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TRZY ZIMY

THREE WINTERS
(1936)



PIESN

Ona

Ziemia odptywa od brzegu, na ktérym stoj

i coraz dalegwiecq jej trawy i drzewa.

Paczki kasztanowswiatta lekkiej brzozy.,

juz nie zobacg was.

Z ludzmi umeczonymi oddalacie gj

ze staicem kotysanym jak flaga biegniecie w stgarocy,

boje sig zost& sama, procz mego ciata nic nie mam

— ono btyszczy w ciemrigi, gwiazda ze skrzpwanymi rekami,
az straszno mi patrZena siebie. Ziemio,

nie opuszczaj mnie.

Chér

Z rzek dawno spiygty lody, bujne wyrosty Kcie,

ptugi przeszty po polach, borkuyv lasach gabie,

g6rami sarna przebiega, e weselne krzyczy,

kwiaty wysokie kwitra, parup ciepte ogrody.

Dzieci rzucay pitka, tancza na hkach po troje,

kobiety bielizre piora w strumieniach i fovd ksiezyce.

Rada¢ wszelka jest z ziemi, nie masz procz ziemi wesela,
cztowiek jest dany ziemi, niech ziemi tylko zada.

Ona

Nie che ciebie, nie skusisz mnie. Riylalej, siostro pogodna,
czuje twoj dotyk jeszcze, twoj dotyk szymnie pali.

Koce mitosne z tabgorzkie jak popiét chmur,

aswit nadchodzit po nich w czerwieni, nad jeziorami

niosty sk pierwsze rybitwy i smutek takie ptaka

nie mogtam ju, tylko lezac

Gabrieli Kunat



THE SONG

Woman

Earth flows away from the shore where | stand,

her trees and grasses, more and more distant, shine
Buds of chestnuts, lights of frail birches,

| won't see you anymore.

With worn-out people you move away,

with the sun waving like a flag you run toward thight,

| am afraid to stay here alone, | have nothing pkogy body
— it glistens in the dark, a star with crossed tsand

so that | am scared to look at myself. Earth,

do not abandon me.

Chorus

Ice flowed down the rivers, trees sprouted buojeamtes,

ploughs went through the fields, doves in the foaes cooing,

a doe runs in the hills and cries her exulting song

tall-stemmed flowers are blooming, steam rises freamm gardens,
Children throw balls, they dance on the meadowhbyedsomes,
women wash linen at streamside and fish for thermoo

All joy comes from the earth, there is no deliglithaut her,

man is given to the earth, let him desire no other.

Woman

| don't want you, don't tempt me, keep flowing, rganquil sister.
Your burning touch on my neck, | still feel it.

Nights of love with you bitter as the ash of clouds

and the dawn after them, and on the lakes

first terns circling and such sadness

that | could not cry anymore, just keep counting



liczy¢ godziny ranka, stuclda&zimnego szumu

wysokich martwych topoli. Ty, Be, mitasciw mnie kydz.
Od ust ziemi chciwych ogtz mnie.

Od pi&ni jej nieprawdziwych ocz¢ mnie.

Chér

Kreca sig kotowroty, ryby trzepog sie w sieciach,

pachrn pieczone chleby, togzsig jabtka po stotach,
wieczory schodg po schodach, a schodyywego ciata,
wszystko jest z ziemi poete, ona jest doskonata.
Chyla si¢ cigzkie okrety, jach miedziani bratowie,
kotysz karkami zwierzta, motyle spadajdo morz,
kosze vedruja 0 zmierzchu i zorza mieszka w jabtoni,
wszystko jest z ziemi poete, wszystko powréci do niej.

Ona

O, gdyby we mnie byto clégedno ziarno bez rdzy,
chat jedno ziarno, ktére by przetrwato,
mogtabym spaw kotysce nachylanej

na przemian w mrok, na przemiarswit.

Spokojnie czekatabymzaganie ruch powolny,

a rzeczywiste naglessobnay

i tarczy nowej nieznajomej twarzy

spojrzy kwiat polny, kamigpolny.

Wtedy juz oni, zyjacy klamliwie,

jak wodorosty na dnie wod zatoki,

byliby tym, czym léne igliwie

dla kogg, kto w las patrzy z gory, przez obtoki.
Ale nic nie ma we mnie précz przestrachu,

nic oprocz biegu ciemnych fal.

Ja jestem wiatr, co nilge w ciemnych wodach dmie,
wiatrem jestem igcym a nie wracapym sk,
pytkiem dmuchawca na czarnyctkachswiata.

Ostatnie gtosy

W kuzni nad wod mtotek uderza,
schylony cztowiek naprawia kes
i $wieci gtowa w ptomieniu ogniska.



the hours of the morning, listen to the cold rustle

of the high, dead poplars. You, God, have mercynen
From the earth's greedy mouth deliver me,

cleanse me of her untrue songs.

Chorus

The capstans are turning, fish toss in the nets,

baked breads smell sweetly, apples roll on theetabl
evenings go down the steps and the steps arddisie +
everything is begot by the earth, she is withoatish.
Heavy ships are yawing, copper brethren are sailing
animals sway their backs, butterflies fall to tlea,s
baskets wander at dusk, dawn lives in the appée-tre
everything is begot by the earth, to her everythitigreturn.

Woman

Oh, if there were in me one seed without rust,

no more than one grain that could perdure

| could sleep in the cradle leaning by turns

now into darkness, now into the break of day.

I would wait quietly till the slow movement ceases
and the real shows itself naked suddenly,

till a wildflower, a stone in the fields stare up

with the disk of an unknown new face.

Then they who live in the lies

like weeds at the bottom of a bay's wash

would only be what pine needles are

when one looks from above through the clouds atest.
But there is nothing in me, just fear,

nothing but the running of dark waves.

I am the wind that blows and dies out in dark water

I am the wind going and not returning,

a milkweed pollen on the black meadows of the world

The last voices

At the forge on the lake shore, hammerblows,
a man, bent over, fixes a scythe,
his head gleams in the flame of the hearth.



Pierwsze tuczywo zapalaesi izbie,
na stot gtow klada parobcy zmaczeni.
Jw misa dymi, &wierszczespiewap.

Wyspy & zwierztamispiacemi,
w gniezdzie jeziora ukfadajsie mruczc,
a nad nimi obtok wziutki.

Wilno, 1934
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A resin chip is lit in the hut,
tired ploughboys lay their heads on the table.

A bowl is already steaming and the crickets sing.

Islands are animals falling asleep,
in the nest of the lake they settle down, purring:
above them, a narrow cloud.

Wilno, 1934
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HYMN

Nikogo nie ma pomaidzy toka i mng.

Ani rosliny czerpicej sok z gtbokadsci ziemi,
ani zwierzcia, ani czlowieka,

ani wiatru chodzcego pomgdzy chmurami.

Najpiekniejsze ciatasgjak szkto przezroczyste.

Najsilniejsze ptomienie jak woda, zmywe zneczone nogi podrych.
Najzieleasze drzewa jak otdw rozkwitty vrodku nocy.

Mito §¢ jest piaskiem potykanym wyschlymi ustami.
Nienawi¢ stonym dzbanem podanym spragnionemu.
Toczcie sg, rzeki; podnécie swoje ¢ce,

stolice! Ja, wierny syn czarnoziemu, powrdo czarnoziemu,
jakby zycia nie bylo,

jakby pigni i stowa tworzyto

nie moje serce, nie moja krew,

nie moje trwanie,

ale glos niewiadomy, bezosobowy,

sam topot fal, sam wiatréw chér, samo wysokich drze
jesienne kotysanie.

Nikogo nie ma pomidzy toks i mm,

a mnie jest dana sita.

GOry biate passie na réwninach ziemskich,

do morza id, do wodopoju swego,

nachylaj sie stonca coraz nowe

nad doli, matej i ciemnej rzeki, gdzieesurodzitem.
Nie mam ani madrosci, ani umiegtnosci, ani wiary,
ale dostalem sit ona rozdzierawiat.

Cigzka fala rozbije sie o brzegi jego

i odejad:, powrée w wiecznych wod obszary,

a mtoda fala piannakryje mojslad. O ciemnéci!
Zabarwiona pierwszym blaskieswitu,

jak ptuco wygte z rozszarpanego zwierza
kolyszesz s, zanurzasz si
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HYMN

There is no one between you and me.

Neither a plant drawing sap from the depths ofreart
nor an animal, nor a man,

nor wind walking between the clouds.

The most beautiful bodies are like transparentsglas

The most powerful flames like water washing thedifeet of travelers.
The greenest trees like lead blooming in the thicthe night.

Love is sand swallowed by parched lips.

Hatred is a salty jug offered to the thirsty.

Roll on, rivers; raise your hands,

cities! |, a faithful son of the black earth, shaiturn to the black earth.
as if my life had not been,

as if not my heart, not my blood,

not my duration

had created words and songs

but an unknown, impersonal voice,

only the flapping of waves, only the choir of winds

and the autumnal sway

of the tall trees.

There is no one between you and me

and to me strength is given.

White mountains graze on terrestrial plains,

to the sea they go, their watering place,

new and new, suns lean over

a valley of a small, dark river where | was born.
I have no wisdom, no skills, and no faith

but | received strength, it tears the world apart.
| shall break, a heavy wave, against its shores
and a young wave will cover my trace. O darkness!
Tainted by the first glare of the dawn,

like a lung taken out of a ripped-up beast,

you are rocking, you are sinking.

13



llez razy z tol ptynatem

zatrzymany pérodku nocy,

styszic glos jaké nad twoim struchlatym kaiotem,
krzyk cietrzewi, szum wrzosu w tobie:sozszerzat
i $wiecity dwa jabtka leace na stole

albo otwarte blyszczaty ngce —

— a my bylimy podobni:

jabtka, nayce, ciemnéc i ja —

pod tym samym, nieruchomym,

asyryjskim, egipskim i rzymskim

ksiezycem.

Przemieniaj sig wiosny, ngzczyzni i kobiety hczg sie,

dzieci poscianach ¢kami w péisennéci wodz,

ciemne 4dy rysup palcem umaczanym linie,

przemieniaj sig formy, rozpada gito, co wydawato giniezwyckzone.

Ale pomkdzy paistwami powstajcymi z dna morz,
pomiedzy zgastymi ulicami, na miejscu ktérych
wznios; sig gory ze spadtej zbudowane planety,
wszystkiemu, co miglo, wszystkiemu, co minie,
broni st mtodas¢, czysta jak stoneczny kurz,

ani w dobrem, ani w ztem nie rozmitowana,

pod twoje olbrzymie nogi podestana,

aby ja gnioth, aby po niej szedt,

abys poruszat swoim oddechem koto,

a od jego ruchu data znikoma budowla,

abys jej gtdd, a innym dawat sél, wino i chleb.
Jeszcze nie odzywaegitos rogu

zwotujacy rozproszonych, facych w dolinach.
Koto wozu ostatniego jeszcze nie dudni na grudzie.
Pomkdzy mmy i tobg nie ma nikogo.

Paryz, 1935
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How many times | have floated with you,

transfixed in the middle of the night,

hearing some voice above your horror-stricken diurc
a cry of grouse, a rustle of the heath were stglkinyou
and two apples shone on the table

or open scissors glittered —

and we were alike:

apples, scissors, darkness, and |

under the same immaobile

Assyrian, Egyptian, and Roman

moon.

Seasons come and go, men and women mate,
children in half-sleep run their hands across th# w

and draw lands with a finger wet with saliva.

Forms come and go, what seemed invincible crumbles.

But amid the States rising from the sea,

amid demolished streets where one day
mountains will loom made of a fallen planet,
against what is past and what is to pass

youth defends itself, austere as the sundust,

in love neither with good nor with evil,

all tossed under your immense feet,

so that you may crush it, so that you may steg,on i
so that your breath move the wheel

and a frail structure shake with motion,

so that you give to it hunger and to others wiadt, and bread.

The sound of the horn still is not heard

calling the dispersed, those who lie in the valleys
On the frozen ground as yet no rumble of the lagt ¢
There is no one between you and me.

Paris, 1935

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
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POWOLNA RZEKA

Tak pkknej wiosny jak ta, jzod dawna
nie bylo; trawa, ti przed sianokosem
bujna i rosy petna. W nocy granie
stych& z brzegu moczaréw, z6wa fawica
lezy na wschodziezado godzin rana.

O takiej porze kady glos nam &dzie
krzykiem triumfu. Chwata, bél i chwata
trawie i chmurom, zielonejetbinie,
rozdarte wrota ziemi, odkryty klucz ziemi,
gwiazda ju wita dzie. Wiec czemu twoje
oczy zamkety w sobie blask nieczysty
jak oczy stworzag, ktore nie zaznaty

zta i za zbrodni tylko tesknia? Czemu
przez powieki zmréone przéwieca goaca
ton nienawici? Tobie panowanie,

tobie obtoki w ztoconych piécionkach
graja, na drogach stawa szepddony,

od kazdejzywej istoty przebiega

do twoich dfoni niewidzialna uzda —
targniesz — i wszystko zagga w pétkole
pod baldachimem nazywanym cirrus.

A prace jakie 8? O, ciebie czeka
jodtowa gora, na niej tylko zarys
wielkich budowli, dolina, gdzie zbe
wzrosra¢ powinno, stét i biata karta,

na ktérej mae poemat powstanie,

radcs¢ i trud. A droga umyka

spod nog tak szybkélad biaty s¢ smuzy,
ze ledwo wzrok wypowie powitanie,

juz stabnie gcisk rak, westchnienie, jupo burzy.
I niosa wtedy polem okrutnika,

siwy kotysz witos, w alei u wybrzey

16



SLOW RIVER

There has not been for a long time a spring

as beautiful as this one; the grass, just befor&inmm
is thick and wet with dew. At night bird cries

come up from the edge of the marsh, a crimson shoal
lies in the east till the morning hours.

In such a season, every voice becomes for us

a shout of triumph. Glory, pain and glory

to the grass, to the clouds, to the green oak wood.
The gates of the earth torn open, the key

to the earth revealed. A star is greeting the day.
Then why do your eyes hold an impure gleam

like the eyes of those who have not tasted

evil and long only for crime? Why does this heat
and depth of hatred radiate

from your narrowed eyes? To you the rule,

for you clouds in golden rings

play a music, maples by the road exalt you.

The invisible rein on every living thing

leads to your hand — pull, and they all

turn a half-circle under the canopy

called cirrus. And your tasks? A wooded mountain
awaits you, the place for cities in the air,

a valley where wheat should grow, a table, a whéige
on which, maybe, a long poem could be started,
joy and toil. And the road bolts like an animal,

it falls away so quickly, leaving a trail of dust,

that there is scarcely a sight to prepare a nad for
the hand's grip already weakened, a sigh, andt¢hm $s over.
And then they carry the malefactor through thedBel
rocking his gray head, and above the seashore
on a tree-lined avenue, they put him down

17



sktadaj, gdzie choggwie zwija wiatr zatoki,
kedy pozwirach biegm szkolnych gromad kroki
Z piesnia wesoh.

— ,Aby w $wigtecznych ogrodachzgc na murawach pili,
aby nie wiedzc, kiedy strudzeni, kiedy szediwi,

chleb brali z gk ciezarnych swoictzon.

Przedzadnym znakiem gtowy nie ugi

bracia moi, rozkoszy spragnieni, weseli,

zes$wiata majc spichrz, radgci dom”.

— ,Ach, ciemna tluszcza na zielonej runi,
a krematoria niby biate skaty

i dym wychodzi z gniazd nigwych os.
Betkot mandolinslad wielkasci thumi,

na gruzach jadta, nad mech spopielaty
nowegozniwa wschod, kurzawa kos".

Tak pkknej wiosny, jak ta, jzod dawna
nie miat podrény swiata. Krwig cykuty
wod przestrzeé mu st wydata rozlegta,
a flotazagli, ktéra w mroku biegta,
ostatnim drgnieniem jakigejczystej nuty.
Widziat na piaskach rzucone postacie
pod swiattem planet legcych ze stropu,
a kiedy milkta fala, cicho byto,

z piany szedt zapach jodu? heliotropu?
Na wydmach Mariaspiewali, Maryja,
reke zbroczon sktadajc na siodto,

nie wiedziat, czy to jest to nowe godio,
ktére ma zbawig chocia dzis zabija.
Po trzykr@ winno st obréct koto
ludzkich zdlepien, zanim ja bezeku
spojrz na wiade, $piaca w moim rku,
na wiosr, niebo i morza, i ziemie.

Po trzykr@ musz zwycigzy¢ klamliwi,
zanim s¢ prawda wielka nie oywi,

i stary w blasku jakie§ jednej chwili
wiosna i niebo, i morza, i ziemie.

Wilno, 1936
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where the wind from the bay furls banners
and schoolchildren run on the gravel paths,
singing their songs.

— "So that neighing in the gardens, drinking ongheen,
so that, not knowing whether they are happy orjuesry,
they take bread from the hands of their pregnanesvi
They bow their heads to nothing in their lives.

My brothers, avid for pleasure, smiling, beery,

have the world for a granary, a house of joy."

— "Ah, dark rabble at their vernal feasts

and crematoria rising like white cliffs

and smoke seeping from the dead wasps' nests.

In a stammer of mandolins, a dust-cloud of scythes,
on heaps of food and mosses stomped ash-gray,
the new sun rises on another day".

For a long time there has not been a spring

as beautiful as this one to the voyager.

The expanse of water seems to him dense

as the blood of hemlock. And a fleet of sails
speeding in the dark, like the last

vibration of a pure note. He saw

human figures scattered on the sands

under the light of planets, falling from the vault
of heaven, and when a wave grew silent, it wasiile
the foam smelled of iodine? heliotrope?

They sang on the dunes, Maria, Maria,

resting a spattered hand on the saddle

and he didn't know if this was the new sign
that promises salvation, but Kills first.

Three times must the wheel of blindness

turn, before | look without fear at the power
sleeping in my own hand, and recognize spring,
the sky, the seas, and the dark, massed land.
Three times will the liars have conquered
before the great truth appears alive

and in the splendor of one moment

stand spring and the sky, the seas, the lands.

Wilno, 1936
translated by Renata Goréaki
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OCALENIE

RESCUE
(1945)
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SPOTKANIE

Jechamy przedswitem po zamarztych polach,
Czerwone skrzydto wstawalo, jeszcze noc.

| zajac przebiegi nagle tuprzed nami,
A jeden z nas pokazat gekn.

To byto dawno. Dzisiagj junie zyja
Ni zajac, ani ten co go wskazywat.

Mito §ci moja, gdzie sa, dokad ida
Blysk reki, linia biegu, szelest grud —
Nie zzalu pytam, ale z zanlenia.

Wilno, 1936
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ENCOUNTER

We were riding through frozen fields in a wagomlaivn.
A red wing rose in the darkness.

And suddenly a hare ran across the road.
One of us pointed to it with his hand.

That was long ago. Today neither of them is alive,
Not the hare, nor the man who made the gesture.

O my love, where are they, where are they going
The flash of a hand, streak of movement, rustigetibles.
| ask not out of sorrow, but in wonder.

Wilno, 1936

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Lillian Vallee
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PIESN LEVALLOIS

Baraki dla bezrobotnych w Levallois-Perret, 1935

Boze, miegj litas¢ nad Levallois,
Wejrzyj pod dymem zatrute kasztany,
Daj chwile szczscia stabym i pijanym,
Dlon twoja mocna w opiece ich ma.

Przez caly dzie kradli, ztorzeczyli,
Teraz na pryczach rany swojeali

| kiedy noc zawista na Pany,

Oni twarz w dtoniach zbéjeckich ukryli:
Boze, miegj litas¢ nad Levallois.

Oni za twoim przykazaniem szli,
Zbierali zbae, wegiel w ziemi darli
| nieraz w bratniej obmyli gikrwi
Szepczc imiona Jezusa i Matrii.

W knajpach ich betkot nieprzytomny rost,
A to ich pign ku twojej byta chwale.

We wretrzach ziemi, na otchtaniach mérz,
W pyle gireli, mrozie i upale.

To oni ciebie nad sabdzwigneli,

Ich reka twoj wyrzezbita twarz.

Wiec na kaptanéw wiernych wejréeacz,
Da; im uciechy jadta i piieli.

Znamiona grzechu i choroby zdejm,
Swobodnych wprowadw podwoje Sodomy,
Wiencami kwiatéw niech ozdobhidomy,
Niechzy¢ umief i umiera Izej.
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BALLAD OF LEVALLOIS

— barracks for the unemployed in Levallois-Perret339

O God, have mercy on Levallois,

Look under these chestnut trees poisoned with smoke
Give a moment of joy to the weak and the drunk,

O God, have mercy on Levallois.

All day long they stole and cursed,

Now they lie in their bunks and lick their wounds,
And while the darkness thickens over Paris
They hide their faces in their thieving hands.

O God, have mercy on Levallois.

They followed your commandment every day:

They harvested wheat, tore coal from the earth.

And often they drenched themselves in their bratHdood
Murmuring the names of Jesus and Mary.

Their insane jabber welled from the taverns.
That was their song in your praise.

They perished in mines, in the snow, in the heat,
In mud and the depths of the seas.

It was they who lifted you above themselves.
Their hands sculpted your face.

So deign to look on your faithful priests,
Give them the joys of table and bed.

Take from them the stigmas of illness and sin.
Set them free. Lead them into Sodom.

Let them adorn their houses with garlands.

Let them learn how to live and die more lightly.

25



Ciemna¢. Milczenie. Most daleki gra.

Wiatr w Kainowych drzewach dmie strumieniem.
Nad pustk ziemi, nad ludzkim plemieniem,

Nie ma litéci nad Levallois.

Wilno, 1936
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Darkness. Silence. A bridge hums in the distance.
The wind streams through Cain's trees.

On the void of the earth, on the human tribe

No mercy, no mercy on Levallois.

Wilno, 1936

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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CAMPO DEI FIORI

W Rzymie na Campo dei Fiori
Kosze oliwek i cytryn,

Bruk opryskany winem

| odtamkami kwiatow.

Rézowe owoce morza

Sypia na stoly przekupnie,
Narecza ciemnych winogron
Padaj na puch brzoskwini.

Tu na tym widnie placu
Spalono Giordana Bruna,
Kat ptomier stosu zaegrat

W kole ciekawej gawiedzi.

A ledwo plomie przygasat,
Znow petne byly tawerny,
Kosze oliwek i cytryn

Niesli przekupnie na gtowach.

Wspomniatem Campo dei Fiori
W Warszawie przy karuzeli,

W pogodny wieczér wiosenny,
Przy diwiekach skocznej muzyki.
Salwy za murem getta

Gluszyta skoczna melodia

| wzlatywaty pary

Wysoko w pogodne niebo.

Czasem wiatr z domow ptaaych
Przynosit czarne latawce,

tapali skrawki w powietrzu
Jadicy na karuzeli.

Rozwiewat suknie dziewczynom
Wiatr od tych domoéw ptarecych,
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CAMPO DEI FIORI

In Rome on the Campo dei Fiori
Baskets of olives and lemons,
Cobbles spattered with wine
And the wreckage of flowers.
Vendors cover the trestles

With rose-pink fish;

Armfuls of dark grapes

Heaped on peach-down.

On this same square

They burned Giordano Bruno.
Henchmen kindled the pyre
Close-pressed by the mob.
Before the flames had died

The taverns were full again,
Baskets of olives and lemons
Again on the vendors' shoulders.

| thought of the Campo dei Fiori
In Warsaw by the sky-carousel
One clear spring evening

To the strains of a carnival tune.
The bright melody drowned

The salvos from the ghetto wall,
And couples were flying

High in the cloudless sky.

At times wind from the burning
Would drift dark kites along
And riders on the carousel
Caught petals in midair.

That same hot wind

Blew open the skirts of the girls

29



Smialy sk ttumy wesote
W czas ptknej warszawskiej niedzieli.

Morat ktos moze wyczyta,

Ze lud warszawski czy rzymski
Handluje, bawi s, kocha
Mijajac meczenskie stosy.

Inny ktos morat wyczyta

O rzeczy ludzkich mijaniu,

O zapomnieniu, co tnie,

Nim jeszcze ptomik przygasat.

Ja jednak wtedy nijatem

O samotnéci ginacych.

O tym,ze kiedy Giordano
Wstgpowat na rusztowanie,
Nie byto w ludzkim gzyku
Ani jednego wyrazu,

Zeby cG zdotat powiedzié,
Ludzkdéci, ktora zostaje.

Juz biegli wychyla wino,
Sprzedawabiate rozgwiazdy,
Kosze oliwek i cytryn

Niesli w wesotym gwarze.

| byt juz od nich odlegty,
Jakby mirty wieki,

A oni chwile czekali

Na jego odlot w prarze.

| ci ginacy, samotni,

Juwz zapomniani odwiata,
Jezyk nasz stat giim obcy
Jak gzyk dawnej planety.
Az wszystko kdzie legend

| wtedy po wielu latach

Na wielkim Campo dei Fiori
Bunt wznieci stowo poety.

Warszawa— Wielkanoc, 1943
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And the crowds were laughing
On that beautiful Warsaw Sunday.

Someone will read as moral

That the people of Rome or Warsaw
Haggle, laugh, make love

As they pass by martyrs' pyres.
Someone else will read

Of the passing of things human,

Of the oblivion

Born before the flames have died.

But that day | thought only

Of the loneliness of the dying,
Of how, when Giordano
Climbed to his burning

There were no words

In any human tongue

To be left for mankind,
Mankind who live on.

Already they were back at their wine
Or peddled their white starfish,
Baskets of olives and lemons

They had shouldered to the fair,
And he already distanced

As if centuries had passed

While they paused just a moment
For his flying in the fire.

Those dying here, the lonely
Forgotten by the world,

Our tongue becomes for them

The language of an ancient planet.
Until, when all is legend

And many years have passed,

On a great Campo dei Fiori

Rage will kindle at a poet's word.

Warsaw, 1943
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SWIAT

(Poema naiwne)

DROGA

Tam, gdzie zieloné&ciele s¢ dolina

| droga, trawy zarosta na poty.

Przez gaj ébowy, co kwitra¢ zaczyna,
Dzieci wracaj do domu ze szkoty.

W piérniku, ktéry na wskos siotwiera,
Chrobog kredki wsrod okruchow bufki
| grosz miedziany, ktéry kale zbiera
Na powitanie wiosennej kukutki.

Berecik siostry i czapeczka brata
Migaja miedzy puszyst krzewira.
Sojka skrzekocg po gadziach lata

| dtugie chmury nad drzewami piyn

Juz dach czerwony widaza zakgtem.
Przed domem ojciec, wsparty ha motyce,
Schyla st, traca listki rozwingte

| z grzadki cah widzi okolice.
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THE WORLD

(A naive poem)

THE ROAD

There where you see a green valley
And a road half-covered with grass,
Through an oak wood beginning to bloom
Children are returning home from school.

In a pencil case that opens sideways
Crayons rattle among crumbs of a roll
And a copper penny saved by every child
To greet the first spring cuckoo.

Sister's beret and brother's cap

Bob in the bushy underbrush,

A screeching jay hops in the branches
And long clouds float over the trees.

A red roof is already visible at the bend.

In front of the house father, leaning on a hoe,
Bows down, touches the unfolded leaves,

And from his flower bed inspects the whole region.
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FURTKA

Potem 4 cah chmiel g:sty owinie,
Ale tymczasem jest tego koloru,
Co liscie lilii wodnych na gtbinie
Zrywane wswietle letniego wieczoru.

Sztachety z wierzchu malowane biato:
Biate i ostre, zawsze jak ptomyki.
Dziwne,ze ptakom to nie przeszkadzalo,
Raz nawet usiadt na nich gbtdziki.

Klamka jest z drzewa, gtadka tak jak bywa
Drzewo wytarte ujmowanientka.

Pod klamk lubi skradé sie pokrzywa,

A z06lty jasmin jest tu latarenk
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THE GATE

Later dense hops will cover it completely.

As for now, it has the color

That lily pads have in very deep water

When you pluck them in the light of a summer evgnin

The pickets are painted white at the top.
White and sharp, like tiny flames.

Strange that this never bothered the birds.
Even a wild pigeon once perched there.

The handle is of wood worn smooth over time,
Polished by the touch of many hands.

Nettles like to steal under the handle

And a yellow jasmine here is a tiny lantern.
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GANEK

Ganek, na zachod drzwiami obrécony,
Ma duze okna. Stace tutaj grzeje.
Widok szeroki std na wszystkie strony,
Na lasy, wody, pola i aleje.

Kiedy juz deby w zielex sig przybiom,
A lipa cieniem zakryje poét gezly,
Swiat ginie w dali za niebieskkora,
Pockty lis¢mi w cetkowane zby.

Tutaj brat z siosty, nad matym stolikiem
Klecza rysupc wojny i pogonie.

| pomagag rézowym jezykiem

Wielkim okretom, z ktrych jeden tonie.
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THE PORCH

The porch whose doors face the west

Has large windows. The sun warms it well.

From here you can see north, south, east, and west,
Forests and rivers, fields and tree-lined lanes.

When the oaks array themselves in green

And the linden's shade reaches the flower bed,
The world disappears behind the blue bark,
Engraved by leaves into motley patches.

Here, at a tiny table, brother and sister
Kneel, drawing scenes of battle and pursuit.
And with their pink tongues try to help
Great warships, one of which is sinking.
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JADALNIA

Pokéj, gdzie niskie okna, cidorazowy

| gdanski zegar milczy w cie. Niska

Sofa obita skér, nad ni glowy

Dwdch dmiechnitych diabtéw wyrzébione
I miedzianego rondla brzuch potyska.

Nascianie obraz. Przedstawiona zima:
Migdzy drzewamilizga sk na lodzie
Gromada ludzi, dym idzie z komina

I wrony lea w pochmurnej pogodzie.

Tuz drugi zegar. Ptak wewtrz tam siedzi,
Wybiega skrzypic i wota trzy razy.

A ledwo zdyzy krzykm¢ po raz trzeci,
Dymiaca zupe matka bierze z wazy.
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THE DINING ROOM

A room with low windows, with brown shades,
Where a Danzig clock keeps silent in the corner;
A low leather sofa; and right above it

The sculpted heads of two smiling devils;

And a copper pan shows its gleaming paunch.

On the wall a painting that depicts winter.

A crowd of people skate on ice

Between the trees, smoke comes from a chimney,
And crows fly in an overcast sky.

Nearby a second clock. A bird sits inside.

It pops out squawking and calls three times.
And it has barely finished its third and last call
When mother ladles out soup from a hot tureen.
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SCHODY

Zo6te, skrzypace i pachace past

Stopnie § waskie — kto idzie przycianie,
Moze bucikiem celowaspiczasto,

A przy pokczy noga ledwie stanie.

teb dzikazyje, ogromny na cieniu.
Najpierw kly tylko, potem si wydtuza

| ryjem wodzi, weszc, po sklepieniu,

A swiatto w dizacych rozptywa si kurzach.

Matka w dot ptomié migotliwy niesie.
Schodzi wysoka, sznurem przepasana.
Jej cier do cienia dziczej gtowy pnieesi
Tak z granym zwierzem mocuje gsisama.
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THE STAIRS

Yellow, creaking, and smelling of wax

The curved steps are narrow. Near the wall
You can place your shoe crosswise

But near the banister they hardly hold your foot.

The boar's head is alive, enormous in shadow.

At first, just the tusks, then as it grows

The snout roams the ceiling, sniffing the stairwault
While the light dissolves into vibrating dust.

Mother carries down a flickering light.

She walks slowly, tall, her robe tied at the waist,
Her shadow climbs up to the shadow of the boar.
And so she struggles, alone, with the cruel beast.
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OBRAZKI

Otwarta ksizka. M6l rozchwianym lotem
Leci nad mkacym w kurzawie rydwanem.
Dotkniety, spada prész pytem ztotym

Na greckie szyki w migie zdobywanem.

Toczy sk rydwan, o kamienne ptyty
Uderza glowa; wlok bohatera,

A mdl, do karty kldnieciem przybity,
Na jego ciele, trzepc sk, umiera.

Tymczasem niebo chmurzysgrom bije,
Nawy od skaly uciekajw morze.

A obok woty gry pod jarzmem szyje

I nagi rolnik grunt na brzegu orze.
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PICTURES

The book is open. A moth with its shaky flight
Flits over a chariot that speeds through the dust.
Touched, it falls down pouring a golden spray
On a Greek army storming a city.

Behind a speeding chariot they drag the hero.

His head bumps against stone slabs.

While the moth, pinned to the page by the slap ludirad,
Flutters and dies on the hero's body.

And here, the sky gets cloudy, thunder resounds,
Ships clear the rocks for the open sea.

On the shore oxen lower their yoked necks

And a naked man ploughs the field.
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OJCIEC W BIBLIOTECE

Wysokie czoto, a nad nim zwichrzone
Wilosy, na ktore slice z okna pada.

| ojciec jasa ma z puchu korapn

Gdy wielka ksiege przed sob rozktada.

Szata wzorzysta jak na czarodzieju,
Zaklecia glosem przyciszonym mruczy.
Jakie g dziwy, co w kstidze s dziej,
Dowie sk, kogo Bog czaréw nauczy.
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FATHER IN THE LIBRARY

A high forehead, and above it tousled hair
On which a ray of sun falls from the window.
And so father wears a bright fluffy crown
When he spreads before him a huge book.

His gown is patterned like that of a wizard.
Softly, he murmurs his incantations.

Only he whom God instructs in magic

Will learn what wonders are hidden in this book.
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ZAKLECIA OJCA

,O stodki medrcze, jakinze spokojem
Pogodna rdrosé¢ twoja serce darzy!
Kocham cg, jestem we wiadaniu twojem,
Chat nigdy twojej nie zobaeztwarzy.

Popioty twoje dawno sgirozwiaty,
Grzechéw i szalestw nikt juz nie pamgta.
| juz na wieki jesté doskonaty

Jak kstga, myla z nicaici wyjeta.

Ty znate gorycz i znaté zwatpienie,
Ale win twoich pami¢ zagireta.

| wiem, dlaczego dzisiaj ciebie ceni
Mali sa ludzie, wielkie g ich dzieta".
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FATHER'S INCANTATIONS

O sweet master, with how much peace
Your serene wisdom fills the heart!

| love you, | am in your power

Even though | will never see your face.

Your ashes have long been scattered,

Your sins and follies no one remembers.

And for ages you will remain perfect

Like your book drawn by thought from nothingness.

You knew bitterness and you knew doubt
But the memory of your faults has vanished.
And | know why | cherish you today:

Men are small but their works are great.
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Z OKNA

Za polem, lasem i za drugim polem
Ogromna woda biatym lustrerini sie.
A na niej ziemia ztotawym podolem
Nurza st w morzu jak tulipan w misie.

Ojciec powiadaze to Europa.

W dnie jasne catwidat jak na dtoni,
Dymiaca jeszcze po wielu potopach,
Mieszkanie ludzi, pséw, kotéw i koni.

Miast kolorowych iskrz sie tam wieze,
Jak nitki srebra platsi¢ strumienie

| gor kskzyce, niby gsie pierze

To tu, to 6wdzie zgielaj ziemk.
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FROM THE WINDOW

Beyond a field, a wood and a second field,
The expanse of water, a white mirror, glitters.
And the golden lowland of the earth

Bathes in the sea, a half-sunken tulip.

Father tells us that this is Europe.

On sunny days you can see it all clearly.
Now it is smoking after many floods,

A home for people, dogs, cats, and horses.

The bright towers of cities shine there,

Streams intertwine their silver threads,

And the moons of mountains are visible in spots,
Something like goose feathers scattered on thengrou
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OJCIEC OBJANIA

~Tam, gdzie ten promieréwniny dotyka

| cien ucieka, jakby biegt naprawd
Warszawa stoi, ze wszech stron odkryta,
Miasto niestare, ale bardzo stawne.

Dalej, gdzie z chmurki wiszdeszczu struny,
Pod pagérkami z akacjowym gajem,

To Prana. Nad nizamek wida cudny,
Wsparty na gorze starym obyczajem.

To, co krair biala piam dzieli,

To Alpy. Czarné¢ — to s lasy jodly.
Za nimi, w staicazottego lapieli
Italia lezy niby talerz modry.

Z pieknych miast, ktérych wznosigstam wiele,
Rzym rozpoznacie, chrggjanstwa stolig,

Po tych okagtych dachach na Koiele,

Czyli $wigtego Piotra bazylice.

A tam, na pétnoc, za morskatol,

Gdzie mgly niebieskiej chwiejeesiéwnina,
Pary. chce wiey towarzyszy krokom

| stado mostéw ponad rzgkvspina.

| inne miasta Pappwi wtdrza

Szklem ozdobione, okutelazem.

Ale na dzisiaj byloby za dwo.

Resz¢ opowiem kiedy innym razem".
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FATHER EXPLAINS

"There where that ray touches the plain

And the shadows escape as if they really ran,
Warsaw stands, open from all sides,

A city not very old but quite famous.

"Farther, where strings of rain hang from a litleud,
Under the hills with an acacia grove

Is Prague. Above it, a marvelous castle

Shored against a slope in accordance with old rules

"What divides this land with white foam
Is the Alps. The black means fir forests.
Beyond them, bathing in the yellow sun
Italy lies, like a deep-blue dish.

"Among the many fine cities that are there

You will recognize Rome, Christendom's capital,
By those round roofs on the church

Called the Basilica of Saint Peter.

"And there, to the north, beyond a bay,
Where a level bluish mist moves in waves,
Paris tries to keep pace with its tower

And reins in its herd of bridges.

"Also other cities accompany Paris,

They are adorned with glass, arrayed in iron,
But for today that would be too much,

I'll tell the rest another time".
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PRZYPOWIEC O MAKU

Na ziarnku maku stoi maty dom,

Pieski szczekajna ksézyc makowy

I nigdy jeszcze tym makowym psom,

Ze jestéwiat wiekszy, nie przyszto do gtowy.

Ziemia to ziarnko — naprawchie wiccej,
A inne ziarnka — planety i gwiazdy.

A chct ich bedzie chyba sto tysty,
Domek z ogrodem nie sta na kadej.

Wszystko w makowce. Mak énie w ogrodzie,
Dzieci biegay i mak st kotysze.

A wieczorami, 0 ksizyca wschodzie

Psy gdzié szczekaj, to giagsniej, to ciszej.
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A PARABLE OF TUB POPPY

On a poppy seed is a tiny house,

Dogs bark at the poppy-seed moon,

And never, never do those poppy-seed dogs

Imagine that somewhere there is a world much larger

The Earth is a seed — and really no more,
While other seeds are planets and stars.
And even if there were a hundred thousand,
Each might have a house and a garden.

All'in a poppy head. The poppy grows tall,
The children run by and the poppy sways.
And in the evening, under the rising moon,
Dogs bark somewhere, now loudly, now softly.
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PRZY PIWONIACH

Piwonie kwitry, biate i réowe,

A w srodku kadej, jak w pachgcym dzbanie,
Gromadyzuczkdw prowadz rozmove,

Bo kwiat jest danyuczkom na mieszkanie.

Matka nad klombem z piwoniami staje,
Sigga po jedn i ptatki rozchyla,

| dtugo patrzy w piwoniowe kraje,

Dla ktérych rokiem bywa jedna chwila.

Potem kwiat puszcza i, co samadny
Gtosno i dzieciom, i sobie powtarza.
A wiatr kotysze zielonymi E¢mi

| cetki $wiatta biegag po twarzach.
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BY THE PEONIES

The peonies bloom, white and pink.

And inside each, as in a fragrant bowl,

A swarm of tiny beetles have their conversation,
For the flower is given to them as their home.

Mother stands by the peony bed,

Reaches for one bloom, opens its petals,
And looks for a long time into peony lands,
Where one short instant equals a whole year.

Then lets the flower go. And what she thinks
She repeats aloud to the children and herself.
The wind sways the green leaves gently

And speckles of light flick across their faces.
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WIARA

Wiara jest wtedy, kiedy kiozobaczy
Listek na wodzie albo kroglrosy

| wie, ze one § — bo g konieczne.
Chatby sk oczy zamketo, marzyto,
Naswiecie kedzie tylko to, co byto,
A li$¢ unios, dalej wody rzeczne.

Wiara jest take, jezeli ktos zrani

Noge kamieniem i wieze kamienie

Sa po to,zeby nogi nam ranity.

Patrzcie, jak drzewo rzuca dtugie cienie,
| nasz, i kwiatéw cigé pada na zienai

Co nie ma cienia, istnéenie ma sity.
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FAITH

Faith is in you whenever you look

At a dewdrop or a floating leaf

And know that they are because they have to be.
Even if you close your eyes and dream up things
The world will remain as it has always been

And the leaf will be carried by the waters of ther.

You have faith also when you hurt your foot
Against a sharp rock and you know

That rocks are here to hurt our feet.

See the long shadow that is cast by the tree?
We and the flowers throw shadows on the earth.
What has no shadow has no strength to live.
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NADZIEJA

Nadzieja bywa, jeeli ktos wierzy,

Ze ziemia nie jest snem, lezgwym ciatem,
| ze wzrok, dotyk ani stuch nie klamie.

A wszystkie rzeczy, ktére tutaj znatem,
Sa niby ogréd, kiedy stoisz w bramie.

Wejs¢ tam nie mana. Ale jest na pewno.
Gdybysmy lepiej i mydrzej patrzyli,
Jeszcze kwiat nowy i gwiazahiejedr

W ogrodzieswiata bymy zobaczyli.

Niektdrzy méwa, ze nas oko tudzi

| ze nic nie ma, tylko siwydaje,

Ale ci wiasnie nie maj nadziei.
Mysla, ze kiedy cztowiek s odwrdci,
Caly swiat za nim zaraz kyprzestaje,
Jakby porwaly goece ztodziei.
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HOPE

Hope is with you when you believe

The earth is not a dream but living flesh,
That sight, touch, and hearing do not lie,
That all things you have ever seen here
Are like a garden looked at from a gate.

You cannot enter. But you're sure it's there.
Could we but look more clearly and wisely
We might discover somewhere in the garden
A strange new flower and an unnamed star.

Some people say we should not trust our eyes,
That there is nothing, just a seeming,

These are the ones who have no hope.

They think that the moment we turn away,

The world, behind our backs, ceases to exist,
As if snatched up by the hands of thieves.
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MILOSC

Mito §¢ to znaczy popatrZena siebie,
Tak jak s¢ patrzy na obce nam rzeczy,
Bo jestd tylko jedm z rzeczy wielu.

A kto tak patrzy, ché@sam o tym nie wie,
Ze zmartwi@é réznych swoje serce leczy,
Ptak mu i drzewo mowi przyjacielu.

Wtedy i siebie, i rzeczy chceyt,
Zeby stanty w wypetnienia tunie.

To nic,ze czasem nie wie, czemu sfd:
Nie ten najlepiej stuy, kto rozumie.
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LOVE

Love means to learn to look at yourself

The way one looks at distant things

For you are only one thing among many.
And whoever sees that way heals his hearts
Without knowing it, from various ills —

A bird and a tree say to him: Friend.

Then he wants to use himself and things

So that they stand in the glow of ripeness.

It doesn't matter whether he knows what he serves:
Who serves best doesn't always understand.
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WYPRAWA DO LASU

Drzewa ogromneze nie widd szczytu,
Stofce zachoda rézowo sk pali

Na kazdym drzewie jakby néwieczniku,
A ludzie ich $ciezka, tacy mali.

Zadrzyjmy glowy, wemy Sk za kce,

Zeby nie zguld sie w trawach jak w borze.
Noc juz na kwiaty naktada pieegie

| z gory sptywa kolor po kolorze.

A tam nad nami uczta. Dzbany zlota,
Czerwone wina w osinowej miedzi.

| wiezie dary powietrzna karoca

Dla niewidzialnych kréléw czy nieaviedzi.
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THE EXCURSION TO THE FOREST

The trees so huge you can't see treetops.
The setting sun fixes a rosy flame

On every tree, as on a candlestick,

And tiny people walk a path below.

Let us raise our heads, hold hands

So that we don't lose our way in the tangled grass.
The night has begun to put seals on the flowers,
Color after color is flowing down the sky.

And there, above, a feast. Jugs of gold,
Red wine is being poured in aspen copper.
And an airborne coach carries gifts

For the invisible kings or for the bears.
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KROLESTWO PTAKOW

W wysokim locie ocizate gluszce
Skrzydtami niebo nad lasami kgaj

| gotab wraca w napowietranpuszce,
| kruk potyska jak samolot stal

Czym dla nich ziemia? Ciem#ad jeziorem.
Noc ja potkreta na zawsze, a one

Maja nad mrokiem jak nad czayfala
Domy i wyspyswiattem ocalone.

Jezeli gladzic dziobem diugie pidra
Upuszca jedno — pioro diugo spada,
Zanim dna jezior gbokich dostgnie.

| 0 policzek taca — wies¢ zeswiata,
Gdzie jasno, ciepto, swobodnie tfie.
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THE BIRD KINGDOM

Flying high the heavy wood grouse

Slash the forest sky with their wings

And a pigeon returns to its airy wilderness
And a raven gleams with airplane steel.

What is the earth for them? A lake of darkness.

It has been swallowed by the night forever.

They, above the dark as above black waves,
Have their homes and islands, saved by the light.

If they groom their long feathers with their beaks
And drop one of them, it floats a long time

Before it reaches the bottom of the lake

And brushes someone's face, bringing news
From a world that is bright, beautiful, warm, anelf
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TRWOGA

,QOjcze, gdzie jest@ Las ciemny, las dziki,
Od biegu zwiergt kotysz sig chaszcze,
Trujacym ogniem buchajstorczyki,

Pod nog czap sie wilcze przepécie.

Gdzie jestg ojcze! Noc nie ma granicy,
Odtad juz zawsze ciemnig bedzie trwala.
Bezdomni, z gtodu unarpodr&nicy,

Chleb nasz jest gorzki, wyschty jak skata.

Goracy oddech straszliwego zwierza
Zbliza sk, prosto w twarze smrodem zieje.
Dokad odszedig ojcze, jak ci nigal

Dzieci, w te gluche zalkanych knieje".
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FEAR

"Father, where are you? The forest is wild,
There are creatures here, the bushes sway.
The orchids burst with poisonous fire,
Treacherous chasms lurk under our feet.

"Where are you, Father? The night has no end.
From now on darkness will last forever.

The travelers are homeless, they will die of hunger
Our bread is bitter and hard as stone.

"The hot breath of the terrible beast

Comes nearer and nearer, it belches its stench.
Where have you gone, Father? Why do you not pity
Your children lost in this murky wood?"
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ODNALEZIENIE

»TU jestem. Skdze ten &k nierozumny?
Noc zaraz minie, dztewzejdzie niedtugo.
Slyszycie: graj juz pastusze surmy

| gwiazdy bleda nad rGowa smug.

Sciezka jest prosta. Jestay na skraju.
Tam w dole dzwonek w wioscezshidzywa.
Koguty swiatto na ptotach witaj

I dymi ziemia, bujna i szezliwa.

Tu jeszcze ciemno. Jak rzeka w powodzi
Mgta czarne kpy boréwek otula.

Ale juz w wock $wit na szczudtach wchodzi
| dzwonic toczy s¢ stoneczna kula".
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RECOVERY

"Here | am — why this senseless fear?

The night is over, the day will soon arise.

You hear. The shepherds' horns already sound,
And stars grow pale over the rosy glow.

"The path is straight. We are at the edge.
Down in the village the little bell chimes.
Roosters on the fences greet the light
And the earth steams, fertile and happy.

"Here it is still dark. Fog like a river flood
Swaddles the black clumps of bilberries.

But the dawn on bright stilts wades in from thersho
And the ball of the sun, ringing, rolls."
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SEQVCE

Barwy ze staca . A ono nie ma

Zadnej osobnej barwy, bo ma wszystkie.
| cata ziemia jest niby poemat,

A stonce nad ni przedstawia artyst

Kto chce malowéaswiat w barwnej postaci,
Niechaj nie patrzy nigdy prosto w sice.

Bo paméc rzeczy, ktére widziat, straci,

t zy tylko w oczach zostarmpiekace.

Niechaj przyktknie, twarz ku trawie schyli
| patrzy w promi@é od ziemi odbity.

Tam znajdzie wszystko, émy porzucili:
Gwiazdy i r@e, i zmierzchy kwity.

Warszawa, 1943
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THE SUN

All colors come from the sun. And it does not have
Any particular color, for it contains them all.

