Your great visions strangled your words
- And fearful Infinity terrified your blue
eyel

- And the poet says that by starlight

You come seeking, in the night, the
flowers that you picked

35And that he has seen on the water, lying
in her long veils

White Ophelia floating, like a great lily.
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34. Révé Pour I'hiver.

L'hiver, nous irons dans un petit wagon
rose

Avec des coussins bleus.

Nous serons bien. Un nid de baisers fous
repose

Dans chaque coin moelleux.

5Tu fermeras l'oeil, pour ne point voir, par
la glace,

Grimacer les ombres des soirs,

Ces monstruosités hargneuses, populace
De démons noirs et de loups noirs.

34. A Dream for Winter

In the winter, we shall travel in a little
pink railway carriage

With blue cushions.

We shall be comfortable. A nest of mad
kisses lies in wait

In each soft corner.

5You will close your eyes, so as not to
see, through the glass,

The evening shadows pulling faces.
Those snarling monsters, a population
Of black devils and black wolves.
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Puis tu te sentiras la joue égratignée...
10Un petit baiser, comme une folle
araignee,

Te courra par le cou...

Et tu me diras : "Cherche !", en inclinant la
téte,

- Et nous prendrons du temps a trouver
cette béte

- Qui voyage beaucoup...

Then you'll feel your cheek scratched...
10A little kiss, like a crazy spider,
Will run round your neck...

And you'll say to me : "Find it I"
bending your head

- And we'll take a long time to find that
creature

- Which travels a lot...
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35. Ma Boheme (Fantaisie)

Je m'en allais, les poings dans mes poches
Crevees ;

Mon paletot aussi devenait idéal ;

Jiallais sous le ciel, Muse ! et j'étais ton
féal ;

Oh !'lala! que d'amours splendides j'ai
réveées !

5Mon unique culotte avait un large trou.

- Petit-Poucet réveur, j'égrenais dans ma
course

Des rimes. Mon auberge était a la Grande
Ourse.

- Mes etoiles au ciel avaient un doux frou-
frou

35. My Bohemian Life (Fantasy)

I went off with my hands in my torn coat
pockets;

My overcoat too was becoming ideal;

| travelled beneath the sky, Muse! and |
was your vassal;

Oh dear me! what marvellous loves |
dreamed of!

5My only pair of breeches had a big
whole in them.

— Stargazing Tom Thumb, | sowed
rhymes along my way.

My tavern was at the Sign of the Great
Bear.

— My stars in the sky rustled softly.
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Et je les écoutais, assis au bord des routes,
10Ces bons soirs de septembre ou je
sentais des gouttes

De rosée a mon front, comme un vin de
vigueur ;

Ou, rimant au milieu des ombres
fantastiques,

Comme des lyres, je tirais les élastiques
De mes souliers blessés, un pied prés de
mon coeur !

And | listened to them, sitting on the road-
sides

100n those pleasant September evenings !
while | felt drops

Of dew on my forehead like vigorous
wine;

And while, rhyming among the fantastical
shadows,

| plucked like the strings of a lyre the
elastics

Of my tattered boots, one foot close to my
heart!
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36. Voyelles

A noir, E blanc, | rouge, U vert, O bleu :
voyelles,

Je dirai quelgue jour vos naissances
latentes :

A, noir corset velu des mouches éclatantes
Qui bombinent autour des puanteurs
cruelles,

5Golfes d'ombre ; E, candeur des vapeurs
et des tentes,

Lances des glaciers fiers, rois blancs,
frissons d'ombelles ;

I, pourpres, sang crachg, rire des lévres
belles

Dans la colére ou les ivresses pénitentes ;

36. Vowels

A Black, E white, I red, U green, O blue :
vowels,

| shall tell, one day, of your mysterious
origins:

A, black velvety jacket of brilliant flies
Which buzz around cruel smells,

5Gulfs of shadow; E, whiteness of
vapours and of tents,

Lances of proud glaciers, white kings,
shivers of cow-parsley;

I, purples, spat blood, smile of beautiful
lips

In anger or in the raptures of penitence;
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U, cycles, vibrements divins des mers
virides,

10Paix des patis semés d'animaux, paix
des rides

Que l'alchimie imprime aux grands
fronts studieux ;

O, supréme Clairon plein des strideurs
étranges,

Silence traversés des Mondes et des
Anges :

- O I'Oméga, rayon violet de Ses Yeux !

U, waves, divine shudderings of viridian
seas,

10The peace of pastures dotted with
animals, the peace of the furrows
Which alchemy prints on broad studious
foreheads;

O, sublime Trumpet full of strange
piercing sounds,

Silences crossed by Worlds and by
Angels:

O the Omega, the violet ray of Her Eyes!
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38. Le Bateau ivre

Comme je descendais des Fleuves
impassibles,

Je ne me sentis plus guidé par les haleurs :

Des Peaux-Rouges criards les avaient pris
pour cibles

Les ayant cloués nus aux poteaux de
couleurs.

5J'étais insoucieux de tous les équipages,
Porteur de blés flamands ou de cotons
anglais.

Quand avec mes haleurs ont fini ces
tapages

Les Fleuves m'ont laissé descendre ou je
voulais.

38. The Drunken Boat

As | was floating down unconcerned
Rivers

I no longer felt myself steered by the
haulers:

Gaudy Redskins had taken them for
targets

Nailing them naked to coloured stakes.

51 cared nothing for all my crews,
Carrying Flemish wheat or English
cottons.

When, along with my haulers those
uproars were done with

The Rivers let me sail downstream where
| pleased.
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Dans les clapotements furieux des marées
10Moi l'autre hiver plus sourd que les
cerveaux d'enfants,

Je courus ! Et les Péninsules demarrées
N'ont pas subi tohu-bohus plus
triomphants.

La tempéte a béni mes éveils maritimes.
Plus léger qu'un bouchon j'ai danse sur les
flots

10Qu'on appelle rouleurs éternels de
victimes,

Dix nuits, sans regretter I'oeil niais des
falots !

Plus douce qu'aux enfants la chair des
pommes sures,

L'eau verte pénétra ma coque de sapin
Et des taches de vins bleus et des
vomissures

20Me lava, dispersant gouvernail et

grappin

Et dés lors, je me suis baigné dans le
Poeme

De la Mer, infusé d'astres, et lactescent,
Dévorant les azurs verts ; ou, flottaison
bléme

Et ravie, un noyé pensif parfois descend ;

Into the ferocious tide-rips

10Last winter, more absorbed than the
minds of children,

I ran! And the unmoored Peninsulas
Never endured more triumphant
clamourings

The storm made bliss of my sea-borne
awakenings.

Lighter than a cork, | danced on the waves
10Which men call eternal rollers of victims,

For ten nights, without once missing the
foolish eye of the harbor lights!

Sweeter than the flesh of sour apples to
children,

The green water penetrated my pinewood
hull

And washed me clean of the bluish wine-
stains and the splashes of vomit,
20Carring away both rudder and anchor.

And from that time on | bathed in the Poem

Of the Sea, star-infused and churned into
milk,

Devouring the green azures; where,
entranced in pallid flotsam,

A dreaming drowned man sometimes goes
down;
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2500, teignant tout a coup les bleuités,
délires

Et rythmes lents sous les rutilements du
jour,

Plus fortes que I'alcool, plus vastes que nos
lyres,

Fermentent les rousseurs améres de
I'amour !

Je sais les cieux crevant en éclairs, et les
trombes

30Et les ressacs et les courants : Je sais le
soir,

L'aube exaltée ainsi qu'un peuple de
colombes,

Et j'ai vu quelque fois ce que I'homme a
cru voir !

J'ai vu le soleil bas, taché d'horreurs
mystiques,

Illuminant de longs figements violets,
35Pareils a des acteurs de drames trées-
antigques

Les flots roulant au loin leurs frissons de
volets !

J'ai révé la nuit verte aux neiges éblouies,
Baiser montant aux yeux des mers avec
lenteurs,

La circulation des séves inouies,

40Et I'éveil jaune et bleu des phosphores
chanteurs !

25Where, suddenly dyeing the
bluenesses, deliriums

And slow rhythms under the gleams of
the daylight,

Stronger than alcohol, vaster than music
Ferment the bitter rednesses of love!

| have come to know the skies splitting
with lightnings, and the waterspouts
30And the breakers and currents; | know
the evening,

And Dawn rising up like a flock of
doves,

And sometimes | have seen what men
have imagined they saw!

| have seen the low-hanging sun
speckled with mystic horrors.
Lighting up long violet coagulations,
35Like the performers in very-antique
dramas

Waves rolling back into the distances
their shiverings of venetian blinds!

| have dreamed of the green night of the
dazzled snows

The Kiss rising slowly to the eyes of the
seas,

The circulation of undreamed-of saps,
40And the yellow-blue awakenings of
singing phosphorus!
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J'ai suivi, des mois pleins, pareille aux
vacheries

Hystériques, la houle a I'assaut des récifs,
Sans songer que les pieds lumineux des
Maries

Pussent forcer le mufle aux Océans
poussifs !

45J'ai heurte, savez-vous, d'incroyables
Florides

Mélant aux fleurs des yeux de pantheres a
peaux

D'hommes ! Des arcs-en-ciel tendus
comme des brides

Sous I'horizon des mers, a de glauques
troupeaux !