And the whole Earth is like a poem

While the sun above represents the artist.

Whoever wants to paint the variegated world

Let him never look straight up at the sun

Or he will lose the memory of things he has seen.
Only burning tears will stay in his eyes.

Let him kneel down, lower his face to the grass,
And look at light reflected by the ground.

There he will find everything we have lost:

The stars and the roses, the dusks and the dawns.
Warsaw, 1943

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
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GLOSY BIEDNYCH LUDZI

PIOSENKA O KQ/CU SWIATA

W dzien koncaswiata

Pszczota kizy nad kwiatem nasturcji,
Rybak naprawia btyszgea siet.

Skaca w morzu wesote delfiny,
Mtode wrdble czepiajsic rynny

| waz ma ztoy skék, jak powinien mié.

W dzien koncaswiata

Kobiety icq polem pod parasolkami,

Pijak zasypia na brzegu trawnika,

Nawotuja na ulicy sprzedawcy warzywa

| t6dka zzéttym zaglem do wyspy podptywa,
Dzwiek skrzypiec w powietrzu trwa

| noc gwiadzisty odmyka.

A ktorzy czekali btyskawic i gromow,

Sa zawiedzeni.

A ktérzy czekali znakdw i archanielskiclaly;
Nie wierz, ze staje s juz.

Dopdki stace i kskzyc s3 w goérze,

Dopdki trzmiel nawiedza @,

Dopdki dzieci rGowe sk roda,

Nikt nie wierzy,ze staje i juz.

Tylko siwy staruszek, ktory bytby prorokiem,
Ale nie jest prorokiem, bo ma inne zaig,
Powiada przewdzujac pomidory:

Innego kacaswiata nie kdzie,

Innego kacaswiata nie ledzie.

Warszawa, 1944
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VOICES OF POOR PEOPLE

A SONG ON THB END OF THE WORLD

On the day the world ends

A bee circles a clover,

A fisherman mends a glimmering net.

Happy porpoises jump in the sea,

By the rainspout young sparrows are playing

And the snake is gold-skinned as it should always b

On the day the world ends

Women walk through the fields under their umbrellas
A drunkard grows sleepy at the edge of a lawn,
Vegetable peddlers shout in the street

And a yellow-sailed boat comes nearer the island,
The voice of a violin lasts in the air

And leads into a starry night.

And those who expected lightning and thunder

Are disappointed.

And those who expected signs and archangels' trumps
Do not believe it is happening now.

As long as the sun and the moon are above,

As long as the bumblebee visits a rose,

As long as rosy infants are born

No one believes it is happening now.

Only a white-haired old man, who would be a prophet
Yet is not a prophet, for he's much too busy,

Repeats while he binds his tomatoes:

There will be no other end of the world,

There will be no other end of the world.

Warsaw, 1944

translated by Anthony Mitosz
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PIESN OBYWATELA

Kamien z dna, ktory widziat wysychanie mérz

I milion biatych ryb skaczcych w ngczarni —

Ja, biedny czlowiek, widzmrowie biatych obnaonych ludéw
Bez wolndci. Kraba widz, ktory ich ciatem & karmi.

Widziatem upadek pestw i zgule narodéw,
Ucieczle krolow i cesarzy, pete tyranow.
Moge powiedzi€ teraz, w tej godzinie,

Ze jednak — jestem, chociavszystko ginie,
Ze lepszy jest piesywy nizli zdechty lew,
Jak méwi Pismo.

Ja, biedny cziowiek, siedz na zimnym krzée, z przycénigtymi oczami,
Wzdycham i myle o gwiazdzistym niebie,

O nieeuklidesowej przestrzeni, agakujacej amebie,

O wysokich kopcach termitow.

Kiedy chodz, jestem wenie, gdy zasg przydarza sijawa,
Biegre goniony i oblany potem,

Na placach miast, ktére zorza unosi jaskrawa,

Pod marmurowym szgtkiem roztrzaskanych bram
Handlug wodka i ztotem.

A przecie bytem ji nieraz tak blisko,

Siggatem w serce metalu, w ducha ziemi i ognia, i wody
| niewiadome odstaniato twarz,

Jak odstania ginoc spokojna w strumieniu odbita.

| witaty mnie lustrzane, miedzianolistne ogrody,

Ktére gasa, kiedy st je chwyta.

| blisko, twz za oknem, oraigriaswiatow,

Gdzie maly chradszcz i pagk s3 rowne planecie,
Gdzie jak Saturn rozjarzaesivgdrowny atom,
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SONG OF A CITIZEN

A stone from the depths that has witnessed thedsgagy up
and a million white fish leaping in agony,

I, poor man, see a multitude of white-bellied nasio
without freedom. | see the crab feeding on theisHl

| have seen the fall of States and the perditioiniloés,
the flight of kings and emperors, the power of tysa
| can say now, in this hour,

that | — am, while everything expires,

that it is better to be a live dog than a dead, lion

as the Scripture says.

A poor man, sitting on a cold chair, pressing mgliehg,

I sigh and think of a starry sky,

of non-Euclidean space, of amoebas and their ppediim,
of tall mounds of termites.

When walking, | am asleep, when sleeping, | dreaality,
pursued and covered with sweat, | run.

On city squares lifted up by the glaring dawn,

beneath marble remnants of blasted-down gates,

| deal in vodka and gold.

And yet so often | was near,

| reached into the heart of metal, the soul ofteant fire, of water.
And the unknown unveiled its face

as a night reveals itself, serene, mirrored by. tide

Lustrous copper-leaved gardens greeted me

that disappear as soon as you touch them.

And so near, just outside the window — the greesbaf the worlds

where a tiny beetle and a spider are equal to {dane
where a wandering atom flares up like Saturn,
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A niz obokzency podnosz do ust zimny dzban
W upalnym lecie.

Tego chciatem i wicej niczego. W stakgi

Jak stary Goethe stanprzed obliczem ziemi

| rozpozné ja, i pogodzt ja

Z dzietem, wzniesionym jak daa forteca

Nad rzelg zmiennychéwiatet i nietrwatych cieni.

Tego chciatem i wgcej niczego. Wic kt6z
Winien? Kto sprawitze mi odebrano
Mtodos¢ i wiek dojrzaty,ze mi zaprawiono
Moje najlepsze lata przeraniem? Kta,
Ach ktéz jest winien, kto winien, o B@?

I mysle¢ mogg tylko o gwiadzistym niebie,
O wysokich kopcach termitéw.

Warszawa, 1943
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and, close by, harvesters drink from a cold jug
in scorching summer.

This | wanted and nothing more. In my later years
like old Goethe to stand before the face of théhear
and recognize it and reconcile it

with my work built up, a forest citadel

on a river of shifting lights and brief shadows.

This | wanted and nothing more. So who

is guilty? Who deprived me

of my youth and my ripe years, who seasoned
my best years with horror? Who,

who ever is to blame, who, O God?

And | can think only about the starry sky,
about the tall mounds of termites.

Warsaw, 1943
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BIEDNY POETA

Pierwszy ruch jestpiewanie,

Swobodny glos napetnigy gory i doliny.
Pierwszy ruch jest radé,

Ale ona zostaje odja.

| kiedy lata odmienity krew,

A tysiac systeméw planetarnych urodzite szgasto w ciele,
Siedz, poeta podsgpny i gniewny,

Z przymrwonymi ztcsliwie oczami,

| wazac w dtoni piéro

Obmyslam zemst.

Stawiam pioro, i puszczagy i liscie, okrywa st kwiatem,

A zapach tego drzewa jest bezwstydny, bo tam, alaepziemi
Takie drzewa nie rogn jest jak zniewaga

Wyrzadzona cierpicym ludziom zapach tego drzewa.

Jedni chroni sie w rozpacz, ktéra jest stodka
Jak mocny tyta, jak szklanka wddki wypita w godzinie zatraty.
Inni maj nadzieg gtupich, réowa jak erotyczny sen.

Jeszcze inni znajduppokdj w batwochwalstwie ojczyzny,
Ktére maze trwa diugo,
Chocia niewiele dhzej, niz trwa jeszcze dziewinasty wiek.

Ale mnie dana jest nadzieja cyniczna,

Bo odkad otworzylem oczy, nie widziatlem nic procz tun ez,
Procz krzywdy, porienia ismiesznej haby pyszatkow.
Dana mi jest nadzieja zemsty na innych i na scéieysn,
Gdyz bytem tym, ktory wiedziat

| zadnej z tego dla siebie nie czerpat kdczy

Warszawa, 1944
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THE POOR POET

The first movement is singing,

A free voice, filling mountains and valleys.
The first movement is joy,

But it is taken away.

And now that the years have transformed my blood

And thousands of planetary systems have been Imordiad in my flesh,
| sit, a sly and angry poet

With malevolently squinted eyes,

And, weighing a pen in my hand,

| plot revenge.

| poise the pen and it puts forth twigs and leaités,covered with blossoms
And the scent of that tree is impudent, for therethe real earth,

Such trees do not grow, and like an insult

To suffering humanity is the scent of that tree.

Some take refuge in despair, which is sweet
Like strong tobacco, like a glass of vodka drunkhi& hour of annihilation.
Others have the hope of fools, rosy as erotic dseam

Still others find peace in the idolatry of country,
Which can last for a long time,
Although little longer than the nineteenth centlarsts.

But to me a cynical hope is given,

For since | opened my eyes | have seen only the gfdires, massacres,
Only injustice, humiliation, and the laughable skeaofhbraggarts.

To me is given the hope of revenge on others andyself,

For | was he who knew

And took from it no profit for myself.

Warsaw, 1944 translated by Czestaw Mitosz
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KAWIARNIA

Z tego stolika w kawiarni,

Gdzie w zimowe potudnia btyszczat ogrod szronu,
Zostatem ja sam.

Mégtbym tam wejé¢, gdybym chciat,

| bebniac palcami w zimnej pustce

Przywotywa cienie.

Z niedowierzaniem dotykam zimnego marmuru,

Z niedowierzaniem dotykam wiasneki:

To — jest i ja jestem w dzigjych s¢ dziejach,

A oni 3 zamkngci juz na wieki wiekow

W ostatnim swoim stowie, w ostatnim spojrzeniu.

| dalecy jak cesarz Walentynian,

Jak wodzowie Massagetow, o ktorych nie wigrsc —
Chat uptymat zaledwie rok, dwa albo trzy lata.

Mogg by¢ jeszcze drwalem w lasach dalekiej pétnocy,
Moge przemawia z trybuny albo nakgci¢ film
Sposobami, na ktérych onksiie znali.

Moge daswiadczy smaku owocOw z wysp oceanu

I mie¢ swop fotografe w stroju z drugiej potowy stulecia.
A oni juz na zawsze jak popiersiazabotach i frakach

Z monstrualnego Larousse'a.

Ale czasami, kiedy wieczorna zorza barwi dachy igjagicy
| zapatrz si¢ w niebo — widz tam, w obtokach,
Zataczajcy sk stolik. Kelner wiruje z tag

A oni patrz na mnie wybuchag smiechem.

Bo jeszcze nie wiem, jakesginie z okrutnej reki cziowieka.
Oni wiedz, oni dobrze wiedz

Warszawa, 1944
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CAFE

Of those at the table in the cafe

where on winter noons a garden of frost glitteradwindowpanes
| alone survived.

| could go in there if | wanted to

and drumming my fingers in a chilly void

convoke shadows.

With disbelief | touch the cold marble,

with disbelief | touch my own hand.

It —is, and | — am in ever novel becoming,

while they are locked forever and ever

in their last word, their last glance,

and as remote as Emperor Valentinian

or the chiefs of the Massagetes, about whom | knothing,
though hardly one year has passed, or two or three.

I may still cut trees in the woods of the far north

I may speak from a platform or shoot a film

using techniques they never heard of.

I may learn the taste of fruits from ocean islands

and be photographed in attire from the seconddfalfe century.
But they are forever like busts in frock coats gigbts

in some monstrous encyclopedia.

Sometimes when the evening aurora paints the im@gpoor street
and | contemplate the sky, | see in the white céoud

a table wobbling. The waiter whirls with his tray

and they look at me with a burst of laughter

for I still don't know what it is to die at the hdhof man,

they know — they know it well.

Warsaw, 1944

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
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BIEDNY CHRZECIJANIN PATRZY NA GETTO

Pszczoty obudowajczerwom wgtrobe,

Mréwki obudowuy czarmy kasé,

Rozpoczyna girozdzieranie, deptanie jedwabi,

Rozpoczyna sgitluczenie szkta, drzewa, miedzi, niklu, srebranpi
Gipsowych, blach, strun,afoek, lici, kul, krysztatdbw —

Pyk! Fosforyczny ogik z z6ttych $cian

Pochtania ludzkie i zwieeze wiosie.

Pszczoty obudowajplaster ptuc,

Mrowki obudowuy biatg kasé,

Rozdzierany jest papier, kauczuk, ptétno, skom, le
Widkna, materie, celuloza, wlosgiowa tuska, druty,

Wali sie w ogniu dachgciana izar ogarnia fundament.
Jest ju tylko piaszczysta, zdeptana, z jednym drzewemnlibeiz
Ziemia.

Powoli, duzac tunel, posuwa sistraznik-kret

Z mah czerwon latarky przypkta na czole.

Dotyka cial pogrzebanych, liczy, przedzieradilej,
Rozr&nia ludzki popidt podczujacym oparze,
Popidt kazdego cztowieka po innej barwiectzy.
Pszczoly obudowajczerwonyslad,

Mréwki obudowuj miejsce po moim ciele.

Boje sie, tak sk boje straznika-kreta.

Jego powieka obrzmiata jak u patriarchy,
Ktory siadywat duo w blaskuswiec
Czytapc wielka ksiege gatunku.

Coz powiem mu, jaZyd Nowego Testamentu,
Czekajicy od dwoch tysicy lat na powr6t Jezusa?
Moje rozbite cialo wyda mnie jego spojrzeniu

| policzy mnie mgdzy pomocnikdéwsmierci:
Nieobrzezanych.

Warszawa, 1943
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A POOR CHRISTIAN LOOKS AT THE GHETTO

Bees build around red liver,

Ants build around black bone.

It has begun: the tearing, the trampling on silks,

It has begun: the breaking of glass, wood, coppekel, silver, foam
Of gypsum, iron sheets, violin strings, trumpeggyvies, balls, crystals.
Poof! Phosphorescent fire from yellow walls

Engulfs animal and human hair.

Bees build around the honeycomb of lungs,

Ants build around white bone.

Torn is paper, rubber, linen, leather, flax,

Fiber, fabrics, cellulose, snakeskin, wire.

The roof and the wall collapse in flame and heetesethe foundations.
Now there is only the earth, sandy, trodden down,

With one leafless tree.

Slowly, boring a tunnel, a guardian mole makesnasy,
With a small red lamp fastened to his forehead.

He touches buried bodies, counts them, pushes on,
He distinguishes human ashes by their luminousyapo
The ashes of each man by a different part of teetspm.
Bees build around a red trace.

Ants build around the place left by my body.

| am afraid, so afraid of the guardian mole.
He has swollen eyelids, like a Patriarch
Who has sat much in the light of candles
Reading the great book of the species.

What will I tell him, I, a Jew of the New Testamgent
Waiting two thousand years for the second comingesfis?
My broken body will deliver me to his sight

And he will count me among the helpers of death:

The uncircumcised.

Warsaw, 1943 translated by Czestaw Mitosz
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PRZEDMIECIE

Reka z kartami upada

W goracy piasek,

Slonce zbielate upada

W goracy piasek,

Felek bank trzyma, Felek nham daje,
| blask przebija zlepiantalie,

Goracy piasek.

Przetamany ci@ komina. Rzadka trawa.
Dalej miasto otworzone krwawcegh.

Rude zwaly, drut sptany na przystankach.
Karoserii zardzewialej suchiebro.

Swieci glinianka.

Pustatwiartka zakopana

W goracy piasek,

Kropla deszczu zakurzyta

Goracy piasek.

Janek bank trzyma, Janek nam daje,
Gramy i leg lipce, i maje,

Gramy rok drugi, gramy i czwarty,

| blask przez czarne sypie: darty

W goracy piasek.

Dalej miasto otworzone krwawcegh,
Jedna sosna zgdowskim domem,
Sypkieslady i réwnina a do kaica.

Pyt wapienny, tocz sie wagony,

A w wagonach czyjaskarga skamlaga.

Wez mandolir, na mandolinie
Wygrasz to wszystko

Ech palcem w struny.

Piekna piosenka,
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OUTSKIRTS

A hand with cards drops down

on the hot sand.

The sun turned white drops down

on the hot sand.

Ted holds the bank. Now Ted is dealing.
The glare stabs through the sticky pack
into hot sand.

A broken shadow of a chimney. Thin grass.
Farther on, the city torn into red brick.

Brown heaps, barbed wire tangled at stations.
Dry rib of a rusty automobile.

A claypit glitters.

An empty bottle buried

in the hot sand.

A drop of rain raised dust

off the hot sand.

Frank holds the bank. Now Frank is dealing.
We play, Julys and Mays go by.

We play one year, we play a fourth.

The glare pours through our blackened cards
into hot sand.

Farther on, the city torn into red brick.

A lone pine tree behind a Jewish house.

Loose footprints and the plain up to the horizon.
The dust of quicklime, wagons rolling,

and in the wagons a whining lament.

Take a mandolin, on the mandolin
you'll play it all.

Heigh-ho. Fingers, strings.

So nice a song.
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Jatowe pole,
Szklanka wypita,
Wiecej nie trzeba.

Patrz, idzie drogwesota dziwa,
Pantofle z korka, czub fryzowany,
Chod tu, dziewczynko, pobawek nami.
Jatowe pole,

Zachodzi stace.

Warszawa, 1943-1944
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A barren field.
The glass tossed off.
No more is needed.

Look, there she goes, a pretty girl.
Cork-soled slippers and curly hair.

Hello sweetheart, let's have a good time.

A barren field.
The sun is setting.

Warsaw, 1943-1944
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POZEGNANIE

Mowie do ciebie po latach milczenia,

M@j synu. Nie ma Werony.

Roztartem pyt ceglany w palcach. Oto co zostaje
Z wielkiej mitosci do rodzinnych miast.

Slysz twdj smiech w ogrodzie. | wiosny szalonej
Zapach po mokrych listkach przyikdi st do mnie,
Do mnie, ktéry nie wier wzadm zbawca moc
Przezytem innych i samego siebie.

Zebys ty wiedziat, jak to jest, gdy nac

Budzi sk nagle ktd i zapytuje

Slyszc bijace serce: Czego ty chcesz jeszcze,
Nienasycone? Wiosnha, stowdgiewa.

Smiech dziecinny w ogrodzie. Pierwsza gwiazda czysta
Otwiera s¢ nad pian nierozkwittych wzgérz

I znéw na usta moje wraca leldpiew,

I mtody znowu jestem jak dawniej, w Weronie.

Odrzuct. Odrzucé wszystko. To nie to.

Nie bede wskrzeszé ani wracé wstecz.

Spijcie, Romeo i Julio, na wezgtowiu z potrzaskanpadr,
Nie podniog z popiotu waszychak ztaczonych.
Opustoszate katedry niech nawiedza kot

Swiecac zrenig na oltarzach. Sowa

Na martwym ostrotuku niechiciele gniazdo.

W skwarne, biate potudniesnod rumowisk wz
Niech grzeje si na lisciach podbiatu i w ciszy
Lsniacym kregiem owija niepotrzebne zioto.
Nie wréc. Ja che wiedzie, co zostaje

Po odrzuceniu wiosny i mtodai,

Po odrzuceniu karminowych ust,
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FAREWELL

| speak to you, my son,

after years of silence. Verona is no more.

I crumbled its brickdust in my fingers. That is whemains
of the great love of native cities.

| hear your laughter in the garden. And the machgfs
scent comes toward me across the wet leaves.
Toward me, who, not believing in any saving power,
outlived the others and myself as well.

Do you know how it is when one wakes

at night suddenly and asks,

listening to the pounding heart: what more do y@uniy
insatiable? Spring, a nightingale is singing.

Children's laughter in the garden. A first clear st
above a foam of buds on the hills

and a light song returns to my lips

and | am young again, as before, in Verona.

To reject. To reject everything. That is not it.

I will neither resurrect the past nor return.

Sleep, Romeo, Juliet, on your headrest of stortbdes
| won't raise your bound hands from the ashes.

Let the cat visit the deserted cathedrals,

its pupil flashing on the altars. Let an owl

nest on the dead ogive.

In the white noon among the rubble, let the snake
warm itself on leaves of coltsfoot and in the silen
let him coil in lustrous circles around uselessigol

| won't return. | want to know what's left

after rejecting youth and spring,

after rejecting those red lips
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Z ktorych w noc parnptynie
Fala gogca.

Po odrzuceniu p#mi i zapachu wina,
Przysihg i skarg, i diamentowej nocy,

| krzyku mew, za ktérym biegnie blask
Czarnego siica.

Z zycia, z jabtka, ktore przegiptomienisty né,
Jakie ocali s ziarno.

Synu maj, wierzaj mi, nie zostaje nic.
Tylko trud neskiego wieku,

Bruzda losu na dtoni.

Tylko trud,

Nic wigcej.

Krakéw, 1945
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from which heat seemed to flow
on sultry nights.

After songs and the scent of wine,
oaths and laments, diamond nights,
and the cry of gulls with the black sun
glaring behind them.

From life, from the apple cut by the flaming knife,
what grain will be saved?

My son, believe me, nothing remains.
Only adult toil,

the furrow of fate in the palm.

Only toil,

Nothing more.

Krakéw, 1945

translated by Renata Goréski
and Robert Hass
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W WARSZAWIE

Co czynisz na gruzach katedry
Swigtego Jana, poeto,
W ten ciepty, wiosenny dzi€

Co myslisz tutaj, gdzie wiatr
Od Wisty wiepc rozwiewa
Czerwony pyt rumowiska?

Przystgates, ze nigdy nie bdziesz
Placzk zalobm.

Przysigates, ze nigdy nie dotkniesz
Ran wielkich swego narodu,

Aby nie zmiené ich w swigtose,
Przekkta swietos¢, cosciga

Przez dalsze wieki potomnych.

Ale ten ptacz Antygony,

Co szuka swojego brata,

To jest zaiste nad miar
Wytrzymatdaici. A serce

To kamig, w ktérym jak owad
Zamknkta jest ciemna mikg
Najnieszczgsliwszej ziemi.

Nie chciatem kochatak,

Nie byto to moim zamiarem.
Nie chcialem litowa si¢ tak,

Nie byto to moim zamiarem.
Moje piodro jestiejsze

Niz pioro kolibra. To brzengi

Nie jest na moje sity.

Jalkze mam mieszkaw tym kraju,
Gdzie noga potica o0 kaci

Nie pogrzebane najlikzych?
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IN WARSAW

What are you doing here, poet, on the ruins
Of St. John's Cathedral this sunny
Day in spring?

What are you thinking here, where the wind
Blowing from the Vistula scatters
The red dust of the rubble?

You swore never to be

A ritual mourner.

You swore never to touch

The deep wounds of your nation

So you would not make them holy

With the accursed holiness that pursues
Descendants for many centuries.

But the lament of Antigone
Searching for her brother

Is indeed beyond the power

Of endurance. And the heart

Is a stone in which is enclosed,
Like an insect, the dark love
Of a most unhappy land.

| did not want to love so.

That was not my design.

| did not want to pity so.

That was not my design.

My pen is lighter

Than a hummingbird's feather. This burden
Is too much for it to bear.

How can | live in this country

Where the foot knocks against

The unburied bones of kin?
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Stysz glosy, widz usmiechy. Nie mog
Nic napis&, bo pkcioro rak

Chwyta mi moje piéro

| kaze pis& ich dzieje,

Dzieje ichzycia i $mierci.

Czyz na to jestem stworzony,

By zost& ptaczly zatobra?

Ja che opiewa festyny,

Radosne gaje, do ktérych
Wprowadzat mnie Szekspir. Zostawcie
Poetom chwif raddci,

Bo zginie wasZwiat.

Szald@istwo takzy¢ bez ymiechu
| dwa powtarza wyrazy
Zwrécone do was, umarli,

Do was, ktérych udziatem
Miato by¢ wesele

Czynow myli i ciata, pigni, uczt.
Dwa ocalone wyrazy:

Prawda i sprawiedlingg.

Warszawa, 1945
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| hear voices, see smiles. | cannot
Write anything; five hands

Seize my pen and order me to write
The story of their lives and deaths.
Was | born to become

a ritual mourner?

I want to sing of festivities,

The greenwood into which Shakespeare
Often took me. Leave

To poets a moment of happiness,
Otherwise your world will perish.

It's madness to live without joy

And to repeat to the dead

Whose part was to be gladness

Of action in thought and in the flesh, singing,stsa
Only the two salvaged words:

Truth and justice.

Warsaw, 1945
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PRZEDMOWA

Ty, ktérego nie mogtem océli

Wystuchaj mnie.

Zrozum t mowe prost, bo wstydz sie innej.
Przystgam, nie ma we mnie czarodziejstwa stow.
Mowie do ciebie milczc, jak obtok czy drzewo.

To, co wzmacniato mnie, dla ciebie byimiertelne.
Zegnanie epoki bradeza pocatek nowej,
Natchnienie nienawti za ptkno liryczne,

Site Slepa za dokonany ksztatt.

Oto dolina ptytkich polskich rzek. | most ogromny
Idacy w biah mgk. Oto miasto ztamane

| wiatr skwirami mew obrzuca twoj grob,

Kiedy rozmawiam z toh

Czym jest poezja, ktora nie ocala

Narodow ani ludzi?

Wspdlnictwem urzdowych klamstw,

Piosenk pijakow, ktérym za chwi ktos podeenie gardta,
Czytank z paniéskiego pokoju.

To, ze chciatem dobrej poezji, nie umiej
To, ze p&no poptem jej wybawczy cel,
To jesti tylko to jest ocalenie.

Sypano na mogity proso albo mak
Zywiac zlatupcych si umartych — ptaki.
Te ksiazke ktack tutaj dla ciebie, o dawny,
Abys nas odid nie nawiedzat vecej.

Warszawa, 1945
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DEDICATION

You whom | could not save

Listen to me.

Try to understand this simple speech as | woulddtemed of another.
| swear, there is in me no wizardry of words.

| speak to you with silence like a cloud or a tree.

What strengthened me, for you was lethal.

You mixed up farewell to an epoch with the begignofi a new one,
Inspiration of hatred with lyrical beauty,

Blind force with accomplished shape.

Here is the valley of shallow Polish rivers. Andianmense bridge
Going into white fog. Here is a broken city,

And the wind throws the screams of gulls on yoavegr

When | am talking with you.

What is poetry which does not save

Nations or people?

A connivance with official lies,

A song of drunkards whose throats will be cut m@ment,
Readings for sophomore girls.

That | wanted good poetry without knowing it,
That | discovered, late, its salutary aim,
In this and only this I find salvation.

They used to pour millet on graves or poppy seeds
To feed the dead who would come disguised as birds.

| put this book here for you, who once lived
So that you should visit us no more.

Warsaw, 1945
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SWIATLO DZIENNE

DAYLIGHT
(1953)
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PIOSENKA O PORCELANIE

Rézowe moje spodeczki,
Kwieciste filizanki,

Lezace na brzegu rzeczki
Tam kedy przeszty tanki.
Wietrzyk nad wami polata,
Puchy z pierzyny roni,

Na czarnylad opada
Ztamanej cié jabtoni.
Ziemia, gdzie spojrzysz, zastana
Bryzgami kruchej piany.
Niczego mi prosg pana
Tak niezal jak porcelany.

Zaledwie wstanie jutrzenka
Ponad widnokyg ptaski
Stycha gdzie ziemia gka
Malefikich spodeczkéw trzaski.
Sny majstrow drogocenne,
Pidra zamarztych tatulzi

Ida w ruczaje podziemne

| zadnej o nich pamci.
Wiec ledwo zerw sie z rana
Mijam to zadumany.
Niczego mi prosg pana
Tak niezal jak porcelany.

Rownina do brzegu shca
Miazga skorupek pokryta.
Ich warstwa rzé&ko chrupica
Pod mymi butami zgrzyta.
O swiecidetka wy ptone

Co radowalycie barwg
Teraz ach zaplamione
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SONG ON PORCELAIN

Rose-colored cup and saucer,
Flowery demitasses:

You lie beside the river

Where an armored column passes.
Winds from across the meadow
Sprinkle the banks with down;

A torn apple tree's shadow

Falls on the muddy path;

The ground everywhere is strewn
With bits of brittle froth —

Of all things broken and lost
Porcelain troubles me most.

Before the first red tones

Begin to warm the sky

The earth wakes up, and moans.
It is the small sad cry

Of cups and saucers cracking,
The masters' precious dream
Of roses, of mowers raking,

And shepherds on the lawn.
The black underground stream
Swallows the frozen swan.

This morning, as | walked past,
The porcelain troubled me most.

The blackened plain spreads out
To where the horizon blurs

In a litter of handle and spout,

A lively pulp that stirs

And crunches under my feet.
Pretty, useless foam:

Your stained colors are sweet,
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Brzydka zakrzepd farba.
Leza naswiezych kurhanach
Uszka i denka i dzbany.
Niczego mi prosg pana
Tak niezal jak porcelany.

Washington D.C., 1947
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Spattered in dirty waves
Flecking the fresh black loam

In the mounds of these new graves.

In sorrow and pain and cost,
Sir, porcelain troubles me most.

Washington, D.C., 1947
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DZIECIE EUROPY

1

My, ktérym stodycz dnia przenika do ptuc
| widzimy gakzie rozkwitajce w maju
Jestémy lepsi od tych co zgit.

My, ktorzy smakujemy dtugeujac jadto
| oceniamy w petni igraszki mifoi
Jestémy lepsi od nich, pogrzebanych.

Z piecow ognistych, zza drutéw w ktorygliszcze wiatr
nieskaiczonych jesieni,

Z bitew kiedy w spazmie ryczy zranione powietrze

Uratowal§my sk przebiegtdcia i wiedz.

Wysytajac innych na miejsca bardziej zagomej
Podniecajc ich krzykami do boju,
Wycofujac sk w przewidywaniu straconej sprawy.

Do wyboru majgc smier¢ whasry i smier¢ przyjaciela
Wybieralismy jegosmieré, my§lac zimno: byle si spenito.

Uszczelniabmy drzwi gazowych komér, kradiny chleb,
Wiedzc ze dzieh nastpny ckzszy kedzie od poprzedniego.

Jak naley si¢ ludziom poznakmy dobro i zto.
Nasza ziéliwa madros¢ nie ma sobie réwnej na ziemi.

Nalezy uzna za dowiedzioneze jestémy lepsi od tamtych,
tatwowiernych, zapalnych a stabych, mato sobie i zycie.

2

Szanuj nabyte umieginosci, o dziecg Europy.
Dziedzicu gotyckich katedr, barokowychskmtow
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CHILD OF EUROPE

1

We, whose lungs fill with the sweetness of day,
Who in May admire trees flowering,
Are better than those who perished.

We, who taste of exotic dishes,
And enjoy fully the delights of love,
Are better than those who were buried.

We, from the fiery furnaces, from behind barbedewir

On which the winds of endless autumns howled,

We, who remember battles where the wounded aieco@r paroxysms of pain,
We, saved by our own cunning and knowledge.

By sending others to the more exposed positions,
Urging them loudly to fight on,
Ourselves withdrawing in certainty of the causé.los

Having the choice of our own death and that ofent,
We chose his, coldly thinking: let it be done qlyck

We sealed gas chamber doors, stole bread,
Knowing the next day would be harder to bear tthanday before.

As befits human beings, we explored good and evil.
Our malignant wisdom has no like on this planet.

Accept it as proven that we are better than they,
The gullible, hot-blooded weaklings, careless wliir lives.

2

Treasure your legacy of skills, child of Europe,
Inheritor of Gothic cathedrals, of baroque churches
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I synagog w ktérych rozbrzmiewat ptacz krzywdzonagiu,
Dziedzicu Kartezjusza i Spinozy, spadkobierco stohanor”,
Pogrobowcze Leonidasow,

Szanuj umigjtnosci nabyte w godzinie grozy.

Umyst masz wywiczony, umiejcy rozpozné natychmiast
Zte i dobre strony kalej rzeczy.

Umyst masz sceptyczny a wytworny, afaj uciechy

O jakich nic nie wiedz prymitywne ludy.

Tym umystem wiedziony, rozpoznasz natychmiast
Stusznd¢ rad ktorych udzielamy.

Niech dnia stodycz przenika do ptuc.

Po to madre asciste przepisy.

3

Nie maze by mowy o triumfie sity
Bowiem jest to epoka gdy zwygia sprawiedliweéc.

Nie wspominaj o sile, by €inie poadzono
Ze w ukryciu wyznajesz doktryny upadte.

Kto ma whade, zawdzécza j logice dziejéw.
Oddaj logice dziejéw cZé jej nalezna.

Niech nie wiedz usta wypowiadage hipotez
O rekach ktore wiénie fatszujp eksperyment.

Niech nie wiedz twoje rce falszujce eksperyment
O ustach, ktére wkmie wypowiadaj hipotez.

Umiej przewidzi€ pazar z doktadnécia nieomyln.
Po czym podpalisz dom i spetng sio by miato.

4

Z malego nasienia prawdy wyprowadzdliree ktamstwa,
Nie naladuj tych co klami, lekcewaac rzeczywistéc.
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Of synagogues filled with the wailing of a wrongaebple.
Successor of Descartes, Spinoza, inheritor of el ihonor",
Posthumous child of Leonidas,

Treasure the skills acquired in the hour of terror.

You have a clever mind which sees instantly

The good and bad of any situation.

You have an elegant, skeptical mind which enjogagplires
Quite unknown to primitive races.

Guided by this mind you cannot fail to see
The soundness of the advice we give you:

Let the sweetness of day fill your lungs.
For this we have strict but wise rules.

3

There can be no question of force triumphant.
We live in the age of victorious justice.

Do not mention force, or you will be accused
Of upholding fallen doctrines in secret.

He who has power, has it by historical logic.
Respectfully bow to that logic.

Let your lips, proposing a hypothesis,
Not know about the hand faking the experiment.

Let your hand, faking the experiment,
Not know about the lips proposing a hypothesis.

Learn to predict a fire with unerring precision.
Then burn the house down to fulfill the prediction.
4

Grow your tree of falsehood from a small grainrafh.
Do not follow those who lie in contempt of reality.
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Niech ktamstwo logiczniejszeztizie od wydarze,
Aby znweni wedrowka znalezli w nim ukojenie.

Po dniu klamstwa gromarhy se w dobranym kole
Bijac sk w uda zesmiechu, gdy wspomni kto nasze czyny.

Rozdajic pochwaty pod nazybystrgci rozumowania
Albo pochwaly pod nazgwwielkosci talentu.

My ostatni, ktorzy z cynizmu umiemy czetpaesele.
Ostatni ktorych przebiegié niedaleka jest od rozpaczy.

Juz rodzi st pokoleniesmiertelnie powane
Biorace dostownie co niny przyjmowalismiechem.
5

Niech stowa twoje znagaie przez to co znagz
Ale przez to wbrew komu zostatyyte.

Ze stéw dwuznacznych uciyswop bron,
Stowa jasne pogeaj w ciemna¢ encyklopedii.

Zadnych stéw nie aglzaj, zanim urzdnicy
Nie sprawdz w kartotece kto mowi te stowa.

Gtlos namitnasci lepszy jest i glos rozumu,
Gdyz beznamgtni zmieni& nie potrafy dziejow.
6

Nie kochajzadnego kraju: kraje fatwo gin
Nie kochajzadnego miasta: fatwo rozpada ®i gruz.

Nie przechowuj pamtek, bo z twojej szuflady
W?zbije st dym trupcy dla twego oddechu.

Nie miej czutdci dla ludzi: ludzie tatwo gig
Albo s3 pokrzywdzeni i wzywaj twojej pomocy.
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Let your lie be even more logical than the trusieli,
So the weary travelers may find repose in the He.

After the Day of the Lie gather in select circles,
Shaking with laughter when our real deeds are oeret.

Dispensing flattery called: perspicacious thinking.
Dispensing flattery called: a great talent.

We, the last who can still draw joy from cynicism.
We, whose cunning is not unlike despair.

A new, humorless generation is now arising,
It takes in deadly earnest all we received witlglaar.
5

Let your words speak not through their meanings,
But through them against whom they are used.

Fashion your weapon from ambiguous words.
Consign clear words to lexical limbo.

Judge no words before the clerks have checked
In their card index by whom they were spoken.

The voice of passion is better than the voice asoa.
The passionless cannot change history.

6

Love no country: countries soon disappear.
Love no city: cities are soon rubble.

Throw away keepsakes, or from your desk
A choking, poisonous fume will exude.

Do not love people: people soon perish.
Or they are wronged and call for your help.

109



Nie patrz w jeziora przes#oi: tafla ich rda powleczona
Inng ukaze twarz nk sie spodziewatg

7

Kto méwi o historii jest zawsze bezpieczny,
Przeciwko niemyéwiadczy nie wstan umarli.

Jakie zapragniesz mesz przypisaim czyny,
Ich odpowiedzi zawsze bdzie milczenie.

Z glebi nocy wynurza siich pusta twarz.
Nadasz jej takie rysy jakich ci potrzeba.

Dumny z wladzy nad luani dawno minionymi
Zmieniaj przeszigt na wiasne, lepsze podoh#wo.

8

Smiech powstajcy z szacunku dla prawdy
Jestsmiechem ktérymémieja sie wrogowie ludu.

Wiek satyry skaczony. Odid nie kzdziemy
Podstprna mowa szydzé z nieudolnych monarchow.

Surowi jak przystato budowniczym sprawy
Pozwolimy sobie jedynie na pochlebhcartobliwaié.

Z ustami zadinietymi, postuszni rozumowaniu
Wkraczajmy ostrgnie w ee wyzwolonego ognia.

Nowy Jork, 1946
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Do not gaze into the pools of the past.
Their corroded surface will mirror
A face different from the one you expected.

7

He who invokes history is always secure.
The dead will not rise to witness against him.

You can accuse them of any deeds you like.
Their reply will always be silence.

Their empty faces swim out of the deep dark.
You can fill them with any features desired.

Proud of dominion over people long vanished,
Change the past into your own, better likeness.

8

The laughter born of the love of truth
Is now the laughter of the enemies of the people.

Gone is the age of satire. We no longer need mock
The senile monarch with false courtly phrases.

Stern as befits the servants of a cause,
We will permit ourselves only sycophantic humor.

Tight-lipped, guided by reasons only,
Cautiously let us step into the era of the unclthiire.

New York, 1946
translated by Jan Darowski
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MITTELBERGHEIM

Wino $pi w beczkach z ¢bu nadréskiego.
Budzi mnie dzwon kécidtka miedzy winnicami
Mittelbergheim. Stysg matezrddio

Pluszcace w cembrowia na podworzu, stuk
Drewniakéw na ulicy. Tyth schrcy

Pod okapem i ptugi i kota drewniane

| zbocza gor i jesieprzy mnie g.

Oczy mam jeszcze zamkte. Nie gég mnie
Ogniu, potgo, sito, bo za wczaie.
Przezylem wiele lat i jak w tyn$nie
Czutemze segam ruchomej granicy

Za ktom spetnia i barwa i dwiek

| potaczone g rzeczy tej ziemi.

Ust mi przemog jeszcze nie otwieraj,
Pozwdl mi ufa, wierzy¢ ze dosgégre,

Daj mi przystaa¢ w Mittelbergheim.

Ja wiemgze powinienem. Przy mnie s
Jesié i kofa drewniane i ficie

Tytoniu pod okapem. Tu i wedzie

Jest moja ziemia, gdziekolwielesiwréc
| w jakimkolwiek ustysz jezyku

Piosenk dziecka, rozmowkochankdw.
Bardziej od innych szegliwy, mam wziaé¢
Spojrzenie, émiech, gwiazd, jedwab zgity
Na linii kolan. Pogodny, patszy,

Mam is¢ gérami, w mgkkim blasku dnia
Nad wody, miasta, drogi, obyczaje.

Ogniu, potgo, sito, ty co mnie
Trzymasz we wetrzu dtoni ktérej bruzdy
Sq jak wawozy olbrzymie, czesane
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MITTELBERGHEIM

Wine sleeps in casks of Rhine oak.

| am wakened by the bell of a chapel in the vindgar
Of Mittelbergheim. | hear a small spring

Trickling into a well in the yard, a clatter

Of sabots in the street. Tobacco drying

Under the eaves, and ploughs and wooden wheels
And mountain slopes and autumn are with me.

| keep my eyes closed. Do not rush me,

You, fire, power, might, for it is too early.

I have lived through many years and, as in thié dieam,
| felt I was attaining the moving frontier

Beyond which color and sound come true

And the things of this earth are united.

Do not yet force me to open my lips.

Let me trust and believe | will attain.

Let me linger here in Mittelbergheim.

I know | should. They are with me,

Autumn and wooden wheels and tobacco hung
Under the eaves. Here and everywhere

Is my homeland, wherever | turn

And in whatever language | would hear

The song of a child, the conversation of lovers.
Happier than anyone, | am to receive

A glance, a smile, a star, silk creased

At the knee. Serene, beholding,

I am to walk on hills in the soft glow of day
Over waters, cities, roads, human customs.

Fire, power, might, you who hold me
In the palm of your hand whose furrows
Are like immense gorges combed
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Wiatrem potudnia. Ty co dajesz pevéno
W godzinie leku, tygodniu zatpienia,

Za wczénie jeszcze, niech wino dojrzewa,
Niechaj podrani $pia w Mittelbergheim.

Mittelbergheim, Alzacja, 1951
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By southern wind. You who grant certainty
In the hour of fear, in the week of doubt,
Itis too early, let the wine mature,

Let the travelers sleep in Mittelbergheim.

Mitelbergheim, Alsace, 1951

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Richard Lourie
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Z TRAKTATU POETYCKIEGO

FROM TREATISE ON POETRY
(1957)
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WSTEP

Mowa rodzinna niechajddlzie prosta.
Azeby kady, kto ustyszy stowo
Widziat jabtonie, rzek, zaket drogi,
Tak jak s¢ widzi w letniej blyskawicy.

Nie maze jednak mowa kiyobrazem
I niczym wiecej. Wabi j od wiekow
Rozkotysanie rymu, sen, melodia.

Bezbroni mija suchy, ostrgwiat.

Niejeden pyta dzisiaj co to znaczy

Ten wstyd, jeeli czyta ks¢ge wierszy,
Jakby do gorszej natury w nim samym
Zwracat s¢ autor w niejasnym zamiarze
Mysl odsuwajc i mysl oszukugc.

Z przypravy zartu, btazéstwa, satyry,
Jeszcze siumie podobéapoezja.

Jej znakomité¢ wtedy st docenia.

Ale te walki, gdzie stawkjestzycie
Toczy sk w prozie. Nie zawsze tak byto.

I niewyznany dotychczas jesal.
Stwza, nie trwaji, romanse, traktaty.
Bo wiecej wazy jedna dobra strofa
Niz ciezar wielu pracowitych stronic.
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PREFACE

First, plain speech in the mother tongue-
Hearing it, you should be able to see
Apple trees, a river, the bend of a road,
As if in a flash of summer lightning.

And it should contain more than images.
It has been lured by singsong,

A daydream, melody. Defenseless,

It was bypassed by the sharp, dry world.

You often ask yourself why you feel shame
Whenever you look through a book of poetry.
As if the author, for reasons unclear to you,
Addressed the worse side of your nature,
Pushing aside thought, cheating thought.

Seasoned with jokes, clowning, satire,
Poetry still knows how to please.

Then its excellence is much admired.

But the grave combats where life is at stake
Are fought in prose. It was not always so.

And our regret has remained unconfessed.
Novels and essays serve but will not last.
One clear stanza can take more weight
Than a whole wagon of elaborate prose.
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Z ,DUCHA DZIEJOW"

Na gsich piérach maczanych w inkanie
Jeszcze pod lipswiatto dzienne drato.
W ksiegach to samo szizito prawidito
Poczte z wiary,ze piknos¢ widzialna
Jest matym lustrem dlagkinosci bytu.

Polami wtedyzywi uciekali

Od samych siebie, wiede, ze wiek minie
Zanim powréa. Przed nimi ruchome
Piaski, na ktérych drzewoeszamienia

W nic, w antydrzewo, gdzieadna granica
Ksztaltu i ksztaltu nie dzieli a w gromach
Zapada si dom zioty, stowo JEST,

| STAJE SE sprawuje odfd wiadz.

Kazdy z nich dwigat do kaica dni swoich
Pamk¢ tchérzostwa, bo umrzebez celu
Nie chciat, a zwtpit, bo nie chciat umiera
I On, czekany, z dawna odgadniony,
Dymit nad nimi tysaicem kadzielnic.

Po graskichsciezkach petzli mu do ndg.

,Krélu stuleci, nieobgty Ruchu,
Napetniajicy groty oceanu

Wrzawg bez dwigku, zawarty w posoce
Rozdzieranego przez inne rekina,

W $wistach obecny poét-ptaka, pét-ryby,
W szumie, wzelaznym bulgotaniu skat
Kiedy podnosz si¢ archipelagi".

~Wre przyboj twéj, odnosi manele,
Perly nie oczy, kéci z ktérych sol
Zdjeta korony i suknie z brokatu.
O, Bez Pocatku, o, zawsze porgilzy
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FROM
+SPIRIT OF HISTORY"

Under a linden tree, as before, daylight
Quivered on a goose quill dipped in ink.
Books were still governed by the old rule
Born of the belief that visible beauty

Is a little mirror for beauty of being.

The survivors were running through fields, escaping
From themselves, knowing that for a hundred years
They wouldn't return. Before them spread

Quicksands where a tree changes into nothing,

Into an anti-tree, where no borderline

Separates a shape from a shape, and where, amidset,
The golden house, the wol§, collapses

And the wordBECOMESascends to power.

Till the end of their days all of them

Carried the memory of their cowardice,

For they didn't want to die without a reason.

Now He, expected, for a long time awaited,

Was raising above them the smoke of a thousancrens
They crawled through slippery paths to His feet.

— "O King of the centuries, ungraspable Movement,
You who fill the grottoes of the ocean

With a roiling silence, who reside in the blood

Of a shark gored by other sharks,

In whistles of a half-bird, half-fish,

In a booming sea, in the iron gurgling of the rocks
When archipelagoes surge up.

"Your surf churns, brings up bracelets,
Pearls not eyes, bones from which salt
Has stripped crowns and dresses of brocade.
O you without beginning, you always between
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Formy i forma, o, potoku, iskro,

O antytezo, co dojrzewasz w tezie.
Oto jestémy juz jako bogowie

W tobie pojmujc, ze nie istniejemy".

»1Y, gdzie st tacza przyczyna i skutek

Jak swaqj fale z gkbi nas wywiodté

Na jedno mgnienie bezbragej odmiany.

Bol dwudziestego wieku nam odkryle
Abysmy wstpi¢ mogli na wysoké¢

Gdzie twoja ¢ka wiada instrumentem.
Oszczdz nas, nie karz. Wielkie nasze winy.
Zapominalsmy czym prawa twoje.

Zbaw od niewiedzy, uznaj naswiernasc".

Brie-Comte-Robert, 1956
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A form and a form, o stream, o spark,
Antithesis that ripens in a thesis,
Now we are equal to the gods,
Knowing in you that we do not exist.

"You, in whom cause and effect are joined,

Drew us from the depth as you draw a wave

For one instant of limitless transformation.

You revealed to us the pain of this age,

So that we could ascend to the height

Where your hand commands the instrument.

Spare us, do not punish us. Grave are our offenses,
We tended to forget the power of your laws.

Save us from ignorance, accept our devotion."

Brie-Comte-Robert, 1956
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translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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KROL POPIEL
| INNE WIERSZE

KING POPIEL
AND OTHER POEMS

1962
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KROL POPIEL

Nie byly to zapewne zbrodnie tak jak nasze.
Chodzito o czétna dzone w pniu lipy

| 0 bobrowe skérki. Wiadat nad moczarem
Gdzie dudni t¢ w ksigzycu kwanych szronéw
| rysie ich wiosm na schace ostrowy.

Jego czstokot, dworzyszcze i wie

Ptetwami nocnych bogéw zbudowsgan
Widziat za wod z ukrycia myliwiec

Nie smiejac tukiem rozchyk gakzi.

Az jeden wrdcit z wiécia. Wiatr pedzit po toni
Chwiejnie, w sitowia, najweksz t6dz, pust.

Myszy zjadly Popiela. Koragnz diamentem
Dostat pé&niej. | jemu, odid zniknionemu,
Ktéry miat w skarbcu trzy monety Gotow
| laski brazu, jemu, ktéry odszedt

Gdzie, nie wiadomo, z dzimi, z kobietami,
Lady i morza oddal Galileo,

Newton i Einstein. Aby dlugie wieki

Na swoim tronie neem wygtadzat sulie

Montgeron, 1958
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KING POPIEL

Popiel, a legendary king of Polish prehistory, &dsto have
been eaten by mice on his island in the middletnf dake.

Those were not, it is certain, crimes just likesour

It was all about dugouts carved out of linden tisink
And some beavers' pelts. He ruled over marshes
Where the moose echoes in a moon of acid frosts
And lynxes walk in springtime onto the drying holms

His palisade, his timber fort, and the tower

Built by the fins of the gods of night

Could be seen beyond the water by the hidden hunter

Who dared not push aside the branches with his bow.

Until one of them returned with the news. Overdeep into the rushes
The wind chased the largest boat, and it was empty.

Mice have eaten Popiel. The diamond-studded crown
He got later. And to him, who vanished forever,

Who kept in his treasury three Gothic coins

And bars of bronze, to him who went away,

No one knows where, with his children and women,
To him lands and seas were left by Galileo,

Newton, and Einstein. So that for long centuries

He might smooth, on his throne, his javelin witkréfe.

Montgeron, 1958

translated by Czestaw Mitosz

127



SROCZGQC

Ten sam i nie ten sam szediem przez tdwady
Dziwiac sk, ze muza moja, Mnemozyne,
Nic nie ugta mojemu zdziwieniu.
Skrzeczata sroka i mowitem: sroézp
Czynve jest srocz&? Do sroczego serca,
Do wlochatego nozdrza nad dziobem i lotu
Ktéry odnawia sj kiedy obnia

Nigdy nie ségne a wiec jej nie poznam.
Jezeli jednak srocz& nie istnieje

To nie istnieje i moja natura.

Kto by pomylat, ze tak, po stuleciach,
Wynajde spor o uniwersalia.

Montgeron, 1958
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MAGPIETY

The same and not quite the same, | walked throagHarests
Amazed that my Muse, Mnemosyne,

Has in no way diminished my amazement.

A magpie was screeching and | said: Magpiety?
What is magpiety? | shall never achieve

A magpie heart, a hairy nostril over the beakjghfl
That always renews just when coming down,
And so | shall never comprehend magpiety.

If however magpiety does not exist

My nature does not exist either.

Who would have guessed that, centuries later,

I would invent the dispute of universals?

Montgeron, 1958

translated by Czestaw Mitosz and Peter Dale Scott
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NAUKI

Od tamtej chwili, kiedy w domu o niskich okapach
Doktér z miasteczka przetipepowine

A pienity sk w sadach szczawie i lebiody,
Gniazda dla kropkowanych bigblesnia gruszek,
Bytem juz w rekach ludzi. Mogli przecie zdtawi
Méj krzyk pierwszy, nacisit swop wielka dtonia
Gardto bezbronne, bugze ich czutéc.

Od nich przejtem nazwy ptakéw i owocow,

W ich kraju zamieszkatem, nie zanadto dzikim,
Nie zanadto uprawnym, zka, ornym polem

| woda na dnie czétna wagzczu za stolarai

Ich nauki znalazty co prawda gragic

We mnie samym, a wola moja byta ciemna,
Mato postuszna moim albo ich zamiarom.
Inni, ktérych nie znatlem, czy tylko z imienia,
Stapali we mnie i ja, przetany,

Slyszalem w sobie skrzygge pokoje

Dokad sk nie zagida przez dziurkod klucza.
Nic nie znaczyli dla mnie Kanierz ni Hrehory
Ani Emilia ani Margareta.

Ale kazda ich skaz i kazde kalectwo

Musiatem sam powt6érZy To mnie poniato.

Ze gotow bytbym krzycze Wy, odpowiedzialni,
Przez was nie megzost@ kim che, tylko soh.
Stonce padato w kgizce na grzech pierworodny.
| nieraz, kiedy huczy w trawach popotudnie,
Wyobrazalem sobie dwoje, z mppwina,

Jak depcz os: pod rajslg jabtoni.

Montgeron, 1957
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LESSONS

Since that moment when in a house with low eaves
A doctor from the town cut the navel-string

And pears dotted with white mildew

Reposed in their nests of luxuriant weeds,

I have been in the hands of humans. They could saagled
My first scream, squeezed with a giant hand

The defenseless throat that aroused their tendernes
From them | received the names of plants and birds,
I lived in their country that was not too barren,

Not too cultivated, with a field, a meadow,

And water in a boat moored behind a shed.

Their lessons met, it is true, with a barrier

Deep in myself and my will was dark,

Not very compliant with their intents or mine.
Others, whom | did not know or knew only by name,
Were pacing in me and |, terrified,

Heard, in myself, locked creaky rooms

That one should not peep into through a keyhole.
They did not mean much to me — Kazimir, Hrehory
Or Emilia or Margareta.

But | had to reenact all by myself

Every flaw and sin of theirs. This humiliated me.

So that | wanted to shout: you are to blame

For my not being what | want and being what | am.

Sunlight would fall in my book upon Original Sin.

And more than once, when noon was humming in theggr
I would imagine the two of them, with my guilt,
Trampling a wasp beneath the apple tree in Eden.
Montgeron, 1957

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
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NIE WIECEJ

Powinienem powiedziekiedys jak zmienitem
Opini¢ 0 poezji i jak to si stalo,

Ze uwaam sg dzisiaj za jednego z wielu
Kupcow i rzemiglnikow Cesarstwa Japonii
Uktadapcych wiersze o kwitnieniu \émi,

O chryzantemach i petni ksiyca.

Gdybym ja mogt weneckie kurtyzany

Opis&, jak w podworzu witk draznia pawia

| z tkaniny jedwabnej, z pertowej przepaski
Whytuska® ociezate piersi, czerwonayw

Prege na brzuchu od zaggia sukni,

Tak przynajmniej jak widziat szyper galeonéw
Przybylych tego ranka z tadunkami ziota;

I gdybym réwnoczénie mogt ich biedne ki

Na cmentarzu, gdzie brantize tluste morze,
Zamkry¢ w stowie mocniejszym niostatni grzebi@
Ktory w préchnie pod phyt sam, czeka nawiatto.
Tobym nie zwitpit. Z opornej materii

Co da st zebr&? Nic, najwyej pigkno.

A wtedy nam wystarczymusz kwiaty wisni

| chryzantemy i petnia ketyca.

Montgeron, 1957

132



NO MORE

| should relate sometime how | changed

My views on poetry, and how it came to be
That | consider myself today one of the many
Merchants and artisans of Old Japan,

Who arranged verses about cherry blossoms,
Chrysanthemums and the full moon.

If only | could describe the courtesans of Venice
As in a loggia they teased a peacock with a twig,
And out of brocade, the pearls of their belt,

Set free heavy breasts and the reddish weal
Where the buttoned dress marked the belly,

As vividly as seen by the skipper of galleons

Who landed that morning with a cargo of gold;

And if | could find for their miserable bones

In a graveyard whose gates are licked by greasgrwat
A word more enduring than their last-used comb
That in the rot under tombstones, alone, awaitdighe,

Then | wouldn't doubt. Out of reluctant matter
What can be gathered? Nothing, beauty at best.
And so, cherry blossoms must suffice for us
And chrysanthemums and the full moon.

Montgeron, 1957

translated by Anthony Mitosz
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ODA DO PTAKA

O ziazony.

O nigswiadomy.

Trzymajcy za soh dionie pierzaste.
Wsparty na skokach z szarego jaszczura,
Na cybernetycznychkekawicach

Ktére imap czego dotka.

O niewspotmierny.

O wiekszy niz

Przepa¢ konwalii, oko szczypawki w trawie
Rude od obrotu zielono-fioletowych éig

Niz noc w galeriach z dwojgiegwiatet mrowki
| galaktyka w jej ciele

Zaiste, réwna kalej innej.

Poza wad, bez woli

Kotyszesz si na ga¢zi nad jeziorami powietrza
Gdzie patace zatopione, velisci,

Tarasy doddowar miedzy lira cienia.

Pochylasz siwezwany, i rozwzam chwik

Kiedy stopa zwalnia uchwyt, wygja st ramk.
Chwieje s¢ miejsce gdzie byke ty w linie krysztatu
Unosisz swoje cieple i hige serce.

O niczemu niepodobny, olbny

Na dzwiek pta, pteron, fvgls, brd.

Poza nazw, bez nazwy,

Ruch nienaganny w ogromnym bursztynie.
Abym pojt w biciu skrzydet co mnie dzieli
Od rzeczy ktorym co dzienadag imiona

I od mojej postaci pionowej

Chat przedhza siebie do zenitu.
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ODE TO A BIRD

O composite,

O unconscious,

Holding your feathery palms behind you,
Propped on your gray lizard legs,

On cybernetic gloves

That grasp at whatever they touch.

O incommensurate.

Larger than the precipice

In a lily-of-the-valley

Or the eye of a scarab in the grass,
Reddish, turned violet-green by the sun.
More vast than a galleried night

With the headlights of an ant —

And a galaxy in its body

Indeed, equal to any.

Beyond will, without will

You sway on a branch above lakes of air

And their submerged palaces, towers of leaves.
Terraces where you can land in a harp of shadow.

You lean forward, summoned, and | contemplaterbktant
When your foot loosens its hold, your arm extends.
The place you have left is rocking, into the linégrystal
You take your warm palpitating heart.

O not similar to anything, indifferent

To the soungbta, pteron, fvgls, brd.

Beyond name, without name,

An impeccable motion in an expanse of amber.
So that | comprehend, while your wings beat,
What divides me from things | name every day,
And from my vertical figure

Though it extends itself upward to the zenith.
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Ale dzidb twoj pototwarty zawsze ze mn
Jego wetrze tak cielesne i mitosne

Ze na karku wios mi jgy drzenie
Pokrewidistwa i twojej ekstazy.

Wtedy czekam w sieni po potudniu,
Widze usta koto lwdéw mosiznych

| dotykam obnaonej ki

Pod zapachem krynicy i dzwonéw.

Montgeron 1959
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But your half-opened beak is with me always.
Its inside is so fleshy and amorous

That a shiver makes my hair stand up

In kinship with your ecstasy.

Then one afternoon | wait in a front hall,
Beside bronze lions | see lips

And | touch a naked arm

In the scent of springwater and of bells.

Montgeron, 1959

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Pinsky
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SZCZSCIE

Jak cieplegwiatto! Z rézowej zatoki

Choiny masztow, odpoczynek lin

We mgtach poranka. Tam, gdzie w wody morza
Saczy sk strumien, przy mostku, éwiek fletu.
Dalej, pod tukiem stacgtnych ruin

Wida¢ idace mal@ékie postacie,

Jedna ma chustlczerwon. S drzewa,

Baszty i géry o wczesnej godzinie.

Washington D.C., 1948
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HAPPINESS

How warm the light! From the glowing bay
The masts like spruce, repose of the ropes
In the morning mist. Where a stream trickles
Into the sea, by a small bridge — a flute.
Farther, under the arch of ancient ruins

You see a few tiny walking figures.

One wears a red kerchief. There are trees,
Ramparts, and mountains at an early hour.

Washington, D.C., 1948
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CO BYLO WIELKIE

Co byto wielkie, matym si wydalo.
Krélestwa bladty jak mietizasniezona.

Co porazito, wgcej nie poraa.
Niebianskie ziemie tocz sie i swieca.

Na brzegu rzeki, rozegnicty w trawie,

Jak dawno, dawno, puszczam tédki z kory.

Montgeron, 1959
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WHAT ONCE WAS GREAT

To A. and O. Wat

What once was great, now appeared small.
Kingdoms were fading like snow-covered bronze.

What once could smite, now smites no more.
Celestial earths roll on and shine.

Stretched on the grass by the bank of a river,
As long, long ago, | launch my boats of bark.

Montgeron, 1959

translated by Czestaw Mitosz

141



HERAKLIT

Litowat si¢ nad nimi, sam godzien lioi.

Bo to jest poza wyrazami jakiegokolwiekzyka.
Nawet syntaxis, ciemna, jak mu zarzucano,
Stowa tak ut@goneze z potréjnym sensem,
Niczego nie obejm Te palce w sandale,

Piers dziewczyny tak drobna podka Artemis,
Pot, oliwa na twarzy cztowieka z afkow
Uczestnicz w Powszechnym, osobno istnie]
Swoi wesnie i sobie ja tylko oddani,

Z mitoscia do zapachu zniszczalnego ciata,

Do centralnego ciepta pod wlosem pubicznym,
Z kolanami pod brog wiemy, ze jest Wszystko

| tesknimy daremnie. Swoi, Wt zwierzcy.
Poszczegolne istnienie odbiera namiatto

(To zdanie da siczyta w obie strony).

,Nikt jak on nie byt dumny i wzgardliwy".

Bo torturowat siebie, wybac#ynie mogc

Ze chwilaswiadomdci nigdy nas nie zmienia.
Litos¢ doskgta gniewu. & uciekt z Efezu.
Twarzy ludzkiej ogida¢ nie chciat. Mieszkat w gorach.
Jadt traw i listowie, powiada Laertius.

Pod stromym brzegiem Azji morze kiadto fale
(Z wysoka fal nie wid& widat tylko morze),

A tam czy echo niesie dzwoneczki monstranciji,
Czy ptym zlote szaty Orlanda Furioso,

Czy pysk ryby zdejmuje plyrarfarbke z ust
Radiotelegrafistki gbinowych fodzi?

Montgeron, 1960
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HERACLITUS

He pitied them, himself deserving pity.

Because this is beyond the means of any language.
Even his syntax, obscure — as went the reproach —
Words so combined they had triple meaning
Encompassed nothing. Those toes in a sandal,

A girl's breast so fragile under Artemis's hand,

Sweat, oil on the face of a man from the fleet
Participate in the universal, existing separately.

Our own when we are asleep, devoted but to ourselve
In love with the scent of perishable flesh,

With the central warmth under the pubic hair,

Our knees under our chin, we know there is the All
And we long in vain. An animal's: that is, our own.
Particular existence keeps us from the light

(That sentence can be read in reverse as well).
"Nobody was so proud and scornful as he".

For he tortured himself, unable to forgive

That a moment of consciousness never will change us
Pity turned into anger. So he fled from Ephesus.
Didn't want to see a human face. Lived in the maimst
Ate grass and leaves, as reports Laertius.

The sea lay down waves beneath the steep shorsiaf A
(From above the waves are not seen, you look jukeasea).
And there, is it an echo of bells tinkling at a revance?
Or Orlandto Furioso's golden clothes afloat?

Or is it a fish's mouth nibbling lipstick

From the lips of a radio-girl drowned in a submafin

Montgeron, 1960

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Richard Lourie
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PORTRET GRECKI

Brode mam gsta, oczy przestorte
Powielq, jak u tych co znajcerg
Rzeczy widzianych. Milogjak przystoi
Mezowi, ktéry wie,ze ludzkie serce
Wiecej pomigci niz mowa. Rodzinny
Kraj, dom i urad publiczny rzucitem
Nie zebym szukat zysku albo przygéd.
Nie jestem cudzoziemcem na etach.
Twarz pospolita, poborcy podatkow,
Kupca,zotnierza, nie réni mnie w thumie.
Ani si¢ wzbraniam oddacze¢ nalezna
Miejscowym bostwom. | jem to co inni.
Tyle wystarczy powiedzieo sobie.

Washington D.C., 1948
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GREEK PORTRAIT

My beard is thick, my eyelids half cover

My eyes, as with those who know the value

Of visible things. | keep quiet as is proper

For a man who has learned that the human heart
Holds more than speech does. | have left behind
My native land, home, and public office.

Not that | looked for profit or adventure.

I am no foreigner on board a ship.

My plain face, the face of a tax-collector,
Merchant, or soldier, makes me one of the crowd.
Nor do | refuse to pay due homage

To local gods. And | eat what others eat.

About myself, this much will suffice.

Washington, D.C., 1948

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Peter Dale Scott
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MISTRZ

Méwia, ze moja muzyka jest anielska.

Ze kiedy stucha jej Kgize

Jego twarz, zakryta, tagodnieje.

Z zebrakiem wtedy dzielitby sivtadz.

Wachlarz damy dworu jest nieruchomy.

Dotyk attasu nie przywodzi n§if nieskromnych a mitych
| obce, jak w przepai, zigbna pod faldy kolana.

Kazdy styszat w katedrze mpMissa Solemnis.
Ja gardia dziewat z choruSwietej Cecylii
Przemienitem w instrument ktéry nas wyisya
Ponad to czym jestmy. Umiem odj¢ pamié
Dlugiegozycia nezom i kobietom,

Az w dymach nawy stajprzywrdceni

Rankom dziecistwa kiedy kropla rosy

| krzyk z gor byly prawd swiata.

Wsparty na lasce o zachodziersta
Podobny mog by¢ ogrodnikowi
Ktéry wyhodowat due drzewo.

Nie trwonitem lat kruchej mtodziezej nadziei.
Mierze co dokonane. Tam w gorze jaskotka
Minie, i wréci nowa swoim skimym lotem.

U studni zabrzmai kroki, ale innych ludzi.
Ptugi zaorz las. Tylko flet i skrzypce

Beda pracowé jak im nakazatem.

Nikt nie wie jak ptacitemSmieszni. Oni myla,

Ze dostaje sidarmo. Przebija nas promie

Cha promienia, bo to im pomaga w podziwie.
Albo wierza w basn gminm. Raz w cieniu pod olch
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THE MASTER

They say that my music is angelic.

That when the Prince listens to it

His face, hidden from sight, turns gentle.

With a beggar he would share power.

A fan of a lady-in-waiting is immobile,

Silk by its touch does not induce pleasant immothesights
And under a pleat her knees, far off in a chas@ywgrumb.

Everyone has heard in the cathedral my Missa Satemn
I changed the throats of girls from the Saint Gaahoir
Into an instrument which raises us

Above what we are. | know how to free

Men and women from remembrances of their long lives
So that they stand in the smoke of the nave

Restored to the mornings of childhood

When a drop of dew and a shout on the mountains
Were the truth of the world.

Leaning on a cane at sunset
| may resemble a gardener
Who has planted and reared a tall tree.

| was not wasting the years of frail youthful hope.

| measure what is done. Over there a swallow

Will pass away and return, changed in its slantiiigiyt.
Steps will be heard at the well but of other people
The ploughs will erase a forest. The flute andvibén
Will always work as | have ordered them.

No one knows how | was paying. Ridiculous, theyews
It may be got for nothing. We are pierced by a ray.
They want a ray because this helps them to admire.
Or they accept a folktale: once, under an alder
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Objawit se nam demon, czarny jak sadzawka,
Dwie krople krwi utoczyt ukluciem komara
| odcisryt na wosku pieitien z ametystu.

Graja niezmiennie sfery niebios i planety

Ale chwila pamgci jest niepokonana.

W $rodku nocy powraca. Kto trzyma pochodnie,
Ze co byto tak dawno dziejegsiv jasndci?

Zal, juz daremny, o kzdej godzinie
Drugiegozycia. Jakie pikne dzieto
Zdota okupé uderzenia serca

Zywej istoty i komu wystarczy
Uczynki wyzné, ktore trwaj wiecznie?

Kiedy stare i siwe pod szalem z korank

Palce nurzajw wodzie kropielnicy

Zdaje mi s¢, ze mogtaby by jedma z nich. Te same jodly
Szuma, i plytka fala mieni sk jezioro.

Kochatem jednak moje przeznaczenie.

| gdybym cofrat czas czy wybratbym uczcivié
Nie potraft odgadié. Linia losu nie wie.

Czy BdAg chcezebysmy gubili duse,

Bo tak ma tylko dar nieskazitelny?

Mowa aniotéw! Nim wspomnisz o tasce
Bacz, aby innych i siebie nie zwodzit.
Co z mego zta powstato, to tylko prawdziwe.

Montgeron, 1959
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A demon appeared to us, as black as a pond,
He drew two drops of blood with a sting of a gnat
And impressed in the wax his amethyst ring.

The celestial spheres endlessly resound.

But an instant is invincible in memory.

It comes back in the middle of the night. Who &ese holding torches,
So that what is long past occurs in full light?

Regret, to no end, in every hour

Of a long life. What beautiful work

Will redeem the heartbeats of a living creature
And what use to confess deeds that last forever?

When old and white-haired under their laced shawls

They dip their fingers in a basin at the entrance

It seems to me she might have been one of themsdine firs
Rustle and with a shallow wave sheens the lake.

And yet | loved my destiny.

Could I move back time, | am unable to guess

Whether | would have chosen virtue. My line of fdtees not tell.
Does God really want us to lose our soul

For only then He may receive a gift without blenfish

A language of angels! Before you mention Grace
Mind that you do not deceive yourself and others.
What comes from my evil — that only is true.
Montgeron, 1959

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
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Z POEMATU
PO ZIEMI NASZEJ

3

Gdybym miat przedstawiczym jest dla mniéwiat
wziatbym chomika albo jea albo kreta,
posadzitbym go na fotelu wieczorem w teatrze
i przytykajc ucho do mokrego pyszczka
stuchatbym co méwi éwietle reflektoréw,

o dzwiekach muzyki i ruchach baletu.

Berkeley, 1961
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FROM
THROUGHOUT OUR LANDS

3

If I had to tell what the world is for me

| would take a hamster or a hedgehog or a mole
and place him in a theater seat one evening

and, bringing my ear close to his humid snout,
would listen to what he says about the spotlights,
sounds of the music, and movements of the dance.

Berkeley, 1961
translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Peter Dale Scott
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GUCIO ZACZAROWANY

BOBO'S METAMORPHOSIS
(1965)
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GUCIO ZACZAROWANY

Istoty od nicéci odlegta¢ jest nieskaczona
(,Zabawy przyjemne i pyteczne”, 1776)

1

Pochylte pola i tibka.

Ten zmierzch i nisko leci ptak i btysty wody.
Rozwirgly sie zagle na brzask za gigina.
Wchodzitem we watrze lilii mostem ztotogtowiu.
Dane bylozycie ale niedosizne.

Od dziechstwa do starézi ekstaza o wschodzie éia.

2

Duzo, jak na jednaycie, tych porankow.

Z zamkngtymi oczami bytem wielki i maty,

Nositem pidra, jedwalraboty i zbroje,

Suknie kobiece, zlizywatem 26

Unositem s¢ nad kadym kwiatem od pociku,

Stukatem w drzwi zamkaie sal bobra i kreta.

Niemazliwe zeby tyle gtoséw nie zapisanych

Miedzy tuly pasty do gbdw i zardzewiat zyletka,

Tuz nad stolem w Wilnie, Warszawie, Brie, Montgeromlifornii.
Niemazliwe zebym umart dopéki nie gjre.

3

Od smaku i zapachu czeremchy nad rzekami
Idzie swiadomdi¢ gaszczem laurdw, hibiskuséw
Zbierapc w zielory puszk okazy Ziemi.

Nad ni czerwona kora sekwsempervirens

| s6jki, inne nk za Morzem Beringa,
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BOBO'S METAMORPHOSIS

The distance between being and nothingness istenfin
— Entertainments Pleasant and Useful
(Zabawy przyjemne i pyteczne, 1776)

1

Fields sloping down and a trumpet.

Dusk and a bird flies low and waters flare.

Sails unfurled to the daybreak beyond the straits.

| was entering the interior of a lily by a bridgebvocade.
Life was given but unattainable.

From childhood till old age ecstasy at sunrise.

2

As life goes, many of these mornings.

My eyes closed, | was grown up and small.

I was wearing plumes, silks, ruffles and armor,

Women's dresses, | was licking the rouge.

I was hovering at each flower from the day of dregt

| knocked on the closed doors of the beaver's halisthe mole's.
It's incredible that there were so many unreconagces
Between a toothpaste and a rusted blade,

Just over my table in Wilno, Warsaw, Brie, Montger€alifornia.
It's incredible that | die before | attain.

3

From the taste and scent of bird-cherry trees aboees
Consciousness hikes through bay and hibiscus tisicke
Gathering specimens of the Earth into a green box.
Above it, the red bark ddequoia sempervirens

And jays, different from those beyond the Berintaibt
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Otwierap skrzydfa koloru indygo.
Sama jedna, bez przyjaciét i wrogow,
Obejmuje léne zbocza, orle gniazdo.
Niezrozumiata dla wra zz6ta wypusth,
Nie rozumiejca zasady eza i drzewa.

4

Gwiazdy Filemona, gwiazdy Baucis

Nad ich domem oplecionym korzeniangbd.

| b6g wedrowny$piacy na t@u z rzemieni,
Twardo, maicy pigs¢ za wezgtowie.

Ryjkonosy chrzszczyk napotkat jego sandat

| dazy z trudem przez ptaskovryvygtadzony stogp

Slysz takze dzwieki fortepiano.

Podkradam gimokry czerni pod dungh spirei

Gdzie leza butle gliniane po holenderskich wédkach.
Ukazuje st panna z kosmykiem na uchu.

Ale mnie, kiedy szedtem na czworakach, wyrosta hrod
I mgj tuk indianski spréchniat od deszczéwsniegow.
Ona gra i r6wnoczmie, mata, siada na nocniczek,
Ztazac z hidtawki podnosi sukienk

| ze mry albo swoim kuzynem robi rzeczy nieprzyzwoite.
A juz zaraz bardzo siwa na wychudtym przediiie.

| odjezdza nie zwlekajc tam gdzie jaglwszystkie panny.

Niech stanie siwyspa — i wyspa#viga st z morza.
Rézowos¢ jej skat ma odcik fiotkowy.

Nasiona kietkui, na pagérkach i kasztan i cedr,
Zrodio chwieje paproaituz koto przystani.

Na ptaskich gtazach nad wggbdiows zatoki
Wyleguja sie duchy podobne do nurkéw z butelkami tlenu.
Jedyna corka czarodzieja, Miranda,

Na osiotku jedzie w strangroty

Sciezka ustar skrzypacymi lisémi.

Widzi trojndg i kociot i nagcza chrustu.

Zniknij wyspo. Albo silniej: wyspo, zniknij gi
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Open their wings of indigo color.

Consciousness alone, without friends and foes,
Embraces forest slopes, an eagle's nest.
Incomprehensible as it is to a snake with a yebtnpe,
Itself unable to grasp the principle of the snake tee.

4

Stars of Philemon, stars of Baucis,

Above their house entangled by the roots of an oak.
And a wandering god, soundly asleep on a thongigthed,
His fist for a pillow.

An advancing weevil encounters his sandal

And pushes on painfully through a foot-polished anes

| hear also sounds of a pianoforte.

| steal through humid blackness under the junglepata
Where are scattered clay flasks from Dutch aquavit.

She appears, a young lady with a curl on her ear.

But | grew a beard when walking on all fours

And my Indian bow rotted from snow and rain.

She plays music and simultaneously grows smadl dgitvn on her chamberpot,
At a swing she pulls up her skirt

To do indecent things with me or her cousin.

And all of a sudden she walks grayhaired in a spragiburb.
Then departs without delay where all the maidens go

Let there be an island — and an island crops othieotieep.
The pale rose of its cliffs is tinged with violet.

Seeds sprout, on the hills, presto, chestnuts edars,

A spring waves a fern just above the harbor.

On flat rocks over fir-green water of the cove

Spirits lounge, similar to skin divers with thekygen tanks.
The only daughter of a sorcerer, Miranda,

Rides a donkey in the direction of the grotto

By a path strewn with creaking leaves.

She sees a tripod, a kettle, and bundles of diystwi
Vanish, island! Or stronger: go away!
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5

Lubitem go, bo nie szukat idealnego przedmiotu.
Kiedy styszat jak méwdi: , Tylko przedmiot ktérego nie ma
Jest doskonaly i czysty", rumienikdiodwracat glow.

W kazdej kieszeni nosit otowki, szkicowniki,
Z okruchami butki, akcydensamycia.

Rok za rokiem okgzat grube drzewo
Przykladajc dion do oka i mrucgc w podziwie.

Jak zazdrécit tym co drzewo rysujjedm kresk!
Ale przendnia wydawata mu giczyms nieskromnym.

Symbole zostawiat dumnym, zéym wlasr spravd.
Z patrzenia chciat wyprowadznazw samej rzeczy.

Kiedy byt stary, targat bragzétta od tytoniu:
.Wole tak przegrg, niz wygra® jak oni".

Jak Peter Breughel ojciec przewrécé sagle
Prébupc spojrzé w tyt przez rozstawione nogi.

| wznosito st dalej drzewo niedostne.
O iste, o istliwe ado rdzenia. Byto.

6

Zarzucano muze azenit sk z jedry kobiet azyje z inm.
Gdzie czas — odpowiadat — na gtupstwa, rozwaéd idale;.
Ledwo cztowiek wstanie, machnie paazy gdzlem a ju wieczor.

7

Gucio, niegrzeczny chtopczyk, zostat zamieniony ucha.
Myt sie wedtug obradku much pod skatcukru

| prostopadle biegat po jaskiniach sera.
Leciat przez okno w jamcy Sk ogréd.

| tam, nieposkromione promysdi
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5

I liked him as he did not look for an ideal object.
When he heard: "Only the object which does nottexis
Is perfect and pure"”, he blushed and turned away.

In every pocket he carried pencils, pads of paper
Together with crumbs of bread, the accidents ef lif

Year after year he circled a thick tree
Shading his eyes with his hand and muttering inzmeent.

How much he envied those who draw a tree with ore |
But metaphor seemed to him something indecent.

He would leave symbols to the proud busy with thaiise.
By looking he wanted to draw the name from the \thiyg.

When he was old, he tugged at his tobacco-stairactb
"| prefer to lose thus than to win as they do."

Like Peter Breughel the father he fell suddenly
While attempting to look back between his spreaarapgs.

And still the tree stood there, unattainable.
Veritable, true to the very core.

6

They reproached him with marrying one woman aniddiwith another.
Have no time — he answered — for nonsense, a divand so on.
A man gets up, a few strokes of a brush and theady it's evening.

7

Bobo, a nasty boy, was changed into a fly.

In accordance with the rite of the flies he washieaself by a rock of sugar
And ran vertically in caves of cheese.

He flew through a window into the bright garden.

There, indomitable ferryboats of leaves
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Wiozly krople napkta od nadmiarueczy,
Mszyste parki z krynicanfiwiatta rosty w gérach kory,
Sypat s¢ cierpki pyt z gétkich kolumn wsrodku cynobrowych kwiatéw.

A cha¢ trwato to nie dhaej niz od podwieczorku do kolacji,
Zawsze potem, kiedy miat prasowane spodnie i stnzg WSy,
Myslal, trzymapc szkio z alkoholem;e ich oszukuje,

Bo mucha nie powinna rozmawia narodzie i wysol&i produkcji.

Kobieta naprzeciwko byta wulkanicznym szczytem
Gdzie vawozy, kratery i w kotlinach lawy
Ruch ziemi pochyla skcone pnie sosen.

8

Miedzy mry i nia byt st6t, na stole szklanka.
Spierzchnita skora jej tokci dotykatahiacej powierzchni
W ktorej odbijat s zarys cienia pod pagh

Kropla potu gstniata nad faligt warga.

A przestrzé miedzy mry i nig dzielita sk nieskaiczenie,
Huczca pierzastymi strzatami Eleatow,

Nie wyczerpie jej rok ni sto lat podmgp.

Gdybym przewrdcit stét, co Byny spetnili.

Ten akt, nie-akt, bo zawsze potencjalny

Jak zamiar wégia w drzewo, w wog, w mineraty.

Ale ona te patrzyta na mnie jak na pigienie Saturna

| wiedziata,ze wiem jak nikt nie dosga.

Tak stanowiona byta cztowiec&oi tkliwosé.

Berkeley, 1962
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Carried a drop taut with the excess of its rainbow,
Mossy parks grew by ponds of light in the mountaifhbark,
An acrid dust was falling from flexible columns iits cinnabar flowers.

And though it did not last longer than from teatitilesupper,

Later on, when he had pressed trousers and a tdmmo@stache,

He always thought, holding a glass of liquor, thatwvas cheating them
For a fly should not discuss the nation and prdditgt

A woman facing him was a volcanic peak
Where there were ravines, craters and in hollowawaf
The movement of earth was tilting crooked trunkpioks.

8

Between her and me there was a table, on the dadjiless.
The chapped skin of her elbows touched the shisimface
In which the contour of shade under her armpit reflected.
A drop of sweat thickened over her wavy lip.

And the space between her and me fractionized itdalitely
Buzzing with pennate Eleatic arrows.

Not a year, not a hundred years of journey woulthest it.
Had | overturned the table what would we have agdisimed.
That act, a non-act, always no more than potential

Like the attempt to penetrate water, wood, minerals

But she, too, looked at me as if | were a ring atud

And knew | was aware that no one attains.

Thus were affirmed humanness, tenderness.

Berkeley, 1962

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Richard Lourie
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RZEKI MALE}

Rzeki malej. Maleja miastaSliczne ogrody

Pokazuj czego nie widziedimy dawniej, kalekie §cie i kurz.
Kiedy pierwszy raz przephyahem jezioro, wydawato mi gsiogromne,
Gdybym tam stasd dzisiaj, byloby misk do golenia

Miedzy lodowcowymi gtazami i jatowcem.

Las koto wioski Halina byt dla mnie pierwotny,

Z zapachem zabitego nie tak dawno ostatniegazniedzia,

Chat migdzy sosnami prasviecato pole.

Co byto indywidualne stajesbdmiar, ogélnego wzoru.
Swiadomdé¢ nawet wesnie przemienia barwy pierwsze.

Rysy twarzy topniej jak na woskowej kukle zanurzonej w ogniu.
A kto zgodzi st mie¢ w lustrze tylko twarz cztowieka?

Berkeley, 1963
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RIVERS GROW SMALL

Rivers grow small. Cities grow small. And splendatdens
Show what we did not see there before: crippleddsand dust.
When for the first time | swam across the lake

It seemed immense, had | gone there these days

It would have been a shaving bowl

Between post-glacial rocks and junipers.

The forest near the village of Halina once wagstierprimeval,
Smelling of the last but recently killed bear,

Though a ploughed field was visible through theepin

What was individual becomes a variety of a gengaétiern.
Consciousness even in my sleep changes primaryscolo
The features of my face melt like a wax doll in fine.

And who can consent to see in the mirror the maee bf man?

Berkeley, 1963

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
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USTAWH TAM EKRANY

Ustawi tam ekrany i naszgycie

Bedzie st ukazywa od pocatku do kaica

Ze wszystkim co zdotainy zapomnié, jak sk zdawato na zawsze

| strojami epoki, ktére bylyby tylkémieszne izatosne

Gdybysmy nie my je nosili, nie znag innych.

Armaggedon rzczyzn i kobiet. Na prino krzyczé: ja ich kochatem,
Kazde wydawato mi gi dzieckiem takomym i spragnionym pieszczot,
Lubitem plaze, ptywalnie i kliniki

Bo tam oni ké¢ mojej kasci, mieso mego misa.

Litowatem s¢ nad nimi i soh ale to nie obroni.

Skaaczone jest stowo i m¥y, przesunicie szklanki,

Odwrécenie gtowy, palce rozpinae sukng, btazéstwo,

Oszukaiczy gest, kontemplacja obtokdw,

Zabdjstwo dla wygody: tylko to.

| c6z z tego,ze odchodg dzwonic dzwoneczkami

U kostek,ze wkraczaj tak powoli w ogié

Ktéry zabrat ich i mnie? Gey jezeli masz, palce

| znéw oghdaj co byto, od pociku do kaica.

Berkeley, 1964
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THEY WILL PLACE THERE TELESCREENS

They will place telescreens there and our life

Will be appearing from end to end

With everything we have managed to forget, asabsd, forever,
And with dresses of our time, which would be ladgband piteous
Had we not been wearing them because we knew mpligtier.
Armageddon of men and women. It is no use to cigvéd them,
Every one seemed to me a child, greedy and in okearesses.

| liked beaches, swimming pools, and clinics

For there they were the bone of my bone, the ftéshy flesh.

| pitied them and myself, but this will not protene.

The word and the thought are over, a shifting glaas,

An averting of one's eyes, fingers unbuttoningaubé, foolishness,
A cheating gesture, contemplation of clouds,

A convenient dispatch: only that.

And what if they march out, tinkling bells

At their ankles, if slowly they enter the flame

Which has taken them as well as me? Bite yourd(if jave any) fingers
And again look at everything from end to end.

Berkeley, 1964

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
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| SWIECILO TO MIASTO

| $wiecito to miasto ktérym po latach wracalem
| przepadataycie, Ruteboeufa albo Villona.
Potomni ji narodzeni, taczyli swoje tace.
Kobiety patrzyly w lusterka z nowego metalu.
Po co bylo to wszystko, feli méwi¢ nie mog.
Stata nade myciezka, jak ziemia na swojej osi.
Lezal méj popiét w puszce pod ladbaru.

| $wiecito to miasto ktérym po latach wracalem

Do mego domu w gablotce granitowego muzeum

Koto czernidta do rgs, alabastrowych stoikow,
Menstruacyjnych przepasek egipskiejeksiczki.

Byto tam tylko staice wykute ze ztotej blachy,

Na ciemniejcych parkietach powolnych krokdéw skrzypienie.

| $wiecito to miasto ktérym po latach wracatem

Z twarz zakryt paltem, chociajuz dawno nikt niezyt
Z tych ktérzy mogli pamita¢ nie zaptacone dtugi,
Hanby niewiekuiste, podiostki do przebaczenia.

| $wiecito to miasto ktérym po latach wracatlem.

Paryz-Berkeley, 1963
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AND THE CITY STOOD IN ITS BRIGHTNESS

And the city stood in its brightness when yearsrlatreturned.
And life was running out, Ruteboeuf s or Villon's.
Descendants, already born, were dancing their dance
Women looked in their mirrors made from a new metal
What was it all for if | cannot speak.

She stood above me, heavy, like the earth on iss ax

My ashes were laid in a can under the bistro counte

And the city stood in its brightness when yearerlareturned
To my home in the display case of a granite museum,
Beside eyelash mascara, alabaster vials,

And menstruation girdles of an Egyptian princess.

There was only a sun forged out of gold plate,

On darkening parquetry the creak of unhurried steps

And the city stood in its brightness when yearsrlateturned,
My face covered with a coat though now no one @és |

Of those who could have remembered my debts naidr p
My shames not forever, base deeds to be forgiven.

And the city stood in its brightness when yearsrlatreturned.

Paris-Berkeley, 1963

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Peter Dale Scott
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TE KORYTARZE

Te korytarze, ktérymi id przy blasku pochodni

Slyszic jak woda kapie na strzaskane ptyty.

W gtab, w ghb gory. W niszach popiersia przyjaciot,
Oczy ich marmurowe, tylkéwiatto i cien

Ktada krotko na twarzach cierpki grymagcia.

Tak, coraz dalej, labiryntem w ciemne atnze,

Bez koboldéw, z echem wtasnych krokéw.

Az pochodnia zgaie na niewiadomym zadcie

| tam gdzie przeznaczone zamiesk W kamien.

Ale u wefcia, ktore zamkrite gtazem lawiny &dzie zapomniane,
W jodlowym lesie nad spad@ym z lodowca potokiem,
tania urodzi etkowanego jelonka i powietrze rozwinie
Swoje ptkne lisciaste spirale innym oczom, jak mnie kiedy
| odkryta kedzie na nowo kada radé¢ poranka,

Kazdy smak jabtka zerwanego w wysokim sadzie.
Wigc mog; by¢ spokojny o to co kochatem.

Ziemia poniesie akwedukty, amfor§wieczniki mosg¢zne.
A kiedy ktéregd dnia psy gonice niedwiedzia

Wpadmny, w skalry szczelir i ludzie dalekich pokole
Odczytaj nascianach kanciaste nasze litery —
Zdziwia sie, ze z tego co ich cieszyto znaty tak wiele
Chae nasz daremny patac znaczy pak mato.

Oregon-Berkeley, 1964
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THOSE CORRIDORS

I walk those corridors by torchlight

Hearing water trickle down onto broken slabs.

Deep into the mountain. In niches, busts of mynfilig

Their eyes are of marble. Only the light and shadow
Throw over their faces a brief sour grimace of. life

So, farther into the labyrinth leading to the diterior,
Where there are no kobolds, only the echo of nysste
Until the torch gutters out, and on the unknowncben
Where it is fated, | will turn to stone.

But at the entrance, blocked by a landslide and $o@otten,
In a fir forest by a stream falling from a glacier,

A doe will give birth to her freckled fawn and tai

Will unfurl intricate leafy spirals to other eyess once to mine.
And every joy of morning will be discovered again,

Each savoring of an apple picked in the tall ordhar

So | can leave peacefully everything | loved.

The earth will carry aqueducts, amphoras, brassdsieers.
And when some day dogs chasing a bear

Burst into a crevasse and people of far-off geiarat
Decipher our angular letters on the walls —

They will be amazed that we knew so many of thein §oys,
Though our futile palace has come to mean so.little

Oregon-Berkeley, 1964

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Pinsky
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DUZO SPIE

Duzo $pig i czytam Tomasza z Akwinu

Albo ,Smier¢ Boga" (takie protestanckie dzieto).
Na prawo zatoka jak odlana z cyny,

Za t zatoky miasto, za miastem ocean,

Za oceanem oceary; do Japonii.

Na lewo suche pago6rki z biatrawa,

Za pag6rkami nawodniona dolina gdzie uprawargt,
Za dolirg géry i sosny ponderosa,

Za g6rami pustynia i owce.

Kiedy nie mogtem bez alkoholu, jechalem na alkoholu
Kiedy nie mogtem bez papierosow i kawy, jechatenpapierosach
i kawie.
Bytem odwany. Pracowity. Prawie wzor cnoty.
Ale to nie przydaje gina nic.

Panie doktorze, boli mnie.

Nie tu. Nie, nie tu. Sam junie wiem.

Moze to nadmiar wysp i kontynentéw,
Niepowiedzianych stow, bazaréw i drewnianych fletow
Albo picia do lustra, bez urody,

Chat miato si by¢ czymé w rodzaju archaniota

Albo swigtego Jerzego nswigtojerskim Prospekcie.

Panie znachorze, boli mnie.

Zawsze wierzytem w gusta i zabobony.
Naturalnieze kobiety maj tylko jedm, katolicka, dusz
Ale my mamy dwie. Kiedy zaft@zysz,

We $nie odwiedzasz odlegte pueblos

| nawet ziemie nigdy nie widziane.

W!6z, prosz ciebie, amulety z pior,

Poratowa trzeba swojego.

Ja czytalem dio kshzek ale im nie wierg

Kiedy boli powracamy nad jakiezeki,

170



| SLEEP A LOT

| sleep a lot and read St. Thomas Aquinas

Or The Death of Go¢that's a Protestant book).

To the right the bay as if molten tin,

Beyond the bay, city, beyond the city, ocean,
Beyond the ocean, ocean, till Japan.

To the left dry hills with white grass,

Beyond the hills an irrigated valley where ricgiswn,
Beyond the valley, mountains and Ponderosa pines,
Beyond the mountains, desert and sheep.

When | couldn't do without alcohol, | drove myseif alcohol,
When | couldn't do without cigarettes and coffegrdve myself
On cigarettes and coffee.
| was courageous. Industrious. Nearly a model @i
But that is good for nothing.

Please, Doctor, | feel a pain.

Not here. No, not here. Even | don't know.

Maybe it's too many islands and continents,
Unpronounced words, bazaars, wooden flutes,

Or too much drinking to the mirror, without beauty,
Though one was to be a kind of archangel

Or a Saint George, over there, on St. George Street

Please, Medicine Man, | feel a pain.

| always believed in spells and incantations.
Sure, women have only one, Catholic, soul,

But we have two. When you start to dance

You visit remote pueblos in your sleep

And even lands you have never seen.

Put on, | beg you, charms made of feathers,

Now it's time to help one of your own.

I have read many books but | don't believe them.
When it hurts we return to the banks of certaiensv
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Pamgtam tamte krzge ze znakami sfea i kskzyca,

I czarownikéw, jak pracowali kiedy byta epidemidusu.
Wyslij swoja drugy dusz za gory, za czas.

Powiedz, kde czekd, co widziatg.

Berkeley, 1962
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| remember those crosses with chiseled suns andsnoo
And wizards, how they worked during an outbreakyphus.
Send your second soul beyond the mountains, betymed
Tell me what you saw, | will wait.

Berkeley, 1962

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
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DYTYRAMB

Tak wiele widzielsmy na ziemi a malachitowe goéry o zachodziéisto
spotykane sjak zawsze pigia i poklonem.

Ten sam wiosenny taniec przyzywa kiedy pod rumowiskbazaltowych
skat stada ptakoéw nurkujv przezroczystych wodach zatoki.

I wydra morska btyska ptetwiasteka tarzajc sk w pianach koto Point
Lobos.

A we mglezarzy s& czerwier azalii z dna parnych awozéw.

Nic nie zostato dodane i nic nie zostatogbefj niewzruszony, doskonaty,
nietykalnyswiecie.

Nie zachowata gipami¢ o czymkolwiek co na pewno bytoby nasze.

Melodia ustnej harmonijki, z daleka, z niepewnyat) &lbosciezka na ktog
przewrdécilsmy sk zlaczeni pocatunkiem.

Uspiony len kotowrotkéw, w zasiekach jabtka i ziarounatne tarcze na
piersiach kuzynki Antolki.

Grzechotanie karabindw maszynowych na réwninie t@gpprzeciwczotgowymi
rowami pod rozdastzastom pochmurnegdéwitu.

Kto potwierdzi, kto powie: ,moje" na daremnglaremny, z trudem
przywotany sen?

Z chrzstem renesansowych sukien ithsze umarte, oglaja sic i kltada
palec na usta.
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DITHYRAMB

We have seen so much on earth and yet malachitetaios at sunset are
greeted as always with a song and a low bow.

The same spring dance summons when under the rabbésalt cliffs
flocks of birds plunge in translucent waters of &av

And a finny hand of a sea otter glimmers as it @ad in the foam at Point
Lobos.

While in the fog the red of azaleas glows fromllo&om of steamy ravines.

Nothing has been added, nothing has been taken aviaperturbable,
perfect, inviolable world.

No memory is preserved about anything that wouldurs for certain.

A melody of a mouth organ from afar, from indefinitears or a path on
which we fell united by a kiss.

Flax asleep on spinning wheels, apples and graiain bays, brown circles
on the breasts of cousin Tonia.

Submachine gun bursts on a plain burrowed withtant trenches, under
the torn curtain of a cloudy dawn.

Who will affirm, who will call "mine" a fruitlss, fruitless, painfully
called-back dream?

With rustling of Renaissance dresses our dead wqgoass by, turn about
and put a finger to their lips.
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Towarzysze w zbrojach zasiedli za szachownistawiwszy zamczyste hetmy
obok.

A mitosna potga,zywe ztoto we krwi, unicestwia na wieki nasze puste
imie.

Berkeley, 1965
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Armored companions sat down at a chessboard, getside their visored
helmets.

And love's dominion, a live gold in blood, anniléa forever our empty
name.

Berkeley, 1965

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Peter Dale Scott

177



178



MIASTO BEZ IMIENIA

CITY WITHOUT A NAME
(1969)
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ROK

Rozghdatem s¢ po nieznanym roku, wiedge, ze niewielu przybywa z tak
daleka, blask napoit mnie jak wodaline.

Byt to wysoki rok, lisowatego koloru, jak przeti pien redwoodu albo na
pagorkach licie winogradu w listopadzie.

Tetno muzyki mocno bito w jego uroczyskach ikpmch, zbiegaice
z ciemnych gor doptywy zaplatahesi

tomotaniem w hbny konga witato mnie pokolenie ubrane w szaty wysie
obszyte dzwoneczkami.

Gardiowe jego piai ekstatycznej rozpaczy powtarzateraddvzdiuz morza
kiedy przybdj nidst chtopcéw na deskach i zmywal giad.

Na samej granicy zamieszkalego czasu uczanoheidzé na dwoch nogach
i wymawiat znaki nakrélone w zawsze dziecinnej ksize rodzaju.