J'ai vu fermenter les marais énormes,
nasses

500u pourrit dans les joncs tout un
Léviathan !

Des écroulement d'eau au milieu des
bonaces,

Et les lointains vers les gouffres cataractant
|

Glaciers, soleils d'argent, flots nacreux,
cieux de braises !
Echouages hideux au fond des golfes bruns

550U les serpents geants devorés de
punaises

Choient, des arbres tordus, avec de noirs
parfums !

I have followed, for whole months on end,
the swells

Battering the reefs like hysterical herds of
COWS,

Never dreaming that the luminous feet of
the Marys

Could force back the muzzles of snorting
Oceans!

451 have struck, do you realize, incredible
Floridas

Where mingle with flowers the eyes of
panthers

In human skins! Rainbows stretched like
bridles

Under the seas' horizon, to glaucous herds!

| have seen the enormous swamps seething,
traps

50Where a whole leviathan rots in the
reeds!

Downfalls of waters in the midst of the
calm

And distances cataracting down into
abysses!

Glaciers, suns of silver, waves of pearl,
skies of red-hot coals!

Hideous wrecks at the bottom of brown
gulfs

55Where the giant snakes devoured by
vermin

Fall from the twisted trees with black
odours!
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J'aurais voulu montrer aux enfants ces
dorades

Du flot bleu, ces poissons d'or, ces poissons
chantants.

- Des écumes de fleurs ont bercé mes
dérades

60Et d'ineffables vents m'ont ailé par
instants.

Parfois, martyr lasse des péles et des zones,
La mer dont le sanglot faisait mon roulis
doux

Montait vers moi ses fleurs d'ombre aux
ventouses jaunes

Et je restais, ainsi qu'une femme a genoux...

65Presque ile, balottant sur mes bords les
querelles

Et les fientes d'oiseaux clabaudeurs aux
yeux blonds

Et je voguais, lorsqu'a travers mes liens
fréles

Des noyés descendaient dormir, a reculons
|

Or moi, bateau perdu sous les cheveux des
anses,

70Jeté par I'ouragan dans I'éther sans
oiseau,

Moi dont les Monitors et les voiliers des
Hanses

N'auraient pas repéché la carcasse ivre
d'eau ;

| should have liked to show to children
those dolphins

Of the blue wave, those golden, those
singing fishes.

- Foam of flowers rocked my driftings
60AnNd at times ineffable winds would
lend me wings.

Sometimes, a martyr weary of poles and
zones,

The sea whose sobs sweetened my
rollings

Lifted its shadow-flowers with their
yellow sucking disks toward me

And | hung there like a kneeling
woman...

65Almost an island, tossing on my
beaches the brawls

And droppings of pale-eyed, clamouring
birds,

And | was scudding along when across
my frayed cordage

Drowned men sank backwards into
sleep!

But now I, a boat lost under the hair of
COVES,

70Hurled by the hurricane into the
birdless ether,

I, whose wreck, dead-drunk and sodden
with water,

neither Monitor nor Hanse ships would
have fished up;
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L_ibre, fumant, monte de brumes Free, smoking, risen from violet fogs,
violettes, | who bored through the wall of the

Moi qui trouais le ciel rougeoyant reddening sky

comme un mur 75Which bears a sweetmeat good poets find
75Qui porte, confiture exquise aux bons | yalicious

poetes, Lichens of sunlight [mixed] with azure

Des lichens de soleil et des morves snot

d'azur,

' ' 4 Alontri Who ran kled with lunula of
Qui courais, tache de lunules électriques, 0 ran, speckled unuia o

Planche folle, escorté des hippocampes electricity,
oirs ’ A crazy plank, with black sea-horses for
Quand les juillets faisaient crouler a escort, i :
: When Julys were crushing with cudgel

coups de triques

: . blows
80Les cieux ultramarins aux ardents _ . :

. 80Skies of ultramarine into burning
entonnoirs ;

funnels;

Moi qui tremblais, sentant geindre a
cinquante lieues

Le rut des Béhémots et les Maelstroms
epais,

Fileur éternel des immobilités bleues,

Je regrette I'Europe aux anciens parapets
!

I who trembled, to feel at fifty leagues'
distance

The groans of Behemoth's rutting, and of
the dense Maelstroms

Eternal spinner of blue immobilities

I long for Europe with it's aged old
parapets!

85J'ai vu des archipels sidéraux ! et des .
851 have seen archipelagos of stars! and

iles )
) - islands
Dont les cieux délirants sont ouverts au .. ) i
_ Whose delirious skies are open to sailor:
vogueur :

- Do you sleep, are you exiled in those
bottomless nights,

Million golden birds, O Life Force of the
future? -

- Est-ce en ces nuits sans fond que tu
dors et t'exiles,

Million d'oiseaux d'or, 0 future Vigueur
2.
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Mais, vrai, j'ai trop pleuré ! Les Aubes
sont navrantes.
90Toute lune est atroce et tout soleil amer

L'acre amour m'a gonflé de torpeurs
enivrantes.

O que ma quille éclate ! O que jaille & la
mer !

Si je désire une eau d'Europe, c'est la
flache

Noire et froide ou vers le crépuscule
embaumé

95Un enfant accroupi plein de tristesses,
lache

Un bateau fréle comme un papillon de
mai.

Je ne puis plus, baigné de vos langueurs, 6
lames,

Enlever leur sillage aux porteurs de
cotons,

Ni traverser I'orgueil des drapeaux et des
flammes,

100N nager sous les yeux horribles des
pontons.

But, truly, | have wept too much! The
Dawns are heartbreaking.

90Every moon is atrocious and every sun
bitter:

Sharp love has swollen me up with heady
langours.

O let my keel split! O let me sink to the
bottom!

If there is one water in Europe | want, it is
the

Black cold pool where into the scented
twilight

95A child squatting full of sadness,
launches

A boat as fragile as a butterfly in May.

| can no more, bathed in your langours, O
waves,

Sail in the wake of the carriers of cottons,
Nor undergo the pride of the flags and
pennants,

100Nor pull past the horrible eyes of the
hulks.
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38. Chanson de la plus Haute Tour

Oisive jeunesse

A tout asservie,

Par delicatesse

J'ai perdu ma vie.

5Ah ! Que le temps vienne
Ou les coeurs s'éprennent.

Je me suis dit : laisse,
Et gu'on ne te voie :

Et sans la promesse
10De plus hautes joies.
Que rien ne t'arréte,
Auguste retraite.

38. Song of the Highest Tower

Idle youth

Enslaved to everything,

By being too sensitive

| have wasted my life.

5Ah! Let the time come
When hearts are enamoured.

| said to myself: let be,
And let no one see you:
Do without the promise
100f higher joys.

Let nothing delay you,
Majestic retirement.
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J'ai tant fait patience
Qu'a jamais j'oublie ;

15Craintes et souffrances

Aux cieux sont parties.
Et la soif malsaine
Obscurcit mes veines.

Ainsi la Prairie

20A l'oubli livrée,
Grandie, et fleurie
D'encens et d'ivraies
Au bourdon farouche

De cent sales mouches.

25Ah I Mille veuvages
De la si pauvre @me
Qui n'a que lI'image
De la Notre-Dame !
Est-ce que I'on prie
30La Vierge Marie ?

| have endured so long

That | have forgotten everything;
15Fear and suffering

Have flown to the skies.

And morbid thirst

Darkens my veins.

Thus the meadow

20Given over to oblivion,
Grown up, and flowering
With frankincense and tares
To the wild buzzing

Of a hundred filthy flies.

250h! the thousand bereavements
Of the poor soul

Which possesses only the image
Of Our Lady!

Can one pray

30To the Virgin Mary?
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Oisive jeunesse

A tout asservie,

Par delicatesse.

J'ai perdu ma vie.

35Ah ! Que le temps vienne
Ou les coeurs s'éprennent !

Mai 1872

Idle youth

Enslaved by everything,

By being too sensitive

| have wasted my life.
35Ah! Let the time come
When hearts are enamoured!

May 1872
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39. Alchimie du Verbe

1A moi. L'histoire d'une de mes folies.

2Depuis longtemps je me vantais de
posséder tous les paysages possibles, et
trouvais deérisoires les célébrités de la
peinture et de la poésie moderne.

3J'aimais les peintures idiotes, dessus de
portes, décors, toiles de saltimbanques,
enseignes, enluminures populaires ; la
littérature démodée, latin d'église, livres
érotiques sans orthographe, romans de
nos areules, contes de fées, petits livres
de I'enfance, opéras vieux, refrains niais,
rythmes naifs.

4Je révais croisades, voyages de
découvertes dont on n'a pas de relations,
républiques sans histoires, guerres de
religion étouffées, révolutions de
moeurs, déplacements de races et de
continents : je croyais a tous les
enchantements.

39. Alchemy of the Word

1My turn now. The story of one of my
insanities.

2For a long time | boasted that | was master
of all possible landscapes and | thought the
great figures of modern painting and poetry
were laughable.

3What I liked were: absurd paintings,
pictures over doorways, stage sets, carnival
backdrops, billboards, bright-colored prints;
old-fashioned literature, church Latin, erotic
books full of misspellings, the kind of
novels our grandmothers read, fairy tales,
little children's books, old operas, silly old
songs, the nave rhythms of country rimes.