Opowiadatbym gdybym umiat wszystko co jedna pgmnoze zebré na
chwak ludzi.

O staice, o gwiazdy, mowitermbwicty, $wigty, $wigty, byt nasz podniebny
i dzien i wieczne obcowanie.

Berkeley, 1965

180



THE YEAR

| looked around in the unknown year, aware that fene those who come
from so far, | was saturated with sunlight as apleith water.

That was a high year, fox-colored, like a crossmedwood stump or vine
leaves on the hills in November.

In its groves and chambers the pulse of music westirig strongly, running
down from dark mountains, tributaries entangled.

A generation clad in patterned robes trimmed wittlel bells greeted me
with the banging of conga drums.

| repeated their guttural songs of ecstatic despaiking by the sea when it
bore in boys on surfboards and washed my footpawzsy.

At the very border of inhabited time the same lassovere being learned,
how to walk on two legs and to pronounce the signased in the always
childish book of our species.

I would have related, had | known how, everythingickh a single memory
can gather for the praise of men.

O sun, o stars, | was saying, holy, holy, holy is being beneath heaven and
the day and our endless communion.

Berkeley, 1965

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Richard Lourie
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Z POEMATU
+,MIASTO BEZ IMIENIA"

5.

Lito$¢ i zrozumienie
W wysokiej mamy cenie,
No bo co?

pycha ciata i stawa,
Pocatunki i brawa,
Komu to?

Medykowie, prawnicy,
Oficerowiesliczni,
W czarnej jamie.

Futra, rzsy, obyaczki,
Uktony w staicu po mszy.
Odpoczywanie.

Dobranoc piersi parzyste,
Snijcie sny wiekuiste
Bez pajkow.

7.

Kiedy zalu sk pozbytem
| chwaty, ktog gonitem,
Tego, czym nigdy nie bytem.

Nad kraje, gory, zatoki
Niosty mnie gryfy i smoki,
Przypadki albo wyroki.

No tak, by soks to chciatem,
Do luster pijc ptakatem,
Swoje glupstwo tak poznatem.
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FROM
,CITY WITHOUT A NAME"

5.

Understanding and pity,
We value them highly.
What else?

Beauty and kisses,
Fame and its prizes,
Who cares?

Doctors and lawyers,
Well-turned-out majors,
Six feet of earth.

Rings, furs, and lashes,
Glances at Masses,
Rest in peace.

Sweet twin breasts, good night.
Sleep through to the light,
Without spiders.

7.

When | got rid of grieving
And the glory | was seeking,
Which | had no business doing,

| was carried by dragons
Over countries, bays, and mountains,
By fate, or by what happens.

Oh yes, | wanted to be me.
| toasted mirrors weepily
And learned my own stupidity.
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Z paznokcigluzowej btony,
Kiszek i ptuc isledziony
Czyj dom ledzie uczyniony?

Swéj wtasny a jeden z wiela
Nie mam w sobie przyjaciela,
Czas mnie na dwoje rozdziela.
Zasniezone monumenty,

Niech dar moj bdzie przygty,
Wedrowatem, nie wiemddy.

Berkeley, 1968
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From nails, mucous membrane,
Lungs, liver, bowels, and spleen
Whose house is made? Mine.

So what else is new?

| am not my own friend.

Time cuts me in two.
Monuments covered with snow,
Accept my gift. | wandered;
And where, | don't know.

Berkeley, 1968
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KIEDY KSEZYC

Kiedy kskzyc i spaceruyj kobiety w kwiaciastych sukniach
Zdumiewaj mnie ich oczy, rgsy i cale urzdzenieswiata.
Wydaje mi s¢, ze z tak wielkiej wzajemnej sklonéa
Mogtaby wreszcie wynikat prawda ostateczna.

Berkeley, 1966
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WHEN THE MOON

When the moon rises and women in flowery dressestanlling,

| am struck by their eyes, eyelashes, and the wdnoésgement of the world.
It seems to me that from such a strong mutualcitra

The ultimate truth should issue at last.

Berkeley, 1966

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Pinsky
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VENI CREATOR

Przyjcz, DuchuSwigty,

Zginajac (albo nie zginajc) trawy,

Ukazupc sk (albo nie) nad glowjezykiem ptomienia,
Kiedy sianokosy, albo kiedy na podoryaweychodzi traktor
W dolinie orzechowych gajow, albo kiedgiegi

Przywah jodty kalekie w Sierra Nevada.

Jestem czlowiek tylko, wt potrzebuj widzialnych znakéw,
Nuze sie predko budowaniem schodéw abstrakciji.
Prositem nieraz, wiesz sageby figura w kdciele
Podniosta dla mniegke, raz jeden, jedyny.

Ale rozumiemze znaki mog by¢ tylko ludzkie.

Zbudz wigc jednego cztowieka, gdziekolwiek na ziemi
(Nie mnie, bo jednak znam co przyzwaitp

| pozwdl abym patrz na niego podziwiamaogt Ciebie.

Berkeley, 1961
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VENI CREATOR

Come, Holy Spirit,

Bending or not bending the grasses,

Appearing or not above our heads in a tongue aidla

At hay harvest or when they plough in the orchamdehen snow
Covers crippled firs in the Sierra Nevada.

I am only a man: | need visible signs.

| tire easily, building the stairway of abstraction

Many a time | asked, you know it well, that thetg#ain church
Lift its hand, only once, just once, for me.

But | understand that signs must be human,

Therefore call one man, anywhere on earth,

Not me — after all | have some decency —

And allow me, when | look at him, to marvel at you.

Berkeley, 1961

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Pinsky
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OKNO

Wyjrzatem przez okno o brzasku i zobaczytem miadbtonke przezroczyst
W jasndgci.

A kiedy wyjrzatem znowu o brzasku stata tam wigidaton obchzona
owocem.

Wiec duzo lat pewnie migto ale nic nie pamtam co zdarzyto siwe
snie.

Berkeley, 1965
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WINDOW

| looked out the window at dawn and saw a youndeappe translucent in
brightness.

And when | looked out at dawn once again, an appkeladen with fruit
stood there.

Many years had probably gone by but | rememberingthf what happened
in my sleep.

Berkeley, 1965

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Lillian Vallee
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BIEL

O biate, biate, biate. Biate miasto ktorym riahleb i warzywa kobiety
urodzone pod znakami wragaych moich zodiakow.

Paszcze w zielonym stou bluzgag woda jak w dni dalekie zdubin,
marszéw o chtodzie aurory z Kiea na kraniec.

Klamry od szkolnych paskow gdziekolwiek wsgej ziemi, sznuremzayn
przepasane bunkry i sarkofagi.

Objawienia dotyku od poatku, nie przygtazadna wiedza iadna pamic.
Chwiejny przechodzig ide przez targ uliczny po utracie mowy.

Swieczniki w namiotach zdobywcow zalat wosk, égiimnie gniew i na
jezyku mam cierpk& zimowej renety.

Dwie Cyganki wstajce z popiotu b w bebenek i téacza dla nigmiertelnych
ludzi.

Echa, gotbie w zamieszkanym albo pustym, nikt nie troszdzyrsebie.

Wielki m¢j lament, bo m§latemze maze trwa rozpacz e mae trwa
mitos¢.

W biatym migcie ktGre niezada, nie zna, nie nazywa, a bytoedzie.

Paryz, 1966
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WHITENESS

O white, white, white. White city where women cabngad and vegetables,
women born under the signs of the ever-gyratingaasd

The jaws of fountains spout water in the greenasuim the days past of
nuptials, of strolls in the cold aurora from onéskirt to another.

Buckles from schoolboys' belts somewhere in these@arth, bunkers and
sarcophagi bound with blackberry ropes.

Revelations of touch, again and again new begiming knowledge, no
memory ever accepted.

A faltering passerby, | walk through a street masdeer the loss of speech.

The candlesticks in the conquerors' tents overfiotlr wax, anger has left
me and on my tongue the sourness of winter apples.

Two Gypsy women rising from the ashes beat a littlen and dance for
immortal men.

In a sky inhabited or empty (no one cares) just@ig and echoes.
Loud is my lament, for | believed despair could &3d love could last.

In the white city which does not demand, does motk does not name, but
which was and which will be.

Paris, 1966

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Richard Lourie
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ZAKLECIE

Piekny jest ludzki rozum i niezwyekony.

Ani krata, ni drut, ni oddanie kgiek na przemiat,

Ani wyrok banicji nie mog nic przeciw niemu.

On ustanawia wegyku powszechne idee

| prowadzi namgke, wiec piszemy z wielkiej litery
Prawda i Sprawiedlinig, a z malej klamstwo i krzywda.
On ponad to co jest wynosi codyowinno,
Nieprzyjaciel rozpaczy, przyjaciel nadziei.

On nie zn&yda ni Greka, niewolnika ni pana,

W zarzd oddagc nam wspoélne gospodarstéwiata.

On z plugawego zgietku gtzonych wyrazéw

Ocala zdania surowe i jasne.

On méwi namgze wszystko jest agle nowe pod sticem,
Otwiera dta zakrzepd tego co ja bylto.

Piekna i bardzo mioda jest Filo-Sofija

| sprzymierzona z nipoezja w stiabie Dobrego.

Natura ledwo wczorajwiecita ich narodziny,

Wies¢ o tym gérom przyniosty jednozec i echo.
Stawna kdzie ich przyjan, ich czas nie ma granic.

Ich wrogowie wydali siebie na zniszczenie.

Berkeley, 1968
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INCANTATION

Human reason is beautiful and invincible.

No bars, no barbed wire, no pulping of books,

No sentence of banishment can prevail against it.

It establishes the universal ideas in language,

And guides our hand so we write Truth and Justice
With capital letters, He and oppression with small.

It puts what should be above things as they are,

Is an enemy of despair and a friend of hope.

It does not know Jew from Greek or slave from naste
Giving us the estate of the world to manage.

It saves austere and transparent phrases

From the filthy discord of tortured words.

It says that everything is new under the sun,

Opens the congealed fist of the past.

Beautiful and very young are Philo-Sophia

And poetry, her ally in the service of the good.

As late as yesterday Nature celebrated their birth,
The news was brought to the mountains by a unianchan echo.
Their friendship will be glorious, their time has hmit.
Their enemies have delivered themselves to degiruct

Berkeley, 1968

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Pinsky
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ARS POETICA?

Zawsze ¢sknitem do formy bardziej pojemnej,
ktora nie bytaby zanadto poezni zanadto praz
i pozwolitaby s¢ porozumi€ nie naraajac nikogo,
autora ni czytelnika, na¢ki wyzszego rzdu.

W samej istocie poezji jest €aieprzystojnego:

powstaje z nas rzecz o ktérej nie wiedzimly ze w nas jest,
wiec mrugamy oczami, jakby wyskoczyt z nas tygrys

i stal wéwietle, ogonem bijc sk po bokach.

Dlatego stusznie siméwi, ze dyktuje poez dajmonion,
chat przesadza siutrzymupc, ze jest na pewno aniotem.
Trudno poj¢ skad sk bierze ta duma poetow

jezeli wstyd im nierazze wida ich stabg¢.

Jaki rozumny cztowiek zechce bpaistwem demondw,

ktore rzdza sic w nim jak u siebie, przemawigmndstwemgzykéw,
a jakby nie dosyim byto skrac jego usta ig¢ke

probup dla swojej wygody zmienégjego los?

Poniewa co chorobliwe jest dzisiaj cenione,
kto§ maze myslec, ze tylko zartuje

alboze wynalaztem jeszcze jeden sposob
zeby wychwald Sztule z pomog ironii.

Byt czas, kiedy czytano tylko adre ksizki
pomagaice znosi bél oraz nieszezcie.

To jednak nie to samo co zadké w tysiac

dziet pochodzcych prosto z psychiatrycznej kliniki.

A przecieswiat jest inny nt sig nam wydaje
i my jestémy inni nz w naszym bredzeniu.
Ludzie wigc zachowuj milczaca uczciwac,
tak zyskujc szacunek krewnych asiadow.
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ARS POETICA?

| have always aspired to a more spacious form

that would be free from the claims of poetry orgao
and would let us understand each other without &rgo
the author or reader to sublime agonies.

In the very essence of poetry there is somethidgdent:
a thing is brought forth which we didn't know wedha us,
so we blink our eyes, as if a tiger had sprung out

and stood in the light, lashing his tail.

That's why poetry is rightly said to be dictatedabgaimonion,
though it's an exaggeration to maintain that hetinesn angel.
It's hard to guess where that pride of poets cdmoes,

when so often they're put to shame by the disctostitheir frailty.

What reasonable man would like to be a city of desno
who behave as if they were at home, speak in n@argues,
and who, not satisfied with stealing his lips ontha

work at changing his destiny for their convenience?

It's true that what is morbid is highly valued tgda
and so you may think that | am only joking

or that I've devised just one more means

of praising Art with the help of irony.

There was a time when only wise books were read,

helping us to bear our pain and misery.

This, after all, is not quite the same

as leafing through a thousand works fresh from lpisydc clinics.

And yet the world is different from what it seerndie
and we are other than how we see ourselves inaeurgs.
People therefore preserve silent integrity,

thus earning the respect of their relatives andhimrs.
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Ten paytek z poezjize nam przypomina

jak trudno jest pozostda sam osola,

bo dom nasz jest otwarty, we drzwiach nie ma klucza
a niewidzialni gécie wchodz i wychodz.

Co tutaj opowiadam, poegjzgoda, nie jest.
Bo wiersze wolno pisarzadko i niechtnie,
pod nieznénym przymusem i tylko z nadzigj
ze dobre, nie zte duchy, majv nas instrument.

Berkeley, 1968
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The purpose of poetry is to remind us

how difficult it is to remain just one person,

for our house is open, there are no keys in thesjoo
and invisible guests come in and out at will.

What I'm saying here is not, | agree, poetry,

as poems should be written rarely and reluctantly,

under unbearable duress and only with the hope

that good spirits, not evil ones, choose us foir thetrument.

Berkeley, 1968

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Lillian Vallee
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MOJA WIERNA MOWO

Moja wierna mowo,

stuzytem tobie.

Co noc stawiatem przed tpimiseczki z kolorami,
zebys miata i brzoz i konika polnego i gila
zachowanych w mojej pagdi.

Trwalo to duo lat.

Bytas moja ojczyzry bo zabrakio innej.
Myslatemze kedziesz take pagredniczky
pomiedzy mry i dobrymi ludzmi,

chatby ich byto dwudziestu, dziegiiu,
albo nie urodzili si jeszcze.

Teraz przyznajsie do zvatpienia.

Sq chwile kiedy wydaje 8| ze zmarnowatenycie.
Bo ty jesté mowa upodlonych,

mowa nierozumnych i nienawidzych

siebie bardziej m@ niz innych narodéw,

mowa konfidentéw,

mowa pomieszanych,

chorych na wlasnpniewinngé.

Ale bez ciebie kim jestem.

Tylko szkolarzem gdziew odlegtym kraju,
asuccesshez leku i ponien.

No tak, kim jestem bez ciebie.

Filozofem takim jak kady.

Rozumiem, to ma kymoje wychowanie:
gloria indywidualndci odjeta,

Grzesznikowi z moralitetu

czerwony dywan padiela Wielki Chwat,

a w tym samym czasie latarnia magiczna
rzuca na ptotno obrazy ludzkiej i boskiej ekir
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MY FAITHFUL MOTHER TONGUE

Faithful mother tongue,

I have been serving you.

Every night, | used to set before you little bosdscolors
so you could have your birch, your cricket, youcfi

as preserved in my memory.

This lasted many years.

You were my native land; | lacked any other.

| believed that you would also be a messenger
between me and some good people

even if they were few, twenty, ten

or not born, as yet.

Now, | confess my doubt.

There are moments when it seems to me | have squethdy life.
For you are a tongue of the debased,

of the unreasonable, hating themselves

even more than they hate other nations,

a tongue of informers,

a tongue of the confused,

ill with their own innocence.

But without you, who am I?

Only a scholar in a distant country,

a success, without fears and humiliations.
Yes, who am | without you?

Just a philosopher, like everyone else.

| understand, this is meant as my education:

the glory of individuality is taken away,

Fortune spreads a red carpet

before the sinner in a morality play

while on the linen backdrop a magic lantern throws
images of human and divine torture.

201



Moja wierna mowo,

moze to jednak ja muszciebie ratowa.

Wiec kede dalej stawid przed tolh miseczki z kolorami
jasnymi i czystymi jeeli to mazliwe,

bo w nieszcgséciu potrzebny jakéitad czy peékno.

Berkeley, 1968
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Faithful mother tongue,

perhaps after all it's | who must try to save you.

So | will continue to set before you little bowlsamlors
bright and pure if possible,

for what is needed in misfortune is a little orded beauty.

Berkeley, 1968

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Pinsky
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Z WIERSZY ROZPROSZONYCH
UNCOLLECTED POEMS
(1954-1969)
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ESSE

Przyghdalem st tej twarzy w ostupieniu. Przebiegatyviatta stacji metra, nie
zauwaatem ich. Co m#na zrobg, jezeli wzrok nie ma sity absolutnej, tak,
zeby wchgat przedmioty z zachépieciem sé szybkdci, zostawiajc za soh
juz tylko pustk formy idealnej, znak, niby hieroglif, ktéry uprazono
Z rysunku zwiergcia czy ptaka? Lekko zadarty nos, wysokie czototadip
zaczesanymi wtosami, linia podbrédka — ale dlaczegook nie ma sity ab-
solutnej? — i w rédowawej bieli wycéte otwory, w ktoérych ciemna btyszga
lawa. Wchiona¢ te twarz, ale réwnoczeie mi€ ja na tle wszystkich gei
wiosennych, muréw, fal, w ptaczu, $miechu, w cofnjciu jej o pktnaicie lat,
w posungciu naprzdd o trzydziei lat. Mie. To nawet nie pmdanie. Jak
motyl, ryba, todyga rdiny, tylko rzecz bardziej tajemnicza. Na to mi yszio,
ze po tylu prébach nazywaniéwiata umiem ja tylko powtarzé w kotko
najwyzsze, jedyne wyznanie, poza ktotadna moc nie mi@ skgmgé: ja
jestem — ona jest. Krzyczcie, dmijcie w aliy, utworzcie tysiczne
pochody, skaczcie, rozdzierajcie sobie ubrania, tamapc to jedno: jest!
Wysiadta na Raspail. Zostalem z ogromem rzeczy iejgtych. Gibka
ktéra cierpi bo nie m@e napeini sic woda, rzeka ktéra cierpi bo odbicia
obtokéw i drzew nie sobtokami i drzewami.

Brie-Comte-Robert, 1954
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ESSE

| looked at that face, dumbfounded. The lights oétnm stations flew by;
| didn't notice them. What can be done, if our sitdtks absolute power to
devour objects ecstatically, in an instant, leavirmhing more than the void
of an ideal form, a sign like a hieroglyph simgdi from the drawing of an
animal or bird? A slightly snub nose, a high brovthwsleekly brushed-back
hair, the line of the chin — but why isn't the powsd sight absolute? — and
in a whiteness tinged with pink two sculpted holegntaining a dark,
lustrous lava. To absorb that face but to haveintubaneously against the
background of all spring boughs, walls, waves, t& Wweeping, its laughter,
moving it back fifteen years, or ahead thirty. Tavé. It is not even a desire.
Like a butterfly, a fish, the stem of a plant, omhore mysterious. And so it
befell me that after so many attempts at namingwbeld, | am able only to
repeat, harping on one string, the highest, thgumiavowal beyond which
no power can attain:l am, she is. Shout, blow the trumpets, make
thousands-strong marches, leap, rend your clothémgating onlyis!

She got out at Raspail. | was left behind with themensity of existing
things. A sponge, suffering because it cannot asduitself, a river, suffering
because reflections of clouds and tress are natsland trees.

Brie-Comte-Robert, 1954

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Pinsky
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DO ROBINSONA JEFFERSA

Jezeli nie czytaté stowianskich poetow

to i lepiej. Nie ma tam czego szuka
irlandzko-szkocki wdrowiec. Onizyli w dziecinstwie
przedizanym z wieku w wiek. Sitce dla nich byto
rumiam twarz rolnika, miesac patrzyt zza chmury

i Droga Mleczna radowata jak wysadzany brzozankittra
Tesknili do krélestwa, ktére zawsze blisko,

zawsze te-tuz. Wtedy pod jabtonie

wejda rozchylajc gakzie anioty w ptétniankach

i ucztowa przy biatych kotchénych obrusach

beda serdeczng i tkliwos¢ (czasem spadaj pod stot).

Aty z grzechocacych od przyboju skat. Z wrzosowisk
gdzie skiadajc wojownika do grobu tamano mu dai
zeby nie nawiedzatywych. Z morskiej nocy

ktGra twoi przodkowie okryli s, milczac.

Nad twop gtowa zadnej twarzy, ni shica ani ksizyca,
tylko skurcz i rozkurcz galaktyk, niewzruszona
gwattownd¢ nowych pocztkéw, nowego zniszczenia.

Calezycie stuchajcy oceanu. Czarne dinozaury
brodz gdzie wznosi sii opada na fali purpurowy pas
fosforycznych todyg, jak ze snu. | Agamemnon
zegluje po wrzcej toni do schoddéw patacu

zeby na marmur trysta jego krewzAudzkas¢ minie

i w ziemie, kamienn, czyst, bedzie bit dalej ocean.

Waskousty, niebieskooki, bez taski i nadziei,
przed Bogiem Terribilis, ciateswiata.

Nie wystuchuje modlitw nikt. Bazalt i granit,
nad nim drapigny ptak. Jedyne pkno.

A mnie co do ciebie? Z drobnych steczek w sadach,
Z nieuczonego choru i jarzenonstrancji,
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TO ROBINSON JEFFERS

If you have not read the Slavic poets

so much the better. There's nothing there

for a Scotch-lrish wanderer to seek. They lived rhildhood
prolonged from age to age. For them, the sun

was a farmer's ruddy face, the moon peeped thraugbud
and the Milky Way gladdened them like a birch-lirredd.
They longed for the Kingdom which is always near,
always right at hand. Then, under apple trees

angels in homespun linen will come parting the bsug

and at the white kolkhoz tablecloth

cordiality and affection will feast (falling to thground at times).

And you are from surf-rattled skerries. From thathe

where burying a warrior they broke his bones

so he could not haunt the living. From the seatnigh

which your forefathers pulled over themselves, witha word.
Above your head no face, neither the sun's nomen's,
only the throbbing of galaxies, the immutable

violence of new beginnings, of new destruction.

All your life listening to the ocean. Black dinosau

wade where a purple zone of phosphorescent weeds
rises and falls on the waves as in a dream. Andngganon
sails the boiling deep to the steps of the palace

to have his blood gush onto marble. Till mankindszs
and the pure and stony earth is pounded by thenocea

Thin-lipped, blue-eyed, without grace or hope,
before God the Terrible, body of the world.
Prayers are not heard. Basalt and granite.
Above them, a bird of prey. The only beauty.

What have | to do with you? From footpaths in thehards,
from an untaught choir and shimmers of a monstrance

209



z gradek ruty, pagorkéw nad rzekami, &gj
w ktérych gorliwy Litwin wiecit braterstwo, przychodz
O, te pociechymiertelnych, wierzenia daremne!

A jednak nie wiedziakeco wiem. Ziemia uczy
wiecej niz nagd¢ zywiotdw. Nie daje si sobie
bezkarnie oczu boga. Takepmy, w pustce,
skiadaté ofiary demonom: byt Wotan i Tor,
skrzek Erynii w powietrzu, przetanie pséw,
kiedy z orszakiem umartych nadga Hekate.

Raczej wyrzgbi¢ stonca na spojeniach krzg

jak robili w moim powiecie. Brzozom i jedlinom
nadawa zenskie imiona. Wzywé opieki
przeciwko niemej i przebiegtej sile

niz tak jak ty oznajmié&niecztowiecz rzecz.

Berkeley, 1969
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from flower beds of rue, hills by the rivers, books
in which a zealous Lithuanian announced brotherhbodme.
Oh, consolations of mortals, futile creeds.

And yet you did not know what | know. The earthctees

More than does the nakedness of elements. No dhampunity
gives to himself the eyes of a god. So brave,vnid,

you offered sacrifices to demons: there were Watah Thor,
the screech of Erinyes in the air, the terror ajglo

when Hekate with her retinue of the dead draws.near

Better to carve suns and moons on the joints afsa®
as was done in my district. To birches and firs

give feminine names. To implore protection
against the mute and treacherous might

than to proclaim, as you did, an inhuman thing.

Berkeley, 1969

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Richard Lourie
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LIST

List ponkszy jest dalszymggiem wielogodzinnej roz-
mowy z hinduskim filozofem i pisarzem Raja RadaXos
napisany po angielsku. Podajo w swoim przektadzie.

Rada, gdybym ja znat
powdd tej choroby.

Dlugie lata nie godzitem sina
miejsce w ktorym bytem.
Zdawato mi s, ze powinienem
by¢ gdzie indziej.

Miastu, drzewom, ludzkim gtosom
brakto cechy nazwanej obeciéo
Zylem nadziej ze pojad dale;j.

Gdzi& indziej byto miasto obecne prawdziwie,
miasto prawdziwych drzew i gtosow, prziai mitosci.

Pohcz, jezeli chcesz, moj jeden wypadek
na granicy schizofrenii

Z mesjanicznym marzeniem

mojej cywilizaciji.

Obolaty w tyranii, obolaty w republice,

tam chciatem ratowawolnos¢, tu skaiczy¢ ze zgnilizn.
Budujac w mysli wiecznotrwate grody

skad na zawsze zniknie bezsensownaftauina.

Nauczytem sj wreszcie mowd: tutaj jest moj dom,

tutaj, przed rozarzonym weglem oceanicznych zmierzchéw,
na brzegu pochylonym ku brzegom twojej Azji,

w wielkiej republice, umiarkowanie zgnitej.

Nie uleczyto mnie to jednak
Z poczucia winy i wstydu.
Wstydu,ze nie statem si
kim powinienem by.
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TO RAJA RAO

Raja, | wish | knew
the cause of that malady.

For years | could not accept
the place | was in.
| felt | should be somewhere else.

A city, trees, human voices
lacked the quality of presence.
I would live by the hope of moving on.

Somewhere else there was a city or real presence,
of real trees and voices and friendship and love.

Link, if you wish, my peculiar case
(on the border of schizophrenia)
to the messianic hope

of my civilization.

Il at ease in the tyranny, ill at ease in the tdm)

in the one | longed for freedom, in the other for &nd of corruption.
Building in my mind a permanent polis

forever deprived of aimless bustle.

| learned at last to say: this is my home,

here, before the glowing coal of ocean sunsets,
on the shore which faces the shores of your Asia,
in a great republic, moderately corrupt.

Raja, this did not cure me
of my guilt and shame.

A shame of failing to be
what | should have been.
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Obraz mnie samego
ogromnieje ngcianie
a na jego tle

jak lichy méj cien.

Tak oto uwierzytem

w Grzech Pierworodny,

ktory nie jest niczym innym

niz pierwszym zwygistwem ego.

Porazony moim ego,
scigajacy jego mirae,
daje tobie, jak widzisz,
gotowy argument.

Stysz jak mowisz teraz,
ze wyzwolenie jest mdiwe
a sokratyczna aulrosé¢

i madros¢ twojego guru

Sa jednym i tym samym.

Nie, Rada, musz zaca¢ od tego czym jestem.
Jestem te monstra co nawiedzaghie w snach

i objawiaj

ukryta moja istot.

Jezeli jestem chory, niemniej brak dowodu,
ze za zdrowego nie uwaa Sig cztowiek.
Grecja musiala przegtajej czystaswiadoma¢
miata tylko zaostrz§ nasza udreke.

Nam byt potrzebny BAg kochagy nas w stabixi naszej,
nie w chwale doskonatego zjednoczenia.

Na nic, Rada, utrata jest moim udziatem,
walka, niestawa, samolubna samo-niersawi
modlitwa o przyjcie Krolestwa,

czytanie Pascala.

Berkeley, 1969
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The image of myself
grows gigantic on the wall
and against it

my miserable shadow.

That's how | came to believe
in Original Sin

which is nothing but the first
victory of the ego.

Tormented by my ego, deluded by it
| give you, as you see, a ready argument.

| hear you saying that liberation is possible
and that Socratic wisdom
is identical with your guru's.

No, Raja, | must start from what | am.

| am those monsters which visit my dreams
and reveal to me my hidden essence.

If | am sick, there is no proof whatsoever
that man is a healthy creature.

Greece had to lose, her pure consciousness
had to make our agony only more acute.

We needed God loving us in our weakness
and not in the glory of beatitude.

No help, Raja, my part is agony,
struggle, abjection, self-love, and self-hate,

prayer for the Kingdom
and reading Pascal.

Berkeley, 1969

Written in English
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GDZIE WSCHODZI St 8CE
| KEDY ZAPADA

THE RISING OF THE SUN
(1974)
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ZADANIE

W trwodze i dzeniu myle, ze spetnitbym swojeycie

Tylko gdybym s¢ zdobyt na publiczaspowied

Wyjawiajac oszustwo, wtasne i mojej epoki:

Wolno nam byto odzywasi¢ skrzekiem kartéw i demonow
Ale czyste i dostojne stowa byly zakazane

Pod tak surowkara, ze kto jedno z niclimiat wymowic

Jw sam uwaal sk za zgubionego.

Berkeley, 1970
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A TASK

In fear and trembling, | think | would fulfill myife

Only if | brought myself to make a public confessio
Revealing a sham, my own and of my epoch:

We were permitted to shriek in the tongue of dwarfd demons
But pure and generous words were forbidden

Under so stiff a penalty that whoever dared to pumte one
Considered himself as a lost man.

Berkeley, 1970

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
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GODZINA

Jarzce staice na liciach, gorliwe buczenie trzmieli,

Gdzie z daleka, zza rzeki, senne gaworzenie

| niespieszne stukanie miotka nie mnie jednegazglgs
Zanim otwarto pi¢ zmystow, i wczéniej nizeli pocatek
Czekaly, gotowe, na wszystkich ktorzy siebie nazmiertelni,
Zeby jak ja wystawializycie to jest szagcie.

Berkeley, 1972
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AN HOUR

Leaves glowing in the sun, zealous hum of bumblgbee

From afar, from somewhere beyond the river, eclobéngering voices
And the unhurried sounds of a hammer gave joy nitim me.

Before the five senses were opened, and earliarahg beginning
They waited, ready, for all those who would ca#rtiselves mortals,
So that they might praise, as | do, life, thah&ppiness.

Berkeley, 1972

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Lillian Vallee
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LEKTURY

Zapytaté mnie jaka korz§¢ z Ewangelii czytanej po grecku.
Odpowiemze przystoi ab§my prowadzili

Palcem wzdha liter trwalszych ni kute w kamieniu,
Jak te abysmy, z wolna wymawiajc gtoski,
Poznawali prawdziwe dostd@igtwo mowy.
Przymuszonym uwag nie dalszy i wczoraj
Wyda st tamten czas, clidwarze cezaréw

Inne dz§ na monetach. @gle trwa ten eon,

Lek i pragnienie te same, oliwa i wino

I chleb znacz to samo. RéwniechwiejnGé rzeszy
Chciwej jak niegdy cudéw. Nawet obyczaje,
Uczty weselne, leki, ptacze po umartych

R&znia sig tylko pozornie. Na przyklad i wtedy
Petno byto tych, ktérych w tékie sk nazywa
Daimonizomenoiczyli biesujicych

Albo i biesowatych (gdy ,opetanymi”

Jezyk nasz ich mianuje z fantazji stownika).
Drgawki, na ustach piana, zgrzytanigami

Nie uchodzity wtedy za znamtalentow.
Biesowaci nie mieli pism ani ekranow,

Rzadko tykajc sztuki i literatury.

Niemniej przypowié¢ o nich pozostaje w mocy:
Ze duch nimi wladgcy maze wshpi¢ w wieprze,
Ktére, zdesperowane tak naglym zderzeniem
Dwdch natur, swojej wiasnej i lucyferycznej,
Skaca w wodk i toms. Co wchz Sig powtarza.

| tak na kadej stronie wytrwaty czytelnik
Dwadzigcia wiekéw widzi jako dni dwadzéeia
Kres majcego raz kiedyeonu.

Berkeley, 1973
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READINGS

You asked me what is the good of reading the Gespédbreek.
| answer that it is proper that we move our finger

Along letters more enduring than those carvedanest
And that, slowly pronouncing each syllable,

We discover the true dignity of speech.

Compelled to be attentive we shall think of thad@p

No more distant than yesterday, though the headaesars
On coins are different today. Yet still it is thense eon.
Fear and desire are the same, oil and wine

And bread mean the same. So does the ficklendks tiirong
Avid for miracles as in the past. Even mores,

Wedding festivities, drugs, laments for the dead

Only seem to differ. Then, too, for example,

There were plenty of persons whom the text calls
Daimonizomenothat is, the demonized

Or, if you prefer, the bedeviled (as for "the pessal"

It's no more than the whim of a dictionary).
Convulsions, foam at the mouth, the gnashing dhtee
Were not considered signs of talent.

The demonized had no access to print and screens,
Rarely engaging in arts and literature.

But the Gospel parable remains in force:

That the spirit mastering them may enter swine,

Which, exasperated by such a sudden clash

Between two natures, theirs and the Luciferic,

Jump into water and drown (which occurs repeatedly)
And thus on every page a persistent reader

Sees twenty centuries as twenty days

In a world which one day will come to its end.

Berkeley, 1973

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Lillian Vallee
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ECONOMIA DIVINA

Nie myslatem, ze zy¢ bede w tak osobliwej chwili.
Kiedy Bog skalnych wigyn i groméw,

Pan Zasfpow, kyrios Sabaoth,

Najdotkliwiej upokorzy ludzi,

Pozwoliwszy im dziat&jak tylko zaprags,

Im zostawiagc wnioski i nie méwac nic.

Byto to widowisko niepodobne, zaiste,

Do wiekowego cyklu krélewskich tragedii.

Drogom na betonowych stupach, miastom ze szkddiwa,
Lotniskom rozleglejszym niplemienne pastwa

Nagle zabrakio zasady i rozpadhy.si

Nie wesnie ale na jawie, bo sobie gth

Trwaly jak trwa to tylko, co trw@nie powinno.

Z drzew, polnych kamieni, nawet cytryn na stole
Uciekta materialn&t i widmo ich

Okazywato s} pustky, dymem na kliszy.
Wydziedziczona z przedmiotéw mrowit girzestrza.
Wszdzie byto nigdzie i nigdzie, wgdzie.

Litery ksiag srebrniaty, chwiaty gii nikty.

Reka nie mogta nakéti¢ znaku palmy, znaku rzeki, ni znaku ibisa.
Wrzawg wielu jezykdw ogloszondmiertelngé mowy.
Zabroniona byta skarga, bo skga sk samej sobie.
Ludzie, dotkngci niezrozumiad udreka,

Zrzucali suknie na placacteby sdu wzywata ich naga.
Ale na pré@no tsknili do grozy, litdci i gniewu.

Za malo uzasadnione

Byly praca i odpoczynek

| twarz i wiosy i biodra

| jakiekolwiek istnienie.

Berkeley, 1973
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ECONOMIA DIVINA

| did not expect to live in such an unusual moment.

When the God of thunders and of rocky heights,

The Lord of hosts, Kyrios Sabaoth,

Would humble people to the quick,

Allowing them to act whatever way they wished,

Leaving to them conclusions, saying nothing.

It was a spectacle that was indeed unlike

The agelong cycle of royal tragedies.

Roads on concrete pillars, cities of glass andicaist

Airfields larger than tribal dominions

Suddenly ran short of their essence and disintedrat

Not in a dream but really, for, subtracted frommtiselves,

They could only hold on as do things which shouwdtlast.

Out of trees, field stones, even lemons on theetabl

Materiality escaped and their spectrum

Proved to be a void, a haze on a film.

Dispossessed of its objects, space was swarming.

Everywhere was nowhere and nowhere, everywhere.

Letters in books turned silver-pale, wobbled, aamkfl.

The hand was not able to trace the palm sign,itlee sign, or the sign of ibis.
A hullabaloo of many tongues proclaimed the mastaif the language.
A complaint was forbidden as it complained to ftsel

People, afflicted with an incomprehensible distress

Were throwing off their clothes on the piazzastsat hakedness might call
For judgment.

But in vain they were longing after horror, pitpdaanger.

Neither work nor leisure

Was justified,

Nor the face, nor the hair nor the loins

Nor any existence.

Berkeley, 1973

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
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WIESC

O ziemskiej cywilizacji co powiemy?

Ze byt to system kolorowych kul, z zadymionego szkta
W ktérym zwijata st i rozwijata nitkaswietlnych ptynéw.

Albo ze bylo to zbiorowisko patacow promieniopodobnych
Wystrzelajcych z kopuly o zamczystych wrotach
Za ktorymi chodzita potworrig bez twarzy.

| ze co dzié miotano losy, a komu wypadto nisko,
Prowadzony byt tam na ofiarstarcy, dzieci, chlopcy i dziewga.

Inaczej té moze powiemy:ze mieszkamy w ztotym runie,
W teczowej sieci, w obtocznym kokonie

Zawieszonym na gedi galaktycznego drzewa.

A byta ta nasza steutkana ze znakéw:

Hierogliféw dla oka i ucha, mitosnych péereni.

| dzwigk rozlegat st w srodku, rzebiacy ham czas,
Migotanie, trzepotanigwiergot naszej mowy.

Bo z czego upke moglismy granie

Miedzy wewntrz i zewnatrz, swiattem i otchtan,
Jezeli nie z siebie samych, z cieptego oddechu,

Z farbki na ustach, gazy i rélinu,

Z tetna, co kiedy milknieswiat umiera?

Albo maze o ziemskiej cywilizacji nic nie powiemy.
Bo nikt naprawe nie wie co to byto.

Berkeley, 1973
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TIDINGS

Of earthly civilization, what shall we say?

That it was a system of colored spheres cast irksthglass,
Where a luminescent liquid thread kept winding andinding.

Or that it was an array of sunburst palaces
Shooting up from a dome with massive gates
Behind which walked a monstrosity without a face.

That every day lots were cast, and that whoevex trey
Was marched there as sacrifice: old men, childreang boys, and young girls.

Or we may say otherwise: that we lived in a golfieece,
In a rainbow net, in a cloud cocoon

Suspended from the branch of a galactic tree.

And our net was woven from the stuff of signs,
Hieroglyphs for the eye and ear, amorous rings.

A sound reverberated inward, sculpturing our time,
The flicker, flutter, twitter of our language.

For from what could we weave the boundary
Between within and without, light and abyss,

If not from ourselves, our own warm breath,

And lipstick and gauze and muslin,

From the heartbeat whose silence makes the wagfel di
Or perhaps we'll say nothing of earthly civilizatio

For nobody really knows what it was.

Berkeley, 1973

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Lillian Vallee
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TAK MALO

Tak mato powiedziatem.
Krétkie dni.

Krotkie dni,
Krotkie noce,
Krotkie tata.

Tak mato powiedziatem,
Nie zchzytem.

Serce moje zgtzyto sk
Zachwytem,

Rozpacz,

Gorliwoscia,

Nadziep.

Paszcza lewiatana
Zamykata s na mnie.

Nagi lezalem na brzegach
Bezludnych wysp.

Porwat mnie w otchiaze sol
Biaty wieloryb swiata.

| teraz nie wiem
Co byto prawdziwe.

Berkeley, 1969
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SO LITTLE

| said so little.
Days were short.

Short days.
Short nights.
Short years.

| said so little.
| couldn't keep up.

My heart grew weary
From joy,

Despair,

Ardor,

Hope.

The jaws of Leviathan
Were closing upon me.

Naked, | lay on the shores
Of desert islands.

The white whale of the world
Hauled me down to its pit.

And now | don't know
What in all that was real.

Berkeley, 1969
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O ANIOLACH

Odjeto wam szaty biate,
Skrzydta i nawet istnienie,
Ja jednak wiergwam,
Wystancy.

Tam gdzie na lewstrorg odwroconyswiat,
Cigzka tkanina haftowana w gwiazdy i zwieta,
Spacerujecie ogtlajac prawdomownéciegi.

Krétki wasz postoj tutaj,

Chyba o czasie jutrzennymzgi niebo jest czyste,
W melodii powtarzanej przez ptaka,

Albo w zapachu jabtek pod wieczor

Kiedy swiatto zaczaruje sady.

Mowia, ze ktas was wymylit
Ale nie przekonuje mnie to.
Bo ludzie wymylili takze samych siebie.

Glos — ten jest chyba dowodem,

Bo przynaley do istot niewtpliwie jasnych,
Lekkich, skrzydlatych (dlaczegdy nie),
Przepasanych btyskaviic

Styszatem ten gtos nieraz ¥rie

I, co dziwniejsze, rozumiatem mniej ¢gie]
Nakaz albo wezwanie w nadziemskiegayku:
zaraz dzié

jeszcze jeden

zrob co maesz.

Berkeley, 1969
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ON ANGELS

All was taken away from you: white dresses,
wings, even existence.

Yet | believe you,

messengers.

There, where the world is turned inside out,
a heavy fabric embroidered with stars and beasts,
you stroll, inspecting the trustworthy seams.

Short is your stay here:

now and then at a matinal hour, if the sky is ¢lear
in a melody repeated by a bird,

or in the smell of apples at the close of day
when the light makes the orchards magic.

They say somebody has invented you
but to me this does not sound convincing
for humans invented themselves as well.

The voice — no doubt it is a valid proof,

as it can belong only to radiant creatures,
weightless and winged (after all, why not?),
girdled with the lightning.

I have heard that voice many a time when asleep

and, what is strange, | understood more or less
an order or an appeal in an unearthly tongue:

day draws near
another one
do what you can.

Berkeley, 1969
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PORY ROKU

Przezroczyste drzewo petne ptakéw przelotnych
O niebieskim poranku, chtodnym bo jeszémieg w gérach.

Berkeley, 1971
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SEASONS

Transparent tree, full of migrating birds on a binerning,
Cold because there is still snow in the mountains.

Berkeley, 1971

translated by Renata Goréaki
and Robert Hass
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DAR

Dzien taki szczsliwy.

Mgta opadta wczaie, pracowatem w ogrodzie.
Kolibry przystawaty nad kwiatem kaprifolium.
Nie byto na ziemi rzeczy, ktgrchciatbym mié.
Nie znatem nikogo, komu warto bytoby zaztié.
Co przydarzyto si ztego, zapomniatem.

Nie wstydzitem si myslec, ze bytem kim jestem.
Nie czutem w cielezadnego bélu.

Prostujc sk, widzialem niebieskie morzezagle.

Berkeley, 1971
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GIFT

A day so happy.

Fog lifted early, | worked in the garden.

Hummingbirds were stopping over honeysuckle flowers
There was no thing on earth | wanted to possess.

I knew no one worth my envying him.

Whatever evil | had suffered, | forgot.

To think that once | was the same man did not erabame.
In my body I felt no pain.

When straightening up, | saw the blue sea and. sails

Berkeley, 1971

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
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Z POEMATU
,GDZIE WSCHODZI St Q/CE"

Z czsci ll.
Pamitnik naturalisty

Zgubito sk pokolenie. Take miasta. Narody.

Ale to troclke p&zniej. Tymczasem w oknie jaskotka
Odprawia obrzd sekundy. Ten chiopiec, czyzjpodejrzewa
Ze pieknosé zawsze nie tu i zawsze klamliwa?

Teraz widzi swoje powiaty. Kogotawy.

Drogi kretej pod gog, w dét. Borki. Jeziora.

Pochmurne niebo z jednym ukym promieniem.

| wszedzie rzdy kosiarzy w koszulach z grubego ptétna.
W ciemnoniebieskich spodniach barwionych wedle zajic.
Widzi co widz dotychczas. Byt jednak przebiegty,
Patrzyt jakby od razu rzeczy zmieniata padni

Odwracat st jadac bryka bo chciat najwjcej zachowéa

To znaczy zbierat co trzeba na jakistatni moment

Kiedy z okruchéw utay swiat juz doskonaty.

Z czsci V.
Mata pauza

— Dostojny wedrowcze, skd przybywasz do nas?

— Moja stolica w kotlinie wréd pagorkow lénych,

Z warownym zamkiem u zbiegu dwoch rzek,

Ze swoichéwiatyn ozdobnych styea:

Kosciotow, cerkwi, synagog, meczetow.

Kraj nasz uprawiatyto i len, jak te sptawiat drzewo.
Armia nasza sktadataesi

Z putku utanéw, z putku tatarskiej jazdy i z pulitagonéw.
Znaczki pocztowe naszegorsiwa

Przedstawiaty fantazmata

Wyrzezbione niegdy przez dwdch artystéw,
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FROM
THE RISING OF THE SUN

From part 1.
Diary of a Naturalist

My generation was lost. Cities too. And nations.

But all this a little later. Meanwhile, in the wiod, a swallow
Performs its rite of the second. That boy, doealtfeady suspect
That beauty is always elsewhere and always del@sive

Now he sees his homeland. At the time of the secomding.
Roads winding uphill and down. Pine groves. Lakes.

An overcast sky with one slanting ray.

And everywhere men with scythes, in shirts of uabhed linen
And the dark-blue trousers that were common imptio@ince.

He sees what | see even now. Oh but he was clever,
Attentive, as if things were instantly changed bgnmory.

Riding in a cart, he looked back to retain as maglpossible.
Which means he knew what was needed for some wiimament
When he would compose from fragments a world pegetast.

From part V.
A Short Recess

— Most distinguished voyager, from where do you hail?

— My city, in a valley among wooded hills

Under a fortified castle at the meeting of two rgje

Was famous for its ornate temples:

Churches, Catholic and Orthodox, synagogues anduess
Our country cultivated rye and flax, it rafted tierkas well.
Our army was composed of a lancer regiment,
Dragoons and a regiment of Tartar horsemen.

The postal stamps of our State

Represented phantasms

Sculpted long ago by two artists,
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Przyjaciot albo wrogéw, Pietro i Giovartni

W szkotach naszych uczono dogmatyki,

Apologetyki, sentencji z Talmudu i z Tytusa Liwiasz
Arystoteles byt ceniony

Chat bardziej wyicigi w workach i skakanie przez ogie
W wieczoréwietego Jana.

— Dostojny wedrowcze, z ktrego jesteonu?

— Z komicznego. Zapomniana jest bowiem groza.
Tylko $miesznd¢ zostaje dla zbudowania potomnych.
Smier¢ od rany, z uduszenia, z gtodu jest jgémierci
Ale btazeistwo sute i co roku nowe.

Bralem udziat, wizatem krawaty

Nie wiem czemu, i téczytem tadice nie wiem czemu.
Klient, nabywca swetrow i pomady do wtosow,
Nasladowca, niémialy bywalec,

Frant przejty swoim odbiciem w witrynie.

Podrzdny byt méj wiek i rozum podeziny.

Kora nigwiadomdci zarastata mnie.

Prébowatem zgadi inna ziemk i nie mogtem.
Prébowatem zgadi inne niebo i nie mogtem.

Berkeley, 1973-1974

1 Pietro Perucci i Giovanni Galli.
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Friends or enemies, Pietro and Giovanni,

Our schools taught dogmatics,

Apologetics, sentences from the Talmud and Titwsuki
Aristotle was highly regarded,

Though not as highly as sack races and jumping finesr
On Saint John's Eve.

— Most distinguished voyager, what was your eon like?

— Comic. Terror is forgotten.

Only the ridiculous is remembered by posterity.
Death from a wound, from a noose, from starvation
Is one death, but folly is uncounted and new eyesay.
| took part, | tied neckties

For no purpose and danced dances for no purpose.
A customer, a buyer of sweaters and pomade,

A mimicker, a shy guest,

A fop impressed by his reflection in shop windows.

| was overgrown by the bark of unconsciousness.

| tried hard to imagine another earth and could not

| tried hard to imagine another heaven and coutd no

Berkeley, 1973-1974

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Lillian Vallee
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HYMN O PERLE

HYMN OF THE PEARL
(1981)
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CZARODZIEJSKA GORA

Nie pametam doktadnie kiedy umart Budberg, albo dwa allag tr

lata temu.
Ani kiedy Chen. Rok temu czy dawnie;.
Wkrétce po naszym przyjdzie, Budberg, melancholijnie tagodny,
Powiedziatze z pocatku trudno s¢ przyzwyczat
Bo nie ma tutaj ni wiosny i lata, ni jesieni i zimy

,— Snit mi sig ciagle snieg i brzozowe lasy.
Gdzie prawie nie ma pér roku, ani spostrzec jakwpitczas.
To jest, zobaczy Pan, czarodziejska goéra".