4] dreamed of Crusades, voyages of
discovery that nobody had heard of,
republics without histories, religious wars
stamped out, revolutions in morals,
movements of races and continents: | used
to believe in every kind of magic.
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5J'inventai la couleur des voyelles ! - A
noir, E blanc, | rouge, O bleu, U vert. - Je
réglai la forme et le mouvement de
chaque consonne, et, avec des rythmes
instinctifs, je me flattai d'inventer un
verbe poétique accessible, un jour ou
I'autre, a tous les sens. Je réservais la
traduction.

6Ce fut d'abord une étude. J'écrivais des
silences, des nuits, je notais
I'inexprimable. Je fixais des vertiges.

Loin des oiseaux, des troupeaux, des
villageoises,
Que buvais-je, a genoux dans cette
bruyére
Entourée de tendres bois de noisetiers,
Dans un brouillard d'aprés-midi tiéde et
vert ?

Que pouvais-je boire dans cette jeune
Oise,
- Ormeaux sans voix, gazon sans fleurs,
ciel couvert ! -
Boire a ces gourdes jaunes, loin de ma
case
Chérie? Quelque liqueur d'or qui fait suer.

51 invented colors for the vowels! - A
black, E white, | red, O blue, U green. - |
made rules for the form and movement
of every consonant, and | boasted of
inventing, with rhythms from within me,
a kind of poetry that all the senses,
sooner or later, would recognize. And |
alone would be its translator.

61 began it as an investigation. | turned
silences and nights into words. What
was unutterable, | wrote down. | made
the whirling world stand still.

Far from flocks, from birds and country
girls,
What did | drink within that leafy screen
Surrounded by tender hazlenut trees
In the warm green mist of afternoon?

What could I drink from this young Oise
- Toungeless trees, flowerless grass,
dark skies! -

Drink from these yellow gourds, far
from the hut
| loved? Some golden draught that made
me sweat.
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Je faisais une louche enseigne
d'auberge.
- Un orage vint chasser le ciel. Au soir
L'eau des bois se perdait sur les sables

vierges,

Le vent de Dieu jetait des glagons aux
mares ;

Pleurant, je voyais de l'or - et ne pus
boire. -

A quatre heures du matin, I'été,
Le sommeil d'amour dure encore.
Sous les bocages s'évapore
L'odeur du soir fété.

La-bas, dans leur vaste chantier,
Au soleil des Hespérides,
Déja s'agitent - en bras de chemise -
Les Charpentiers.

Dans leurs Déserts de mousse,
tranquilles,
lIs préparent les lambris précieux
Ou la ville

| would have made a doubtful sign for
an inn.
- Later, toward evening, the sky filled
with clouds...
Water from the woods runs out on
virgin sands,
And heavenly winds cast ice thick on
the ponds;
Then | saw gold, and wept, but could
not drink.
At four in the morning, in summertime,
Love's drowsiness still lasts...
The bushes blow away the odor
Of the night's feast.

Beyond the bright Hesperides,
Within the western workshop of the Sun,
Carpenters scramble - in shirtsleeves -
Work is begun.

And in desolate, moss-grown isles
They raise their precious panels
Where the city
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Peindra de faux cieux

O, pour ces Ouvriers charmants
Sujets d'un roi de Babylone,
Vénus ! quitte un instant les Amants
Dont I'ame est en couronne.

O Reine des Bergers,
Porte aux travailleurs I'eau-de-vie,
Que leurs forces soient en paix
En attendant le bain dans la mer a midi

7La vieillerie poétique avait une bonne
part dans mon alchimie du verbe.

8Je m'habituai a I'nallucination simple : je
voyais trés franchement une mosquée a la
place d'une usine, une école de tambours
faite par des anges, des caleches sur les
routes du ciel, un salon au fond d'un lac ;
les monstres, les mystéres ; un titre de
vaudeville dressait des épouvantes devant
moi.

9Puis j'expliquai mes sophismes magiques
avec I'nallucination des mots !

Will paint a hollow sky

For these charming dabblers in the arts
Who labor for a King in Babylon,
Venus! Leave for a moment
Lovers' haloed hearts.

O Queen of Shepherds!
Carry the purest eau-de-vie
To these workmen while they rest
And take their bath at noonday, in the sea

7The worn-out ideas of old-fashioned
poetry played an important part in my
alchemy of the word.

8l got used to elementary hallucination: |
could very precisely see a mosque instead
of a factory, a drum corps of angels, horse
carts on the highways of the sky, a drawing
room at the bottom of a lake; monsters and
mysteries; a vaudeville's title filled me with
awe.

9ANd so | explained my magical sophistries
by turning words into visions!
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10Je finis par trouver sacré le désordre de
mon esprit. J'étais oisif, en proie a une
lourde fievre : j'enviais la félicité des
bétes, - les chenilles, qui représentent
I'innocence des limbes, les taupes, le
sommeil de la virginité !

11Mon caractere s'aigrissait. je disais
adieu au monde dans d'especes de
romances :

Chanson de la plus haute Tour

Qu'il vienne, qu'il vienne,
Le temps dont on s'éprenne

J'ai tant fait patience
Qu'a jamais j'oublie ;
Craintes et souffrances
Aux cieux sont parties.
Et la soif malsaine
Obscurcit mes veines

Qu'il vienne, qu'il vienne,
Le temps dont on séprenne

10At last, | began to consider my mind's
disorder a sacred thing. | lay about idle,
consumed by an oppressive fever: | envied
the bliss of animals - caterpillars, who
portray the innocence of a second
childhood, moles, the slumber of virginity!

11My mind turned sour. | said farewell to
the world in poems something like ballads:

A Song from the highest Tower

Let it come, let it come,
The season we can love

| have waited so long
That at length | forget;
And leave unto heaven
My fear and regret.
A sick thirst
Darkens my veins.

Let it come, let it come,
The season we can love
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Telle la prairie
A l'oubli livrée,
Grandie, et fleurie
D'encens et d'ivraies
Au bourdon farouche
Des sales mouches.

Qu'il vienne, qu'il vienne,
Le temps dont on s'éprenne

12J'aimai le désert, les vergers brlés,
les boutiques fanees, les boissons
tiédies. Je me trainais dans les ruelles
puantes et, les yeux fermés, je m'offrais
au soleil, dieu de feu.

13"Géneral, s'il reste un vieux canon
sur tes remparts en ruines, bombarde-
nous avec des blocs de terre séche. Aux
glaces des magasins spendides ! dans
les salons ! Fais manger sa poussiére a
la ville. Oxyde les gargouilles. Emplis
les boudoirs de poudre de rubis
bralante..."

130h ! le moucheron enivré a la
pissotiére de I'auberge, amoureux de la
bourrache, et que dissout un rayon !

So the green field
To oblivion falls,
Overgrown, flowering,
With incense and weeds
And the cruel noise
Of dirty flies

Let it come, let it come,
The season we can love

121 loved the desert, burnt orchards, tired old
shops, warm drinks. | dragged myself
through stinking alleys, and with my eyes
closed | offered myself to the sun, the god of
fire.

13"General, if on your ruined ramparts one
cannon still remains, shell us with clods of
dried-up earth. Shatter the mirrors of
expensive shops! And the drawing rooms!
Make the city swallow its dust. Turn
gargoyles to rust. Stuff boudoirs with rubies'
fiery powder..."

130h! the little fly drunk at the urinal of a
country inn, in love with rotting weeds, a
ray of light dissolves him!
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Faim

Si j'ai du godt, ce n'est guere
Que pour la terre et les pierres.
Je déjeune toujours d'air,
De roc, de charbons, de fer.

Mes faims, tournez. Paissez, faims,
Le pré des sons.
Attirez le gai venin
Des liserons.

Mangez les cailloux qu'on brise,
Les vieilles pierres d'églises ;
Les galets des vieux déluges,

Pains semés dans les vallées grises.

Hunger

I only find within my bones
A taste for eating earth and stones.
When | feed, | feed on air,
Rocks and coals and iron ore.

My hunger, turn. Hunger, feed,
A field of bran.
Gather as you can the bright
Poison weed.

Eat the rocks a beggar breaks,
The stones of ancient churches' walls;
Pebbles, children of the flood,
Loaves left lying in the mud.




03508 (L jlos /P AP

S2S Slg> 09 j S S 6gr 4
SiS50 wai |y Ll (sl jo 6S
s UoLSlo Slug ygaw 4o
b0 | o395 (gl dulo
ook
t_u.u|bJJ Jlb.l:!l >
£39u 70 (5w Lo 48 gy s g Ldogao
S0 JU a2 gz Jd 68 AT
-3)9550 JS hid
Skoksk
g2y JI3S, . EalgRy 138,
Oloal 5lgalSal 3 4>
|J Obg.u.l_).é S [D.JLUJ.J.ZJ J|A§J

.S oalgy Kendron g 5uw 1 g

OU Oilwgj g (0 jilw uLO.J.uT_j' ¢>g0J ;0 OLu.uuS ) Gl lS:JJ aoolosld g5l 35 sl Pl w10
9 Jlsexas | plo g2 piwslgiizo 65 (o U eolingS juw ooub (alubgy ol b (5leed > lw
}PSgA% 50 (H>g



P OF /633108 )L jLos

Le loup criait sous les feuilles Beneath the bush a wolf will howl
En crachant les belles plumes Spitting bright feathers
De son repas de volailles : From his feast of fowl:
Comme lui je me consume. Like him, | devour myself.