Budberg: w dziedgistwie domowe nazwisko.

Duzo znaczyta w kiejdeskim powiecie

Ta rosyjska rodzina, z battyckich Niemcéw.

Nie czytalenvzadnej z jego prac, zanadto specjalne.
A Chen byt podobno znakomitym paet

Musz; to przyp¢ na wiae, bo pisat tylko po chisku.

Upalny padziernik, chtodny lipiec, w lutym kwitndrzewa.
Godowe loty kolibréw nie zwiastujwiosny.

Tylko wierny klon zrzucat co rokudtie bez potrzeby

Bo tak nauczyli s jego przodkowie.

Czutem,ze Budberg ma ragji buntowatem si.
Wigc nie dostag pokgi, nie uratug swiata?

| stawa mnie ominie, ni tiary ani korony?
Czyz na toéwiczytem siebie, Jedynego,

Zeby uktada strofy dla mew i mgiet od morza,
Stuch&, jak bucz tam nisko okgtowe syreny?

Az mineto. Co mirgto? Zycie.

Teraz nie wstydgsie mojej przegranej.

Jedna pochmurna wyspa ze szczekaniem fok
Albo spraona pustynia, i tego nam ddsy
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A MAGIC MOUNTAIN

| don't remember exactly when Budberg died, it eiftser two years ago
or three.

The same with Chen. Whether last year or the of@de

Soon after our arrival, Budberg, gently pensive,

Said that in the beginning it is hard to get acmorsd,

For here there is no spring or summer, no wintdalhr

"| kept dreaming of snow and birch forests.
Where so little changes you hardly notice how tgoes by.
This is, you will see, a magic mountain."

Budberg: a familiar name in my childhood.

They were prominent in our region,

This Russian family, descendants of German Baits.
| read none of his works, too specialized.

And Chen, | have heard, was an exquisite poet,
Which | must take on faith, for he wrote in Chinese

Sultry Octobers, cool Julys, trees blossom in Fatytu

Here the nuptial flight of hummingbirds does natftast spring.
Only the faithful maple sheds its leaves every year

For no reason, its ancestors simply learned itvilzat

| sensed Budberg was right and | rebelled.
So | won't have power, won't save the world?
Fame will pass me by, no tiara, no crown?
Did | then train myself, myself the Unique,

To compose stanzas for gulls and sea haze,
To listen to the foghorns blaring down below?

Until it passed. What passed? Life.
Now | am not ashamed of my defeat.
One murky island with its barking seals
Or a parched desert is enough
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Zeby powiedzié yes, tak, si.

.Nawet §piac pracujemy nad stawanieng Siviata".
Tylko z wytrwatdici bierze s¢ wytrwatosé.
Gestami stwarzatem niewidzialny sznur.

| wspinatem si po nim i trzymat mnie.

Jaka procesjaDuelles délices!

Jakie birety i z wytogami togi!
Mnogouwaajemyj Professor Budberg,

Most Distinguished Professor Chen,

Ciemno Wielmany Profesor Mitosz

Ktory pisywat wiersze w biliej nie znanymezyku.
Kto ich tam zresztpoliczy. A tu stace.

Tak ze bieleje ptomi# ich wysokichswiec

| ilez pokolen kolibréw im towarzyszy

Kiedy tak posuwaj sic. Po czarodziejskiej gérze.
| zimna mgta od morza znaczg znow lipiec.

Berkeley, 1975
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To make us sayes, oui, Si.

"Even asleep we partake in the becoming of thedwbrl
Endurance comes only from enduring.

With a flick of the wrist | fashioned an invisibtepe,
And climbed it and it held me.

What a processior@uelles délices!

What caps and hooded gowns!

Most respected Professor Budberg,

Most distinguished Professor Chen,

Wrong Honorable Professor Mitosz

Who wrote poems in some unheard-of tongue.

Who will count them anyway. And here sunlight.

So that the flames of their tall candles fade.

And how many generations of hummingbirds keep thempany
As they walk on. Across the magic mountain.

And the fog from the ocean is cool, for once agfaiix July.

Berkeley, 1975

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Lillian Vallee
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WIDOK

Nic nie brakowalo temu krajobrazowi oprécavietnienia.
Oprécz krélewskich postow, ktérzy by dary przhie
Rzeczownik z atrybutem i odmieniane stowo.

Niechby suto jgniaty dgby drogocenne

Kiedy panowie studenétiezka nad miastem w dolinie
Ida i ,Hej raddscia oczy blysm" spiewap.

Niechby ché Filon samotny w korze wycinat litery.

Nic nie brakowato temu krajobrazowi oprécametnienia.
Ale postow nie bylo. @stwa, ciemne wwozy,

Nad lasem zwieszateslas, kania kwilita.

| kto by tutaj zdotat ufundowiazdanie?

Widok byt, nie wiadomo jaki, pewnie ¢kny.

Tam nisko rozpadaly szamkowe sale,

Uliczki za kateds, burdeliki, sklepy.

A z ludzi nikogo. Wéc skad by poselstwo?

Po niewiadomych kkkach dziedziczytem ziemi
Az do brzegu morza, i nad ziestoice.

Berkeley, 1975
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THE VIEW

The landscape lacked nothing except glorification.
Except royal messengers who would bring their gifts
A noun with an attribute and an inflected verb.

If only precious oaks would richly shine

When our brave students, on a path over the valley,
Walk and sing the "Ode to Joy".

If at least a solitary shepherd would carve lettedsark.

The landscape lacked nothing except glorification.
But there were no messengers. Thickets, dark rayine
Forest overhanging forest, a kite wailed.

And who here could manage to institute a phrase?
The view was, who knows, probably pretty.

Far below, all was crumbling: castle halls,

Alleys behind the cathedral, bordellos, shops.

And not a soul. So where could the messengers f@m®
After forgotten disasters | was inheriting the bart

Down to the shore of the sea, and above the ahglsun.

Berkeley, 1975

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Lillian Valtee
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SEKRETARZE

Stuga ja tylko jestem niewidzialnej rzeczy,

Ktéra jest dyktowana mnie i kilku innym.

Sekretarze, nawzajem nie znani, po ziemi chodzimy,
Niewiele rozumiejc. Zaczynajc w potowie zdania,
Urywajac inne przed kropk A jaka ziay si¢ catas¢

Nie nam dochodzi bo nikt z nas jej nie odczyta.

Berkeley, 1975

248



SECRETARIES

| am no more than a secretary of the invisibleghin

That is dictated to me and a few others.

Secretaries, mutually unknown, we walk the earth

Without much comprehension. Beginning a phrasbémtiddle
Or ending it with a comma. And how it all looks wheompleted
Is not up to us to inquire, we won't read it anyway

Berkeley, 1975

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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DOWOD

A jednak zaznafepiekielnych ptomieni.

Maogtbys nawet powiedziejakie s: prawdziwe,
Zakahczone ostrymi hakandieby darty mgso

Po kawatku, do kéi. | szedtg ulica

| odbywata st kazn, broczenie, smaganie.
Pamgtasz wec nie watpisz. Na pewno jest Piekio.

Berkeley, 1975
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PROOF

And yet you experienced the flames of Hell.

You can even say what they are like: real,

Ending in sharp hooks so that they tear up flesh

Piece by piece, to the bone. You walked in theestre

And it was going on: the lashing and bleeding.

You remember, therefore you have no doubt: theseHgll for certain.

Berkeley, 1975

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Lillian Vallee
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PODZIW

O, jaka zorza w oknach. | dziata dij

Nilem zielonym ptynie koszykowa t6dka Majsza.
Nieruchomo stajc w powietrzu nad kwiatami lecimy.
Sliczne gadziki, pigkne tulipany na niskich stotach.
Stycha i rogi mysliwskie, ogtaszaj Halla-li.
Nieprzebrane, niepoliczone substancje ziemi.
Zapach cabru, kolor jodly, szron, tfece zurawi.

A wszystko rownoczesne. | chyba wieczne.

Oko nie widziato, ucho nie styszalo, a to byto.
Struny nie wygraj, jezyk nie wypowie, a todulzie.
Lody malinowe, topniejemy w niebie.

Berkeley, 1975
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AMAZEMENT

O what daybreak in the windows! Cannons salute.
The basket boat of Moses floats down the green Nile
Standing immobile in the air, we fly over flowers:
Lovely carnations and tulips placed on long lowld¢ab
Heard too are hunting horns exclaimimgjlali.
Innumerable and boundless substances of the Earth:
Scent of thyme, hue of fir, white frost, dancesmines.
And everything simultaneous. And probably eternal.
Unseen, unheard, yet it was.

Unexpressed by strings or tongues, yet it will be.
Raspberry ice cream, we melt in the sky.

Berkeley, 1975
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FILINA

Widmowe laboratorium na gérach dymito.

Mgta po stopniach jasioi w biekit wstgpowata.

Jadic dtuga ulica o tobie mglatem, Filino.

Ktéra ukazujesz siz dobrodziejstwem szuggych spodnic,
Ze $mieszn twoja piosenld:

Mam trzewiczki z mysiej piczki
Takie samedkawiczki

| przed lustrem spacerujesz tum ta tum
Zanim zbiegniesz
Na dét do powozu.

Racze konie nas niagopolowg drog.
Rybacy nad rzekami zasiedli gaigto.
Biaty obrus rozcielamy pod jabtoni w gaju.
W srebrny kubek nalewamy ciemne wino.

— Ale gdzie jest takailiczna okolica?
— W dawnych ksjstwach za morzem, Filino.

A nawet gdyby twoje wstki byty tanie

| twoja bielizna nie zanadto czysta,

Ten dzié i bieg oblokéw na zawsze zostanie,
Zeby ziemia nam pomogta, rzeczywista.

Ty jest& powierzona wiecznej opiece,
Ktdra$lad motyla w powietrzu chroni

| ziemig na nowo stwarza tak jak zechce,
Tam gdzie nie ma bélu, ani ironii.
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FILINA

A phantom laboratory smoked in the hills.

The fog ascended the terraces of light.

Driving on a long street | thought of you, Filina,
Who appear with the bounty of your froufrou skirts,
With your funny song:

My shoes are made of a mouse's cunt
And so are the gloves | got from my aunt.

And walk before a mirror tum-ta-tum
Then hurry down
To our carriage.

Fast horses take us down a poplar-lined road.
Anglers on holiday sit by the river.

We spread our tablecloth under an apple tree
And pour dark red wine into our silver goblet.

— And just where is this charming countryside?
— In ancient dukedoms far away, Filina.

And even if your ribbons were rather cheap

And your undergarments not very clean

That day and its white clouds remain forever

So that help comes to us from the earth, the real.

You are entrusted to the eternal keeping
That preserves a butterfly's trace in the air
And creates the earth anew to its liking

In which there is no irony or pain.
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Filina, spddnice szurate,
Lustra przepadage.
Tum ta tum.

Berkeley, 1976
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Filina, skirts rustling.
Mirrors disappearing.
Tum-ta-tum.

Berkeley, 1976



ZDANIA

O POTRZEBIE ZAKRfL ENIA GRANIC

Nieszczsne byto i klamliwe morze.

POWOD DO ZDZIWIENIA

Wiadca jakichzywiotéw dat nam piéni na chwad narodzin?

WEDLUG HERAKLITA

Wieczniezywy ogieh, miara wszystkiego, tak jak migbogactwa jest
pieniadz.

KRAJOBRAZ

Nieprzebrane lasy miodem dzikich pszczét ek

JEZYK

Kosmos to znaczy bl bredzit we mnie diabelskizykiem.

SUPLIKACJA

Od galaktycznego milczenia ucliroas.

NA WSZELKI WYPADEK

Kiedy bedg przeklin& Los, to nie ja, to Ziemia we mnie.
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NOTES

ON THE NEED TO DRAW BOUNDARIES

Wretched and dishonest was the sea.

REASON TO WONDER

The ruler of what elements gave us song to praite?b

ACCORDING TO HERACLITUS

The eternally living flame, the measure of all tignjust as the measure of
wealth is money.

LANDSCAPE

Unbounded forests flowing with the honey of wilcebe

LANGUAGE

Cosmos, i.e. pain raved in me with a diabolic tangu

SUPPLICATION

From galactic silence protect us.

JUST IN CASE

When | curse Fate, it's not me, but the earth in me

259



ZE SKLADU ZASAD PITAGOREJSKICH

Odjechawszy rodzinnej ziemi nie odwracaj, &rynie za tob.

HIPOTEZA

Jezeli, powiedziata, pisakepo polskuwzeby siebie ukakaza grzechy, to
bedziesz zbawiony.

PORTRET

Zamkrat si¢ w wiezy, czytat staraytnych autorow, na tarasie karmit ptaki.
Bo tylko tak mégt zapomnéeo poznaniu samego siebie.

POCIESZENIE

Uspokdj st. | twoje grzechy i twoje dobre uczynki okryje néapiec.

DO UT DES

Czut wdzkcznai¢, wiec nie mogtby w Boga nie wierzy

REPUBLIKA DOSKONALA

Od samego rana, ledwo st tam trafi przez cieniste klony,
Chodz rozpamétujac swiete stowo: Jest.

KUSICIEL W OGRODZIE

Nieruchomo patraca gahz, i zimna izywa.
LAD

Pozbawiony. A dlaczego nie miakly¢ pozbawiony?
Lepsi od ciebie byli pozbawieni.
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FROM THE STORE OF PYTHAGOREAN PRINCIPLES

Having left your native land, don't look back, tenyes are behind you.

HYPOTHESIS

If, she said, you wrote in Polish to punish yourfal your sins, you will be
saved.

PORTRAIT

He locked himself in a tower, read ancient authied birds on the terrace.
For only in this way could he forget about haviadkbhow himself.

CONSOLATION

Calm down. Both your sins and your good deedshillost in oblivion.

DO UT DES

He felt thankful, so he couldn't not believe in God

THE PERFECT REPUBLIC

Right from early morning — the sun has barely miatlerough the dense
maples — they walk contemplating the holy word: Is.

THE TEMPTER IN THE GARDEN

A still-looking branch, both cold and living.
HARMONY

Deprived. And why shouldn't you be deprived?
Those better than you were deprived.
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WADA ALBO ZALETA

Bytes kolanopoktonny! — Bytem kolanopokionny.

CO NAM TOWARZYSZY

Kfadka z poecza nad gorskim potokiem pagtana do najdrobniejszej
wypuktosci kory.

ZACHOD

Na stomianaéttych pagérkach, nad zimnym niebieskim morzemrmza
krzaki kolczastegoebu.

NAPIS DO UMIESZCZENIA NA NIEZNANYM GROBIE F.

Co byto w tobie zwtpieniem, przegrato, co byto w tobie waaspetnito st.

NAGROBEK

Ty, ktéry myslisz o naszyli tylko ztudzeniem,
Wiedz,ze nigdy nie zginie nasz rod, Ludzi Kgi.

PAMIEC | PAMIEC

Nie wiedzi&. Nie pamétac. Z ta jedry nadziej:
Ze jest za rzekLethe pami¢, uleczona.

BOGOBOJNY

Wigc jednak wystuchat Bog péby mojej i pozwolit, abym grzeszyt na jego
chwak.

O CEL WZYCIU

Ach okry¢ ten moj wstyd karmazynawndelia!
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STRONG OR WEAK POINT

You were always ready to fall to your knees!
Yes, | was always ready to fall to my knees.

WHAT ACCOMPANIES US

Mountain stream, footbridge with a rail remembedean to the smallest
burr on its bark.

THE WEST
On straw-yellow hills, over a cold blue sea, blacishes of thorny oak.

INSCRIPTION TO BE PLACED OVER THE UNKNOWN GRAVH ®F
What was doubt in you, lost, what was faith in ysiumphed.

EPITAPH

You who think of us: they lived only in delusion,
Know that we, the People of the Book, will neves.di

MEMORY AND MEMORY

Not to know. Not to remember. With this one hope:
That beyond the River Lethe, there is memory, hikale

A GOD-FEARING MAN

So God heard my request after all, andwatl me to sin in his
praise.

AIM IN LIFE

Oh to cover my shame with regal attire!
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LEKARSTWO

Gdyby nie wstgt do zapachu jego skéry mégtbym paitey¢, ze jestem dobry
cztowiek.

TESKNOTA

Nie zeby zaraz b§jednym z bogéw czy herosdw.

Zmieni sie w drzewo, ros#¢ wieki, nie krzywdz¢ nikogo.

GORY

Mokre trawy do kolan, maliniak na pgrach wyiszy od cziowieka, chmura

u stoku, w chmurze czarny las.
| pasterze véredniowiecznych skérzniach nam na spotkanie schiodzi

RUCH ODWROTNY

Jw ruiny ich siedzib miody las porasta.

Wracap wilki i niedzwiedz $pi bezpiecznie wgszczu malin.
PORANEK

Obudzilémy sk ze snu nie wiem ilu tysty lat.
Znéw orzet leciat w siicu ale znaczyt nie to samo.

OBFITY POLOW
(kukasz, V, 4-10)

Ryby trzepi si¢ w wyciagnigtych na brzeg sieciach Szymona, Jakuba i Jana.
Wysoko jaskotki. Skrzydta motyli. Katedry.

DZIEJE KQSCIOLA
Dwa tyshce lat probowatem zrozundigak to byto.

Berkeley, 1978
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MEDICINE

If not for the revulsion at the smell of his skin,
| could think | was a good man.

LONGING

Not that | want to be a god or a hero.

Just to change into a tree, grow for ages, notdnyone.
MOUNTAINS

Wet grass to the knees, in the clearing raspbeushds taller than a man,
a cloud on the slope, in the cloud a black foréstd shepherds in medieval
buskins were coming down as we walked up.

IN REVERSE

On the ruins of their homes grows a young foresblwds are returning and
a bear sleeps secure in a raspberry thicket.

MORNING

We awoke from a sleep of | don't know how many daou years.

An eagle flew in the sun again but it didn't melam $ame.

ABUNDANT CATCH

(Luke 5.4-10)

On the shore fish toss in the stretched nets ofo8jmJames, and John.
High above, swallows. Wings of butterflies. Catlzdsir

HISTORY OF THE CHURCH

For two thousand years | have been trying to undedswhat It was.

Berkeley, 1978

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Lillian Vallee
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Z POEMATU
,LOSOBNY ZESZYT" (1977-1979)

(Strona 25)

Mowites, ale po waszych mowieniach zostaje cala reszta.

Po waszych moéwieniach, poeci, filozofowie, uktadaozmansow.
Cala reszta wywiedziona zetpi ciata,

Ktore zyje i wie, nie to, co wiedztewolno.

Zatrzymana teraz jestem w wielkiej ciszy.
Ale stowa nie kademu g potrzebne.

Ptaki ktére zabitg ryby na dnie twojej todki
W jakich stowach odpocan w jakim niebie?

Dary ode mnie dostaie byty przyjete.

Ale nie umiesz m§le¢ o dawno umarie;.
Zapach zimowych jabtek, i szronu, i ptétna.
| nic précz podarowana tej biednej ziemi.

Ciemna akademia. Zasiadaptumaczki gorsetéw, gramatyczki halek, poetki
ineksprymabli z koronk Nauka ich o dotyku jedwabiu do skéry, o stuchaniu
szelestu sukni, o podnoszeniu podbrédka kiedy gbwsk rajer na kapelu-
szu. Wykladaj pozytek z tego, co przyte, z dlugich ¢kawiczek po tokcie

i wachlarza, z opuszczonycheszi uklonéw, jak te z ludzkiej mowy,zeby
fajansowy urynat, chiby z dna figlarnie spogtlalto namalowane tam oko
nazywat st naczynie,stanik podtrzymujcy piersi soutien-gorgej aby wzorem
francuskich prababek pagjacych czerwone kabaty angielskichotnierzy
powiadamig@ o nadejciu miesiczki: Anglicy przyjechali. Nadrzdny cel

i metoda w ledwo zaznaczonynsmiechu, bo wszystko jest na nibyzvadeki
orkiestr i promenady, malowidia w zloconych ramablgmny, pienia, rzeby

w marmurze, przemoéwienia egiow stanu i stowo kronik. Naprawd jest
tylko czucie w swoim werzu ciepta i lepkéci, i trzezwa czujndé, na
spotkanie tej rozkosznej i niebezpiecznej rzeczgrek nie ma nazwy, a na
ktéra moéwi sk: Zycie.
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FROM
»,THE SEPARATE NOTEBOOKS" (1977-1979)

(Page 25)

You talked, but after your talking all the rest ns.

After your talking — poets, philosophers, contrivef romances—
Everything else, all the rest deduced inside thghfl

Which lives and knows, not just what is permitted.

I am a woman held fast now in a great silence.
Not all creatures have your need for words.

Birds you killed, fish you tossed into your boat,

In what words will they find rest and in what Hea%e

You received gifts from me; they were accepted.
But you don't understand how to think about theddea
The scent of winter apples, of hoarfrost, and rod:
There are nothing but gifts on this poor, poorleart

A dark Academy. Assembled are instructresses irsetey grammarians of
petticoats, poets of unmentionables with lace. Téwariculum includes

feeling the touch of silk against the skin, listenito the rustle of a dress,
raising the chin when the aigrette on the hat swdysy teach the use of
what is customary: long gloves up to the elbowsfam, lowered eyelashes,
bows, as well as human speech, so that a faieneenbdrpot, even if
a painted eye looks up roguishly from the bottors, dalled a vessel,

a brassiere lifting the breasts bears the nam&ien-gorge.and, in the spirit

of French great-grandmothers who remembered the am@ts of English
soldiers, a menstruation is announced "#t English have arrived".The

superior method and goal lies in a hardly noticeadmile, for everything is
only make-believe: sounds of orchestras and prodemapaintings in gilded
frames, hymns, chorals, marble sculptures, speedfestatesmen, and the
words of chronicles. In reality there is only a saon of warmth and
gluiness inside, also a sober watchfulness when aheances to meet that
delicious and dangerous thing that has no namegthpeople call itife.
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(Strona 31)

O pickno, btogostawiastwo: was tylko zebratem
Z zycia ktore bylo gorzkie i pomylone,

Takie w ktérym poznaje siswoje i cudze zio.
Zachwyt poraat mnie i tylko zachwyt pargiam.
Wschody stéca w nieobgtym listowiu,

Kwiaty otwarte po nocy, trawy bezbrze,
Niebieski zarys gor dla krzyku hosanna.

He razy mowitem: nie to jest prawda ziemi.

Od przekléstw i zawodz# skad tutaj do hymnow?
Dlaczego che udawd, kiedy wiem tak dizo?

Ale usta same wychwalaty, nogi same biegty,
Serce mocno bito egyk rozgtaszat wielbienie.
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(Page 31)

Pure beauty, benediction: you are all | gathered
From a life that was bitter and confused,

In which I learned about evil, my own and not mymow
Wonder kept seizing me, and | recall only wonder,
Risings of the sun over endless green, a universe
Of grasses, and flowers opening to the first light,
Blue outline of the mountain and a hosanna shout.

| asked, how many times, is this the truth of tagte?

How can laments and curses be turned into hymns?

What makes you need to pretend, when you knowrette
But the lips praised on their own, on their own fibet ran;

The heart beat strongly; and the tongue proclaitseatoration.

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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RUE DESCARTES

Mijajac ulicg Descartes
Schodzitem ku Sekwanie, miody barbareg w podray
Oniesmielony przybyciem do stolic§wiata.

Byto nas wielu, z Jass i Koloszwaru, Wilna i Bulsater, Sajgonu i Marakesz,
Wstydliwie pamétajacych domowe zwyczaje

O ktérych nie nalealo méwi tu nikomu:

Klasniecie na stibe, nadbiegaj dziewki bose,

Dzielenie pokarméw z inkantacjami,

Chéralne modty odprawiane przez panéw i czelad

Zostawitem za sabpochmurne powiaty.
Wkraczatem w uniwersalne, podziwiaj pragac.

Nastpnie wielu z Jass i Koloszwaru, albo Sajgonu altzavaesz
Byto zabijanych poniewachcieli obalé domowe zwyczaje.

Nastpnie ich koledzy zdobywali wiadz
Zeby zabijé w imie picknych idei uniwersalnych.

Tymczasem zgodnie ze swajatur zachowywato s miasto,
Gardiowymsmiechem odzywag sk w ciemngci,

Wypiekapc dtugie chleby i w gliniane dzbanki nalewajwino,
Ryby, cytryny i czosnek kupag na targach,

Obojetne na honor i hibe i wielkos¢ i chwak,

Poniewa to wszystko ju byto i zmienito s¢

W pomniki przedstawiafe nie wiadomo kogo,

W ledwo styszalne arie albo zwroty mowy.

Znowu opieram tokcie o szorstki granit nalbitae
Jakbym wrdcit z wdréwki po krajach podziemnych
I nagle zobaczyt wwietle krecace sé koto sezondéw
Tam gdzie upadty imperia, a ci ¢gli, umarli.
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BYPASSING RUE DESCARTES

Bypassing rue Descartes
| descended toward the Seine, shy, a traveler,
A young barbarian just come to the capital of ttoelek

We were many, from Jassy and Koloshvar, Wilno andHarest,
Saigon and Marrakesh,

Ashamed to remember the customs of our homes,

About which nobody here should ever be told:

The clapping for servants, barefooted girls hungy i

Dividing food with incantations,

Choral prayers recited by master and householdhege

| had left the cloudy provinces behind,
| entered the universal, dazzled and desiring.

Soon enough, many from Jassy and Koloshvar, on8aig Marrakesh
Would be killed because they wanted to abolisictioms of their homes.

Soon enough, their peers were seizing power
In order to kill in the name of the universal, bealiideas.

Meanwhile the city behaved in accordance with ésure,
Rustling with throaty laughter in the dark,

Baking long breads and pouring wine into clay pich

Buying fish, lemons, and garlic at street markets,

Indifferent as it was to honor and shame and gesatand glory,
Because that had been done already and had traresfotself
Into monuments representing nobody knows whom,

Into arias hardly audible and into turns of speech.

Again | lean on the rough granite of the embankment

As if | had returned from travels through the undands

And suddenly saw in the light the reeling wheelle&f seasons
Where empires have fallen and those once livingnave dead.
There is no capital of the world, neither here aioywhere else,
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| nie ma ju tu i nigdzie stolicyéwiata.
I wszystkim obalonym zwyczajom wrdécono ich dobréeim
| juz wiem, ze czas ludzkich pokateniepodobny do czasu Ziemi.

A z ciezkich moich grzechéw jeden najlepiej pataim:
Jak przechodg raz léna sciezka nad potokiem
Zrzucitem duy kamier na wodnego wza zwinktego w trawie.

| co mnie wzyciu spotkato bylo stusznkar,
Ktéra prdzej czy péniej tamicego zakaz dogjnie.

Berkeley, 1980
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And the abolished customs are restored to theill $amae,
And now | know that the time of human generatiasat like
the time of the earth.

As to my heavy sins, | remember one most vividly:
How, one day, walking on a forest path along aasire
| pushed a rock down onto a water snake coiletémgrass.

And what | have met with in life was the just pumisent
Which reaches, sooner or later, the breaker dbacta

Berkeley, 1980

translated by Renata Goréaki
and Robert Hass
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RZEKI

Pod rozmaitymi imionami was tylko stawitem, rzeki!

Wy jestecie i miod i mitas¢ i smieré i taniec.

Od zrédta w tajemnych grotach hgego spérdéd omszatych kamieni,
Gdzie bogini ze swoich dzbanéw nalewa waywa,

Od jasnych zdrojow na murawach, pod ktérymi szampaniki,
Zaczyna si wasz bieg i moj bieg, i zachwyt i przemijanie.

Na staice wystawiatem twarz, nagi, stegay z rzadka zanurzeniem wiosta,
I mknety debowe lasy, dki, sosnowy bér,

Za kadym zaketem otwierata & przede, ma ziemia obietnicy,

Dymy wiosek, senne stada, loty jaskotek-brzegéwweaskowe obrywy.
Powoli, krok za krokiem, wgpowatem w wasze wody

I nurt mnie podejmowat milego za kolana,

Az powierzytem sj, i uniést mnie, i ptyatem

Przez wielkie odbite niebo triumfalnego potudnia.

| bytem na waszych brzegach o zaiia letniej nocy,

Kiedy wytacza s petnia i hcza sie usta w obrzdzie.

I szum wasz koto przystani, jak wtedy w sobie stysz
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RIVERS

Under various names, | have praised only you, siver

You are milk and honey and love and death and dance

From a spring in hidden grottoes, seeping from mossks

Where a goddess pours live water from a pitcher,

At clear streams in the meadow, where rills muromaerground,
Your race and my race begin, and amazement, aclt gassage.
Naked, | exposed my face to the sun, steering kdtidly a dip of the paddle —
Oak woods, fields, a pine forest skimming by,

Around every bend the promise of the earth,

Village smoke, sleepy herds, flights of martinsros@ndy bluffs.

| entered your waters slowly, step by step,

And the current in that silence took me by the knee

Until | surrendered and it carried me and | swam

Through the huge reflected sky of a triumphant noon

I was on your banks at the onset of midsummer night

When the full moon rolls out and lips touch in titeals of kissing —

I hear in myself, now as then, the lapping of watgthe boathouse
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Na przywotanie, olecie, i na ukojenie.

Z biciem we wszystkie dzwony zatopionych miast aitimy.
Zapominanych witaj poselstwa dawnych pokdale

A ped wasz nieustagy zabiera dalej i dalej.

| ani jest ani byto. Tylko trwa wieczna chwila.

Berkeley, 1980
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And the whisper that calls me in for an embracefandonsolation.
We go down with the bells ringing in all the suniaities.
Forgotten, we are greeted by the embassies ofethe, d

While your endless flowing carries us on and on;

And neither is nor was. The moment only, eternal.
Berkeley, 1980

translated by Renata Goréaki
and Robert Hass
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NIEOBETA ZIEMIA

UNATTAINABLE EARTH
(1986)
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ANNALENA

+Zdarzato mi sk niekiedy catowato lustrach odbicie
mojej twarzy; poniewapiescily jq rece, usta i fzy
Annaleny, twarz moja wydawata m¢ siosko pikna
i jakby przeéwietlona niebiask; stodycz".
O. MILOSZ, ,L'Amoureuse Initiation"

Lubitem twop aksamita yoni, Annalena, dlugie podié w delcie twoich
nog.

Dazenie w goe rzeki do twego bicego serca przez coraz dzikszeadyr
syconeswiattem chmielu i czarnych powojow.

| nasz gwattownd¢ i triumfalny $miech i pdpieszne ubieranie eiw $rodku
nocyzeby &¢ kamiennymi schodami gérnego miasta.

Oddech wstrzymany z podziwu i ciszy, porovéatawytych gtazow i portal
katedry.

Za furtka do plebanii utamki cegiet i chwasty, w ciemdnb dotyk szorstkich
oskarpowa muru.

| pdzniej patrzenie z mostu na dét na sady kiedy podzisem kade drzewo
osobne na swoim &tzniku, a z tajemnego wtza przymionych topoli
stuka echo wodnej turbiny.

Komu opowiadamy co zdarzyto ¢sinam na ziemi, dla kogo ustawiamy
wszdzie wielkie lustra w nadzigie napetni sig i tak zostanie?

Zawsze niepewni czy to byihy ja i ty, Annalena, czy kochankowie bez
imion na tabliczkach z Baiowej emalii.

Berkeley, 1967

280



ANNALENA

It happened that sometimes | kissed in mirrors the
reflection of my face; since the hands, face aadstef
Annalena had caressed it, my face seemed to neeljivi
beautiful and as if suffused with heavenly swestnes
— O. MILOSZ,L'Amoureuse initiation

I liked your velvet yoni, Annalena, long voyagestie delta of your legs.

A striving upstream toward your beating heart tigtoumore and more
savage currents saturated with the light of hopktandweed.

And our vehemence and triumphant laughter and @styhdressing in the
middle of the night to walk on the stone stairshaf upper city.

Our breath held by amazement and silence, poradityworn-out stones and
the great door of the cathedral.

Over the gate of the rectory fragments of brick agieveeds, in darkness the
touch of a rough buttressed wall.

And later our looking from the bridge down to thecttard, when under the
moon every tree is separate on its kneeler, anth fthe secret interior of
dimmed poplars the echo carries the sound of aruateine.

To whom do we tell what happened on the earth, iblom do we place
everywhere huge mirrors in the hope that they Wil filled up and will
stay so?

Always in doubt whether it was we who were therey yand |, Annalena, or
just anonymous lovers on the enameled tabletdaifyand.

Berkeley, 1967

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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ZIMA

Ostre zapachy kalifornijskiej zimy,
Szardc¢ i rozowosé, prawie przezroczysty kgiyc w pemni.
Doktadam drew do kominka, gij mysle.

Wiasnie przeczytatem wiadondé:

~Zmart w lfawie w wieku 70 lat Aleksander Rymkiewic
poeta".

Byt najmtodszy z naszej grupy, traco lekcewaytem,
Jak lekcewaytlem wielu za umyst podezdiny

Chat nie doréwnatbym im w licznych cnotach.

Tak wiec ja tu, kiedy dobiega kza
Stulecie i mojezycie. Dumny z mojej sity
A zawstydzony jasrigia widzenia.

Awangardy zmieszane z kravi
Popioty sztuk nieprawdopodobnych.
Muzealnictwo chaosu.

Osdzitem to. Sam jednak naznaczony.
Ten wiek nie sprzyjat dobrodusznym i prawym.
Wiem co znaczy sptodzipotwory i rozpoznaw nich siebie.

Ksiezycu. Aleksandrze. Ogniu cedrowego drzewa.
Zamykap sie nad nami wody, chwgltrwa imi.

Niewazne czy zostajemy w pandi pokole.

Wielkie byto polowanie z ogarami na sens niegliosy swiata.

| teraz gotow jestem do dalszego biegu

O wschodzie staca za granicandimierci.

Juz widze gorskie pasma w niehiakiej kniei
Gdzie za kada esencj odstania si esencja nowa.
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WINTER

The pungent smells of a California winter,
Grayness and rosiness, an almost transparent éahm
| add logs to the fire, | drink and | ponder.

"In llawa", the news item said, "at age 70

Died Aleksander Rymkiewicz, poet".

He was the youngest in our group. | patronized $lightly,
Just as | patronized others for their inferior nsind
Though they had many virtues | couldn't touch.

And so | am here, approaching the end
Of the century and of my life. Proud of my strength
Yet embarrassed by the clearness of the view.

Avant-gardes mixed with blood.
The ashes of inconceivable arts.
An omnium-gatherum of chaos.

| passed judgment on that. Though marked myself.
This hasn't been the age for the righteous andéebent.
Z know what it means to beget monsters

And to recognize in them myself.

You, moon, You, Aleksander, fire of cedar logs.
Waters close over us, a name lasts but an instant.
Not important whether the generations hold us imorgy.
Great was that chase with the hounds for the unatike
meaning of the world.

And now | am ready to keep running

When the sun rises beyond the borderlands of death.
| already see mountain ridges in the heavenly fores
Where, beyond every essence, a new essence waits.
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Muzyko moich pénych lat, wzywaj mnie
I dzwiek i barwa coraz doskonalsze.

Nie dogasaj, ogniu. Wejdv moj sen, mitéci.
Niech kzda wiecznie mtode sezony ziemi.

Berkeley, 1984
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You, music of my late years, | am called
By a sound and a color which are more and moreperf

Do not die out, fire. Enter my dreams, love.
Be young forever, seasons of the earth.

Berkeley, 1984

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Lillian Vallee
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1913

W podr& do Wioch udatem gizaraz paniwach.
W tym roku 1913niwiarka McCormick
Pierwszy raz chodzita po naszych polach,
Zostawiajic scierniska inaczej strzgpne

Niz zostawia siergencow czy kosa kosiarzy.
Tym samym poeigiem ale trzeai klasy

Jechat moj pachciarz Josel do krewnych w Grodnie.
Jadtem kolagj w bufecie kolejowym w Grodnie,
Przy diugim stole, pod fikusami.

Przypomniat mi si wysoki most na Niemnie
Kiedy pociag wykrecat z alpejskiej przetzy.

| obudzitem st nad wodami, w blasku
Szarob¢kitnym pertowej laguny

W tym mie&cie gdzie podrény kim jest zapomina.
W letejskich wodach przysz6 zobaczytem.

Gzy to méj wiek? Ja z wnukiem Josela

Na innym hdzie siedz dyskutujc

O przyjaciotach poetach. Jeszcze raz wcielony,
Miody, jednak tasamy z tym, ktérgyt dawno.
Jak dziwne stroje, jak dziwna ulica

| ja, niezdolny powiedzieco wiem

Poniewa lekcji w tym nie ma dlaywych.
Zamkmytem oczy i twarz miatem w shzu

Tu, teraz, pic kawe na Piazza San Marco.

Berkeley, 1982
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1913

| betook myself to Italy right after the harvest.
That year 1913 the McCormick harvester

For the first time moved across our fields
Leaving behind stubble altogether unlike that
Left by the sickle or the scythe of the reapers.
On the same train, but in third class,

My factotum Yosel rode to his kin in Grodno.

I had my supper there, in the refreshment room,
At a long table under rubber plants.

| recollected the high bridge over the Niemen
As the train wound out of an Alpine pass.

And | woke up by the waters, grayish blue

In the radiance of the pearly lagoon,

In the city where a traveler forgets who he is.
By the waters of Lethe | saw the future.

Is this my century? Another continent,

With Yosel's grandson we sit together

Talking of our poet friends. Incarnated,

Young again, yet identical with my older self.
What strange costumes, how strange the street is,
And | myself unable to speak of what | know.
No lesson for the living can be drawn from it.

| closed my eyes and my face felt the sun,
Here, now, drinking coffee in Piazza San Marco.

Berkeley, 1982

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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PRZYGOTOWANIE

Jeszcze jeden rok przygotowania.

Jw jutro zaside do pracy nad wielkim dzietem

W ktérym moje stulecie zjawigjak byto.

Stonce Ikdzie w nim wschodzinad prawymi i nieprawymi,
Wiosny i jesienie nagpbowa bgda niemylnie po sobie,

Drozd kxdzie budowé w mokrym gszczu gniazdo wylepione ghin
| swojej lisiej natury ucz§ sic beda lisy.

| tylko tyle. Na dodatek: armie

Biegrmace po zamarztych rowninach, wykrzykog przekléstwo
myriado-gtosym chérem; lufa czotgu

Olbrzymiepca na rogu ulicy; wjazd o zmierzchu

Miedzy wieze stranicze i druty obozu.

Nie, to nie kdzie jutro. Za pi¢, dziesgd lat.

Ciagle za duo mysle o zagciach matek

i 0 tym, czym jest cztowiek zrodzony z kobiety.
Zwija sie w klebek i ostania gtow

Kopany cezkimi butami; pali s¢ jasnym ptomieniem
Biegmac; buldazer go zgarnia do glinianego dotu.

Jej dziecko. Z misiem w olgjiach. W rozkoszy poete.

Nie nauczylem sijeszcze mowi jak trzeba, spokojnie.

Berkeley, 1984
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PREPARATION

Still one more year of preparation.

Tomorrow at the latest I'll start working on a grbaok
In which my century will appear as it really was.

The sun will rise over the righteous and the wicked
Springs and autumns will unerringly return,

In a wet thicket a thrush will build his nest lineith clay
And foxes will learn their foxy natures.

And that will be the subject, with addenda. Thumias
Running across frozen plains, shouting a curse

In a many-voiced chorus; the cannon of a tank
Growing immense at the corner of a street; the aiddusk
Into a camp with watchtowers and barbed wire.

No, it won't happen tomorrow. In five or ten years.

| still think too much about the mothers

And ask what is man born of woman.

He curls himself up and protects his head

While he is kicked by heavy boots; on fire and iiagn

He burns with bright flame; a bulldozer sweeps hito a clay pit.
Her child. Embracing a teddy bear. Conceived irtaesys

| haven't learned yet to speak as | should, calmly.
Berkeley, 1984

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass

289



SWIADOMOSC

1. Swiadoma¢ zawarta w sobie kala oddzieln brzoz
I lasy New Hampshire w maju okryte zielomgietka.
W niej a1 twarze ludzi bez liczby jak i biegi planet

| wiedza o tym co byto i rozeznanie cedaie.

Nalezy tedy powoli] nie dowierzag nikomu,
Wyprowadza z niej ile zdotagzyk, za staby na to.

2. Obca i niepotrzebna gmej krainiezywych.
Odnawiaj sig liscie, ptaki odprawiaj gody

Bez jej pomocy. | dwoje na brzegu rzeki

Zaraz padczy usta, bo ich trzyma bezimienna sita.

3. Mysle, ze jestem tutaj na tej ziemi,

Zeby ztayé o niej raport, ale nie wiem komu.
Jakbym zostat wystanygeby co st na niej wydarzy
Miato sens tylko dlategae zmienia s w pamgg.

4. Grubi i chudzi, starzy i mtodzi, oni i one

Niosac swoje torby i saki defilgjkorytarzem lotniska.
| nagle czu, ze to niemaliwe,

Ze to tylko zta strona jakieg@obelinu

| ze za g jest druga, wyjsniajaca wszystko.

5. Teraz, nie kiedy indziej, tutaj, w Ameryce
Z wielosci prébug wydzielic najwazniejsze dla mnie.
Ani pobtazam sobie, ani pgpiam siebie.

Udreki chtopca, ktéry chciat hygrzeczny
I na tym strawit niemato latycia.

Wstyd szeptania w krakonfesjonatu,
Za ktoérym cezki oddech i gagce ucho.

Monstrancja rozebrana z wzorzystej sukienki,
Mate staice w otoku rzgbionych promieni.
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CONSCIOUSNESS

1. Consciousness enclosed in itself every sephnatie

And the woods of New Hampshire, covered in May witben haze.
The faces of people are in it without number, therses

Of planets, and things past and a portent of thedu

Then one should extract from it what one can, stowl

Not trusting anybody. And it won't be much, fordalage is weak.

2. Itis alien and useless to the hot lands ofitlieg.

Leaves renew themselves, birds celebrate theiialspt

Without its help. And a couple on the bank of @riv

Feel their bodies draw close right now, possesgediiameless power.

3. | think that | am here, on this earth,

To present a report on it, but to whom | don't know
As if | were sent so that whatever takes place

Has meaning because it changes into memory.

4. Fat and lean, old and young, male and female,

Carrying bags and valises, they defile in the doms of an airport.
And suddenly | feel it is impossible.

It is the reverse side of a Gobelin

And behind there is the other which explains eveng.

5. Now, not anytime, here, in America
| try to isolate what matters to me most.
I neither absolve nor condemn myself.

The torments of a boy who wanted to be nice
And spent a number of years at the project.

The shame of whispering to the confessional grille
Behind which heavy breath and a hot ear.

The monstrance undressed from its patterned robe,
A little sun rimmed with sculptured rays.
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Majowe dla domownikéw i czeladzi,
Litanie do Panny Minej,
Matki Stworzyciela.

Ja,swiadoma¢, zawieram orkiesgrputkowych tab
W ktore wasaci dna na podniesienie.

Jak i palle z muszkietow na Resurekajy nocy
Kiedy ledwo r&owi sie ranna zorza.

Lubuje sie w ozdobnych szatach i przebraniu,
Chatby nie byt prawdziwy malowany Jezus.

Czasem wiergca, to znéw niewierga
Z takimi jak ja samaakze sie w obrzdzie.

W labirynty poztacanych gzymséw baroku
Zapuszczam gj wzywana pieniemwigtych paskich.

Podré&uje w pielgrzymce do miejsc nawiedzonych,
Do zrodia, ktore nagle ze skaty wytrysto.

Przenikam w nagzwspélm krucha¢ i dziecinngé
Synow i cérek cztowieczego rodu.

| wiernie przechowwj modlitwe w katedrze:
Jezu Chryste, Synu Bg, oswie¢ mnie, grzesznika.

6. Jaswiadomd¢, zaczynam siod skory

Gtadkiej czy te porostej gajami wtosow.
Szczeciniasty policzek, pagérek tonowy, pachwina,
Jedynie moje, chionie tylko moje.

A w tej chwili inna, jego czy jewiadomaé

Bada uwanie wlasne ciato w lustrze

Rozumiejc, ze swoje, chociawtasne nie jest.

Czy, dotykajc jednej cielesnai w lustrze
Dotykam kadej, znam cudzswiadoma¢?

Czy wcale nie i ona, niedagna,
Poznaje na swoj tylko, najwdaiejszy, tad?
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Evening devotions of the household in May,
Litanies to the Maiden,
Mother of the Creator.

And |, conscience, contain the orchestra of regitaldirasses
On which the moustachioed ones blew for the Elewati

And musket volleys on Easter Saturday night
When the cold dawn had hardly reddened.

I am fond of sumptuous garments and disguises
Even if there is no truth in the painted Jesus.

Sometimes believing, sometimes not believing,
With others like myself | unite in worship.

Into the labyrinth of gilded baroque cornices
| penetrate, called by the saints of the Lord.

I make my pilgrimage to the miraculous places
Where a spring spurted suddenly from rock.

| enter the common childishness and brittleness
Of the sons and daughters of the human tribe.

And | preserve faithfully the prayer in the catreddr
Jesus Christ, son of God, enlighten me, a sinner.

6. | — consciousness — originate in skin,

Smooth or covered with thickets of hair.

The stubby cheek, the pubes, and the groin

Are mine exclusively, though not only mine.

And at the same instant, he or she — consciousness
Examines its body in a mirror,

Recognizing a familiar which is not quite its own.

Do I, when | touch one flesh in the mirror,
Touch every flesh, learn consciousness of the ®ther

Or perhaps not at all, and it, unattainable,
Perceives in its own, strictly its own, manner?
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7. Nigdy nie kedziesz wiedziat co czej powiedziata.
Poniewa ty mnie wypetniasz, a nie jesterypetniany.

8. Ciepto psbw i esencja, niepoznana, psiio

A jednak czujemyq. W wywieszeniu mokregezyka,
W melancholijnym aksamicie oczu,

W zapachu siéci, innym niz nasz a pokrewnym.
Czlowieczad¢ nasza wtedy wytanieje,

Wspdlna, pulsujca, lizaca, wtochata,

Chet dla pséw to my jesteny jak bogowie
Znikajacy w krysztatowych patacach rozumu,
Niezrozumiatym dziataniem zgiji.

Chee wierzye, ze sity, ktére g nad nami
Oddajc sk operacjom dla nas niedephym
Dotykaja czasami naszych policzkéw i wtosow
| czuja wtedy w sobie to biedne cialo i krew.

9. Kazdy obrzd, zdumiewajce uradzenia ludzkie.
Stroje pod ktérymi poruszapie, a ktore g trwalsze od nich,
Gesty zastygage w powietrzu, do wypetnienia przezzpdéej urodzonych

Stowa, ktére wymawiali nieobecni aagie wymawiane.
Erotyczni, zgadujcy pod tkanin ciemne trojlty uwtosie.
Uwazni na wypukldci w piotnie i jedwabiu.

Tylko dlatego wierni obrgdowi, ze jest tak rény od nich

I unosi s¢ nad nimi, nad ich cieptegiuzowej btony,

Na niepogtej granicy umystu i ciata.

10. Na pewno nie wyjawiatem co naprawdysle.

Bo dlaczego miatbym wyjawé® Zeby mnayé nieporozumienie?
Wyjawia¢, ale komu? Rodgsig, dorastag

W wielkiej przerwie i nie chestyszé co potem.

Niczego i tak nie odwrac Calezycie tak byto.

Wiedzi€ i nie méc odwréd. Az wypadio przyzn&im racg.

Na nic im niepotrzebne jalkielalekiezywoty

| zgadywanie udik, ktére zné beda potomni.

Cambridge, Mass. 1982
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7. You will never know what | feel, she said,
Because you are filling me and are not filled.

8. The warmth of dogs and the essence, inscrutablipggishness.
Yet | feel it. In the lolling of the humid tongue,

In the melancholy velvet of the eyes,

In the scent of fur, different from our own, yelated.