Waiting to be gathered
Fruits and grasses spend their hours;
The spider spinning in the hedge
Eats only flowers.

Les salades, les fruits
N'attendent que la cuillette ;
Mais l'araignée de la haie
Ne mange que des violettes.

Que je dorme ! que je bouille Let me sleep! Let me boil
AU).( autels de Salomon._ On the altars of Solomon;
Le bouillon court sur la rouille, Let me soak the rusty soil
Et se mele au Cedron. And flow into Kendron.
1&_5EnT|n, 0 bor_1heur, 0 ra_lson,_J ecgrtal du 15Finally, O reason, O happiness, | cleared
ciel I'azur, qui est du noir, et je vécus, N
. , N from the sky the blue which is darkness,
étincelle d'or de la lumiére nature. De . -
oie. 6 Drenais une expression and | lived as a golden spark of this light
JOIE, JE prenals Une expresst Nature. In my delight, I made my face look

bouffonne et égarée au possible : i . _
as comic and as wild as | could:
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Elle est retrouvée.

Quoi ? - L'Eternité.

C'est la mer mélée
Au soleil.

Mon ame éternelle,
Observe ton voeu
Malgreé la nuit seule
Et le jour en feu.

Donc tu te dégages
Des humains suffrages
Des communs élans
Et voles selon...

- Jamais d'espérance
Pas d'orietur.
Science et patience,
Le supplice est sdr.

It is recovered.
What? - Eternity.
In the whirling light
Of the sun in the sea.

O my eternal soul,
Hold fast to desire
In spite of the night
And the day on fire.

You must set yourself free
From the striving of Man
And the applause of the World
You must fly as you can...

- No hope forever
No orietur.
Science and patience,
The torment is sure.
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Plus de lendemain,
Braises de satin,
Votre ardeur
Est le devoir.

Elle est retrouvée !
- Quoi ? - L'Eternité.
C'est la mer mélée
Au soleil.

12Je devins un opéra fabuleux : je vis que
tous les étres ont une fatalité de bonheur :
I'action n'est pas la vie, mais une facon de
gacher quelque force, un énervement. La

morale est la faiblesse de la cervelle.

17A chaque étre, plusieurs autres vies me
semblaient dues. Ce monsieur ne sait ce
qu'il fait : il est un ange. Cette famille est
une nichée de chiens. Devant plusieurs
hommes, je causai tout haut avec un
moment d'une de leurs autres vies. - Ainsi,
j'ai aimé un porc.

The fire within you,
Soft silken embers,
Is our whole duty
But no one remembers.

It is recovered.
What? Eternity.
In the whirling light
Of the sun in the sea.

121 became a fabulous opera: | saw that
everyone in the world was doomed to
happiness. Action isn't life: it's merely a
way of ruining a kind of strength, a means
of destroying nerves. Morality is water on
the brain.

171t seemed to me that everyone should
have had several other lives as well. This
gentleman doesn't know what he's doing:
he's an angel. That family is a litter of
puppy dogs. With some men, | often
talked out loud with a moment from one of
their other lives. - That's how I happened
to love a pig.
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18Aucun des sophismes de la folie, - la
folie qu'on enferme, - n'a été oublié par
moi : je pourrais les redire tous, je tiens
le systeme.

19Ma santé fut menacée. La terreur
venait. Je tombais dans des sommeils de
plusieurs jours, et, levé, je continuais les
réves les plus tristes. J'étais mar pour le
trépas, et par une route de dangers ma
faiblesse me menait aux confins du
monde et de la Cimmeérie, patrie de
I'ombre et des tourbillons.

20Je dus voyager, distraire les
enchantements assemblés sur mon
cerveau. Sur la mer, que j'aimais comme
si elle elt di me laver d'une souillure, je
voyais se lever la croix consolatrice.
J'avais été damné par l'arc-en-ciel. Le
Bonheur était ma fatalité, mon remords,
mon ver : ma vie serait toujours trop
immense pour étre dévouée a la force et
a la beaute.

21Le Bonheur ! Sa dent, douce a la mort,
m'avertissait au chant du coq,- ad
matutinum, au Christus venit,- dans les
plus sombres villes :

O saisons, 6 chateaux,
Quelle ame est sans défaut?

18Not a single one of the brilliant arguments
of madness, - the madness that gets locked
up, - did | forget: I could go through them
all again, I've got the system down by heart.

191t affected my health. Terror loomed
ahead. | would fall again and again into a
heavy sleep, which lasted several days at a
time, and when | woke up, my sorrowful
dreams continued. | was ripe for fatal
harvest, and my weakness led me down
dangerous roads to the edge of the world, to
the Cimmerian shore, the haven of
whirlwinds and darkness.

201 had to travel, to dissipate the
enchantments that crowded my brain. On
the sea, which I loved as if it were to wash
away my impurity, | watched the
compassionate cross arise. | had been
damned by the rainbow. Felicity was my
doom, my gnawing remorse, my worm: my
life would forever be too large to devote to
strength and to beauty.

21Felicity! The deadly sweetness of its sting
would wake me at cockcrow, - ad
matutinum, at the Christus venit, - in the
somberest of cities:

O seasons, O chateaus!
Where is the flawless soul?
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J'ai fait la magique étude
Du Bonheur, qu'aucun n'élude.

Salut a lui, chaque fois
Que chante le coq gaulols.

Ah! je n'aurais plus d'envie :
Il s'est charge de ma vie.

Ce charme a pris ame et corps,
Et disperse les efforts.

O saisons, 6 chateaux,

L'heure de sa fuite, hélas !
sera I'heure du trepas

O saisons, 6 chateaux !

22Cela s'est passé. Je sais aujourd'hui
saluer la beauté.

I learned the magic of
Felicity, it enchants us all.

To Felicity, sing life and praise
Whenever Gaul's cock crows.

Now all desire has gone:
It has made my life its own.

That spell has caught heart and soul
And scattered every trial.

O seasons, O chateaus!

And, oh! the day it disappears
Will be the day | die.

O seasons, O chateaus!

22All that is over. Today, | know how to
celebrate beauty
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40. Aube

1J'ai embrassé I'aube d'été.

2Rien ne bougeait encore au front des
palais. L'eau était morte. Les camps
d'ombres ne quittaient pas la route du bois.
J'ai marché, réveillant les haleines vives et
tiedes, et les pierreries regarderent, et les
ailes se leverent sans bruit.

3La premiére entreprise fut, dans le sentier
déja empli de frais et blémes éclats, une
fleur qui me dit son nom.

4Je ris au wasserfall blond qui s'échevela a
travers les sapins : a la cime argentée je
reconnus la deesse.

40. Dawn

11 embraced the summer dawn.

2Nothing yet stirred on the face of the
palaces. The water is dead. The shadows
still camped in the woodland road. |
walked, waking quick warm breaths, and
gems looked on, and wings rose without a
sound.

3The first venture was, in a path already
filled with fresh, pale gleams, a flower
who told me her name.

4] laughed at the blond wasserfall that
tousled through the pines: on the silver
summit | recognized the goddess.




035508 L jlos /P § I

b ol > Easlie Cuws IS jd paiS LS 1) bees yy SueuSs o8 yln
1y gl g iy ;S50 S g g2y o jl gl Jd 6duuw S jludis |y Jug >
3 50 Ui 69 < 3030 (5ldgSun o 52153 63 (ylizas (ylgs

9 i8S o 3 1y gl Udgusl slodool> 5 gS ol jouln Susjo ol o8I435

397 j9 305 5 law ooy



P §O/63:508 b jluosd

5Alors, je levai un a un les voiles. Dans
I'allee, en agitant les bras. Par la plaine, ou
je I'ai dénoncée au coq. A la grand'ville
elle fuyait parmi les clochers et les domes,
et courant comme un mendiant sur les
quais de marbre, je la chassais.

6En haut de la route, prés d'un bois de
lauriers, je I'ai entourée avec ses voiles
amassés, et j'ai senti un peu son immense
corps. L'aube et I'enfant tomberent au bas
du bois.

7Au réveil il était midi.

5Then, one by one, I lifted up her veils.
In the lane, waving my arms. Across the
plain, where I notified the cock. In the
city, she fled among the steeples and the
domes, and running like a beggar on the
marble quays, | chased her.

6 Above the road near a laurel wood, |
wrapped her up in gathered veils, and |
felt a little her immense body. Dawn and
the child fell down at the edge of the
wood.

7Waking, it was noon.
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41. MoJauTBa

Xpucroc u bor! i xaxny uyna
Teneps, ceiiuac, B Hauasne gHsi!
O, nait MHE yMepeTh, MOKy1a
Bces sxu3Hb Kak KHUTA JJ1 MEHSL.

5ThI MyapBIi1, Thl HE CKaXKEUb CTPOro:
-"Tepmnu, emnie He KOHYEH CPOK .

Thl cam MHE oA -- CAUIIKOM MHOTO!
S xaxay cpasy -- Bcex gopor!

41. Prayer

| need a miracle, Christ, My Lord!
Here, now, before the sun can rise!
O, let me pass on, while the world
51s like a book before my eyes.

5No, You are fair and will not judge:
“It’s not your time, and so live on.”
For You have given me too much!

I long to take all roads - in one!
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Bcero xouy: ¢ nymon upirana
10MaTn o1 mecHU Ha pa30ooi,

3a Bcex CTpaaaTh NOJ 3BYK OpraHa
M ama3onkoi MYathscs B 00ii;

l'agaTh mo 3Be37aM B UepHOM OarHe,
Bectu nerent Bnepen, CKBO3b TEHb...
15UT00 OBbLT JIETeHI0H -- IeHb BUCPAIIHHM,
Uto06 6611 6€3yMbeM -- KaXKIbIi 1CHB!

JIxo0m10 ¥ KPECT U IIEJNK, U KaCKH,

Mos nyuia MrHOBEHHM CIIE. ..

ThI gan MHE IETCTBO -- JIyUllle CKa3KH
20U nait MHE CMEpTh -- B CEMHAIIATh JieT!

1909

| crave it all: With a gypsy’s passion,
10To raid and loot, singing a song,
And hearing organs, feel compassion,
And rush to war, - an Amazon;

Wish on the stars, up in a dungeon,
Lead kids through shadows on the way,
15Turn yesterday into a legend,

And suffer madness every day!

| love the helmet, cross and veil,
My soul is but a moment’s gleam...
You’ve made my youth a fairytale, -
20Now, let me die - at seventeen!

1909
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42. He nymaio, He :KaJIylOCh

He nymaro, He xayroch, HE CIIOPIO.

He cruo.

He pByCh HH K CONHILY, HH K JIyHE, HU K
MOPIO,

Hu k xopaburo.

5He 4yBCTBY10, KaK B 3TUX CT€HaX >KapKo,
Kak 3eneno B cany.

JIaBHO K€JaHHOTO M KJAHHOTO MoJapKa
He xny.

42. | never think or argue

I never think or argue, or whine to any
one.

| do not sleep.

| strive for neither sea, nor moon, nor sun,
Nor for the ship.

51 don’t perceive the warmth indoors or
Greenery of grass.

| don’t await the gift | wished for

To come at last.
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Neither the morning nor the streetcar’s call
Delights me as of late.
101 live, oblivious of time, and don’t recall
The century and date.

A little dancer on a slashed rope that’ll
collapse,

| fear, too soon,

151 am a shadow’s shade, a lunatic, perhaps,
Of two dark moons.

1914

He panyer vu yTpO, HU TpamBas
3BeHAmMmii Oer.

100KuBy, HE BUJIS JHS, TI03a0BIBas
Yuciio u BeK.

Ha, xaxercs, Hagpe3aHHOM KaHaTe
S - MaNleHbKUH IUISICYH.

154 - TeHb OT Ubeh-TO T€HU. 4 -
JTyHATUK

JIByX TEMHBIX JIyH.

1914
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43. Two suns are cooling down 43. JlBa coIHNA CTHIYT

Two suns are cooling down, - God, | protest! JlBa conHa cTeIHYT,- 0 I'ocrioan,

- romaau! -
One is in the sky, the other - in my chest. OpHo - Ha Hebe, apyroe - B Moei
rpyau.
How these two suns - could my conscience
forget’) - Kaxk »tu corana,- [IPOILLY JIH cede
How these two suns were always driving me cama?-
mad! Kaxk »tu connua cBoauinu MeHs ¢ ymal
5Both cooling now, - their rays won’t hurt 51 00a CTBIHYT - HE OOJIBHO OT HX
7l
your eyes! Tyqeu:

The one that burned the hottest is the first to | Y1 TO OCTBIHET IIEPBBIM, 4TO rOPIEH.
die.
1915

1915
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44. Tymaau — 4eJiOBeK

Hymanu — yenosek!

N ymepeTs 3acTaBuim.

YwMmep Teneps. Hasek.

— [InauybTe 0 MepTBOM anresne!

50H Ha 3akare JHI

[len kpacoTy BEUEPHIOLO.
Tpu BOCKOBBIX OTHA
Tpernmnrorcs, cyeBepHBIE.

44. They thought — just a man

They thought — just a man!
And forced him to die.

He is dead. The end.

- Cry for the angel, cry!

5Before the fall of night,

He praised the evening splendor
Three waxen lights

- Superstitious - tremble.
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He emitted bright light;

100n the snow, strings smoldered.

Just three candles shine —
For the sun-holder!

Oh, will you look - how

His eyelids are flattened!
150h, will you look - how

His wings have been shattered!

People pray with the priest.
He reads the selection...

- The poet lies, deceased,
20AnNd celebrates resurrection.

1916

Il ot Hero Jiyun —
107Kapkue CTpyHBI 110 CHETY.
Tpu BOCKOBBIX CBEUN —
Connny-ro! CBeroHocHOMY!

O noragauTe — Kak
Bexu BBammiaucey TeMusble!
150 norisaauTe — Kak
KpbLibs ero nosomansbi!

YepHblil yUTAET YTEL,
TornuyTcs nroau npas3aHele. ..
— MepTBBIi JEKUT TIEBELL
201 BOCKpeceHbE ITpa3IHyET.

1916
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45. Houn 0e3 JJI00MMOr0

Houu 6e3 1r00muM0Oro — 1 HOUYH

C HemroOUMBIM, U OOJIBIIINE 3BE3IbI
Han ropsiueii ronoBou, u pyku,
[Ipoctuparommecs k Tomy —
5KTO OT Beka He ObLT — U HE OyJIeT,
KT0 He MOeT ObITh — U JIOJDKCH
OBITb.

U cne3a pebenka 1o repoto,

U cne3a repost mo pebeHKy,

U 6omnbIie KaMEeHHBIE TOPbI

10Ha rpyam TOro, KTO IOJXKEH —
BHH3...

45. Nights without the beloved

Nights without the beloved - and nights
With whom you don’t love, and huge stars
Above a feverish forehead, and arms,
Stretching and reaching up to Him -
5Who wasn’t here for ages - and won’t be,
Who cannot be - and must be....

And a child’s tear for a hero,

And a hero’s tear for a child,

And enormous, rocky mountains

100n the chest of the one, who must -
descend...
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3Haro Bcé, uTo OBLIO0, BCE, uTO OYyIeT,
3Haro0 BCIO IITyXOHEMYIO TaliHy,
Y10 Ha TEMHOM, Ha KOCHOSI3bIYHOM

15513bIKe T0ACKOM 30BeTCsT — JKU3Hb.

1918

I know all that was and all that shall be,
| know the deaf and dumb mystery,
That the uneducated and inarticulate
15Language of people calls - Life.

1918
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46. luanoz I'amnema c coeecmuio

- Ha gHe oHa, rjae un

U Bopopocnu... Crath B HUX
Vuuia, - Ho cHa 1 TaM HeT!

- Ho s ec mo0u,

5Kak copok ThIcsi4 OpaTheB
JIroOuth HEe MoryT!

- 'amner!

46. Hamlet's Dialogue with his
Conscience

-She’s at the riverbed, in algae, covered
With weeds... She went to sleep there,
But there’s no dream! How did it happen?
-But I loved her,

5Loved more than forty thousand brothers
Ever could have loved!

-Hamlet!
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Ha nne ona, rae wi.
Un!.. 1 nocnennuii BEHUYUK

10BcruibLl Ha MPUPEYHBIX OPEBHAX. ..

- Ho s ee mr00mn

Kak copok TeICAY. ..

- Mensbl1ue,

Bce xk, yeM o1H TFOOOBHHUK.

15Ha nne oHa, rae ui.
- Ho s ee —
(HemoyMeHHO)
JTIO0MIT??

1923

She’s at the riverbed in algae, covered
With algae!... And her final garland has
10Surfaced by the bank upon a log...

- But | loved her,

Loved more than forty thousand...
-Still less

Than just a single lover could have
loved.

15She’s at the riverbed, with algae
covered.

-Butl -

(bewildered)

loved her??

1923
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47. IlonbITKa PEBHOCTH

Kak xuBercst BaM ¢ Apyroro,-
[Tpomie Benp?- Y nap Becnal-
Jlunueii 6eperoBoro

Cxopo 71p maMsTh OTOLIIA

5060 MHe, TJIaBy4YeM OCTPOBE

(ITo HeOy - He Mo Bogam)!

Jyum, gymm!- ObITh BaM CeCTpamH,
He mo6oBHHUIIaMU - BaMm!

47. An Attempt at Jealousy

How is living with another?
Simpler? A thud of oars! —
Memories of me soon start to

Drift like wave-lines by the shores,

51’m the island in the distance,

(Not on water! — in the sky!)

Souls! - You’re destined to be sisters
And not lovers in this life!
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Kak xuBeTcst BaM ¢ IpOCTOIO
10Kenmnmuuoro? bes 6oxecTB?
I'ocynapsiHio ¢ npecroiia
Caepriiu (¢ OHOTO COIIe/),

Kak »xuBeTcst Bam - XJ0mouercs -
Exurca? Beraercs - kak ?

15C monumMHOM 6€CCMEPTHOM MOIITIOCTH
Kak cnpaBmsierech, OeHAK?

"Cynopor na nepeboes -
XBatut! Jlom cebe Halimy".
Kak >xuBercst BaM ¢ 1100010 -
20136panHOMy Moemy!

CBoiicTBeHHEE U CheJ00HEE -
Cuenp? [Ipuectcs - HE TEHSIA. .
Kak xuBetcs BaMm ¢ 110g100MEM -
Bawm, nonpagsmemy Cunaiil

How is living with the common
10Woman? Never sharing the divine?
Having now removed the sovereign
From her throne (forced to resign),

How is living full of cares?