Our humanness becomes more marked then,

The common one, pulsating, slavering, hairy,

Though for the dogs it is we who are like gods

Disappearing in crystal palaces of reason,

Busy with activities beyond comprehension.

| want to believe that the forces above us,
Engaged in doings we cannot imitate,

Touch our cheeks and our hair sometimes

And feel in themselves this poor flesh and blood.

9. Every ritual, astonishing human arrangements.
The dresses in which they move, more durable theyndre,
The gestures that freeze in air, to be filled lsthborn later,

Words that were pronounced by the dead, here #@hih stse.
And erotic: they guess under the fabric

Dark triangles of hair, are attentive to convexitie silk.

Faithful to the ritual because it differs so muadnf their natures,
And soars above them, above the warmth of mucoushrane,
On the incomprehensible borderline between mindfiesth.

10. Certainly, | did not reveal what | really thdug

Why should | reveal it? To multiply misunderstargif
And reveal to whom? They are born, they mature

In a long pause and refuse to know what comes later
Anyway | won't avert anything. All my life it wagke that:
To know and not be able to avert. | must give theason.
They have no use for lives lived sometime in therk
And the torments of their descendants are not togicern.

Cambridge, Mass., 1982

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass

295



O MODLITWIE

Pytasz mnie, jak modlisic do kogd@, kogo nie ma.
Tyle wiem,ze modlitwa buduje most z aksamitu
Po ktérym idziemy podlatag¢ jak na trampolinie
Nad krajobrazy koloru dojrzatego ztota
Przemienione magicznym zatrzymaniemstn
Ten most prowadzi na brzeg Odwrécenia
Gdzie wszystko jzna opak i stowo ,jest”
Odstania sens przeczuwany ledwo.

Zauwa, méwi: ,my". Kazdy z osobna

Czuje tam lité¢ dla innych, uwiktanych w ciato,

| wie, ze gdyby nawet nie byto drugiego brzegu
Na most nad ziemiweszliby tak samo.

Cambridge, Mass., 1982
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ON PRAYER

You ask me how to pray to someone who is not.
All'l know is that prayer constructs a velvet biedg
And walking it we are aloft, as on a springboard,
Above landscapes the color of ripe gold
Transformed by a magic stopping of the sun.

That bridge leads to the shore of Reversal.

Where everything is just the opposite and the vi®rd
Unveils a meaning we hardly envisioned.

Notice: | saywe;there, every one, separately,
Feels compassion for others entangled in the flesh
And knows that if there is no other shore

We will walk that aerial bridge all the same.

Cambridge, Mass., 1982
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STOL |

Tylko ten stét jest pewny. €iki. Z masywnego drzewa.
Przy ktérym ucztujemy jak inni przed nami

Zgadupc pod werniksem dotyki ich palcéw.

Wszystko inne wtpliwe. Takee my, zjawieni

Na chwik pod postaai mezczyzn albo kobiet
(Dlaczego albo-albo?) w strojach namzonych.
Whpatrug sie w nig jakbym widziat jej twarz po raz pierwszy.
| w niego. | w ni. Zebym ich pamitat

W jakiej nieziemskiej strefie czy krainie?

Przygotowug sie na jaki moment?

Na jakie zn6w odégie spomgdzy popiotow?

Jezeli caly jestem tu i kr@j mieso

W tej obegy nad chwiejn wspanialécia morza.

Berkeley, 1983
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TABLE |

Only this table is certain. Heavy. Of massive wood.
At which we are feasting as others have before us,
Sensing under the varnish the touch of other fisiger
Everything else is doubtful. We too, appearing

For a moment in the guise of men or women

(Why either-or?), in preordained dress.

| stare at her, as if for the first time.

And at him. And at her. So that | can recall them

In what unearthly latitude or kingdom?

Preparing myself for what moment?

For what departure from among the ashes?

If | am here, entire, if | am cutting meat

In this tavern by the wobbly splendor of the sea.

Berkeley, 1983
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MOJOSC

.Moi rodzice, méj mz, moja siostra".
Jeméniadanie w kafeterii, zastuchany.
Glosy kobiet szeleszgi spetniaj sie

W rytuale, ktéry jest nam potrzebny.
Katem oka przygidam s¢ ruchliwym ustom
| stodko mi,ze jestem tu na ziemi,
Jeszcze chwgl razem, tu na ziemi,

Zeby celebrowé&nasza mak mojos¢.

Ann Arbor, 1983
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MY-NESS

"My parents, my husband, my brother, my sister".

| am listening in a cafeteria at breakfast.

The women's voices rustle, fulfill themselves

In a ritual no doubt necessary.

I glance sidelong at their moving lips

And | delight in being here on earth

For one more moment, with them, here on earth,
To celebrate our tiny, tiny my-ness.

Ann Arbor, 1983
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POETA SIEDEMDZIESICIOLETNI

Tyzes to, bracie teologu,
Znawco niebioséw i otchtani,
Spodziewajcy sk co roku
Kiedy $leczates nad kstgami,
Ze dotkniesz ostatniego progu.

Zaiste, bardzoponizony,
Splendor myleniu jest odity,
Zeszedté miedzy ludzkie domy
| odptywaja jak okrety

A cel i port ich niewiadomy.

W tawernach siedzisz pg wino,
W zgietku lubujesz sii wrzawie
Glosow co ledwie sjuz gina
Jak muzyki w grajcej szafie.

| gdzie tu mygle¢ nad przyczya.

Raduje ciebie satna ziemia,
Nap6j wywarza s mitosny,

Moc czarodziejska serce zmienia
A przy niej lament wielkopostny,

| tak sk uczysz wybaczenia.

Zartoczny, lekkomyiny, chciwy,

Jak gdybysmier¢ nie dosggata,
Biegniesz wpatrzony w ziemskie dziwy.
W teatrum przewrotnego ciata

Inne co dnia i co godziny.

Tusz i pomadk mie¢ na sobie,
W jedwab ustrdi si¢ i piora,

I w gruchajcej, ptasiej mowie
Udawa, ze tak chce natura.
Tyle rozumiesz, filozofie.
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POET AT SEVENTY

Thus, brother theologian, here you are,
Connoisseur of heavens and abysses,

Year after year perfecting your art,
Choosing bookish wisdom for your mistress,
Only to discover you wander in the dark.

Ai, humiliated to the bone

By tricks that crafty reason plays,

You searched for peace in human homes
But they, like sailboats, glide away,

Their goal and port, alas, unknown.

You sit in taverns drinking wine,
Pleased by the hubbub and the din,
Voices grow loud and then decline
As if played out by a machine

And you accept your quarantine.

On this sad earth no time to grieve,
Love potions every spring are brewing,
Your heart, in magic, finds relief,
Though Lenten dirges cut your cooing.
And thus you learn how to forgive.

Voracious, frivolous, and dazed

As if your time were without end
You run around and loudly praise
Theatrumwhere the flesh pretends
To win the game of nights and days.

In plumes and scales to fly and crawl,
Put on mascara, fluffy dresses,
Attempt to play like beast and fowl,
Forgetting interstellar spaces

Try, my philosopher, this world.
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| cata twoja mdros¢ na nic
Chat na szukaniuycie zbiegto,
| nie wiesz teraz co poradzi
Bo silny trunek, wielkie gkno

| szczscie, ktorezal zostawd.

Berkeley, 1982
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And all your wisdom came to nothing
Though many years you worked and strived
With only one reward and trophy:

Your happiness to be alive

And sorrow that your life is closing.

Berkeley, 1982

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
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CHRONICLES
(1987)
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TO JEDNO

Dolina i nad na lasy w barwach jesieni.
Wedrowiec przybywa, mapa go tutaj wiodta
A moze pamgc¢. Raz, dawno, w sfau,

Kiedy spadt pierwszygnieg, jadc tedy
Doznat radéci, mocnej, bez przyczyny,
Raddci oczu. Wszystko bylo rytmem
Przesuwajcych st drzew, ptaka w locie,
Pocikgu na wiadukcieswietem ruchu.

Wraca po latach, niczego nieda.

Chce jednej tylko, drogocennej rzeczy:

By¢ samym czystym patrzeniem bez nazwy,
Bez oczekiwa, lekéw i nadziei,

Na granicy gdzie kieczy sk ja i nie-ja.

South Hadley, 1985
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THIS ONLY

A valley and above it forests in autumn colors.
A voyager arrives, a map led him here.

Or perhaps memory. Once, long ago, in the sun,
When the first snow fell, riding this way

He felt joy, strong, without reason,

Joy of the eyes. Everything was the rhythm
Of shifting trees, of a bird in flight,

Of a train on the viaduct, a feast of motion.

He returns years later, has no demands.

He wants only one, most precious thing:

To see, purely and simply, without name,
Without expectations, fears, or hopes,

At the edge where there is no | or not-I.

South Hadley, 1985
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W StOJu

Teraz ja z maj wiedz, szanowne trytony

Zblizam st do stoja w ktorym mieszkacie

| patrz jak wznosicie i pionowo ku powierzchni wody
Pokazujc brzuchy, ktérych kolor

Cynobrowy, ptomienny, spokrewnia was

Z alchemicza salamandy zyjaca w ogniu.

Moze dlatego was upolowalem

W sadzawce milzy sosnami) kiedyqulza kwietniowe obtoki
| niostem do miasta w blaszance, dumny z trofeum.
Nie ma was od tak dawna, rozéfggm o chwili

W ktorej zytyscie nigwiadome godzin i lat.

Zwracam st do was, da wam istnienie,

Nawet imk i tytut w ksiestwie gramatyki,

Zeby was koniugagjchront od nicdci.

Sam pewnie w mocy pgd, ktére ogidaja mnie

| przenosz w jakas nad-forng gramatycza,

A ja czekam z nadzigjze porwa mnie i uniog

| trwa¢ bede, jak alchemiczna salamandra w ogniu.

South Hadley, 1985
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IN A JAR

Now, with all my knowledge, honorable newts,

| approach the jar in which you live

And see how you float up vertically to the surface
Showing your bellies of vermilion color,

Color of flame, that makes you akin

To the alchemists' salamander living in fire.

Perhaps that's the reason why | caught you

In a pond between pines when white April cloud®rac
And carried you to town, proud of my trophy.

You vanished so long ago, | ponder the moment
When you lived unaware of hours and years.

| address you, | give you existence —

Even a name and a title in the princedom of gram#ar
To protect you by inflection from nothingness.

Myself no doubt held by powers who observe me
And transfer me to some grammatical hyper-form,
While | wait with the hope that they seize me aadyme up
So that | last like an alchemists' salamanderra fi

South Hadley, 1985

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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PORTRET Z KOTEM

Mata dziewczynka ogta ksizke z wizerunkiem kota,
Ktéry nosi kryz puchad i ma zielone ubranko.

Jej usta, bardzo czerwoneg,®totwarte w mitym zapatrzeniu.
Dzieje sk to w 1910 albo 1912, obraz nie ma daty.
Namalowata go Marjorie C. Murphy, Amerykanka,
Urodzona w 1888, tak jak moja matka, mniejeij.

Patrz na obraz w miasteczku Grinnell, w stanie lowa,
Pod koniec stulecia. Ten kot ze swkjyza

Gdzie jest? A dziewczynka? Czy spotkaterkipdys,
Jedn, z ur&owanych mumii stukagych laslg?

Ale twarz: perkaté¢ noska, okggtos¢ policzka,

Tak wzrusza mnie, zupetnie jak twarz, ktév srodku nocy
Budzc sk, widziatem na poduszce obok.

Kota nie ma, jest w kstce, ksizka, na obrazie.
Dziewczynki nie ma, chijest tutaj, przede nan

Nie utracona nigdy. Prawdziwe nasze spotkanie

W strefach dziedistwa: podziw zwany mike,

Myslenie o dotkniciu, kot w aksamicie.

Berkeley, 1985
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A PORTRAIT WITH A CAT

A little girl looks at a book with a picture of atc

Who wears a fluffy collar and has a green velvetkr

Her lips, very red, are half opened in a sweetnieve

This takes place in 1910 or 1912, the painting $eardate.
It was painted by Marjorie C. Murphy, an American

Born in 1888, like my mother, more or less.

| contemplate the painting in Grinnell, lowa,

At the end of the century. That cat with his collar

Where is he? And the girl? Am | going to meet her,

One of those mummies with rouge, tapping with thaines?
But this face: a tiny pug nose, round cheeks,

Moves me so, quite like a face that I, suddenlylava

In the middle of the night, saw by my side on dopil

The cat is not here, he is in the book, the bodkénpainting.
No girl, and yet she is here, before me

And has never been lost. Our true encounter

Is in the zones of childhood. Amazement called Jove

A thought of touching, a cat in velvet.

Berkeley, 1985

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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MARIA MAGDALENA | JA

Siedem duchoéw nieczystych Marii Magdaleny
Wygnanych z niej modlitwprzez Nauczyciela
Unosi sé w powietrzu lotem nietoperzy,
Podczas gdy ona, z jegflnogs podwinkta,

Druga zgicta w kolanie, siedzi zapatrzona

W wielki palec jej stopy i rzemiesandatu

Jak gdyby po raz pierwszy dziw taki widziata.
Jej wios kasztanowaty zwijagsiv piericienie

| okrywa jej plecy, silne, prawie ¢akie,

Kfadac sk na ramieniu w ciemno-modrej sukni,
Pod kton nagdc jej fosforyzuje.

Twarz jest aizkawa, szyja gtos matowy,

Niski, jakby ochryply, przygotowsdga.

Ale nie powie nic. Na zawsze pogdizy
Zywiotem cielesnéci i drugimzywiotem,
Nadziep, tak zostanie, a wakie obrazu

Inicjaty malarza, ktory jej pmdat.

Berkeley, 1985
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MARY MAGDALEN AND |

The seven unclean spirits of Mary Magdalen
Chased from her by the Teacher with his prayer
Hover in the air in a bat-like flight,

While she, with one leg folded in,

Another bent at the knee, sits staring hard

At her toe and the thong of her sandal

As if she had just noticed such an odd thing.
Her chestnut-brown hair curls in rings

And covers her back, strong, almost virile,
Resting on her shoulder, on a dark-blue dress
Under which her nakedness phosphoresces.
The face is heavyish, the neck harboring

A voice that is low, husky, as if hoarse.

But she will say nothing. Forever between
The element of flesh and the element

Of hope, she stays still. At the canvas's corner
The name of a painter who desired her.

Berkeley, 1985
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JAR POWINNO B¥ W NIEBIE

Jak powinno b§ w niebie wiem, bo tam bywatem.
U jego rzeki. Styszc jego ptaki.

W jego sezonie: latem, zaraz po wschodziécgo
Zrywatem s¢ i biegtem do moich tyseznych prac,
A ogréd byt nadziemski) dany wyoldra.

Zycie sgdzitem uktadajc rytmiczne zakicia,
Tego co ze mmsie dziato nie bardzéwiadomy
Ale dazac, $cigajac bez ustanku

Nazwe i forme. Mysle, ze ruch krwi

Tam powinien by dalej triumfalnym ruchem
Wyzszegoze tak powiem, stopni&e zapach lewkonii
| nasturcja i pszczota i bugay trzmiel,

Czy sama ich esencja, mocniejszatniaj,

Musz tak samo wzywado sedna, w sadrodek
Za labiryntem rzeczy. Bo jakby umyst

Mégt zaprzestapogoni, od Nieskiaczonego
Biorac oczarowanie, dziwrsé, obietnie?

Ale gdzie lzdzie ona, droga nadmiertelnag¢?
Gdzie czas, ktéry nas niszczy i razem ocala?
To juz za trudne dla mnie. Pokéj wieczny

Nie moégtby mi€ porankdw i wieczoréw.

A to juz dostatecznie mowi przeciw niemu.

| zeby sobie na tym potamie teolog.

Rzym, 1986
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HOW IT SHOULD BE IN HEAVEN

How it should be in Heaven | know, for | was there.
By its river. Listening to its birds.

In its season: in summer, shortly after sunrise.

| would get up and run to my thousand works

And the garden was superterrestrial, owned by insgin.
| spent my life composing rhythmical spells

Not quite aware of what was happening to me.

But striving, chasing without cease

A name and a form. | think the movement of blood
Should continue there to be a triumphant one,

Of a higher, | would say, degree. That the smegilbyflower,
That a nasturtium and a bee and a ladybug

Or their very essence, stronger than here,

Must summon us just the same to a core, to a center
Beyond the labyrinth of things. For how could thidn
Stop its hunt, if from the Infinite

It takes enchantment, avidity, promise?

But where is our, dear to us, mortality?

Where is time that both destroys and saves us?

This is too difficult for me. Peace eternal

Could have no mornings and no evenings,

Such a deficiency speaks against it.

And that's too hard a nut for a theologian to crack

Rome, 1986

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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ALE KSKZKI

Ale ksiazki beda na polkach, prawdziwe istoty,

Ktore zjawity sk raz,swieze, jeszcze wilgotne,

Niby Isniace kasztany pod drzewem w jesieni,

| dotykane, pieszczone, trivaaczty

Mimo tun na horyzoncie, zamkow wylasigiych w powietrze
Plemion w pochodzie, planet w ruchu.

Jestémy — mowity, nawet kiedy wydzierano z nich karty
Albo litery zlizywat buzujcy ptomien.

O ilez trwalsze od nas, ktérych utomne ciepto

Stygnie razem z pagtia, rozprasza gj ginie.

Wyobrazam sobie ziergikiedy mnie nie bdzie

| nic, zadnego ubytku, dalej dziwowisko,

Suknie kobiet, mokry famin, piesn w dolinie.

Ale ksiazki beda na potkach, dobrze urodzone,

Z ludzi, cha tez z jasndci, wysokdaci.

Berkeley, 1986
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AND YET THE BOOKS

And yet the books will be there on the shelvesasatp beings,
That appeared once, still wet

As shining chestnuts under a tree in autumn,

And, touched, coddled, began to live

In spite of fires on the horizon, castles blown up,
Tribes on the march, planets in motion.

"We are", they said, even as their pages

Were being torn out, or a buzzing flame

Licked away their letters. So much more durable
Than we are, whose frail warmth

Cools down with memory, disperses, perishes.

| imagine the earth when | am no more:

Nothing happens, no loss, it's still a strange page
Women's dresses, dewy lilacs, a song in the valley-
Yet the books will be there on the shelves, wethbo
Derived from people, but also from radiance, height

Berkeley, 1986

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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NA PQZEGNANIE MOJEZONY JANINY

Kobietyzatobnice swaj sioste oddawaty oghiowi
| ogien, ten sam na ktory patrz§tny razem,

Ona i ja, w matenstwie diugie lata,

Ztaczeni przysiga na zte i dobre, ogie
Kominkow zim, kampingdw, pailcych st miast,
Elementarny, czysty, z pogtkéw planety ziemi,
Zdejmowat jej wlosy, strumienigge, siwe,

Imat sk ust i szyi, wchianialg, ogien,

Do ktérego ¢zyki ludzkie poréwnuj mitos¢.

Mnie byto nie do ¢zykdéw. Ani do stow modlitwy.

Kochatem §, nie wiedac kim byta naprawel
Zadawatem jej bol, goat za mog utuds.
Zdradzalemg z kobietami, jej jednej wiemy.
Zaznalsmy wiele szcgscia i wiele nieszagcia,
Rozhkki, cudownych ocali A tutaj ten popidt.

I morze bipce o brzegi kiedy idpust alep.

I morze bipce o brzegi. | uniwersaldé doswiadczenia.
Jak bront sie przeciw nicdci? Jaka moc
Przechowuje co bylo, feli nie trwa pamic¢?

Bo ja mato pamgitam. Tak bardzo malo pagéam.
Zaiste, wrocenie chwil oznaczalobydSOstateczny,
Ktory nam Litas¢ chyba odracza z dnia na dzie

Ogien, wyzwolenie z gjzkosci. Jabtko nie spada na ziemi
Gora porusza siz miejsca. Za ogniem-kurtgn

Baranek stoi naate niezniszczalnych form.

Dusze w cz¥¢cu gorej. Heraklit szalony

Patrzy jak ptomié trawi fundamentygwiata.

Czy wierz w ciat zmartwychwstanie? Nie tego popiotu.
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ON PARTING WITH MY WIFE, JANINA

Women mourners were giving their sister to fire.
And fire, the same as we looked at together,

She and |, in marriage through long years,

Bound by an oath for good or ill, fire

In fireplaces in winter, campfires, fires of burgiaities,
Elemental, pure, from the beginnings of the Earth,
Was taking away her streaming hair, gray,

Seized her lips and her neck, engulfed her, fire
That in human languages designates love.

| thought nothing of languages. Or of words of gray

I loved her, without knowing who she really was.

| inflicted pain on her, chasing my illusion.

| betrayed her with women, though faithful to hatyo

We lived through much happiness and unhappiness,
Separations, miraculous rescues. And now, this ash.
And the sea battering the shore when | walk thetgingulevard.
And the sea battering the shore. And ordinary sarro
How to resist nothingness? What power

Preserves what once was, if memory does not last?

For | remember little. | remember so very little.

Indeed, moments restored would mean the Last Jualgme
That is adjourned from day to day, by Mercy perhaps

Fire, liberation from gravity. An apple does ndt,fa

A mountain moves from its place. Beyond the firetain,

A lamb stands in the meadow of indestructible forms
The souls in Purgatory burn. Heraclitus, crazy,

Sees the flame consuming the foundations of thédwor
Do | believe in the Resurrection of the Flesh? dfdhis ash.
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Wzywam, zaklinam: rozwgcie sk, elementy!
Ulatujcie w inne, niech przyjdzie, krélestwo!
Za ogniem ziemskim zf&ie sk na nowo!

Berkeley, 1986
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I call, | beseech: elements, dissolve yourselves!
Rise into the other, let it come, kingdom!
Beyond the earthly fire compose yourselves anew!

Berkeley, 1986

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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LA BELLE EPOQUE

LE TRANSSYBERIEN

Koleja Transsyberyjskjechatem do Krasnojarska
Z niani Litwinka, z mamusi, dwuletni kosmopolita,
Uczestnik przyobiecanej europejskiej ery.

Tatus polowat na marale w Sdjskich gorach.

Ela i Nina biegaly po play w Biarritz.

Tak, to dzialo & w 1913 roku. Wtedy ubiegte sto lat podawano zagpvst
jedynie do prawdziwie europejskiej, a nawet kosntibpgznej epoki. Fran-
cuskie romanse wzoltych oktadkach byly czytane nad Dunajem i Wist
Dnieprem i Wolg. Zniwiarki McCormick chodzity po polach Ukrainy.
Ledwo Oscar Wilde stat sidla pokwitajcych estetéw najwkszym nazwis-
kiem, juwz miodzi buntownicy znaldi zwiastuna wyzwolonych mas w Walcie
Whitmanie, a paryska bohema uczyla; stagadkowej duszy stowfakie]
z Ballets russes powiesci Dostojewskiego. Co raz to ktdrywyrafinowany
poeta z Wiednia pielgrzymowat do Moskwywictego miasta,zeby tam
stuch& dzwieku dzwonow. Towarzystwo wielu krajow spotykatoe siatem
u wéd w Marienbadzie albo na Lazurowym Brzegu, mogavysytaty swoich
suchotnikbw do sanatoriow w Davos. Poeci zhcstawic miedzynarodowe
ekspresy i jeden z nich napisat poemat ,La ProseTdanssibérien". Tote
stawiapc w Petersburgu neg na stopniu pierwszego zobaczonego samo-
chodu blyszczcego czarnym lakierem, a ngstie przekraczag Ural, bylem
w harmonii z duchem wieku. Wtedy to miodyzymier Aleksander Mitosz,
absolwent Politechniki Ryskiej, polowat w tajdze mboczach gér Sajakich,
tam gdzie rzeka Jenisiej w swoim goérnym biegu wigta wawo0z pltyrac na
potnoc, ku réwninom i Oceanowi Lodowatemu. Byta pmra rykowiska
syberyjskich jeleni zwanych tam maralami i ggoie echa niosty siodbite od
lesnych stokéw, na ktérych cytrynowiite brzozy urozmaicaly tu i 6wdzie
ciemry zielen cedrow. Mitody cztowiek byt lekki, przesadzat berudu
mchem pokryte gtazy i wdychat z rozkaszhtodne powietrze jesieni. Prawie
tozsamy z nim teraz, czgjsprzystas¢ skradania si podrzut eki i pewnds¢
w chwili strzatu, ze sk nie chybito. | mae uniwersalné& naszych dozna
tak dwa dlatego,ze jestémy czstka tego samego ludzkiego rodu, wystarcza
zebym przez chwdl byt pietnastoletni Ela, wtedy kiedy biegnie na spotkanie
wzbierajcej, szumicej fali Atlantyku? Albo kiedy stoi nago przed Iesn,
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LA BELLE EPOQUE

THE TRANS-SIBERIAN RAILWAY

On the Trans-Siberian Railway | traveled to Krasars,

With my Lithuanian nurse, with my mama; a two-yeét-cosmopolitan,
A participant in the promised European era.

My dad hunted marals in the Sayan Mountains,

Ela and Nina were running on the beach in Biarritz.

Yes, this happened in 1913. The past hundred years then considered as
merely a preface to a truly European and even cpstlitan epoch. French
novels in yellow covers were read on the Danube #m Vistula, on the
Dnieper and the Volga. McCormick harvesters wergking in the fields of
the Ukraine. Oscar Wilde had hardly become a mafpretudding aesthetes
before young rebels found the herald of the liktatmasses in Walt
Whitman, while the Parisian boheme learned aboat éhigmatic Slavic soul
from ballets russesand Dostoevsky's novels. Again and again some e®fin
poet would go on a pilgrimage to Moscow, the haly,cto listen there to the
sound of bells. A society of many countries wouleéetnin summer at the
waters in Marienbad or on the Cote d'Azur, familie®uld send their
consumptive sons and daughters to the sanatorinniBavos. Poets began to
praise international express trains and one of therate a poem entitled
"La Prose du Transsibérien." Thus, in St. Petegsbuynutting my foot on
the running board of an automobile glimmering wittack enamel, and then
crossing the Urals, | was in harmony with the $pafi the age. It was at that
time that a young civil engineer, Aleksander Milosalumnus of Riga
Polytechnic, hunted in the taiga of the Sayan Maimst where the river
Yenissei, in its upper run, flowing to the nortloward the plains and the
Glacial Ocean, carved a gorge. It was mating seasoSiberian deer called
marals, their bellowings resounded and echoed amfongst slopes where
lemon-yellow birches contrasted with the dark gremfncedars. The young
man was light-footed, he leaped effortlessly acrossss-covered rocks and
breathed in the cold autumn air with delight. Ngadentical with him now,

| feel the ease of his stalking, the thrust of hand, and a certainty, at the
moment of shooting, that he did not miss. And ppshéhe community of
our experiences, considerable, as we are partheofsame species, is enough
to make me for a short while a fifteen-year-old ®lgen she runs to meet
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rozplata czarny warkocz§liczna, swiadoma tego,ze jest sliczna, dotyka
brunatnych tarcz na piersiach i przez krétko daznafnienia, ktére wydcza
ja ze wszystkiego, czegoa j nauczono: dygrt, uktondéw, marynarskich
kotnierzy, halek, zachowiasie przy stole, guwernantek, wagonéw sypialnych,
pandéw z zaczesanymi w szpicasami, kobiet w gorsetach i tiurniurach,
o ktorych mowito si: damy albo: kokoty, katechizmu, listy grzechéw quiz
spowiedza, lekcji muzyki, francuskich stowek, udawanej nabéei, grzecz-
nosci wobec staby, wiedzy o swoim pagu. OKnienie: to wcale nie tak, bo
napraw@ zupetnie inaczej. Nie trzeba nikomu o tym méwiylko sobie. Jak
dobrze jest siebie dotykai nie wierzy im nic a nic, i wsgdzie, w stdcu,
w oblokach nad morzem, w szumie przyplywu, we wjasnciele, czd to
samoinne.

Berkeley, 1985
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a swelling, rustling wave of the Atlantic? Or whehe stands naked before
a mirror, unplaits her black tress, pretty, and ravshe is pretty, touches the
brown disks on her breasts and in a flash expez®ng revelation which

excludes her from everything she had been taugiseying, bows, sailor's
collars, petticoats, behavior at the table, goveses, sleeping cars, gent-
lemen with their moustaches combed into spikes, &monin corsets and

tournures, of whom one says either "ladies" or dtiss", the catechism,
the list of sins before confession, music lessofRgnch verbs, pretended
naivete, politeness toward servants, knowledgehef amount of your dowry.

Revelation: it is not like that at all, in realiiy is completely different. One

should not tell this to anybody, only to oneselfowd good it is to touch

oneself and not to believe them even a bit, andyaeere, in the sun, in the
white clouds above the sea, in the rustling of wayes, in one's own body to
feel this: completely different.

Berkeley, 1985

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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PIERWSZE WYKONANIE
(1913)

Orkiestra stroita instrumentyeby wykonywa Swieto Wiosny.
Styszycie te pochody piszczatek, toskotphdw i blach?
Dionizos nadchodzi, wraca dlugo wygnany Dionizos.
Skonczyto sk panowanie Galilejczyka.

Coraz to bledszy, bezcielesny,dsicowy,

Rozwiewa s}, zostawiajc nam ciemne katedry

Z barwm wody witrazu i dzwonkiem na Podniesienie.
Szlachetny rabbi, ktory oznajmiak kedziezyt wiecznie

| ocali swoich przyjaciot, wzbudzag ich z prochu.

Dionizos nadchodzi, btyska oliwno-ztoty edizy ruinami nieba.
Krzyk jego, ziemskiej rozkoszy, echo niesie na dkwmierci.

Berkeley, 1985
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FIRST PERFORMANCE
(1913)

The orchestra tuned its instruments to perfdima Rite of Spring.

You hear those marches of woodwinds, the rumbtyotbals and drums?
Dionysus arrives, the long-exiled Dionysus returns.

The rule of the Galilean is ended.

More and more pale, fleshless, moon-like,

He fades away, leaving to us dark cathedrals

With the colored water of stained glass and hatid fer Elevation.
The noble-minded rabbi who announced that he wingédorever

And would save his friends, raising them from ashes

Dionysus arrives, he glimmers, olive-gold, amorgythins of Heaven.
His cry, of earthly ecstasy, is carried by the eichiie praise of death.

Berkeley, 1985

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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SZESC WYKLADOW WIERSZEM

WYKLAD |

Jalkze wam opowiedzi? Do jakich odestawas kronik?
Wyobrazcie sobie mtodzica, ktéry idzie brzegiem jeziora
W upalne przedpotudnie. Szaksie panny wodne

Nad sitowiem, jak zawsze. Ale jeszcze nie ma
Niczego co miato b§ Zrozumcie: niczego.

Czy tez moze jest, ale niedokonane:

Ciata wyznaczone dla ran, miasta dla zniszczenia,
Bol nieobgtej liczby, kady inny,

Cement na krematoria, fitwa do podziatu,

Mordercy wylosowani — ty, i ty, i ty.

A tak. | odrzutowiec. Tranzystor. Video.

Ludzie na ksizycu. Ten idzie i nie wie.

Zbliza sk do zatoczki, niby to plgy.

Opala st tam towarzystwo z dworku-pensjonatu,
Panowie i panie, nudey sk,

W rozmowie o kto z kim, brydi i nowym tango.
Ten miody cziowiek to ja. Bytem nim, me jestem
Chat mingto p6t wieku. Pamjtam i nie pamgtam
Jego i ich oddzielenie. On inny, obcy, obcy.
Zamknkci w jego umyle odjezdzaja, gina,

On nimi gardzi, edzia, obserwator.

Tak oto chorobliwéé wieku pokwitania
Odgaduje choraphistorycznej fazy,

Ktdra nie skaczy sk dobrze. Czego nieiadomi
Zastuguj na kae: chcielizy¢, nic wigce;.

Fala, okruchy trzciny nawirach, obtoki.

Za wody dachy wioski, las, i wyobeaia,

W niej zydowskie miasteczka, pagj na réwninie.
Abyssus. Ziemia gichwieje. Czy to tylko teraz
Kiedy tutaj otwieram labirynty czasu,

Tak jakby wiedzié znaczyto rozumie

A za oknem kolibry odprawiajtaniec?
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SIXLECTURES IN VERSE

LECTURE |

How to tell it all? Referring to what chronicles?
Imagine a young man walking by a lake shore

On a hot afternoon. Dragonflies, diaphanous,
Over the rushes as always, But nothing of whatt®toe
Has yet arrived. Understand: nothing.

Or perhaps it has, but is unfulfilled.

Bodies assigned for wounds, cities for destruction,
Pain of uncounted numbers, each pain one's own.
Concrete for crematoria, States for partitioning,
Assassins drawn by lot: you, and you, and you.
Yes. And the jet. The transistor. The video.

Men on the moon. He walks and doesn't know.

He comes to a little bay, a kind of beach.

People on vacation are there sunbathing.

Gentlemen and ladies, bored, talk about

Who is sleeping with whom, bridge, and a new tango.
That young man is me. | was him, perhaps still am
Though half a century has passed. | remember antir@member
How they and he were at odds. He is differentnalie
Prisoners of his mind, they flash by and vanish.

He scorns them, a judge, observer.

Thus the sickliness of adolescence

Divines the sickness of an era

That will not end well. Those who are unaware
Deserve to be punished: they wanted only to live.

A wave, bits of reed on gravel, white clouds.

Beyond the water, village roofs, a wood. And imadjion.

In it, Jewish towns, a train crossing the flatlands

Abyss, The earth is swaying. Does it sway only now
When | throw open the labyrinths of time,

As if to know meant to comprehend,

And beyond the window hummingbirds perform theinck?
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Powinienem byt. Co powinienem bytepdziesit pie¢ lat temu?
Zyé w radgci. W harmonii. W wierze. W pojednaniu.

Jak gdyby ména bylo. A péniej zdziwienie:

Czemu nie byli mdrzy? Niby s¢ uklada

Gra przyczyny i skutku? Nie, toAevatpliwe.

Odpowiedzialny bdzie kady kto oddychat.

Powietrzem? Nierozumem? UhRlldey?

Niejasny, tak jak kady, ktozyt tam i wtedy,

Spowiadam siprzed wami, moja mtoda klaso.
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I should have... | should have what fifty-five yeaigo?

1 should have lived in joy. In harmony. In faith.peace.

As if that had been possible. And later, stupedacti

Why hadn't they been wiser? It all appears now segaence
Of cause and effect. No, that too is doubtful.

Everyone's responsible who ever breathed —

Air? Unreason? lllusion? ldea?

Like everyone who lived there and then, | didré skearly.
This | confess to you, my young students.
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WYKLAD I

Czute matki i siostryzony i kochanki.
Pomyélcie o nich.Zyly i miaty imiona.
Widzialem na garcej plazy Adriatyku

Wtedy, medzy wojnami, dziewczyntak piekna,
Ze chciatemg zatrzyma w niepowrotnej chwili.
Jej wysmukiac¢ opigta kostiumem z jedwabiu
(Przed e tworzyw sztucznych), koloru indygo,
Czy tez ultramaryny. Oczy, fiotkowe,

Wiosy blond, lekko rdzawe: cérka patrycjuszy,
Rycerskich rodow me, pewnie sipajaca.
Jasnowtosi mtodziecy, réwnie urodziwi,

Byli jej swita. Sigrid albo Inge,

Z domu gdzie zapach cygar, dobrobyt, pdek.

.Nie odjezdzaj, szalona. W rzby hieratyczne
Schra sie, w mozaiki katedr, ztotobarwne zorze,
Zostar echem na wodach o zachodzienst

Nie gub siebie, nie ufaj. Nie wzniostoi chwala,
Maltpi cyrk ciebie wzywa, twoj obezl plemienny".

Tak mogtbym jej powiedzie Esencja? Osoba?
Dusza niepowtarzalna? A daierodzenia

| miejsce urodzenia, niby uklad gwiazd,
Kontroluja kim bedzie?Zeby p uwiodta

Mito §¢ do obyczaju, postusastwo-cnota?

Mylit si¢ jednak Dante. Nie takesbdbywa.

Wyrok jest kolektywny. Wieczne pgtienie

Musiatoby ich spotkawszystkich, tak jest, wszystkich.
Co chyba niemdiwe. Jezus ma przed spb

Imbryki w kwiaty, kawe, filozofowanie,

Landszaft, bicie zegara na vjeratusza.

Nikogo nie przekona,egazny, czarnooki,

Z garbatym nosem, w niechlujnej odzaje
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LECTURE Il

Mothers and sisters, tender wives and lovers.
Think of them. They lived and had names.

| saw on a radiant Adriatic beach

Between the Wars, a girl so beautiful

| wanted to stop her in the irrevocable moment.
Her slenderness clasped by a silk bathing suit
(Before the era of plastic), color of indigo

Or ultramarine. Her eyes, violet,

Hair, blond touched with russet. Daughter of péris,
Of a lordly clan perhaps, striding confidently.
Fair-haired young men, as handsome as she,
Served as her retinue. Sigrid or Inge

From a house scented with cigars, well-being, order

"Don't go off, fool. Better to take refuge

In hieratic sculptures, church mosaics, rosy golis.
Stay as an echo on waters at sunset.

Don't destroy yourself, don't trust. Not splendod glory,
But an apish circus calls you, your tribal rite".

So | could have told her. An essence, a person?
A soul, unique? While day of birth

And place of birth, like a planetary house,
Control what she'll be: seduced by her love

Of native customs, by her obedient virtue.

Dante was wrong, alas. It doesn't happen that way.

The verdict is collective. Eternal damnation

Should have afflicted all of them, yes, all.

Which is no doubt impossible. Jesus has to face

Flowery teapots, coffee, philosophizing,

Landscapes with deer, the sound of the clock omative hall.
Nobody will be convinced by him, black-eyed,

A hooked nose, the dirty clothes
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Jenca czy niewolnika, jeden z tych wiGgw,
Ktérych stusznie wytawia i usuwa fostwo.
Teraz kiedy wiem dio, wtasne moje winy
Musz sobie wybaczg do ich win podobne:
Chciatem doréwnainnym, by zawsze jak oni,
Zamkraé uszy, nie styszewezwania prorokow.
Dlatego 4 rozumiem. Zaciszny dom, ziéle

| z glebin piekia fuga Sebastiana Bacha.
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Of a convict or slave, one of those drifters

The State justly catches and disposes of.

Now, when | know so much, | have to forgive

My own transgressions, not unlike theirs:

I wanted to equal others, behave just like them.

To shut my ears, not to hear the call of prophets.
That's why | understand her. A snug home, a garden,
And from the depths of Hell, a fugue of Bach.
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WYKLAD Il

Biedna ludzké¢ koczuje na dworcowych ptytach.

Uszate czapki, chustki, waciaki, totuby.

Spi pokotem, czeka na pag. Zawiewa mrozem od drzwi.
Wchodz nowi, strasap snieg, przybywa btota.

Wiem, ze nie dla was wiedza o Smasku czy Saratowie.
Co i lepiej. Kto mae, niech unika

Wspdtczucia, tego bolu wyobiai.

Wiec nie kede doktadny. Ledwo urywki, zarys.

Ukazup sig. Jest ich czworo. Trzecheitzyzn i kobieta.
Skora ich diugich butéw rgkka, pierwszej klasy,

Kurty z drogiego btamu. Ruchy pewne, zwinne.
Prowadza na smyczy wilczury. Spéjrzcie naani
Szerok, trocke senn, dobrze wykochan

Spoghdajaca wzgardliwie spod czapki bobrowe;j.

Czyz nie dowodzi jasno do kogo najewtadza,
Kto bierze tu nagrogP Ideologicza,

Jezeli kto tak woli. Bowiem nic tu nie jest
Jawne, zawsze w przebraniu rytualnej frazy,
Chocia strach jest prawdziwy, ludzie pokorni,
| tam skd jedzie tych czworo, énieznej zawiei,
Prawdziwy drut kolczasty, wyszki obozu.

Na Kongresie Obncéw Kultury w Paryu,
Wiosm 1935, mdj kolega student
Wedrujacy po Europie, Gunther z Marburga
Smiat sk. Wielbiciel Stefana George,
Pisywat wiersze o rycerskich cnotach

I nosit kieszonkowe wydanie Nietzschego.
Miat nastpnie zgir¢, maze pod Smolaskiem.
Od czyjej kuli? Jednego z tyspiacych?
Nadzorcy z wilczurami? Wnia zza drutow?
Tej Nadi albo Iriny? Nic nie wiedziat o nich.
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LECTURE I

Poor humanity is camping on train station floors.

Caps with earflaps, babushkas, quilted jacketgiens.

They sleep side by side, waiting for a train. Cllows in through the doorway.
New arrivals shake off snow, adding to the mud.

| know it's not for you, that knowledge of SmolenSkratov.
And better it is not. If one can, let him avoid
Compassion, that ache of imagination.

So | won't labor this. Just fragments, an outline.

They appear. The guards. Three men and one woman.
The leather of their long boots is soft, first-alas

Coats of expensive fur. Movements arrogant, confide
Leading on leash their German shepherds. Lookrat he
Large, still sleepy, well fucked in bed,

Glancing scornfully from under a beaver cap.

Doesn't she clearly show who holds the power here,
Who takes the prize? Ideological,

If you prefer. For nothing here is professed,

All is disguised in a ritual phrase,

Though the fear is real, people obedient,

And where are these four coming from, in a snowstor
Real barbed wire, watchtowers of a camp.

At the Congress for the Defense of Culture in Paris
In spring 1935, my fellow student,

Wandering across Europe, Gunther from Marburg,
Chuckled. An admirer of Stefan George,

He would write poems on knightly valor

And carried a pocket edition of Nietzsche.

He was to die, perhaps near Smolensk.

From whose bullet? One of those here asleep.

Of the guard with the dogs? Of a camp inmate?

Of this Nadia or Irina? About them, he knew nothing
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WYKLAD IV

Z rzeczywistécia co zrobimy? W stowach gdzie ona?
Ledwo mignie, ja znika. Niepoliczoneywoty
Nigdy nie wspominane. Miasta na mapach
Bez twarzy na pierwszymgirze w domu przy rynku,
Bez ich dwojga w krzakach koto gazowni.
Sezony powracage, gorskigniegi, morza,
Obracajca st niebieska kula ziemi,

A milcza, ktérzy biegli w artyleryjskim ogniu,
Przypadali do grudy;eby uchronita,

I ci, ktérych wywaono z domu @wicie,

I ci, ktérzy wypelzli spod stosu krwaadych ciat.
A ja tutaj, instruktor od niepartania,
Pouczamze bol mija (bo jest bolem innych),
Dalej ratujpc w myslach panr Jadwig;,

Mata garbusk, bibliotekark z zawodu,

Ktéra zgireta w schronie tamtej kamienicy
Uwazanej za pewq) a zapadia gj

I nikt nie mogt dokopésie przez ptaty muru,
Chat wiele dni styszano stukania i gtosy.
Wiec na wieki, na zawsze, zagubionegmi

Jej ostatnie godziny nieznane nikomu,

| czas j unosacy, w warstwie Pliocenu.
Prawdziwy wrdg czlowieka jest uogdlinienie.
Prawdziwy wrdg cztowieka, tak zwana Historia,
Zaleca si i straszy swgj liczba mnog.

Nie wierzcie jej. Podgpna i zdradliwa,

Nie jest anty-Natuy, jak Marks nam zalecat,

A jezeli boging, to$lepego Fatum.

Szkielecik panny Jadwigi, miejsce

Gdzie pulsowato serce. To jedno kad
Przeciw konieczrgei, prawu, teorii.
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LECTURE IV

Reality, what can we do with it? Where is it in ds?
Just as it flickers, it vanishes. Innumerable lives
Unremembered. Cities on maps only,

Without that face in the window, on the first floty the market,
Without those two in the bushes near the gas plant.
Returning seasons, mountain snows, oceans,

And the blue ball of the Earth rotates,

But silent are they who ran through artillery fire,
Who clung to a lump of clay for protection,

And those deported from their homes at dawn

And those who have crawled out from under a pilbaxfies,
While here, I, an instructor in forgetting,

Teach that pain passes (for it's the pain of ojhers
Still in my mind trying to save Miss Jadwiga,

A little hunchback, librarian by profession,

Who perished in the shelter of an apartment house
That was considered safe but toppled down

And no one was able to dig through the slabs of, wal
Though knocking and voices were heard for many .days
So a name is lost for ages, forever,

No one will ever know about her last hours,

Time carries her in layers of the Pliocene.

The true enemy of man is generalization.

The true enemy of man, so-called History,

Attracts and terrifies with its plural number.

Don't believe it. Cunning and treacherous,

History is not, as Marx told us, anti-nature,

And if a goddess, a goddess of blind fate.

The little skeleton of Miss Jadwiga, the spot

Where her heart was pulsating. This only

| set against necessity, law, theory.
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WYKLAD V

Jezus Chrystus zmartwychwstat. Ktokolwiek w to wyer

Nie powinien zachowywasi¢ tak jak my,

Ktorzy stracilsmy gor i dot, prawo i lewo, niebiosa, otchtanie,
A probujemy jaké przebra¢, w autach, w teach,

Mezczyzni chwytapc sk kobiet, kobiety mzczyzn,

Zapadajc sk, podnoszc, stawiajc kawe,

Smarujc chleb, bo znéw jeden daie

| jeden rok. Powraca czas prezentéw.
Choinki rozjarzone, girlandy, muzyczio
Dla nas, prezbiterian, katolikbw, luteranéw.
Stodko w fawce kecielnejspiewa z innymi,
Dzickowa® za to,ze dalej razem jestmy,

Za dar wtérzenia Stowu, teraz, od wiekow.

Radujemy si, ze omirgto nas nieszegcie

Krajow o ktorych czytamy, tam gdzie niewolni

Klecza przed pastwem-idolem, z jego imieniem na ustach
Zyja i umierap, nie wiedac, ze s niewolni.

Jakkolwiek by to byto, z nami zawsze Kga,

A w niej cudowne znaki, rady i nakazy

Niehigieniczne, prawda, i z ragdkiem sprzeczne

Ale dosy ze 1, na niemej ziemi.

To jakby ognisko grzato nas w jaskini

Kiedy na zewntrz stop zimne ognie gwiazd.

Milcza teologowie. A filozofowie

Nie odwaa sie nawet spyté& ,Coz jest prawda?"

| tak, po wielkich wojnach, w niezdecydowaniu,

Prawieze dobrej woli ale niezupetnie,

Pracujemy z nadzigj A teraz niech kaly

Wyzna sobie. ,Zmartwychwstat?" ,Nie wiem czy zmaythwstat".
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LECTURE V

"Christ has risen." Whoever believes that

Should not behave as we do,

Who have lost the up, the down, the right, the lefavens, abysses,
And try somehow to muddle on, in cars, in beds,

Men clutching at women, women clutching at men,

Falling, rising, putting coffee on the table,

Buttering bread, for here's another day.

And another year. Time to exchange presents.
Christmas trees aglow, music,

All of us, Presbyterians, Lutherans, Catholics,
Like to sit in the pew, sing with others,

Give thanks for being here together still,

For the gift of echoing the Word, now and in alkag

We rejoice at having been spared the misfortune

Of countries where, as we read, the enslaved

Kneel before the idol of the State, live and dighwitis name
On their lips, not knowing they're enslaved.

However that may be, The Book is always with us,

And in it, miraculous signs, counsels, orders.
Unhygienic, it's true, and contrary to common sense
But they exist and that's enough on the mute earth.

It's as if a fire warmed us in a cave

While outside the golden rain of stars is motiosles

Theologians are silent. And philosophers

Don't even dare ask: "What is truth?"

And so, after the great wars, undecided,

With almost good will but not quite,

We plod on with hope. And now let everyone
Confess to himself. "Has he risen?" "l don't know".
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WYKLAD VI

Bezgraniczna historia trwata w tym momencie
Kiedy przetamat chleb i wypit wino.

Rodzili sk, pragrli, umierali.

Takie ttumy, na Boga! Jak to jest utigve

Ze wszyscy chcieltyé¢, a nie ma ich?

Nauczycielka prowadzi sznurekepiolatkdw
Marmurowymi salami muzeum.

Sadowi grzecznych chlopcéw i dziewczynki
Na posadzce przed wielkim obrazem.
Objasnia, mowi: szyszak, miecz, bogowie,
Gora, obtoki, orzet, blyskawica.

Umie, a oni widz pierwszy raz.