How is waking with another?

15Poor man, how much can you bear
Of the tax of this dishonor?

“l have had it! — being bothered -
| will rent a place. Enough!”
How is living with some other —
20You, my only chosen love?

You eat her food with such elation,
Who’s to blame when you’re fed up...
Do you enjoy the replication?

You, who tramped the Sinai top!
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Kak xuBercs Bam ¢ 4yxko1o,
3nemnuero? Pebpom - moba?
Ctb111 3€BECOBOI BOMXIKOIO
He oxnecteiBaer m6a?

45Kak )KMBETCSl BaM - 3JI0POBUTCH -
Mosketca? IToercs - kak?

C s3BOO OECCMEPTHOMN COBECTH
Kak cripaBnsieTech, e THAK?

Kak xuBertcst BaM ¢ ToBapom
50PpiHOYHBIM? OOpOK - KpYTOH?
[Tocne mpamopoB Kappapsl

Kak >xuBercst BaM ¢ Tpyxoii

['unicoBoii? (M3 ribIObI BhICEUYCH

bor - u HauucTo pazout!)

55Kak >KuBETCS BaM C CTO-THICSIYHOM -
Bawm, no3nasmemy Jlunur!

Living with someone so foreign -

Do you love her - for the rib?

Or does shame still lash your forehead
Every day with Zeus’” whips?

45How is living with her, there?
Feeling healthy? Sing at all?

Poor man, how much can you bear
Of the shame that plagues your soul?

How is living with the market
50Good? Are the prices rising fast?
Having known Carrara marble,
How is living with the dust

from the plaster? (God was carved
In the block, -- then, smashed
completely!)

55With the thousandth — is it hard?
You, who used to be with Lilith!
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PBIHOYHOIO HOBU3HOIO

Creitel 11? K Bosm0oamM ocTeIB,
Kak xuBeTcs BaM ¢ 36 MHOIO
XKenmunoro, 6e3 mectorx UyBcTB?

45Hy, 3a roJIOBY: CUACTIUBbI?
Het? B poase 6e3 riryOuH -
Kaxk xuBercs, munbiii? Tsoxue iy,
Tak xe 71, KaKk MHE C IpyTUM?

1924

Got bored of market products early?
Got bored of novelties and sick
Of magic? How is living the earthly
Woman, one without the sixth Sense?...

45Living happily in love?

No? In despair, without an end?
How’s your life? Is it as tough
As my own with another man?

1924
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48. IModma koHHIA. 5

JIBroxeHue Ty0 JIOBIIIO.

U 3Har0 - He CKaXET MEePBhIM.
- He nrobure? - Het, nro0utr0.
- He nmroGuTe? - HO ucTep3aH,

165Ho BBIINT, HO U3BEACH.

(Opsiom 03upast MECTHOCTB):
-ITomunyiite, 310 - TOM?

- JloM B cepaiie moeM. - C1oBeCHOCTB!

48. Poem to the End. 5

| detect movement in his lips.

But know—~he won’t speak first.

—You don’t love me? —No, | love you.
—You don’t love me! —But I’m tormented,

165And wasted, and worn out.

(Like an eagle surveying the terrain):
—You call this—a home?

—Home is—in my heart. —How very
literary!
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JIx000Bb, 3TO TJIOTH U KPOBb.

1701BeT, COOCTBEHHON KPOBBIO MOJIUT.

Br1 nymaete - 11000Bb -
becenoBatp uepe3 cTonuk?

Yacouek - ¥ 1o JoMaMm?
Kak Te rocnioga u 1ampl?
175J1r000Bb, ITO 3HAYMUT...
- Xpam?

JuTs, 3aMeHUTE IIPaMOM

Ha mpame! - ITox B3risigom ciayr
U 6paxxnukos? (5, 6e3 3Byka:
180"JIr060Bb, 3TO 3HAYUT JTyK
HatsiHyThIi TyK: pazmyka'.)

- JIto60Bb, 3TO 3HAYHUT - CBSI3b.
Bce Bpo3b y HAac: PThI U JKU3HH.
185(ITpocuiia sk TeOs1: He cria3p!

B ToT yac, CokpoBEeHHBIN, OJIUKHUH,

Love is flesh and blood.

170A flower—watered with blood.
Do you think love is—

Idle chat across a table?

An hour—and then we both just go home?
Like these ladies and gentlemen?
175Love is . ..

—An altar?
Sweetheart, to that altar bring scar

Upon scar!—Under the eyes of waiters
And revelers? (I think:

180*“Love is—a bow drawn

Taut: a bow: separation.”)

—Love is—a connection. When
Everything we have is separate: our
mouths, our lives.

185(1 did ask you: not to speak of it!
Our hour that was secret, close,
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ToT yac Ha BEpXy ropsl

N crpactu. memento - mapowm:
JIro60Bb - 3TO BCE aphbl

190B koctep - u Bceraa 3amapom!)

Prta pakoBuHHas 1menb
bnenna. He ycmenika - onuce.
- I npexne Bcero ogna
ITocrens.

195- BbI XOTENM MPONAcTh

Ckazatb? - bapabannslii 60it
IlepcToB. - He ropamu aBurats!
JIr000BB, 3TO 3HAYMUT...

- Mon.

20051 Bac monumaro. Beisona?

nepcToB OapabaHHbBIN 00
Pacrer. (Qmador u miomasis.)
-Yenem. - A . ympew,
Hapnesinace. 1o mipore.

That hour on top of the hill,

That hour of passion. Momento—Iike smoke:

Love is—all one’s gifts

190Into the fire, —and always—for nothing!)

The shell-like slit of your mouth
Goes white. No smile—an inventory.
—First on the list, one
Bed.
195—You may as well have said

One wide gulf? —The drum-wail
Of your fingers. —I’m not asking you to
move mountains!
Love means. ..
—You are mine.
2001 understand you. So?

The drum-wail of your fingers
Grows louder. (Scaffold and square.)
—Let’s go away. —AnNd I: Let’s die,
| was hoping. It would be simpler!
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205]10CcTaTOYHO JCIICBU3H:

Pudwm, pensc, HOMepOB, BOK3AJIOB...
-JIt000Bb, 3TO 3HAYHT. KU3Hb.

- Het, nHaue Ha3bIBaJIOCH

VY npeBHUX...
210- Utak? -
JlockyTt

[Tnatka B KyJnake, Kak psioa.
- Tak enemre? - Bam mapmpyT?
SAn, penbcel, CBUHEII - HA BBIOOD!

215CMepTh - U HUKAKUX YCTPOUCTB!
- )Kusns! - nonkoBoaen puMckumii,
Oprnom o3upast BOMCK

Ocrarok.

- Torma mpoctumcs.

205Enough of this squalor:
Rhymes, rails, rooms, stations . . .
—Love is: a life.

—No, it was something else

To the ancients . . .
210 —So what?—
The shreds

Of a handkerchief in my fist, like a fish.
—S0, should we go? —And what would we
take?

Prison, the rails, a bullet—you choose!

215Death—and none of these arrangements!
—A life! —Like a Roman tribune
Surveying the remnants of his force,
Like an eagle.
—Then, we should say goodbye.
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49. Cancion de Otofio en Primavera

Juventud, divino tesoro,

ya te vas para no volver!
Cuando quiero llorar, no lloro,
y a veces lloro sin querer....

5Plural ha sido la celeste
historia de mi corazon.

Era una dulce nifia, en este
mundo de duelo y afliccion.

49. Song of Autumn in the Springtime

Youth, treasure only gods may keep,
Fleeting from me forever now!

| cannot, when | wish to, weep,

And often cry | know not how...

5My heart's celestial histories,

So countless were, could not be told.-
She was a tender child, in this

World of affliction manifold.
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Miraba como el alba pura;
10sonreia como una flor.
Era su cabellera obscura
hecha de noche y de dolor.

Yo era timido como un nino.
Ella, naturalmente, fue,

15para mi amor hecho de armifio,
Herodias y Salome....

Juventud, divino tesoro,

ya te vas para no volver....!
Cuando quiero llorar, no lloro,
20y a veces lloro sin querer....

La otra fue mas sensitiva

y mas consoladora y mas
halagadora y expresiva,

cual no pensé encontrar jamas.

She seemed a dawn of pure delight;
10She smiled as the flowers after rain;
Her tresses were like to the night
Fashioned of darknesses and pain.

I was timid and childlike shy.
I could not but have been this way:
15She, to my love chaste as the sky,
Was Herodias and Salomé...

Youth, treasure only gods may keep,
Fleeting from me forever now!

I cannot, when | wish to, weep,
20And often cry | know not how...

The other was more sensitive,
More quieting and loving-kind,
With greater will to love and live
Than | ever had hoped to find.
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25Pues a su continua ternura
una pasion violenta unia.

En un peplo de gasa pura
una bacante se envolvia....

En sus brazos tomo mi ensueno
y lo arrullo como a un bebe....
y lo mato, triste y pequefio,
falto de luz, falto de fe....

Juventud, divino tesoro,

te fuiste para no volver!
35Cuando quiero llorar, no lloro,
y a veces lloro sin querer....

Otra juzgo que era mi boca
el estuche de su pasion;

y que me roeria, loca,

40con sus dientes el corazon

25For with her grace of tenderness
A violence of love she had:

In a peplos of loveliness

Was hid a Maenad passion mad...

Youth, treasure only gods may keep,
30Wilted in me forever now!

| cannot, when | wish to, weep,

And often cry | know not how...

Another fancied my lips were

A casket wrought to hold her love;
35ANnd wildly with the teeth of her
To gnaw my very heart she strove.

She willed all passionate excess;
She was a flame of love for me;
She made each ardorous caress
40Synthesis of eternity.
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y de nuestra carne ligera
imaginar siempre un Eden,
sin pensar que la Primavera
y la carne acaban tambien....

45Juventud, divino tesoro,

ya te vas para no volver!
Cuando quiero llorar, no lloro,
y a veces lloro sin querer....

Y las demas! en tantos climas,
50en tantas tierras, siempre son,
si no pretextos de mis rimas,
fantasmas de mi corazon.

En vano busqué a la princesa
que estaba triste de esperar.

55La vida es dura. Amarga y pesa.

Ya no hay princesa que cantar!

She deemed our flesh a deathless thing,
And on desire an Eden reared,
Forgetting that the flowers of Spring
And of the flesh so soon are seared...

45Youth, treasure only gods may keep,
Fleeting from me forever now!

I cannot, when | wish to, weep,

And often cry | know not how...

And the others! In many climes,
50In so many lands, ever were
Merely the pretext for my rhymes,
Or heart-born fantasies of her.

| sought for the princess in vain,
She that awaited sorrowing.

55But life is hard. Bitter with pain.
There is no princess now to sing!
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Maés a pesar del tiempo terco,
mi sed de amor no tiene fin:
con el cabello gris me acerco
a los rosales del jardin....

60Juventud, divino tesoro,

ya te vas para no volver....
Cuando quiero llorar, no lloro,
y a veces lloro sin querer....

65Mas es mia el Alba de oro!

And yet despite the season drear,
My thirst of love no slaking knows;
Gray-haired am |, yet still draw near
The roses of the garden-close....

60Youth, treasure only gods may keep,
Fleeting from me forever now!

I cannot, when | wish to, weep,

And often cry | know not how...

65Ah, but the golden Dawn is mine!
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50. Primaveral

Mes de rosas. Van mis rimas
en ronda a la vasta selva

a recoger miel y aromas

en las flores entreabiertas.
5Amada, ven. El gran bosque
es nuestro templo; alli ondea
y flota un santo perfume

de amor. El pajaro vuela

de un arbol a otro y saluda
10tu frente rosada y bella
como un alba; y las encinas

50. Primaveral

Now is come the month of roses!
To the woods my verse has flown
Gathering fragrance and honey
From the blossoms newly blown.
5Beloved, come to the forest,

The woodland shall be our shrine
Scented with the holy perfume
Of the laurel and the vine.

From tree-top to tree-top flitting
10The birds greet you with sweet lay,
Finding joyance in your beauty
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robustas, altas, soberbias,
cuando td pasas agitan

sus hojas verdes y trémulas,
15y enarcan sus ramas como
para que pase una reina.

Oh, amada mia! Es el dulce
20tiempo de la primavera.

All4 hay una clara fuente

que brota de una caverna,
donde se bafian desnudas

las blancas ninfas que juegan.
Rien al son de la espuma,
hienden la linfa serena;

entre polvo cristalino
esponjan sus cabelleras;

y saben himnos de amores

en hermosa lengua griega,
30que en glorioso tiempo antiguo

Fairer than the birth of day;

And the haughty oaks and hemlocks
Bend their leafy branches green
15Forming rustling, regal arches
For the passage of a queen.

All is perfume, song and radiance;
Flowers open and birds sing:

O Beloved, 'tis the season

200f the Spring!

Flowing from a haunted cavern

Is a crystal fountain where

Naiads nude and flower-breasted
Bathe and play and freight the air
25With the joyance of their laughter
And the gladness of the wave
When they stoop over the fountain
And their tresses'gin to lave.

And they know the hymns of Eros
30That in lovely Grecian tongue
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30Pan invento en las florestas.

Amada, pondré en mis rimas
la palabra méas soberbia

de las frases de los versos

de los himnos de esa lengua;
35y te diré esa palabra
empapada en miel hiblea...
oh, amada mia, en el dulce
tiempo de la primavera!

30That in lovely Grecian tongue30
Pan one day made in the forest
In the glorious age of song.
Sweetest, of that glorious hymnal
| shall choose the fairest phrase
35To enrich with ancient music
The full cadence of my lays.
Sweet as sweetest Grecian honey
Will my song be when 1 sing,

O Beloved, in the season

400f the Spring!
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51. Caracol

En la playa he encontrado un caracol de
0oro

macizo y recamado de las perlas mas finas;
Europa le ha tocado con sus manos divinas
cuando cruzé las ondas sobre el celeste
toro.

5He llevado a mis labios el caracol sonoro
y he suscitado el eco de las dianas marinas;
le acerqué a mis oidos, y las azules minas
me han contado en voz baja su secreto
tesoro.

51. A Shell

| found upon the shore a golden shell,
Massive, and with the daintiest pearls
embossed;

Europa touched it with her hands divine
When on the heavenly bull the sea she
crossed.

51 lifted to my lips the sounding shell,
And woke the morning drum-beats of the
sea;

| held it to mine ear, the azure mines

Of hidden treasure murmured low to me.
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Asi la sal me llega de los vientos amargos
10que en sus hinchadas velas sintio la
nave Argos

cuando amaron los astros el suefio de
Jason;

y 0igo un rumor de olas y un incognito
acento

y un profundo oleaje y un misterioso
viento...

(El caracol la forma tiene de un corazon.)

Thus comes to me the salt of those keen

gales

10The Argo felt within her swelling sails
When Jason's dream the stars of heaven

loved well;

An unknown voice 'mid wave-sounds there
| find,

A deep sea-swell and a mysterious wind.
(Shaped like a heart it is, that sounding
shell).
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52. Torres de Dios Poetas!

Torres de Dios Poetas!
Pararrayos celestes,

que resistis las duras tempestades,
como crestas escuetas,

5como picos agrestes,

rompeolas de las eternidades!

La mégica Esperanza anuncia el dia
en gue sobre la roca de armonia
expirara la pérfida sirena.
10Esperad, esperemos todavia!

52. Poets! Towers of God

Poets! Towers of God

Made to resist the fury of the storms
Like cliffs beside the ocean

Or clouded, savage peaks!

5Masters of lightning!

Breakwaters of eternity!

Hope, magic-voiced, foretells the day

When on the rock of harmony

The Siren traitorous shall die and pass away,
10AnNd there shall only be

The full, frank-billowed music of the sea.
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Esperad todavia.

El bestial elemento se alza

En el odio a la sacra prosa,

15y se arroja baldon de raza a raza.
La insurreccién de abajo

tiende a los Excelentes.

El canibal codicia su tasajo

con roja encia y afilado dientes.

20Torres, poned al paredon sonrisa.

Poned ante ese mal y ese recelo,
una soberbia insinuacion de brisa

y una tranquilidad de mar vy cielo....

Be hopeful still,

Though bestial elements yet turn

From Song with rancorous ill-will
15And blinded races one another spurn!
Perversity debased

Among the high her rebel cry has raised.
The cannibal still lusts after the raw,
Knife-toothed and gory-faced.

20Towers, your laughing banners now unfold.
Against all hatreds and all envious lies
Upraise the protest of the breeze, half-told,
And the proud quietness of sea and skies....
Esperad todavia.




PP AdSE0S (L jloss /P

Wobuwl slgslols .o

35193 35185 50 65 Llah dLoluwl lgilolys
follgs > Ylos o Cuwl o y5nduudd s o,z,'l_

&0 31 08 gl g (oloslis I 3019550 s Lo
(OS3l290 5Lys 68 0358 iz gyl g 8y gl Gl
Ok &Lb oo 1uuiul Juad . ylg>o

S jRIG0 yad g g o 1) lolauds polsosg pw
b g Loy b SaiaS | T GlolualS

—Ilobuwl slgstolss T 3 1y Sluad jus o



PP /635608 L jlos

53. Gaita Galaica

Gaita galaica, que sabes cantar
lo que profundo y dulce nos es.
Dices de amor, y dices después
de un amargor como el de la mar.

5Canta. Es el tiempo. Haremos danzar
al fino verso de ritmicos pies.

Ya nos lo dijo el Eclesiastés:

tiempo hay de todo; hay tiempo para
amar;

53. Bagpipes of Spain

Bagpipes of Spain, ye that can sing

That which is sweetest to us in the Spring!
You first sing of gladness and then sing of
pain

As deep and as bitter as the billowed main.

5Sing. 'Tis the season! As glad as the rain
My verses shall trip ye a jig or a fling.
Ecclesiastes said it again and again,

All things have their season, O bagpipes of
Spain!—
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tiempo de ganar, tiempo de perder, A season to plant, a season to reap:
10tiempo de plantar, tiempo de coger, 10A season to sew, a season to tear;
tiempo de llorar, tiempo de reir, A season to laugh, a season to weep;
tiempo de rasgar, tiempo de coser, Seasons for to hope and for to despair;
tiempo de esparcir y de recoger, A season to love, a season to mate;

tiempo de nacer, tiempo de morir... A season of birth, a season of Fate...
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19. Nocturne. 1

Silence of the night , a sad, nocturnal
silence--Why does my soul tremble so?

| hear the humming of my blood,

and a soft storm passes through my brain.
5Insomnia! Not to be able to sleep, and yet
to dream. | am the autospecimen

of spiritual dissection, the auto-Hamlet!