Jej gardio nietrwate, jej orgargnskie,
Kolorowa suknia, kremydwiecidta

Objete przebaczeniem. Co nie jestbj
Przebaczeniem? Brak wiedzy, beztroska niewinnych
Wotatyby o poms{, wzywaty wyroku
Gdybym to ja byt edzia. Nie kede, nie jestem.
W chwale odnawia sibiedna chwila ziemi.
W réwnoczesnéxi, teraz, tu, i co dzie

Chleb zamienia siw ciato, wino w krew.

A to, co niemaliwe i nie do zniesienia
Zostaje znOw przyje, rozpoznane.

Pewnie, pocieszam was. Pocieszaméadiebie.
Niewiele pocieszony. Drzewa-kandelabry
Nioss zieloneswiece. | magnolie kwitq

To tez jest rzeczywiste. Wielki zgietk ustaje.
Pamg¢ zamyka swoje ciemne wody.

A tamci, jak za szklem, patfzmilcza.

Berkeley, 1985
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LECTURE VI

Boundless history lasted in that moment

When he was breaking bread and drinking wine.
They were being born, they desired, they died.
My God, what crowds! How is it possible

That all of them wanted to live and are no more?

A teacher leads a flock of five-year-olds

Through the marble halls of a museum.

She seats them on the floor, polite boys

And girls, facing a huge painting,

And explains: "A helmet, a sword, the gods,

A mountain, white clouds, an eagle, lightning."

She is knowing, they see for the first time.

Her fragile throat, her female organs,

Her multicolored dress, creams, and trinkets

Are embraced by forgiveness. What is not embraced
By forgiveness? Lack of knowledge, innocent uncomce
Would cry for vengeance, demand a verdict

Had | been a judge. | won't be, I'm not.

In splendor the earth's poor moment renews itself.
Simultaneously, now, here, every day

Bread is changed into flesh, wine into blood,

And the impossible, what no one can bear,

Is again accepted and acknowledged.

I'm consoling you, of course. Consoling myself also
Not very much consoled. Trees-candelabra

Carry their green candles. And magnolias bloom.
This too is real. The din ceases.

Memory closes down its dark waters.

And those, as if behind a glass, stare out, silent.

Berkeley, 1985

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Leonard Nathan
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DALSZE OKOLICE

PROVINCES
(1991)
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KUZNIA

Podobat mi & miech, poruszany sznurem.
Moze rka, ma@e nany pedal, nie pamiam.
Ale to dmuchanie, rozjarzanie ognia!

| kawalzelaza w ogniu, trzymanygami,
Czerwony, ju miegkki, gotow do kowadta,
Bity mtotem, zginany w podkoyy

Rzucany w kubet z wad syk i para.

| konie uwihzane, ktore &da kug,

Podrzucaj grzywami i w trawie nad rzek
Lemiesze, ptozy, brony do naprawy.

U wejscia, czujic bos podeszw klepisko.
Tutaj bucha gerco, a za ma obtoki.
| patrz, patrz. Do tego bylem wezwany:
Do pochwalania rzeczy, dlatege s.

Berkeley, 1989
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BLACKSMITH SHOP

| liked the bellows operated by rope.

A hand or foot pedal — | don't remember which.

But that blowing, and the blazing of the fire!

And a piece of iron in the fire, held there by teng
Red, softened for the anvil,

Beaten with a hammer, bent into a horseshoe,
Thrown in a bucket of water, sizzle, steam.

And 'horses hitched to be shod,

Tossing their manes; and in the grass by the river
Plowshares, sledge runners, harrows waiting foairep

At the entrance, my bare feet on the dirt floor,
Here, gusts of heat; at my back, white clouds.
| stare and stare. It seems | was called for this:
To glorify things just because they are.

Berkeley, 1989

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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ADAM | EWA

Adam i Ewa czytali o malpie waieli,
Ktéra wskoczyta do wanny dladujac pani
| zaczta kreci¢ kurkami: gwattu! gogco!
Pani nadbiega, w peniuarze, jepdipiersi
Biate z niebiesk zytka, dyndaj.

Ratuje malpk, siada przy gotowalni,
Wota na panastwaca, czas do kéciota.

I nie tylko to czytali Adam i Ewa
Trzymapc ksizke na gotych kolanach.
Te zamki! Te patace! Te sgizone miasta!
Planetarne lotniska rtdzy pagodami!
Patrzyli na siebie,dmiechali s¢,

Ale niepewnie (bdziecie, poznacie)

| reka Ewy ségata po jabiko.

Berkeley, 1989
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ADAM AND EVE

Adam and Eve were reading about a monkey in a bath,
Who jumped into the tub, imitating her mistress

And started to turn faucets: Ai, boiling hot!

The lady arrives running, in a robe, her white btea
Huge, with a blue vein, dangle.

She rescues the monkey, sits at her dressing table,
Calls for her maid, it's time to go to church.

And not only about that were Adam and Eve reading,
Resting a book on their naked knees.

Those castles! Those palaces! Those towering Lities
Planetary airfields between pagodas!

They looked at each other, smiled,

Though uncertainly (you will be, you will know)

And the hand of Eve reached for the apple.

Berkeley, 1989

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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WIECZOR

Moment niskich obtokéw przed wzejem ksezyca
Doskonale nieruchomych na linii morza:
Swietlistos¢ morelowa z obrzeem popiotu
Ciemnieje, génie, stygnie w szary karmin.

Kto widzi? Ten, kto zwtpit 0 swoim istnieniu.
Stawia kroki na play, chce pamntac.

| gdziez tam. Bezpowrotny jak obtoki.
Pluca, watroba, seks, nie ja, nie moje.

Alaski, peruki, koturny, przybywajcie!
Odmienrcie mnie, zabierzcie na jaskrascer,
Zebym na chwi mogt wierzy, ze jestem!

O hymnie, poemacie, melopeo,

Spiewaj moimi ustami, umilkniesz i zgih

| tak powoli zagtbia s& w nocy
Okeanicznej. Nie zatrzymywany
Wschodami staca ni wzejciem ksgzyca,

Hawaje, 1987
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EVENING

An instant of low white clouds before the risingtioé moon,
Perfectly immobile on the line of the sea:

The apricot translucence with edges of ash

Darkens, wanes, sets into gray vermillion.

Who is seeing this? The one who doubts his existenc
He strides along the beach, wants to dwell in mgmor
And to no avail. He is irretrievable, like clouds.
Lungs, liver, sex, not me, not mine.

Masks, wigs, buskins, be with me!
Transform me, take me to a gaudy stage
So that for a moment | can believe | am!
O hymn, O palinode, melopoea,

Sing with my lips, you stop and | perish!

And thus he slowly sinks into the night
Okeanic. No longer held here
By sunrises or the rising of the moon.

Hawaii, 1987

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
i Robert Hass

353



STWARZANIBWIATA

Niebianie w Biurze Projektow wybuchajmiechem,
Bo jeden z nich narysowatje,
Inny, zeby nie zostaw tyle, $piewaczk soprano —
Rzesy, biust, loki, dio lokow.

Jest to wspaniata zabawa w oceanie mgsjijienergii,
Wsrdd klaskow, wytadowa zapowiadajcych elektrycznét.
Bulgoa kubty proto-farby, proto-gdzle pracuj,

Potzny wir niemake galaktyk za prawie-oknami

| nie déwiadczajca chmur czysta jask@

Dma w konchy, koziotkuj w niby-przestrzeni,
W swoim kraju archetypow, si6dmym niebie.
Ziemia juw prawie gotowa, jej rzeki blyszgz
Bory ja porastai, i kazde stworzenie z osobna
Czeka na swajnazwe, i grom przechadzaesi
Stronami, a stada w trawach nie podaaipwy.

Wyistoczaj sic miasta, wskie ulice,
Nocnik wylewany z okna, bielizna.

| zaraz autostrady na lotnisko,
Pomnik na skrzzowaniu, park, stadion,
Dla tyskcy kiedy wstaj i rycza: gola!

Wynalezé¢ diugas¢, szerokéé, wysokae,
Dwa razy dwa i sé ciazenia,

To i tak dosy, a tu jeszcze: majtki

Z koronk, hipopotam, dziéb tukana,
Okropnymi zbami jezacy sk pas cnoty,
Ryba miot, nisko sklepiony hetm,

No i czas, to jest podziat nadrie i byto.

Gloria, gloriaspiewap istniepce rzeczy.
To slysac, Mozart siada za piano forte
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CREATING THE WORLD

Celestials at the Board of Projects burst into fdeg
For one of them has designed a hedgehog,
Another, not to be left behind, a soprano:
Eyelashes, a bust, and ringlets, plenty of ringlets

It is superb fun in the ocean of seething energy,
Among bursts and clacks announcing electric cusrent
Buckets of proto-colors gurgle, proto-brushes labor

A mighty whirl of almost galaxies beyond nearly daws
And pure radiance that has never experienced clouds

They blow conches, somersault in proto-space,
In their realm of archetypes, the seventh heaven.
The earth is practically ready, its rivers sparkle,
Forests cover it, and every single creature

Waits for its name. Thunder strolls the horizon
But the herds in the grass do not lift their heads.

Towns come to be, narrow streets,

A chamberpot poured out a window, laundry.
And immediately freeways to the airport,

A monument at crossroads, a park, a stadium
For thousands when they get up and roar: Goal!

To invent length, width, height,

Two times two and the force of gravity

Would be quite enough, but on top of it, panties
With lace, a hippopotamus, the beak of a toucan,
A chastity belt with its terrible teeth,

A hammerhead shark, a visored helmet,

Plus time, that is, a division into was and will be

Gloria, gloria, sing objects called to being.
Hearing them, Mozart sits down at the pianoforte
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| komponuje muzyk, ktéra juz byta gotowa
Wczesniej niz on sam urodzit gsiw Salzburgu.

Gdyby tylko to wszystko trwato. Ale gdzidam.
Mieni sig, mija, kimzy w barce mydlanej
Razem z inwokagjNiebian dasmiertelnych:

»O lekkie plemg, jakze sk nad tola nie litowat!
Twoje kolorowe szmaty, twojeiiae,

Niby to wyuzdane a tylkaatosne,

Lustra w ktorych zostaje twarz z kolczykami,
Malowane powieki, rgsy utudne.

Tak nie mié nic précz mitosnegéwigta!

Jaka staba obrona przeciw otchtani!"

A stonce wschodzi i sthce zachodzi.
A stonce wschodzi i stice zachodzi.
Kiedy oni biegai, biegaj.

Berkeley, 1988
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And composes music which had been ready
Before he himself was born in Salzburg.

If only it all could last, but no way.
It iridesces, passes, turns inside a soap-bubble
Together with an invocation Celestials address¢omortals:

"Och, dizzy tribe, how not to look at you with ity
Your bright rags, your dances

Seemingly profligate but in truth pathetic,
Mirrors in which you leave a face with earrings,
Painted eyelids, eyelashes with mascara.

Oh, to have so little, nothing except feasts o€tlov
How feeble your defense against the abyss!"

And the sun rises and the sun sets,
And the sun rises nad the sun sets
While they go on running, running.

Berkeley, 1988

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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LINNAEUS

LUrodzit si¢ w 1707, o 1 to nocy, 23 maja, kiedy wiosha
byta to peknym rozkwicie i kukutka wdaie zapowie-
dziata nadejcie lata"
(Z biografii).

Zielone miode Kcie. Kukutka. Echo.

O czwartej rano zerwssie i biec do rzeki,
Ktéra dymi, gtadka, pod wschoglzym staacem.
Otwierap sie wrota, konie biegn
Jaskotkismigaja, ryba pluszcze.

| czyz nie zaczynaémy od nadmiaru
Blyskow i nawotywa, pogoni,swiergotow?
Zylismy co dzié w hymnie, upojeniu,

Nie mapc na to stéw, czuag, ze za duo.

Byt jednym z nas, w dziegstwie szczsliwych.
Wyruszat ze swajbotaniczia puszhk

Zeby zebra i nazwa, jak Adam w ogrodzie,
Ktory nie skdiczyt dziela, wygnany za wcgeie.
Natura odid czeka na imiona:

Na kkach pod Uppsal biata, o zmierzchu,
PachniePlatantherarzekt o niejbifolia.
Turdusspiewa w jedlinie, ale czgnusicus

To jeszcze &dzie przedmiotem dysputy.

| botanist smieszyt energiczny ptaszek,

Na zawsz€éroglodytes troglodytes L.

Trzy krolestwa Natury uto/t w systemat:
Animale. Vegetale. Minerale.

Podzielit: klasy, rzdy, rodzaje, gatunki.

»~Jak mnogie g twoje dzieta, o Jehowa!"
Spiewat z psalmist Lad, liczba, symetria

Saq wszdzie, ich pochwatwygrywa klawesyn
| skrzypce, i skanduje tatgki heksametr.

Odtad mielismy jezyk zachwytu: atlasy.
Tulipan z ciemnym tajemniczym winzem,
Anemony Laplandii, lilia wodna, irys
Odmalowane skrupulatnynegzlem,
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LINNAEUS

He was born in 1707 at 1:00 a.m. on May 23rd, when
spring was in beautiful bloom, and cuckoo had just
announced the coming of summer.

From Linnaeus's biography

Green young leaves. A cuckoo. Echo.
To get up at four in the morning, to run to theeriv
Which steams, smooth under the rising sun.
A gate is open, horses are running,
Swallows dart, fish splash. And did we not begithwi
an overabundance
Of glitterings and calls, pursuits and trills?
We lived every day in hymn, in rapture,
Not finding words, just feeling it is too much.

He was one of us, happy in our childhood.

He would set out with his botanic box

To gather and to name, like Adam in the garden
Who did not finish his task, expelled too early.
Nature has been waiting for names ever since:
On the meadows near Uppsala, white, at dusk
Platantherais fragrant, he called Hifolia.
Turdussings in a spruce thicket, but isntusicus?
That must remain the subject of dispute.

And the botanist laughed at a little perky bird
For everTroglodytes troglodytes L.

He arranged three kingdoms into a system.

Animale. Vegetale. Minerale.

He divided: classes, orders, genuses, species.

"How manifold are Thy works, O Jehovah!"

He would sing with the psalmist. Rank, number, syatrgn
Are everywhere, praised with a clavecin

And violin, scanned in Latin hexameter.

We have since had the language of marvel: atlases.
A tulip with its dark, mysterious inside,

Anemones of Lapland, a water lily, an iris

Faithfully portrayed by a scrupulous brush.
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| ptak w listowiu, brunatny i modry,
Nie odlatuje nigdy, zatrzymany
Na stronicy z ozdobnym podwdéjnym napisem.

Bylismy jemu wdzgczni. W domowe wieczory
Ogladalismy barwy pod lamp naftowg

Z zielonym kloszem, i co tam, na ziemi
Nieobjete, nadmierne, przemija i ginie,

Tutaj moglémy kochd, nie znajc utraty.

Jego domostwo, oraeria, ogrod

W ktérym hodowat zamorskie §liny

Blogostawione niechdula w spokoju

| dobrym bycie. Do Chin i Japonii,

Ameryki, Australii nosityzaglowce

Jego uczniow i zewsd przywozili dary:

Nasiona i rysunki. A ja, ktory jestem

Wedrowcem i zbieraczem form widzialnych w gorzkim
Stuleciu bez harmonii, zazdrosacam, sktadam

Ten hotd wierszem podobnym do klasycznej ody.

Berkeley, 1990
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And a bird in foliage, russet and dark blue,
Never flies off, retained
On the page with an ornate double inscription.

We were grateful to him. In the evenings at home
We contemplated colors under a kerosene lamp

With a green shade. And what there, on earth,

Was unattainable, over much, passing away, pegshin
Here we could love, safe from loss.

May his household, orangery, the garden

In which he grew plants from overseas

Be blessed with peace and well-being.

To China and Japan, America, Australia,
Sailing-ships carried his disciples;

They would bring back gifts: seeds and drawings.
And |, who in this bitter age deprived of harmony
Am a wanderer and a gatherer of visible forms,
Envying them, bring to him my tribute —

A verse imitating the classical ode.

Berkeley, 1990
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WCIELONY

W tamtym kraju byt oficerem kawalerii.

Bywat w dobrych domach, nawet u hrabiny P.

Miat buty wyglansowaneniadanie podane

Przez ordynansa, bystrego chtopca z wioski.
Dziewczynki. Wecej ich tam ni gdziekolwiek, bo diy garnizon.
Niektdre na swoim, w sublokatorskich pokojach,

Inne pod opiek grzecznej madame,

Ktéra pod r@éowym abaurem wita i poleca

Henk goraca, Lidie mlecznobiad.

Kon pod nim taczy na rewii, dzwony bij.

Duchowierstwo kroczy w procesji, dzieci syppyt kwiatéw.
Zycie tam jak by powinno. Sezony

Oblekap ulice w jasné¢, to zndéw w mied lisci, to w biel.
Chtopi z okolic, w totubach baranich

Przepasanych barwnvetm, w kurpiach,

Z rzemykami na onucach, rozklagajwoje produkty.

Nic ponadto powiedzienie mana.Zyt, kiedys,

Na stronicach kronik, w innym wietrze,

Pod inra koniunkcp gwiazd, ché na tej samej

Ziemi, ktéra, jak mowg, jest bogini.

Berkeley, 1988
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INCARNATED

In that country he was an officer of cavalry.

He used to frequent good families, even the cosriRes

He had boots well polished, a breakfast served

By his orderly, a smart boy from a village.

Girls. More of them than anywhere, the garrison tuage.

Some of them on their own, in rented rooms,

Others in the care of a polite madame

Who greets you under a pink lamp shade

And recommends the hot Irma, the milkwhite Katherin

A horse dances under him at a review, bells ring,

The clergy strolls in a procession, children popowder of flowers.
Life there was as it should be. The seasons

Decked the streets with brightness, with the coppéaves, with white.
Peasants from the neighborhood, in sheepskin oatsco

Belted with colorful wool, in bast shoes,

Thongs on the leggings, displayed their products.

Nothing beyond that can be said. He lived, once,

On the pages of chronicles, under a different wind,

Under a different conjunction of stars, though lo& $ame

Earth which, as they say, is a goddess.

Berkeley, 1988

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass.
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PAN ANUSEWICZ
(1922)

Anusewicz chce Niny. Dlaczego? Dlaczego?
Ryki wyprawia, beczy kiedy popije.
Ninasmieje sé. Bo czyz nie komiczny?
Thusty, a caty w nerwach, ma ziiuszy

| rusza nimi, zupetny sfo

Granatowa chmura stoi nad San Francisco
Kiedy jack wieczorem wzdt Niedzwiedziego Szczytu
| za Zloy Bramy, daleko, blysat ocean.

Aj, moi dawno umarli! Aj, Anusewicz! Aj, Nina!
Nikt was nie pangta, nikt o0 was nie wie.

Anusewicz gdziew Minszczynie miat swoj majtek,

Ktéry potem zostat w Bolszewii, ae teraz chodzi po Wilnie.
Kiedy byt mtody, mama pozwalata mwsiyszumié,

Hulat z szansonistkami, udawat wielkiego pana,

Depesze wysytatPrijezdzaju s damami

Wstreczat' muzykoj trojkami i szampanskom"

| podpis:,Graf Bobrinskij".

Szansonistki. Jakbym widziat ich satynowe halki

| czarne majtki z korork Piersi, za mate, za de
Zmartwienia dotyka si¢ w lustrze, spgnionego periodu.
Potem z nich byhgiestricew oknach szpitalnych pagow
(Na czotach opitych zawojem znak czerwonego k#ay.

Nie dla Anusewicza Nina. Patrzcie, jak chodzi.
Kotysze st u boku na bok niby marynarz.

Caly rok w siodle, w ulaskim mundurze.

Taka to i z niej panna na wydaniu.
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MISTER HANUSEVICH
(1922)

Hanusevich wants Nina. But why? Why?
He has tantrums, blubbers when drunk.
Nina laughs. Is he not funny?

Fat and all nerves, he has big ears

And flaps them, a real elephant.

A dark-blue cloud stands over San Francisco
When | drive along Grizzly Peak,
And far out, beyond the Golden Gate, the oceamuela

Ai, my dead of long ago! Ai, Hanusevich, ai, Nina!
Nobody remembers you, nobody knows about you.

Hanusevich had his estate somewhere near Minsk.

The region was taken by the Bolsheviks, so he liné&/ilno.
When he was young, his mommy let him have flings.
He caroused with chanteuses, pretended to beshbtg
Would send telegrams in RussidArriving with ladies
Meet with music troikas champagne"

And a sighatur€ount Bobrinskii.

Chanteuses. | see now their satin underskirts

And black panties with lace. Breasts, too big, sowll,

Worries, touching themselves in mirrors, tardy nesns

Later on they changed ingestritsasin the windows of hospital trains
(On their brows, bound with a veil, the sign of thd cross).

Nina is not for Hanusevich. Look how she walks.
She rolls from side to side, like a sailor.

A whole year in the saddle, in a cavalry regirient
What sort of marriageable young lady is she?

! Russian military nurse in World War |,
2 |n the 1920 war between Poland and the Soviet titiwas not uncommon for women to serve in
the cavalry.
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Co w niej znalazig panie Anusewicz,

Ze taki romansowy? Udawadlgrafa,
Pewnie i j ubralgé w swoje fantazje.

| rzeczywicie twojesmieszne uszy,
Prawie przezroczyste, z czerwonyigtkami,
Ruszag si¢, a w oczach jakby przemnie.

Zyt byt raz AnusewiczZyta byta raz Nina.

Jeden raz od pogtku az do kaacaswiata.

Ja terazdcze ich, p&no, w ceremoniale zhbin.

A naokoto mnie pggowane, szmaragdo-okie zwieta,
Damy zzurnaléw mody, szamani zgubionych plemion,
To znéw powana, z dmiechem sekretnym, estrica,
Jawh sig posrod obtokow, asystyj

Berkeley, 1988
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What did you find in her, Mister Hanusevich
That you got so romantic? Always pretending,
Perhaps you adorned her with your fantasies.
And, it is true, your funny ears

Nearly transparent, with red veins,

Move, and in your eyes, nearly always, fright.

Once upon a time there was Hanusevich. And theseNiza.
Once only, from the beginning till the end of therid.

Itis | who perform, late, this ceremonial wedding.

And around me striped, emerald-eyed beasts,

Ladies from journals of fashion, shamans of Iabes,

Or, with a secret smile, a grasestritsa,

Appear among white clouds, assist.

Berkeley, 1988

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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OSET, POKRZYWA

[...] Jle chardon et la haute
Ortie et I'ennemie d'enfance belladone"
0. Milosz

Oset, pokrzywa, topuch, belladonna
Maja przysziac. Ich i pustkowia
| zardzewiatle tory, niebo, cisza.

Kim bede dla ludzi wiele pokol& po mnie
Kiedy po zgietku ¢zykow wezmie nagrod cisza?

Miat mnie okupé dar uktadania stéw
Ale musz by¢ gotéw na ziemi bez-gramatyczn

Z ostem, pokrzyw, topuchem, belladonn
Nad ktorymi wietrzyk, senny obtok, cisza.

Berkeley, 1989
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THE THISTLE, THE NETTLE

The thistle and the tall nettle,
and the childhood enemy, belladonna.
O. Milosz

The thistle, the nettle, the burdock, and belladonn
Have a future. Theirs are wastelands
And rusty railroad tracks, the sky, silence.

Who shall | be for men many generations later?
When, after the clamor of tongues, the award goaddnce?

| was to be redeemed by the gift of arranging words
But must be prepared for an earth without grammar,

For the thistle, the nettle, the burdock, the loitma,
And a small wind above them, a sleepy cloud, séenc

Berkeley, 1989

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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ZGODA

P&no nastat dla niego czas pokornej zgody
Z samym solp. ,Tak" — powiedziat —
~Stworzony jestem na tagby by poety

I niczym wiecej. Niczego napraved

Poza tym nie umiatem. Wstyalz sk bardzo,
Nie mogic jednak zmierdi przeznaczenia".

Poeta: ten kto stale rélyo czym innym.
Jego roztargnienie doprowadza bliskich do rozpaczy.
By¢ moze nie ma nawet ludzkich uazu

Ale ostatecznie, dlaczego by nie?

W réznorodndci ludzkiej mutacja, wariacja

Tez jest potrzebna. Odwiéchy poet

W jego domku na troghwyblaklym przedmiéciu,
Gdzie hoduje kroliki, przyrglza nalewki

| nagrywa na t&me hermetyczne wiersze.

Berkeley, 1990
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RECONCILIATION

Late, the time of humbling reconciliation

With himself, arrived for him.

"Yes" — he said — "l was created

To be a poet and nothing more.

I did not know anything else to do,

Greatly ashamed but unable to change my fate."

The poet: one who constantly thinks of somethisg.el
His absentmindedness drives his people to despair.
Maybe he does not even have any human feelings.

But, after all, why should it not be so?

In human diversity a mutation, variation

Is also needed. Let us visit the poet

In his little house in a somewhat faded suburb
Where he raises rabbits, prepares vodka with herbs,
And records on tape his hermetic verses.

Berkeley, 1990
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Z POEMATU
+,DALSZE OKOLICE"

6. ,Gdyby to, o co blagam, spehitaki

Potzycia za to bym dah"

A potem spetnia gi Na gorycz i litg¢.

Nie btagajcie $miertelni! Bedziecie wystuchani.
12. Wolatbym méc powiedzie . Jestem nasycony.
Co byto do zaznania w tyryciu, zaznatlem".

Ale jestem jak ten, kto nieniato uchyla firanki
Zeby patrzé na niezrozumiale dla niegwieto.

Berkeley, 1988
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FROM
"A NEW PROVINCE"

6. — Oh, if only what | beg for would come true!

I would give for it half of my life!

And later it comes true. Followed by bitterness pitgl
So don't beg, mortals! You will be heard.

12. I would prefer to be able to say: "I am satlate
What is given to taste in this life, | have tasted.

But | am like someone in a window who draws asiderdain
To look at a feast he does not comprehend.

Berkeley, 1988

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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MELODOSC

Twoja nieszcgsliwa i glupia mtoddé.

Twoje przybycie z prowincji do miasta.

Zapotniate szyby tramwajow, ruchliwadza W tlumie.
Przeraenie, kiedy wszedkedo lokalu, ktéry dla ciebie za drogi.
Ale wszystko za drogie. Za wysokie.

Ci tutaj musz spostrzec twoje nieobycie

| niemodne ubranie i niezgrahito

Nie byto nikogo, kto by przy tobie stan powiedziat:

— Jesté fadnym chiopcem,
Jesté silny i zdrow,
Twoje nieszcgscia a1 urojone.

Nie zazdrdcitbys$ tenorowi w palcie z wiellbtiziej welny,
Gdybys znat jego strach i wiedzial, jak zginie.

Ruda, z powodu ktorej przgwvasz neki,
Tak wydaje ci si pickna, jest lalk w ogniu,
Nie rozumiesz, co krzyczy ustami pajaca.

Ksztalt kapeluszy, kréj sukien, twarze w lustrach
Bedziesz pamita¢ niejasno, jak coco byto dawno
Albo zostaje ze snu.

Dom, do ktorego zhtasz st z drzeniem,
Apartament, ktéry ciebie @hiewa,
Patrz, na tym miejscuzdiigi uprzataja gruz.

Ty z kolei kedziesz mié, posiadd, zabezpieczaa
Mogac wreszcie by dumny, kiedy nie ma z czego.
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YOUTH

Your unhappy and silly youth.

Your arrival from the provinces to the city.
Misted-over windowpanes of streetcars,

Restless misery of the crowd.

Your dread when you entered a place too expensive.
But everything was too expensive. Too high.

Those people must have noticed your crude manners,
Your outmoded clothes, and your awkwardness.

There were none who would stand by you and say,

You are a handsome boy,
You are strong and healthy,
Your misfortunes are imaginary.

You would not have envied a tenor in an overcoaamfiel hair
Had you guessed his fear and known how he would die

She, the red-haired, because of whom you suffemtarés,
So beautiful she seemed to you, is a doll in fire,
You don't understand what she screams with heofisclown.

The shapes of hats, the cut of robes, faces imtirers,
You will remember unclearly like something from ¢pago
Or like what remains from a dream.

The house you approached trembling,
The apartment that dazzled you —
Look, on this spot the cranes clear the rubble.

In your turn you will have, possess, secure,
Able to be proud at last, when there is no reason.
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Speini sie twoje zyczenia, obrécisz siwtedy
Ku czasowi utkanemu z dymu i mgty,

Ku mienigcej sk tkaninie jednodniowychywotdw,
Ktéra faluje, wznosi gii opada jak niezmienne morze.

Ksiazki, ktore czytaté, nie kxda wiecej potrzebne,
Szukaté odpowiedzizytes bez odpowiedzi.

Bedziesz §¢ ulicami jaracych sg stolic potudnia
Przywrdcony twoim pocgkom, widzic w zachwyceniu
Biel ogrodu, kiedy w nocy spadt pierwséyieg.

Berkeley, 1990
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Your wishes will be fulfilled, you will gape then
At the essence of time, woven of smoke and mist,

An iridescent fabric of lives that last one day,
Which rises and falls like an unchanging sea.

Books you have read will be of use no more.
You searched for an answer but lived without answer

You will walk in the streets of southern cities,
Restored to your beginnings, seeing again in raptur
The whiteness of a garden after the first nighgrafw.
Berkeley, 1990

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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ROZMOWA Z JEANNE

Nie zajmujmy st filozofia, zostaw to, Jeanne.

Tyle stow i papieru, ktdto zniesie.

Powiedziatem ci prawgdo moim oddalaniu i

Nie tak znéw bardzo mnie martwi mojeskowezycie,
Nie lepsze i nie gorsze od zwyklych ludzkich traged

Lat juz ponad trzydzigi toczy s¢ nasza dysputa.
Tak jak teraz, na wyspie pod niebem tropikow.
Uciekamy przed ulew chwila i pelne stace,

| niemieje, ofniony szmaragdoavesencj zieleni.

Zanurzamy si w piany na linii przyboju,
Plyniemy daleko, tam skl horyzont w slkdbieniu bananowcéw,
Z pierzastymi wiatraczkami palm.
A ja pod oskateniem:ze nie wzniostem gina wysoké¢ mego dzieta,
Ze nie wymagam od siebie, jak mogt naucmynie Jaspers,
Ze stabnie moja pogarda dla opinii, byle jakich, kuie

Kotysze sie na fali i patrz w obtoki.

Masz racg, Jeanne, nie umiem trosz¢zsig o zbawienie duszy,
Jedni § powotani, inni radz sobie, jak umie.

Przyjmug, co mnie spotkato, byto sprawiedliwe.

Nie udag dostojéstwa rozwanej stardci.
Nieprzettumaczalny na stowa zamieszkatem w Teraz,

W rzeczach tegéwiata, ktore g i dlatego ciesz

Nagas¢ kobiet na play, moskzne staki ich piersi,
Hibiskus, alamanda, czerwona lilia, pochtanianie
Oczami, ustaggzyk, sok guawy, sofrune de Cythere,
Rum z lodem i syropem, liany-orchidee

W mokrym lesie, gdzie drzewa siaja szczudtach korzeni.
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CONVERSATION WITH JEANNE

Let us not talk philosophy, drop it, Jeanne.

So many words, so much paper, who can stand it.

| told you the truth about my distancing myself.

I've stopped worrying about my misshapen life.

It was no better and no worse than the usual huragedies.

For over thirty years we have been waging our despu

As we do now, on the island under the skies ofribygics.

We flee a downpour, in an instant the bright suaimg

And | grow dumb, dazzled by the emerald essentleeolieaves.

We submerge in foam at the line of the surf,

We swim far, to where the horizon is a tangle ofdr@ bush,
With little windmills of palms.

And | am under accusation: That | am not up to eywe,
That | do not demand enough from myself,

As | could have learned from Karl Jaspers,

That my scorn for the opinions of this age groveskl

| roll on a wave and look at white clouds.

You are right, Jeanne, | don't know how to careualize salvation

of my soul.
Some are called, others manage as well as they can.
| accept it, what has befallen me is just.
| don't pretend to the dignity of a wise old age.
Untranslatable into words, | chose my home in vidaiow,
In things of this world, which exist and, for thraason, delight us:
Nakedness of women on the beach, coppery conégiofireasts,
Hibiscus, alamanda, a red lily, devouring
With my eyes, lips, tongue, the guava juice, thegwfla prune de Cythere,
Rum with ice and syrup, lianas-orchids
In a rain forest, where trees stand on the stflthair roots.
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Smier, powiadasz, moja i twoja, coraz asj, blisko.
| cierpielismy, i nie wystarczata nam biedna ziemia.

Fioletowo-czarna ziemia warzywnych ogrodow
Bedzie tutaj, widziana albo nie widziana.

Morze kedzie jak dzisiaj oddyclagtebinowo.
Malejacy znikam w ogromie, coraz bardziej wolny.

Guadeloupe, 1984
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Death, you say, mine and yours, closer and closer,
We suffered and this poor earth was not enough.

The purple-black earth of vegetable gardens

Will be here, either looked at or not.

The sea, as today, will breathe from its depths.

Growing small, | disappear in the immense, moreraonce free.

Guadeloupe, 1984

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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MEDYTACJA

[...] ,Un vieil amour
Usé par la pitié, la colére et la solitude”.
O. Milosz

Panie, jest bardzo mliwe, ze ludzie wystawiajc Ciebie mylili sé.

Nie bytes wtada na tronie, do ktérego z ziemskich padotéw

Wzbijaja sie modlitwy i dym kadzidta.

Tron, ktory sobie wyobtali, byt pusty i dmiechald sig gorzko

Widzac jak zwracaj sig do Ciebie z nadzigj

Ze uchronisz ich zb@ od gradu i ciato od choroby.

Ze wybawisz ich od powietrza, gtodu, ognia i wojny.

Wedrowiec, popasagy u niewidzialnych wéd, podtrzymywatenaty
ogieniek w mroku,

| przy nim, zamylony, potrasate gtowa.

Tak bardzo chciakeim pomdc, rad kiedy Ci siudato.

Wspotczujc im, wybaczajc ich pomytle,

Ich fatsz, ktérego bylkwiadomi, udaic, ze o nim nie wiedz,

I nawet brzyda, kiedy gromadzili & w swoich kdciotach.

Panie, serce moje jest petne podziwu iecltzmawid z Toky,

Bo mysle, ze mnie rozumiesz, mimo moich sprzecsmio

Zdaje mi s¢, ze teraz ju wiem, co znaczy koclkidudzi

| dlaczego nam w tym przeszkadza sam@inlitos¢ i gniew.

Wystarczy mocno i wytrwale zastanawisic nad jednynryciem,

Pewnej kobiety na przykiad, jak teraz rgbi

A ukazuje st wielkos¢ tych jake stabych istot,

Ktére umiep by¢ prawe i dzielne, cierpliwezado kaca.

Céz mog: wiecej, Panie, rii tak rozpamitywa¢

| stara¢ przed Toh z poktonem btagalnika,

Dla ich bohaterstwa prosz przyjm nas do Twojej chwaty.

Berkeley, 1990
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MEDITATION

With an ancient love worn down by pity, anger, aalitude.
O. Milosz

Lord, it is quite possible that people, while piragsyou, were mistaken
You were not a ruler on a throne to whom from tezlew
Prayers and the smoke of incense ascend.
The throne they imagined was empty and you smietelrly
Seeing that they turn to you with the hope
That you will protect their crops from hail and itheodies from illness,
That you save them from pestilence, hunger, fib\aar.
A wanderer, camping by invisible waters, you wokeep a little
flame hardly visible in darkness.
And sitting by it, pensive, you would shake youatie
So much you wanted to help them, glad any timestmeceeded,
You felt compassion for them, forgiving them theiistake,
Their falsity, of which they were aware, pretendihgy did not know it,
And even their ugliness, as they gathered in tttairches.
Lord, my heart is full of admiration and | wanttadk with you,
For | am sure you understand me, in spite of myradictions.
It seems to me that now | learned at last whaei&ns to love people
And why love is worn down by loneliness, pity, antber.
It is enough to reflect strongly and persistenttyome life,
On a certain woman, for instance, as | am doing now
To perceive the greatness of those — weak — cresitur
Who are able to be honest, brave in misfortune patient till the end.
What can | do more, Lord, than to meditate onfadt t
And stand before you in the attitude of an implorer
For the sake of their heroism asking: Admit usaaryglory.

Berkeley, 1990

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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Szerokie palce hawajskiej paproci
Widziane pod stace i moja rad&t

Na mysl, ze liscie keda, kiedy mnie nie &dzie.
Prébug zrozumié, co ta rad& znaczy.

Hawaje, 1989
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Large finger-like leaves of an Hawaiian fern

Seen against the sun and my joy

At the thought that they will be when | am no more.
| try to grasp what that joy signifies.

Hawaii, 1989

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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1 GRUDNIA

Kraj winnic rudy, rdzawy, karminowo-brunatny o t&rze roku.
Niebieski zarys gor nailyzm dolina.

Ciepto dopoki stace, w cieniu wraca chiéd.

Ostra sauna, potem pltywa sv basenie okolonym drzewami.
Ciemne sekwoje, przezroczyste bladolistne brzozy.

W ich delikatnej siatce agki sierp ksizyca.

Opisuf, to dlategoze zwatpitem o filozofii

| $wiat widzialny to wszystko, co po niej zostato.

Berkeley, 1990
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DECEMBER |

The vineyard country, russet, reddish, carmine-lorowthis season.
A blue outline of hills above a fertile valley.

It's warm as long as the sun does not set, inithdescold returns.
A strong sauna and then swimming in a pool surredriuy trees.
Dark redwoods, transparent pale-leaved birches.

In their delicate network, a sliver of the moon.

| describe this, for | have learned to doubt plujasy

And the visible world is all that remains.

Berkeley, 1990

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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DANTE

Tak nie mi€ nic. Ni ziemi, ni otchtani.

Obracajce sk koto sezonow.

Ludzie pod gwiazdami

Ida i rozwiewap Sie

W pyt podobny gwiezdnemu. Molekularne maszyny
Pracuj bezbeédnie, samoczynne.

Lilium columbianunotwiera swoje tygrysio pgowane kwiaty,
Ktore zaraz kurczsie w kleisty maz.

Drzewa rosa pionowo, prosto w powietrze.

Alchemiku Alighieri, tak daleko

Od twego tadu ten tad niedorzeczny,
Kosmos, ktéry podziwiam i w ktérym gin
Nie wiedzc nic o duszy ni@miertelnej,
Zapatrzony w bezludne ekrany.

Kolorowe cizemki, wstzki, pierscienie

Dalej sprzedajna mdcie nad Arno.
Wybieram prezent dla Teodory,

Elwiry, Julii, jakiekolwiek img

Tej, z ktdy sypiam i gram w szachy.

W tazience, przysiadaj na brzegu wanny,
Patrz; na ni, cielisty w zielonkawej wodzie.
Nie na nj, na powszechy) nam odgta, nagge,
Od ktorej oddzieleni, przebywamy obok.

Pojcia, stowa, uczucia opuszczajas
Jakby innym gatunkiem byli przodkowie.
Coraz trudniej uktadamitosne canzony,
Piesni weselne, muzyksolenn.

I tylko, jak dla ciebie, jedno jest prawdziwe:

La concreata e perpetua sete,
Nam przyrodzone i state pragnienie
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DANTE

To be so poor. No earth, no abyss,

A revolving wheel of seasons.

People under the stars

Walk and disintegrate

Into ash or a stellar dust.

Molecular machines work faultlessly, self-propelled
Lilium columbianunopens its tiger-striped flowers
And in an instant they shrink into a sticky pulp.
Trees grow up, straight up in the air.

O alchemist Alighieri, how distant

From your harmony is that crazy sequence,

That cosmos at which | wonder and in which | vanish
Not knowing anything about the immortal soul,

My eyes riveted to unpopulated screens.

Colorful slippers, ribbons, rings

Are sold as always on the bridge over the Arno.
I choose a gift for Theodora,

Elvira or Julia, whatever the name

Of her with whom | sleep and play chess.

In a bathroom, sitting at the edge of a tub

| look at her, flesh-colored in greenish water.
Not at her, at nakedness, which, taken from us,
Abstracted, makes our bodies not our own.

Ideas, words, emotions abandon us

As if our ancestors were a different species.

It's more and more difficult to compose love songs,
Wedding canzoni, a solemn music.

And only, as once for you, this remains real:

La concreata e perpetua sete,
The inborn and the perpetual desire
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Del deiformo regne— bogoksztaltnej strefy,
Krainy czy krélestwa. Bo tam jest méj dom.
Nic na to nie poradz Modle si¢ 0 swiatto,

O wretrze wiecznej perlyeterna margarita.

Berkeley, 1990
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Del deiformo regne— for a God-like domain,

A realm or a kingdom. There is my home.

| cannot help it. | pray for light,

For the inside of the eternal pedrktterna margarita.

Berkeley, 1990

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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SENS

— Kiedy ume, zobacz podszewk swiata.
Druga strorg, za ptakiem, géri zachodem sica.
Wzywajace odczytania prawdziwe znaczenie.
Co nie zgadzato si bedzie s zgadzato.

Co byto niepagte, kxdzie pogte.

— Ajezeli nie ma podszewléwiata?

Jezeli drozd na gafzi nie jest wcale znakiem
Tylko drozdem na gati, jezeli dziea i noc
Nastpuja po sobie nie dbag o sens

| nie ma nic na ziemi, procz tej ziemi?

Gdyby tak byto, to jednak zostanie

Stowo raz obudzone przez nietrwale usta,
Ktére biegnie i biegnie, poset niestrudzony,
Na mkdzygwiezdne pola, w kotowrét galaktyk
| protestuje, wota, krzyczy.

Berkeley, 1988
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MEANING

— When | die, | will see the lining of the world.

The other side, beyond bird, mountain, sunset.

The true meaning, ready to be decoded.

What never added up will add up,

What was incomprehensible will be comprehended.

— And if there is no lining to the world?

If a thrush on a branch is not a sign,

But just a thrush on the branch? If night and day
Make no sense following each other?

And on this earth there is nothing except thisheart

— Even if that is so, there will remain

A word wakened by lips that perish,

A tireless messenger who runs and runs

Through interstellar fields, through the revolvigalaxies,
And calls out, protests, screams.

Berkeley, 1988

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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NA BRZEGU RZEKI
FACING THE RIVER

(1994)
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W PEWNYM WIEKU

Chcielsmy wyzn& grzechy i nie byto komu.
Obtoki nie chcialy ich przyi¢, ani wiatr
Odwiedzajcy wszystkie po kolei morza.

Nie udato st nam zainteresowawierzt.

Psy, zawiedzione, czekaly na rozkaz.

Kot, jak zawsze niemoralny, zasypiat.

Osoba, zdawatobyginam bliska

Nie byla sktonna stucléeo tym, co dziato sidawno.
Rozméw z innymi, przy wodce albo kawie

Nie nalezato przedhaat poza pierwszy sygnat znudzenia.
Ponizajace bytoby ptadi od godziny

Cztowiekowi z dyplomem za to tylkae stucha.
Koscioty. Moze kdscioty. Ale wyjawi¢ tam co?

Ze wydawalimy sk sobie pékni i szlachetni,

A pézniej na tym miejscu szkaradna ropucha
Pétotwiera grube powieki

| juz wiadomo: ,To ja".

Berkeley, 1992
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AT A CERTAIN AGE

We wanted to confess our sins but there were rergak
White clouds refused to accept them, and the wind
Was too busy visiting one sea after another.

We did not succeed in interesting the animals.

Dogs, disappointed, expected an order,

A cat, as always immoral, was falling asleep.

A person seemingly very close

Did not care to hear of things long past.
Conversations with friends over vodka or coffee
Ought not be prolonged beyond the first sign oedom.
It would be humiliating to pay by the hour

A man with a diploma, just for listening.

Churches. Perhaps churches. But to confess theat?wh
That we used to see ourselves as handsome and noble
Yet later in our place an ugly toad

Half-opens its thick eyelids

And one sees clearly: "that's me."

Berkeley, 1992

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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SPRAWOZDANIE

O Najwyzszy, zechciakemnie stworzy poet, i teraz porazebym ztayt
sprawozdanie.

Serce moje jest petne weeznaci, chat poznatem niedole tego zawodu.
Praktykupc w nim dowiadujemy giza wiele o dziwacznej naturze cziowieka.
Ktérym co dzié i o kazdej godzinie i roku wtada urojenie.

Urojenie kiedy buduje fortece z piasku i zbieracaka pocztowe i podziwia
siebie w lustrze.

| przyznaje sobie pierwsistwo w sporcie, wladzy i mikgi, i kiedy
gromadzi pienjdze.

Na samej granicy, na kruchej granicy, za kt@zpdciera s¢ kraina skarg
i betkotow.

Bo w kazdym z nas miota siszalony krélik i wyje wilcza zgrajazéoimy sk,
ze inni ja ustysa.

Z urojenia bierze gipoezja i przyznaje sido swojej skazy.

Chat tylko przypominajc sobie napisane kiegélwiersze czuje ich autor caty
wstyd urojenia.

A jednak nie znosi obok siebie innego poetyejepodejrzewaze jest lepszy
od niego, i zazdrei mu kadej pochwaty.

Gotow nie tylko zaldi, ale zmiadzy¢ go i zetrzé z powierzchni ziemi.

Az zostanie sam jeden, wspaniatdiny i taskawy dia podwiadnycliciaga-
jacych mate urojenia.
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REPORT

O Most High, you willed to create me a poet and fitci/time for me to
present a report.

My heart is full of gratitude though | got acquaittwith the miseries of that
profession.

By practicing it, we learn too much about the biearature of man.
Who, every hour, every day and every year is pessely self-delusion.

A self-delusion when building sandcastles, collegipostage stamps, ad-
miring oneself in a mirror.

And assigning oneself first place in sport, pou@re and the getting of money.

All the while on the very border, on a fragile berdbeyond which there is
a province of mumblings and wails.

For in every one of us a mad rabbit thrashes amdlfgpack howls, so that
we are afraid it will be heard by others.

Out of self-delusion comes poetry and poetry cagsdo its flaw.

Though only by remembering poems once writtenés thuthor able to see
the whole shame of it.

And yet he cannot bear another poet near by, suspects him of being
better than himself and envies him every scrapaisp.

Ready not only to kill him but smash him and obéite him from the surface
of the earth.

So that he remains alone, magnamimous and kindrttswas subjects who
chase after their small self-delusions.
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Jakze wiec s¢ dzieje,ze z tak niskich poagkow rodzi sé wspaniatéé
stowa?

Gromadzitem ksizki poetéw z rénych krajéw, siedgteraz nad nimi
i zdumiewam si.

| stodko jak myle¢, ze bylem kompanem w wyprawie, ktéra nigdy nie ustaje
chat mijaja wieki.

Wyprawa nie po ziote runo doskonatej formy, alei&omna jak miec.

Pod przymusem mitosnegaztnia do esencjighbu i gorskiego szczytu i osy
i kwiatu nasturciji.

Zeby, trwajc, potwierdzaty naszhymniczndé przeciwsmierci.

| nasz mysl serdecza o wszystkich, ktrzy jak my, byli,adyli i nazwat nie
mogli.

Poniewa istnie¢ na ziemi to ju za duo na jakiekolwiek nazwanie.

Bratersko wspieramy gsiwzajemnie, zapomingg uraz, ttumacge jedni
drugich na innegzyki, zaiste, czionkowie gdrujacej zatogi.

Jakze wiec mogtbym nie by wdzieczny, jezeli wezenie bytem powotany
i niepogta sprzeczni nie odgta mego podziwu?

Za kazdym wschodem sfica wyrzekam si zwatpien nocy i witam nowy
dzien drogocennego urojenia.

Berkeley, 1993
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How does it happen then that such low beginningd te the splendor of the
word?

| gathered books of poets from various countriesy hsit reading them and
am astonished.

It is sweet to think that | was a companion in apeglition that never ceases,
though centuries pass away.

An expedition not in search of the golden fleeca pkrfect form but as
necessary as love.

Under the compulsion of the desire for the esseftiee oak, of the
mountain peak, of the wasp and of the flower ofurdisim.

So that they last, and confirm our hymnic song regtadeath.

And our tender thought about all who lived, striwetl never succeeded in
naming.

For to exist on the earth is beyond any power toea

Fraternally, we help each other, forgetting ouegginces, translating each
other into other tongues, members, indeed, of alewmng crew.

How then could | not be grateful, if early | wadled and the incomprehen-
sible contradiction has not diminished' my wonder?