To dilute my sadness

in the wine of the night

10in the marvelous crystal of the dark—
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And | ask myself: When will the dawn
come?

Someone has closed a door--

Someone has walked past--

The clock has rung three--1f only it were
Shel--

it l:T"1-|-I1I|. -|:l.:.:-i'|:..'-. -
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55. Sentencings

Sentencings
A thing too perfect to be remembered:

stone beautiful only when wet.
* * *

Blinded by light or black cloth—
SO many ways
not to see others suffer.

* * *

Too much longing:

it separates us
like scent from bread,
rust from iron.
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From very far or very close—
the most resolute folds of the mountain are gentle.

* * *

As if putting arms into woolen coat sleeves,
we listen to the murmuring dead.

* * *

Any point of a circle is its start:
desire forgoing fulfillment to go on desiring.

* * *

In a room in which nothing
has happened,
sweet-scented tobacco.

* * *

The very old, hands curling into themselves, remember their parents.

* * *

Think assailable thoughts, or be lonely.
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56. To Judgment: An Assay

You change a life

as eating an artichoke changes the taste

of whatever is eaten after.

Yet you are not an artichoke, not a piano or cat—

5not objectively present at all—

and what of you a cat possesses is essential but narrow:
to know if the distance between two things can be leapt.
The piano, that good servant,

has none of you in her at all, she lends herself

10to what asks; this has been my ambition as well.

Yet a person who has you is like an iron spigot
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whose water comes from far-off mountain springs.
Inexhaustible, your confident pronouncements flow,

coldly delicious.

15For if judgment hurts the teeth, it doesn’t mind,

not judgment. Teeth pass. Pain passes.

Judgment decrees what remains—

the serene judgments of evolution or the judgment

of a boy-king entering Persia: “Burn it,” he says,

20and it burns. And if a small tear swells the corner

of one eye, it is only the smoke, it is no more to him than a beetle
fleeing the flames of the village with her six-legged children.
The biologist Haldane—in one of his tenderer moments—
judged beetles especially loved by God,

25“because He had made so many.” For judgment can be tender:
| have seen you carry a fate to its end as softly as a retriever
carries the quail. Yet however much

| admire you at such moments, | cannot love you:

you are too much in me, weighing without pity your own worth.
30When | have erased you from me entirely,

disrobed of your measuring adjectives,
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stripped from my shoulders and hips each of your nouns,

when the world is horsefly, coal barge, and dawn the color of winter
butter—

not beautiful, not cold, only the color of butter—

35then perhaps | will love you. Helpless to not.

As a newborn wolf is helpless: no choice but hunt the wolf milk,
find it sweet.
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57. Standing Deer

As the house of a person

in age sometimes grows cluttered
with what is

too loved or too heavy to part with,
5the heart may grow cluttered.

And still the house will be emptied,
and still the heart.

As the thoughts of a person
In age sometimes grow sparer,
10like a great cleanness come into a room,
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the soul may grow sparer;

one sparrow song carves it completely.
And still the room is full,

and still the heart.

15Empty and filled,
like the curling half-light of morning,
in which everything is still possible and so why not.

Filled and empty,
like the curling half-light of evening,
20in which everything now is finished and so why not.

Beloved, what can be, what was,
will be taken from us.

| have disappointed.

| am sorry. | knew no better.

25A root seeks water.

Tenderness only breaks open the earth.

This morning, out the window,

the deer stood like a blessing, then vanished.
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58. The Heart's Counting Knows Only One

In Sung China,

two monks friends for sixty years
watched the geese pass.

Where are they going?

5one tested the other, who couldn't say.

That moment's silence continues.
No one will study their friendship

in the koan-books of insight.
No one will remember their names.



035508 U jLos /POA

N THEAV] ) UL‘;T o L_,.cblg o /o
gog_x:;l g1 B0 osLiunl

Hokok

(L gS (50 iS5 038 938 iwlaS
Ul G oo Lol
2wty 29T b Ll jLE oS (lizas /0

3ol6ud g5 938 Ul B osuiud
.l_LSJ M'g).; CuwD Jl cN')QL? crOJ..lJ) ‘J..u o ULI.U Ul).:

8. Bnth ﬂ:uE o a.nd m=hfrd£rare forgotten

L = AN
7.The ox E:urgt::uttvauJ the ox-herder rests alunf.




P09 /634608 L jlos

101 think of them sometimes,
standing, perplexed by sadness,
goose-down sewn into their quilted autumn robes.

Almost swallowed by the vastness of the mountains,
but not yet.

15As the barely audible
geese are not yet swallowed;
as even we, my love, will not entirely be lost.
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59. Tree

It is foolish
to let a young redwood
grow next to a house.

Even in this
5one lifetime,
you will have to choose.

That great calm being,
this clutter of soup pots and books --
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Already the first branch-tips brush at the window.
10Softly, calmly, immensity taps at your life.
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61. What shall | do with this body they gave me

What shall I do with this body they gave me,
so much my own, so intimate with me?

For being alive, for the joy of calm breath,
tell me, who should I bless?

51 am the flower, and the gardener as well,
and am not solitary, in earth’s cell.
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My living warmth, exhaled, you can see,
on the clear glass of eternity.

A pattern set down,
1ountil now, unknown.

Breath evaporates without trace,
but form no one can deface.
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61. My beast, my age, who will try

My beast, my age, who will try
to look you in the eye,

and weld the vertebrae

of century to century,

swith blood? Creating blood
pours out of mortal things:
only the parasitic shudder,
when the new world sings.

As long as it still has life,
10the creature lifts its bone,
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and, along the secret line

of the spine, waves foam.
Once more life’s crown,
like a lamb, is sacrificed,
15cartilage under the knife -
the age of the new-born.

To free life from jail,

and begin a new absolute,

the mass of knotted days

20must be linked by means of a flute.
With human anguish

the age rocks the wave’s mass,

and the golden measure’s hissed

by a viper in the grass.

25And new buds will swell, intact,
the green shoots engage,
but your spine is cracked
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my beautiful, pitiful, age.
And grimacing dumbly, you writhe,
30look back, feebly, with cruel jaws,
a creature, once supple and lithe,

at the tracks left by your paws.

Mandelshtam in 1930
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63. She has not yet been born

She has not yet been born:
she is music and word,
and therefore the untorn,
fabric of what is stirred.

5Silent the ocean breathes.
Madly day’s glitter roams.
Spray of pale lilac foams,

in a bowl of grey-blue leaves.
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May my lips rehearse

10the primordial silence,

like a note of crystal clearness,
sounding, pure from birth!

Stay as foam Aphrodite — Art —

and return, Word, where music begins:
15and, fused with life’s origins,

be ashamed heart, of heart!
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63. Insomnia. Homer. Taut canvas.

Insomnia. Homer. Taut canvas.

Half the catalogue of ships is mine:

that flight of cranes, long stretched-out line,
that once rose, out of Hellas.

5To an alien land, like a phalanx of cranes —
Foam of the gods on the heads of kings —
Where do you sail? What would the things
of Troy, be to you, Achaeans, without Helen
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BOWHbI U peBontoumn (1916—1920)
COCTaBUAU BTOPYHK KHUTY «Tristia»
(«kHUry cKOopben», 3arnaBne BOCXoauT
K OBnanto), Bbilweawyto B 1922 roay.
E€ aBTOPCKMI BapuaHT NosBUACA B
1923 nog 3arnasuem «Btopaa KHUra» u
c obwum nocesaweHnem «H. X.» —
Hageskae AkoBneBHe XasnHON, KeHe
noaTa (MX 3HAKOMCTBO COCTOA/IOCH B
Kuese, B mae 1919 roaa). B KHure
OTYETIMBO NPOCAEXKMBAETCA IBONKOLMA
OT aKMENCTUYECKOTO, PaLMOHANbHOTO,
K nppaunoHanbHomy (ans
MaHaenblitama Bcerga —
TPaArM4eckomy), K no3Tuke
C/IOMHENLNX accoLMaLni.
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The sea, or Homer — all moves by love’s glow.
10Which should I hear? Now Homer is silent,

and the Black Sea thundering its oratory, turbulent,
and, surging, roars against my pillow.

Ocun MaHaenbwTam
poawnnca 15 aHeaps (3
AHBAPA NO CTAPOMY CTUIO)
1891 ropa B Baplase.
OTteu, IMmnnun
BeHnamunHoBMY (IMuUnb,
XacKna, Xaukenb
BeHnammnHosuy)
MaHgenbwTtam (1856 —-
1938), bbin mactepom
nep4yaTouHOro gena,
COCTOAN B Kynuax nepBown
rMMNbAWW, YTO 4ABAIO €My
NPaBO }XUTb BHE YepTbl
0CeanocTn, HeCMoTpA Ha
eBpencKoe
npoucxoxaeHue. Martb,
®nopa OcnnosHa
BepbnoBsckas, bbina
MY3bIKaHTOM.
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64. 1 don’t remember the word | wished to say

| don’t remember the 