At every sunrise | renounce the doubts of night gmreet the new day of
a most precious delusion.

Berkeley, 1993

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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LITWA, PO PECDZIESIECIU DWOCH LATACH

BOGINI

Gea, pierworodna coérka Chaosu,

Przystrojona w trawy i drzewa raduje nam oczy,
Abysmy zgodnie umieli nazwato, co pgkne

| z kazdym ziemskim wdrowcem dzielili radéc.

Dzicki sktadajmy w swoim i naszych przodkéw imieniu
Za ctby i szorstkoskore ich dosta@jgtwo,

Za sosny, ktérych pnie ptomienagjv stoncu.

Za jasnozielone obtoki brzozowych gajow na wipsn

| zaswieczniki jesiennej puszczy, osiny.

Ile odmian grusz i jabtoni w naszych ogrodach!
Prowadzonych jak zaleecagrody ponocné&trumitty.

| porzeczki i agresty, defig berberys

Na wielkie smaenie konfitur

Kiedy twarze gospodyrozpalone od stania przy ptycie.

Osobno byt urgdzony kit roslin lekarskich,
Tych, ktére hodowadoradz&Zielnik ekonomiczno-technicz@®yzyckiego.
Z nich wywary i macie dla dworskiej apteki.

| grzybobrania! Pocgie zdrowie borowikéw w gbinie,
Ich wianki, jeden przy drugim, scire na podcieniu.
Trabke mysliwska stycha kiedy idziemy na rydze

I nozyki barwia si¢ z6ttoczerwono od ich soku.

Gea! Jakkolwiek &dzie, zachowaj swoje sezony.
Wynurzaj s¢ zesniegow z ciurkaniem strumykéw na wi@sn
Oblekaj st, dla nich, dla tych co po nasda.

Przynajmniej w ziel& srodmiejskiego parku

I kwitnienie kartowatej jabtonki ogrédkéw dziatkowty,
Prasbe swoj zanosg, twoj pokorny syn.
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LITHUANIA, AFTER FIFTY-TWO YEARS

A GODDESS

Gaia, first-born daughter of Chaos,

Adorned with grasses and trees, gladdens our eyes
So that we can agree when naming what is beautiful
And share with all earthly wanderers our joy.

Let us give thanks in our own and our ancestorsiena

For oaks and their rough-barked dignity,

For pines, their trunks flaming in the sun,

For clear green clouds of vernal birch groves

And for the candlesticks of the autumnal wildernespens.

How many kinds of pear and apple trees in our gede

(Arranged as described The Northern Gardensf Strumito),

Currants, gooseberries, dogberries, barberries

For a great boiling of preserves

When the faces of our housewives are reddeneddiyltimg stay by the stove.

There was a separate corner for medicinal herbs,

Those which were grown at the advice ofygki's Economical-Technological
Herbarium,

From them elixirs and ointments for the manor'srptaey.

And mushroom gathering! Sturdy boletus in the oabale
Strings of them, one by another, drying under tees.

A hunter's trumpet is heard when we search for milks
And our knives are stained yellow-red by their @sic

Gaia! Whatever happens, preserve at least youosgas

Emerge from under the snows with the tricklingigfitets in springs,

Dress yourself for those who will live after us

If only in the green of mid-city parks

And the blossoming of dwarf apple trees in gardetspat the edge of cities.
| depose my petition, your lowly son.
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DWOR

Nie zna domu, jest park, chstare drzewa wyeio
| gaszcz porastdlady dawnychiciezek.
Rozebrangwiren, biaty, zamczysty,

Ze sklepami czyli piwnicami w ktérych staty potk fabtka zimowe.
Takie jak dawniej koleiny drogi w dot:
Pamgtatlem gdzie skii¢ ale nie poznatem rzeki:
Jej kolor jak rdzawej samochodowej oliwy,

Ani szuwaréw, ani lilii wodnych.

Przemirta lipowa aleja, niegdydroga pszczotom
| sady, kraina os i szerszeni opitych stodycz
Zmurszaly i zapadty siw oset i pokrzywy.

To miejsce i ja, chbdaleko sid

Rownoczénie, rok po roku, tracsimy liscie,
Zasypywaty nasniegi, ubywalo nas.

| znébw razem jesteny, we wspolnej stasoi.

Interesuje mnie dymek, z rury zamiast komina.
Nad baraczkiem skleconym niezgrabnie z desek ycegt
W zieleni chwastéw i krzakdw — pozragambucus nigra.

Chwatazyciu, za toze trwa, ubogo, byle jak.

Jedli te swoje kluski i kartofle
| mieli przynajmniej czym padiw nasze diugie zimy.
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THE MANOR

There is no house, only the park, though the olgless have been cut down.
And a thicket overgrows the traces of former alleys

The granary has been dismantled, white, castlg-like

With cellars where the shelves harbored winteregpl

The same ruts as long ago on the sloping road,

| remembered where to turn but did not recognieeriver.

Its color like that of reddish automobile oil,

No rushes and no lily pads.

The linden alley, dear to bees, is gone

And the orchards, a realm of wasps and hornetskduith sweetness,
Disappeared, crumbled into thistles and nettles.

This place and I, though far away,

Simultaneously, year after year, were losing leaves

Were covered with snow, were waning.

And again we are gathered in our common old age.

My interest turns to the smoke from a metal pipgtaad of a chimney
Above a cabin haphazardly patched up with boardsaicks
In the green of weeds and bushes — | recogB@&abucus nigra.

Blessed be life, for lasting, poorly, anyhow.
They were eating their noodles and potatoes
And at least had the use of all the old gardens
To cut wood for burning in our long winters.
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OKOLICA

Nikomu nie powiedziaterm,e znam¢ okolice.

Bo i po co. To jakby méliwy z wtbécznig

Zjawit sie i szukat czegg co tu byto.

Po wielu wcieleniach wracamy na ziexni

Ale niepewni, czy rozpoznamy jej twarz.

Gdzie byty wioski i sady, teraz tylko pola.
Zamiast starodrzewiu, miode lasy.

Obnizono poziom woéd, znikla mszaryna,

| z nia zapach bahunu, cietrzewiemije.

Powinna tu by rzeczka. Jest, cigkryta w gszczu,
Nie jak dawniej nagkach. | dwa stawy

Musialy okryw& sie rze¢sa, az wsiakly w czarnoziem.
Blyszczy jeziorko, ale ma brzeg bez sitowia
Przez kt6re przedzierainy sk, ptymc, z pana X,
Zeby potem wycierasic jednym ecznikiem, w tacu.
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A CERTAIN NEIGHBORHOOD

| told nobody | was familiar with that neighborhood

Why should 1? As if a hunter with a spear

Materialized, looking for something he once knew.

After many incarnations we return to the earth,
Uncertain we would recognize its face.

Where there were villages and orchards, now notHielgls.
Instead of old timber, young groves.

The level of the waters is lower, the swamp disappe
Together with the scent &ddum,black grouse and adders.
A little river should be here. Yes, but hiddentie brush,
Not, as before, amidst meadows. And the two ponds
Must have covered themselves with duckweed

Before they sank into black loam.

The glitter of a small lake, but its shores lack thshes
Through which we struggled forward, swimming,

To dry ourselves afterwards, | and Mis X, and aneel, dancing.
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TO LUBIE

Jedynym dowodem istnienia panny X
Jest moje pisanie. Jak dlugo tu jestem
Przebywa niedaleko miejsc, ktore kochata.

Jej wios byt ciemnoblond, prawie kasztanowy,
Odcienia, ktdry u nas egty u szlachcianek.
Oczy jej szare i rzadko niebieskie,

Czesciej zielonkawe, wykroj powiek

Nieco orientalny. Bytyby policzki

Wystapce, gdyby nie poditnos¢ twarzy.

Co prawda w tukach brwi jakby japskasé.

Gdyby nie sekret pojedynczanima

Mieliby racje przesmiewcy, slad cztowieka ginie.
Ale ona jest tutaj, w swojej okolicy,

Jak niewidzialna rusatka z ballady ,To lghi
Wolno jej lxdzie odej¢ czy raczej odlecie
Réwnoczénie z moim znikngciem ze$wiata.
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A NAIAD

The only proof of the existence of Miss X
Is my writing. As long as | am here
She lives not far from the places she loved.

Her hair was dark blond, nearly chestnut,

Of a tint common among the girls of our gentry.

Her eyes were grey, rarely blue,

More often greenish, the cut of her eyelids

Somewhat oriental. Her cheeks

Would have been protruding if not for her oblongefa
Yet in the arches of her eyebrows something Japanes

If not for secret of each singulanima

Scoffers would have been right, the trace of a huwamishes.
Yet she is here, in her country

Like an invisible naiad from Mickiewicz's balladltve it."
She will be permitted to go away or rather to flyagy
Simultaneously with my disappearance from this diorl
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KTO?

Zaczerwonym ulicznyméwiattem mitode Kcie kasztanow.
Kim jest ten, ktory widzi?

Skad przychodzi, dokd zniknie, kto

Jest ten, ktéry tuduzie zamiast niego

Widzie¢ to samo ale nie to samo,

Bo z innym pulsowaniem krwi?

| konary potznych drzew nad strogrdrogy pod goe
Nachylone ku sobie, i w tej alei,

Za kolumnagd pni, otwarta jasni.

Dla kogo to? | jak sizmienia

Za kazdym nowym powrotem widzenia?

Badzcie soh, rzeczy tej ziemi, §zcie soh.
Nie polegajcie na nas, na naszym oddechu,
Na fantazjach zdradliwego i chciwego oka.
Tesknimy do was, do waszej istoty,

Abyscie trwaly takie jak w sobie jesige,
Czyste i nie ogldane przez nikogo.

410



WHO?

Beyond the red traffic light, young chestnut leaves
Who is the one seeing it,

Where does he come from, where will he disappeavho
Is the one, instead of him,

Seeing the same but not the same thing,

For his is a different pulsation of the blood?

And limbs of huge trees over a steep road,
Leaning into each other and in that lane,

Beyond the colonnade of trunks, open brightness.
For whom is this? And how does it vary?

Is it present every time or just imaginary?

Be yourselves, things of this earth, be yourselves!
Don't rely on us, on our breath,

On the fancies of our treacherous and avid eye.
We long for you, for your essence,

For you to last as you are in yourselves:

Pure, not looked at by anybody.
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MIASTO MLODGCI

Przystojniej bytoby niey¢. A zy¢ nie jest przystojnie,
Powiada ten, kto wrécit po bardzo wielu latach

Do miasta swojej mtodai. Nie byto nikogo

Z tych, ktorzy kiedy chodzili tymi ulicami,

| teraz nic nie mieli oprocz jego oczu.

Potykajc sk, szedt i patrzyt zamiast nich

Na swiatto, ktére kochali, na bzy, ktére zndw kwitty.
Jego nogi, bdz co dz, bylty doskonalsze

Niz nogi bez istnienia. Ptuca wdychaty powietrze
Jak zwykle wzywych, serce bito

Zdumiewajc, ze bije. W ciele teraz biegta

Ich krew, jego arterieywity ich tlenem.

W sobie czut ich wtroby, trzustki i jelita.

Meskas¢ i zenskas¢, minione, w nim s spotykaty,

| kazdy wstyd, kady smutek, kada mitcs¢.

Jezeli nam dosfpne rozumienie,

Myslat, to w jednej wspdtczype] chwili,

Kiedy co mnie od nich oddzielalo ginie,

| deszcz kropel z kci bzu sypie s ha twarz

Jego, jej i maj rownoczénie.
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CITY OF MY YOUTH

It would be more decorous not to live. To live & decorous,
Says he who after many years

Returned to the city of his youth. There was no lefte
Of those who once walked these streets.

And now they had nothing, except his eyes.
Stumbling, he walked and looked, instead of them,
On the light they had loved, on the lilacs agaiblomom.
His legs were, after all, more perfect

Than non-existent legs. His lungs breathed in air
As is usual with the living. His heart was beating
Surprising him with its beating, in his body

Their blood flowed, his arteries fed them with ogpg
He felt, inside, their livers, spleens, intestines.
Masculinity and feminity, elapsed, met in him

And every shame, every grief, every love.

If ever we accede to enlightenment,

He thought, it is in one compassionate moment
When what separated them from me vanishes

And a shower of drops from a bunch of lilacs

Pours on my face, and hers, and his, at the sanee ti
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EAKA

Byta to hka nadrzeczna, bujna, sprzed sianokoséw,

W nieskazitelnym dniu czerwcowego sa.

Calezycie szukalem jej, znalaztem i rozpoznatem.

Rosly tu trawy i kwiaty kiedyznajome dziecku.

Przez na wpot przymketie powieki wchianiatedwietlistosé.
| zapach mnie ogash ustato wszelkie wiedzenie.

Nagle poczutenyze znikam i ptacg ze szczscia.

Berkeley, 1992
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A MEADOW

It was a riverside meadow, lush, from before the lervest,
On an immaculate day in the sun of June.

| searched for it, found it, recognized it.

Grasses and flowers grew there, familiar in mydtiolod.
With half-closed eyelids | absorbed luminescence.

And the scent garnered me, all knowing ceased.
Suddenly | felt | was disappearing and weeping yath

Berkeley, 1992

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass

415



REALIZM

Nie jest catkientle z nami, jeeli mazemy
Podziwia holenderskie malarstwo. To znaczy
Ze co nam opowiadajod stu, dwustu lat
Zbywamy wzruszeniem ramion. Ghetracilsmy
Duzo z dawnej pewnii. Godzimy st,

Ze te drzewa za oknem, ktore chyba s

Udaj tylko drzewiastéc i zielen

| ze jezyk przegrywa z wizkami molekut.

A jednak to tutaj, chleb, talerz cynowy,
Potobrana cytryna, orzechy i chleb

Trwaja, i to tak mocnoze trudno nie wierzy.

| zawstydzona jest abstrakcyjna sztuka,

Chat zadnej innej nie jesfeny godni.

Wiec wchodz migdzy tamte krajobrazy,

Pod niebo chmurne, st wystrzela promig

| w $rodku ciemnych réwnin jarzy gplama blasku.
Albo na brzeg zatoki, gdzie chaty, czéina,

| nazottawym lodzie malékie postacie.

To wiecznie jest, dlategae raz byto,

Przez jedn chwile istniejac i nikmc.

Splendor (i najzupetniej niepgty)

Okrywa pogkany mur$mietnisko,

Podtog: karczmy, kaftany biedakéw,

Miotte i ryby skrwawione na desce.

Raduj s¢, dzigkuj! Wiec dobylem glosu

| ztaczytem s¢ z nimi w choralnyngpiewaniu
Pasrodku kryz, koletéw, spodnic atlasowych,
Jw jeden z nich, przemienionych dawno.

| wzbijata sk piesn, jak dym z kadzielnicy.

Berkeley, 1993
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REALISM

We are not so badly off, if we can

Admire Dutch painting. For that means

We shrug off what we have been told

For a hundred, two hundred years. Though we lost
Much of our previous confidence. Now we agree
That those trees outside the window, which probakist,
Only pretend to greenness and treeness

And that the language loses when it tries to cope
With clusters of molecules. And yet, this here;

A jar, a tin plate, a half-peeled lemon,

Walnuts, a loaf of bread, last — and so strongly

It is hard not to believe in their lastingness.

And thus abstract art is brought to shame,

Even if we do not deserve any other.

Therefore | enter those landscapes

Under a cloudy sky from which a ray

Shoots out, and in the middle of dark plains

A spot of brightness glows. Or the shore

With huts, boats, and on yellowish ice

Tiny figures skating. All this

Is here eternally, just because once it was.
Splendor (certainly incomprehensible)

Touches a cracked wall, a refuse heap,

The floor of an inn, jerkins of the rustics,

A broom, and two fish bleeding on a board.
Rejoice] Give thanks! | raised my voice

To join them in their choral singing,

Amid their ruffles, collets, and silk skirts,

One of them already, who vanished long ago.

And our song soared up like smoke from a censer.

Berkeley, 1993

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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TENSWIAT

Okazuje s, ze to byto nieporozumienie.

Dostownie wztto, co byto tylko proh.

Rzeki zaraz wragcdo swoich pocakow,

Wiatr ustanie w kizeniu swoim.

Drzewa zamiastgezkowa beda dazy¢ do swoich korzeni.
Starcy pobiegnza pitka,

Spojrz w lustro i znowu g dzietmi.

Umarli przebudgz sig, nie pojmujcy.

Az wszystko, co sistato, wreszcie siodstanie.

Jaka ulga! Odetchnijcie, ktérégie dwo cierpieli.

Berkeley, 1993
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THIS WORLD

It appears that it was all a misunderstanding.

What was only a trial run was taken seriously.

The rivers will return to their beginnings.

The wind will cease in its turning about.

Trees instead of budding will tend to their roots.
Old men will chase a ball, a glance in the mirror —
They are children again.

The dead will wake up, not comprehending.

Till everything that happened will unhappen.

What a relief! Breathe freely, you who suffered imuc

Berkeley, 1993
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DO PANI PROFESOR W OBRONIE HONORU KOTA
I NIE TYLKO

(Z okazji artykutu ,,Przeciw okructestwu" Marii Podraza-Kwiatkowskiej)

Méj mity pomocnik, nieday tygrysek,
Spi stodko na biurku obok komputera
I nic nie wie,ze Pani jego rod obza.

Koty bawk sie mysz czy pékywym kretem,
Myli sie jednak Pani, to nie z okrudistwa.
Po prostu widg rzecz, ktéra sirusza.

Bo jednak zwamy, ze tylko s$wiadoma¢
Umie na chwié przenig¢ sie w to Inne,
Wspot-odczid meke i panike myszy.

| tak jak kot, jest cala przyroda,
Obojetna niestety na zto i na dobro,
Obawiam si, ze kryje s¢ tutaj dylemat.

Historia naturalna ma swoje muzea.
Nie prowadmy tam dzieci. Po co im potwory,
Ziemia gadoéw i ptazéw przez miliony lat?

Natura paerapca, natura pgerana,
Dzien i noc czynna rzmia dymica od krwi.
| kto ja stworzyt? Czyby dobry bozia?

Tak, nievatpliwie, one g niewinne:
Papki, modliszki, rekiny, pytony.
To tylko my méwimy: okruciastwo.

Naszaswiadoma¢ i nasze sumienie
Samotne w bladym mrowisku galaktyk
Nadzieje pokladajw ludzkim Bogu.

Ktory nie mae nie czd i nie mylet,

Ktory jest nam pokrewny i cieptem, i ruchem,
Bo Jemu, jak oznajmit, jesteny podobni.
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TO MRS. PROFESSOR IN DEFENSE OF MY CAT'S HONOR
AND NOT ONLY

My valiant helper, a small sized tiger
Sleeps sweetly on my desk, by the computer,
Unaware that you insult his tribe.

Cats play with a mouse or with a half-dead mole.
You are wrong, though: It's not out of cruelty.
They simply like a thing that moves.

For, after all, we know that only consciousness
Can for a moment move into the Other,
Empathize with the pain and panic of a mouse.

And such as cats are, all of Nature is.
Indifferent, alas, to the good and the evil.
Quite a problem for us, | am afraid.

Natural history has its museums,
But why should our children learn about monsters,
An earth of snakes and reptiles for millions ofrg@a

Nature devouring, nature devoured,
Butchery day and night smoking with blood.
And who created it? Was it the good Lord?

Yes, undoubtedly, they are innocent,
Spiders, mantises, sharks, pythons.
We are the only ones who say: cruelty.

Our consciousness and our conscience
Alone in the pale anthill of galaxies
Put their hope in a humane God.

Who cannot but feel and think,

Who is kindred to us by his warmth and movement,
For we are, as he told us, similar to Him.
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Ale jezeli tak, to lituje st
Nad kada schwytalm mysz, skaleczonym ptakiem.
WszecKwiat dla Niego jak Ukrzgyowanie.

Oto, ile wynika z ataku na kota:
Teologiczny augustigski grymas,
Z ktérym chodz po ziemi, wie pani, jest trudno.

Berkeley, 1993
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Yet if it is so, He takes pity
On every mauled mouse, every wounded bird.
The universe for him is like a Crucifixion.

Such is the outcome of your attack on the cat:
A theological, Augustinian grimace,
Which makes difficult our walking on this earth.

Berkeley, 1993

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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ZDARZENIA GDZIE INDZIEJ

»T10 niemazliwe, zebym trafit do Piekta, taki mity i dobry!"

— wykrzykrat Adamek, kiedy obgpili go diabli.

Byli czarno ubrani i mieli czerwone pyski.

Okropnie naigrawali giz Adamka, dgajac go w bok widetkami
(A mieli takie niedue, na podfczne potrzeby).

.Nie wierzytem,ze diably istnie} — jeczat biedny Adamek —
Widziatem takich jak wy, ale to byto na ziemi".

.Hehe" — odpowiadali — ,nieistnienie to nasza sjpdros¢.
A ty, czy istniejesz, paprochu? Poistniaddwilke i basta.
Odtad zasadziesz z nami w niéei na wiecznéc".

,CO0 ja takiego zrobitem — lamentowat Adamek —
Co ja takiego zrobitenze macie nade mnviadz?

.Nie wiesz, hehe, no to jumy tobie pokaemy.
Wszystko mamy nagrane, udokumentowane".

Szli uptazem, na ktérym samotnieygetgo zdybali,
Zaczaiwszy s w pustym szalasie, jak to granicznicy,
W tej strefie niczyjej, sid blisko do bram piekielnych.

Gory, gote, koloru siarki, w pétmroku,
Znizaly sk ku niepewnej i rgtnej réwninie.
Prowadzili go w dét i teraz jumilczat.

Wtedy rozlegt sj strzat, tak gtény, ze chyba ziemski.

Echo toczyto s, a kiedy przegrzmialo,

Diabli zaczli sig zmniejsza, jakby z nich wyszto powietrze,
Az znikli zupetnie, i znowu byt sam.
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HAPPENINGS ELSEWHERE

"It's impossible that | go to Hell, me, so nice gyubd",
Exclaimed Adam, boy, when the devils clustered adohim.
They were dressed in black and had red snouts.

They taunted him horribly, pricking his sides wgitchforks
(They used small ones for emergency purposes).

"l did not believe devils exist",
Moaned poor Adam, boy,
"I have met ones like you are but that was on #réhée'

"Hehe" — they answered — "non-existence is our igtgc
And you, do you exist, you scrap? You existed ataimt and basta.
Now you will take your seat with us in nothingnéssever."

"What did | do" — lamented Adam, boy,
"What did | do, that you have me in your power?"

"You don't know? He-he, don't worry, you'll get iklea.
We have everything recorded, documented.”

They were walking along a slope where they had lehign in his

lonely march,
By lying in ambush in an empty cabin, as frontieagls are wont to do,
In that no man's land, not far from the gates df.He

Mountains, bare, sulfur-colored, in the semi-dagsne
Descended towards a dim and uncertain plain.
They were leading him down, now he was silent.

Then a shot resounded, so loud it was probablylkyart

The echo rolled and hardly had it thundered away,

When the devils began to shrink as if puncturedleaking air.
Then they disappeared completely and again he lwas.a
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W samodziatowejwitce, w diugich butach,
Z dubeltéwlk na plecach, zbtt sie i nad nim stast.

.Nabroites, Adamku, cigle z tolp, kiopoty...

Skad u ciebie ten pomystge jesté niewinny?
Czy naprawd myslates, ze grzeszysz bez winy?
Postano mniezebym oznajmit wyrok.

Bedziesz u Szpitalnikdw. Tam wrzody odye,
Wyziewy gniacego ciata, skowyty,

| b6l wotajacy o pomst do nieba,

Co dzier zaprzeczaj boskiej dobroci.

Czyli gra st okrutny kosmiczny wodewil,
Tym rézny od Pieklaze niezadna nicéc,

Ale bez ustanku trwanie i cierpienie.
Nazywali to Czyciec. Bzdziesz stayi,

Noszic, obmywagc, spratajac, stysac,

| z kazdym dniem poznawabedziesz swaj wine,
Az uznaszze nie zastugujesz na nicegej.

| poset ruszyt w garpo stromknie.
Adamek za nim, bo sam nie znat drogi.

Berkeley, 1993
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In a homespun jerkin, in long boots,
Swinging a shotgun from his shoulder, he came doskstood above him.

— "You did a lot of mischief, Adam boy, you are alys in trouble.
Where did you get the idea that you are innocent?

Did you really believe you could sin without guilt?

| am sent to announce the verdict.

"You'll be with the Hospitaliers. There, festeringd sores,
Vapors of decaying flesh, howlings,

And pain, crying for vengeance to Heaven,
Contradict continuously the goodness of God

In other words, the cruel cosmic vaudeville goes on
It's different from Hell, instead of nothingness
Uninterrupted duration and suffering.

Once it was called Purgatory. And there you witvee
Washing, lifting, cleaning up, listening

And every day you will learn to know your guilt,
Until you concede that you deserve no better."

Then a messenger went ahead up the steepness,
Adam, boy, followed him, for, alone, he could nodfthe way.

Berkeley, 1993

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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CIALO

Kondycja ludzka to nie tylko bol.
Ale bél ma wiellsg moc nad nami.
Madrosci przy nim upadaj,
Gwiazdziste nieba gagn

Od érodka anatomicznego atlasu,

Gdzie watrobowa czerwi# i jasna czerwig ptuc
Spotykaj sie z obh cielistaicia jelit,

Postpuja zwiastunowie b6lu z cichym nawotywaniem.
Od bezbronnych straic na granicy skory

Alarm biegnie, o dotkgtiu stah czy ogniem.

Zadnej chitynowej czy rogowej zbroi,
Nagas¢ pod sukniami i masktancerzy.

| nasza obsesja rozbierania ich na scenie.
Zeby wiedzi¢, czym g, kiedy udaj.

Szkartatny likwor pod skecem serca
Krazy, ogrzewa, pulsuje.
Widzenia, krajobrazy majego ttno,
| nawet mézg, szary ksiyc, luna.

Na ginekologicznym krzte otwarte kolana,
Bezbronne trzewia targa béterodzenia.

| krzyk pierwszy, grozy wygnania rsaviat,
Nad zamarzria rzeke, w skamieniate miasto.

Julio, I1zabello, tukaszu, Tytusie!

To my, to nasza jedsoi litos¢ wzajemna.
To cialo, tak bardzo kruche i ranliwe,
Ktére zostaje, kiedy stowa nas opusgcz

Berkeley, 1993

428



BODY

The human condition is not pain only.
Yet pain rules us and has much power.
Wise thoughts fail in its presence.
Starry skies go out.

From the center of the anatomical atlas

Where liver-red and clear-red of lungs

Meet cylindrical flesh-color of intestines,

Heralds of pain proceed with their muted calls,

From defenseless guardian posts at the frontithreogkin
Runs the alarm of being touched by steel or fire.

No chitinous or horn armor.

Nakedness under dresses and the masks of dancers.
And our obsession of undressing them on the stage
To know what they are when they pretend.

Scarlet liquor under the sun of the heart
Circulates, warms up, pulsates.
Visions, landscapes move to its rhythm
As does the brain, a gray moon, Luna.

On a gynecological chair open knees.
Defenseless viscera shattered by childbirth.
And the first scream, terror of exile into the vebrl
On a frozen river, in a stony city.

Julia, Isabel, Luke, Titus!

It's we, our kinship and mutual pity.

This body so fragile and woundable

Which will remain when words abandon us.

Berkeley, 1993

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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W SZETEJNIACH

Ty bylas moj pocatek i znow jestem z Teb tutaj gdzie nauczylemesi
czterech strodwiata.

Nisko za drzewami strona Rzeki, zagnfudynkami strona Lasu, na prawo
stronaSwigtego Brodu, na lewo Kami i Promu.

Gdziekolwiek wgdrowatem, po jakich kontynentach, zawsze twdngtem
zwrécony do Rzeki.

Czujac aromat i smak rozgryzionej biatloczerwonej soaxystajeru.

Styszic stare pogaskie pigni zenhcdw wracajcych z pola, kiedy stice
pogodnych wieczoréw dogasato za pagorkami.

W zdziczalej zieleni mogtbym wskazaniejsce altany, gdzie zmuszatanie,
zebym stawiat pierwsze klawe litery.

A ja wyrywalem s, uciekajc do moich kryjéwek, bo bylem pewnie pis@
liter nigdy nie lede umiat.

Nie spodziewalem sijednak rownie takiej wiedzy:ze rozpadaj si¢ w pyt
kosci, mijaja dziesitki lat, a trwa ta sama obecito

Ze mazemy, tak jak ja z Tol przebywd w krainie wiecznych luster,
brodzic w niekoszonych trawach réwnoénee.

Trzymaté lejce i dwoje nas jechato jednokanioryczla w gaoscine do
wielkiej wioski pod lasem.
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IN SZETEJINIE

You were my beginning and again | am with you, hexbere | learned the
four quarters of the globe.

Below, behind the trees, the River's quarter; te thack, behind the
buildings, the quarter of the Forest; to the rigtite quarter of the Holy
Ford; to the left, the quarter of the Smithy anel Eerry.

Wherever | wandered, through whatever continenty, face was always
turned to the River.

Feeling in my mouth the taste and the scent of tbeewhite flesh of
calamus.

Hearing old pagan songs of harvesters returningn fitbhe fields, while the
sun on quiet evenings was dying out behind the.hill

In the greenery gone wild | could still locate thiace of an arbor where you
forced me to draw my first awkward letters.

And | would try to escape to my hideouts, for | weartain that 1 would
never learn how to write.

I did not expect, either, to learn that though torf@l into dust, and dozens
of years pass, there is still the same presence.

That we could, as we do, live in the realm of ekrmirrors, working our
way at the same time through unmowed grasses.

You held the reins and we were riding, you and mea one-horse britzka,
for a visit to the big village by the forest.
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Gakzie jej jabtoni i grusz ugie pod nadmiarem owocéw, ganki doméw,
ozdobne, nad ogrédkami malw i ruty.

Twoi dawni uczniowie, teraz gospodarze, podejmowas rozmow O uro-
dzajach, kobiety pokazywaly swoje warsztaty tkackigeliberowahjcie diugo
o kolorach osnowy i odetki.

Na stole wdliny, plastry miodu w glinianej misie, i pitem kwachlebowy
Z blaszanej kwarty.

Poprositem kierownika kolchozuzeby pokazat mie wioske, zawiézt na pola
puste a po las i zatrzymat auto przedzgm gtazem.

.,TU byla wioska Peiksva", powiedziat, nie bez triumw glosie, jak to
u tych, co § zawsze z wygrywagymi.

Zauwaytem, ze jedna cgé¢ gtazu byla odlupana, prébowano ¢wi rozbit
kamier miotem,zeby znikt nawet tedlad.

Wybiegtem o letnimswicie miedzy gtosy ptakéw i wrécitem, a mdzy chwib
i chwila napisatem dzieto.

Chat tak trudno byto cigna¢ pateczk n, zeby hczyla s¢ z paleczlg u, albo
odwazy¢ sie na most mgdzy r i z.

Trzymatem cienk jak trzcina obsadk i zanurzalem staléwk w atramencie,
pisarczyk vedrowny z katamarzem u pasa.

Teraz myle, ze dzielo jest zamiast szagria i ze zostaje skane litcscia
i groza.

Jednak duch tego miejsca musi¢byw nim, tak jak jest w Tobie, ktér
prowadzit od dziecka.

Girlandy z d@bowych Iéci, sygnaturka w rozwidleniu lipy wzywga na
Majowe, chciatem by/dobry i nie chodzi miedzy grzesznikami.
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The branches of its apple trees and the pear tnees bowed down under
the weight of fruits, ornate carved porches stood @bove little gardens of
mallows and rue.

Your former pupils, now farmers, entertained ushwialks of crops, women
showed their looms and deliberated with you abdw tolors of the warp
and the woof.

On the table slices of ham and sausage, a honeydon@ clay bowl, and
I was drinkingkvasfrom a tin cup.

| asked the director of the collective farm to show that village; he took me
to fields stretching up to the edge of the foresthpping the car before
a huge boulder.

"Here was the village Peiksva" he said, not withtiumph in his voice, as
is usual with those on the winning side.

| noticed that one part of the boulder was hackedya somebody had tried
to smash the stone with a hammer, so that not éngrirace remained.

I ran out in a summer dawn into the voices of theldy and | returned, but
between the two moments | created my work.

Even though it was so difficult to pull up the &tiof n, so it joined the stick
of u or to dare building a bridge between r and z.

| kept a reed-like penholder and dipped its niktha ink, a wandering scribe,
with an inkpot at his belt.

Now | think one's work stands in the stead of hapgé and becomes twisted
by horror and pity.

Yet the spirit of this place must be contained iry mvork, just as it is
contained in you who were led by it since childhood

Garlands of oak leaves, the ave-bell calling fog tay service, | wanted to
be good and not to walk among the sinners.
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Ale kiedy staram sgiteraz przypomniesobie co byto, tylko studnia, i tam tak
ciemno,ze nic nie mana zrozumieé.

Wiadomo tylko,ze jest grzech i jest kara, cokolwiek m@viiiozofowie.
Oby moje dzieto przyniosto ludziom pytek i wigcej wazyto niz moje zo.

Ty jedna, mdra i sprawiedliwa, umiatalymnie uspokdi, ttumaczac, ze
zrobitem tyle, ile mogtem.

Ze zamyka si furtka Czarnego Ogrodu, pokoj, pokoj, co skzone, to
skoaczone.

Berkeley, 1993
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But now when | try to remember how it was, therenfy a pit, and it's so
dark, | cannot understand a thing.

All we know is that sin exists and punishment exigthatever philosophers
would like us to believe.

If only my work were of use to people and of momght than is my evil.

You alone, wise and just, would know how to calm mlaining that | did
as much as | could.

That the gate of the Black Garden closes, pea@egepavhat is finished is
finished.

Berkeley, 1993

translated by Czestaw Mitosz
and Robert Hass
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INNE WERSJE:
SWIAT
(POEMA NAIWNE)

THE WORLD
(A NAIVE POEM)
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THE PATH

Down where the green valley opens winder,

Along the path with grass blurring its border,
Through an oak grove just broken into flower,
Children come walking home from school together.

In a pencil case with a lid that slides open,

Bits of bread roll around with stumps of crayon,
And the penny hidden away by all children

For spring and the first cuckoo in the garden.

The girl's beret and her brother's school-cap
Bob, as they walk, above the fringe of bushes.
A jay screams, hopping in a tree-top;

Over the trees, clouds drift in long ridges.

Now, past the curve, you can see the red roof:
Father leans on his hoe in the front garden,

Then bends down to touch a half-opened leaf;
From his tilled patch, he can see the whole region.

THE GATE

Later, a thick growth of hopbine will cover it over
But for a time now it has the weathered color

Of dark lily pads pulled from the deepest water
In the deep evening light of summer.

At the top, though, the pickets are fresh-painted:
White, pointed little teeth of fire —

It seems strange that they have never frightened
The birds: once, a wild pigeon even perched there.
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Many hands, touching the bare wooden handle,
Have smoothed its texture to a homely satin.
Sneaking up under the grip are spikes of nettle,
And yellow jasmine dangles its little lantern.

THE PORCH

The porch, its doorway facing westward,

With large windows, is warmed well by the sun.
From here, on all sides, you can look outward
Over woods, water, open fields and the lane.

But when the oaks have covered themselves in green
And the linden's shadow covers half the flowerbed,
The world, far off, fades to a blue bark, half seen
Carved by the leaves into dappled shade.

Here, at a little table, the sister and brother

Kneel drawing scenes of the chase, or of battle.

A pink tongue between lips helps along the careful
Great shapes of warships, one of which goes under.

THE DINING ROOM

Low windows; brown shade; over in one corner
A Danzig clock, silent; the sofa is leather;
Above it, two devils smirking from a sculpture
And the belly of a pan in beaming copper.

On the wall, a painting of wintertime:

People skating in groups; between the treetops,
A chimney sending smoke up in a plume;
Crows flying up above the gray horizon.

Nearby, another clock. The little bird hunched diesi
Waits, bursts out squeaking, shrieks its littld cal
Three times; almost before its third, last cry Gade,
Mother dips the ladle to the steaming bowl.
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THE STAIRS

Creaking, with a strong smell of beeswax, yellow,
The stairs are cramped — walking on the wall-side,
You can put your shoe onto the tread crosswise,
But on the bannister-side it's nearly too narrow.

The boar's-head is alive, with a huge shadow —
At first, fangs only, but then he enlarges,

Moves his snout, sniffing the vault of the stairway
Where the light fades, and dusty air trembles.

Mother carries a flickering light down the staireas

As her tall figure comes down, a rope at her robeaist,
Her shadow creeps up the vault to where the bbead is:
And so she struggles, alone, with the menacingtbeas

PICTURES

An open book. A brown moth flutters and swoops
Above the dust-cloud where a chariot hurtles.
Touched, the moth rails as its golden powder settle
Over the ranks of conquering Greek troops.

The chariot rolls over, and Hector's head

Bumps on the cobbles, dragged behind his horses.
The moth, pinned among the turning pages,
Flutters on the hero's body, then is dead.

Meanwhile, clouds darken; thunder booms alarm;
Ships dash from the jagged cliffs to safer harbor;
Nearby, his oxen grunting at their steady labor,

A naked ploughman works a hillside farm.

FATHER IN THE LIBRARY

A high forehead, and tousled hair;
The sun at the window pouring light —
Father wears a crest of downy fire

As he opens, slowly, the great book.
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His gown covered with devices

Like a wizard's, he murmurs spells:

Only one whom God has taught magic
Could know the marvels his book reveals.

FATHER'S INCANTATIONS

"Peace and wisdom in a book,
Sweet sage! | am in your power.
Touched most deeply by your look,
I will never see your face.

Who remembers how you sinned?
Ashes scattered to the wind.

Like your work, you are complete,
Drawn from nothing by your thought.

Bitterness you knew and doubt.

They have vanished without trace.
These calm pages last them out.
Men are small, their works are great."

FROM THE WINDOW

Beyond the field, a forest and a field,
Then huge bays flashing a white mirror.
The land, among them, hovers yellow-gold
Like a tulip floating in a bowl! of water.

Father says this is Europe. And on clear days
You see it as if you held it in your palm,

Still steaming from repeated floods. It is,

For people, dogs, horses and cats, a home.

The tall spires of vivid cities shine.

Small streams run together like silver braid.
And here and there, a color like goosedown
Gleams where the moons of mountains spread.
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FATHER EXPLAINS

"There, where a long streak of sun touches the plai
And shadows move as if they really did run,
Stands Warsaw, open on all sides to the world:

A famous town, though not so very old.

Farther, where the slant threads of rain fall
Onto those hills covered with acacia trees,
Is Prague, with its castle built on the highedt hil
As the custom of ancient city-builders was.

The white foam that rises to divide the land
We call the Alps, and there where you can see
Only darkness is fir-tree forest. And beyond,
Like a deep blue dish, lies all of Italy.

Among its many beautiful towns, you can tell Rome,
Christendom's capital city, by that sphere-shapeld, a
Repeated along the roofline, it is the dome

Of the basilica, Saint Peter's church.

And there, North, where a plain rises and slopes
Through blue mists, past where the sea's bay reache
Paris curves upward like a stone tower's steps,
Above the river where it keeps its flock of bridges

And along with Paris there are other towns,
Glass-adorned and iron-bound; but to say

More about them would be too much for this once:
The rest | will tell you some other day."

PARABLE OF THE POPPYSEED

On a seed of poppy is a tiny house.

Inside it are people, a cat and a mouse.
Outside in the yard, a dog barks at the moon.

Then, in his one world, he sleeps until noon.

The earth is a seed, and nothing more.
And that seed's a planet, and that seed's a star.
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And even if there were a hundred thousand
Each seed would contain a house and a garden.

All in a poppyhead. They grow taller than hay.

The children run through, and the poppy plants sway
And, in the evening, when the moon is aloft,

Your hear the dogs barking, first loudly then soft.

BY THE PEONIES

The peonies are blooming, pink and white.
In the center of their fragrant sprays,
Groups of small beetles congregate.
Flowers are the valleys where they graze.

Mother stands above the peony bed,

And reaches down and draws one flower near.
She gazes for a long time into peony lands
Where a brief second seems to last a year —

Then lets it goNothing of what she thinks

Is she afraid to say to herself outright,

Or to the children. The sun in the leaves

Casts shadows on their faces, and speckled light.

FAITH

The wordFaith means when someone sees

A dew-drop or a floating leaf, and knows

That they are, because they have to be.

And even if you dreamed, or closed your eyes
And wished, the world would still be what it was,
And the leaf would still be carried down the river.

It means that when someone's foot is hurt

By a sharp rock, he also knows that rocks

Are here so that they can hurt our feet.

Look, see the long shadow cast by the tree;

And flowers and people throw shadows on the earth:
What has no shadow has no strength to live.
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HOPE

Hopemeans that someone believes the earth
Is not a dream, that it is living flesh;

That sight, touch, hearing tell the truth;

And that all the things we have known here
Are like a garden, looked at from the gate.

You can't go in; but you can see it's there.
And if we could see clearly and more wisely
We know we'd find in the world's garden
Some new flower or undiscovered star.

Some people think our eyes deceive us; they say
That there is nothing but a pretty seeming:

And just these are the ones who don't have hope.
They think that when a person turns away

The whole world vanishes behind his back

As if a clever thief had snatched it up.

LOVE

Lovemeans to learn to look at yourself
The way one looks at unfamiliar things
Because you are only one of many things.

And someone who can look that way at himself
Will heal his heart of many troubles,

Perhaps without knowing he has done it.

Then Bird and Tree say to him, "Friend."

And then he'll want to use himself and things
In such a way that each one glows, fulfilled.

And if sometimes he finds he doesn't understand,
It doesn't matter. His task is just to serve.

AN OUTING TO THE FOREST

The trees so huge the treetops can't be seen;
A pretty pink flame from the setting sun
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Makes every branch's tip a candlestick.
Down the path the tiny people walk.

Let's hold hands, and walk with our heads raised
So the forest of grass won't make us lose our way.
The Night has started to seal the flowers closed.
Color after color pours down the sky.

Up there, gold jugs spill out a party supper,
Red wine flowing from the aspen-tinted copper.
A cloud-carriage full of presents appears —
Gifts for invisible kings, or maybe for the bears.

THE BIRD KINGDOM

Majestically the heavy wood grouse rise
With wings like swords that slash the forest skies.

A pigeon homes to the airy wilderness.
A raven gleams with an airplane's steely gloss.

What's earth to them? A lake of dark and night.
Above that wave, their ports are kept in light.

A feather let fall from a grooming beak
Floats toward the deep lake bottoms for a week,

But on the way, it brushes someone's face
With greetings from a free, high, shining place.

FEAR

"Father, where are you? The forest is wild,

The bushes sway as if they moved themselves.
The adder lilies look like poisoned fire,

Under our feet are the dens of wolves.

Where are you, Father! The night has no end.
From now on darkness will reign forever.

Our bread is bitter, it's hard as stone.

In this place travelers die of hunger.
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The breath of the terrible beast is nearer.

Hot on our faces, it smells like blood.

Where are you? Why do you have no pity, Father,
For your children lost in this dark wood."

RECOVERY

"Here | am — why this senseless fear?

Soon now the day will come, and night will fade.
Listen: you can hear the shepherd's horns, and,ther
Look how the stars pale, over a trace of red.

The path is straight, we're almost to the clearing.
Down in the village, the first bell chimes,

And roosters on fences have started crowing.
The sleepy earth, fertile and happy, steams.

Here it is still dark, and you see fog pour

In black swirls over the huckleberry knolls.

But dawn on bright stilts wades in from the shore,
And the ball of sun is ringing as it rolls."

THE SUN

All colors are made of Sun and the Sun containsthkk
So the source of color, the Sun, itself has noamhey .
But the various Earth is like a single poem oryoiet
With Sun the emblem of the artist of the whole.

And anyone who wants to take his brush and try
To paint the Earth must not look straight up at$oe
Or he will lose the memory of all he's ever seen,
With only a burning tear to fill his eye.

Let him kneel down and press his cheek in grasstzam
Look till he sees the beam the Earth reflects hgokards.
There he will find all of our lost, forgotten treaes:
Stars and Roses, the setting and the rising Sun.

translated by Renata Gor@zki, Robert Hass
and Robert Pinsky
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POSLOWIE

Mieszkapc diugo w Ameryce powinienem byl, zdawaloby, stacaé pis& po
angielsku, albo, przynajmniej, staresic doskgma¢ czytelnikdw ttumacac
moje wiersze na angielski. Jednak wychodzac z zataenia, ze poez¢ maozna
pis& tylko w jezyku znanym nam od dzidmtwa, nie probowatemezyka
zmieni&. Wiersz czy te raczej list wierszem do hinduskiego filozofa
i powiesciopisarza Raja Rao, napisany po angielsku, jesttalym moim
dorobku wyjitkiem. Zupetnie naturalna bylaby &h trafienia do amerykes-
kiego czytelnika poprzez przektady, a jednak ughynsporo lat, zanim
uwierzytem,ze jest to maliwe.

Zaczto sig od tlumaczenia innych wspoéiczesnych poetow polskiak ze
przez diiszy czas bytem znany jedynie jako ich ttumacz iakedr antologii
Post-War Polish Poetry,1965. W dodatku jakie takie uznanie szerszej
publiczngci zyskatlem ksizkami pisanymi progz, wskutek czego nie ist-
nialem w Ameryce jako poeta. Wszystko to miale sadykalnie zmierd

i teraz moja poezja jest wzyku angielskim dogpna.

Stato s¢ to dzkki talentowi i pracy rénych oséb, ktérym wiele zawdzizam.
Byli to przede wszystkim moi studenci na Uniwersige Kalifornijskim
w Berkeley, wirod ktérych Richard Lourie, Louis Iribarne i Lilha Valee
wyréznili sie¢ jako tlumacze literatury polskiej w ogéle, nie kiyl moich
utworéw. Pierwszy wyboér przekladow, rozmaitego astima, ukazal si jako
Selected Poems 1973, z przedmowyy wodwczas weterana kalifornijskich
poetéw, Kennetha Rexrotha. Ngsty tom, Bells in Winter (Dzwony
w zimie) 1978, byt wynikiem mojej wspotpracy z Lillian Vadle polegajcej
na tym, ze wersje przygotowane przeze mnie poddawalem jepznsmu
czytaniu i poprawkom. Pochlebne pra@ie przez krytyk tych dwéch
ksiazek przekonato mnie wreszcige mog znalez¢ oddzwick u amerykés-
kich czytelnikow poezji. Ms§le nawet, ze gdyby nie one, nie dostatbym
w 1978 roku midzynarodowej nagrody literackiej Neustadt, a w rdk@80
Nagrody Nobla.

W roku 1980 Renata Gorafski wyshpita z inicjatyws ttumaczenia moich

wierszy na wikszy skak i w tym celu utworzyta ,zespét przyjaciot' z dwoma
wybitnymi amerykaskimi poetami Robertem Hassem i Robertem Pinskym.
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AFTERWORD

Living a long time in America | should have beguh,seems, to write in
English or, at least, try to reach potential readby translating my poems
into English. Yet, starting from the premise thaiepy can be written only
in one's native tongue, spoken since childhoodjdl ribt attempt to switch
languages. A poem, or rather a letter in verseht Hindu philosopher and
novelist Raja Rao, written in English, is the exgmp in my whole output.
The desire to attain the American reader througinsiations would have
been quite natural, and yet several years passfdebk started to believe it
would be possible.

The beginning was my translating other Polish coprary poets, so
for quite a while | was known only as their tramsta and editor
of an anthology,Post-War Polish Poetry1965. Moreover, since | gained
a sort of reputation with my books in prose, | didt exist in America
as a poet. All that was to change radically and pogtry is now available
in English.

| owe this to the talents and labors of severakg@es to whom | am deeply
indebted. These were, first of all, my studentstla University of Cali-

fornia in Berkeley, among whom Richard Lourie, Lodribame, and Lillian

Vallee have distinguished themselves as translatofs Polish literature
in general, and not only of my works. The first koof my poems in

translation, by various handsSelected Poemsl1973, bore an introduction
by Kenneth Rexroth, then a veteran California po&he next volume,
Bells in Winter,1978, was the result of my cooperation with Lilligfallee, to

whom | would submit my own versions for her atteatireading and
corrections. The favorable reception of these twaoks by literary critics
convinced me at last that | could find a responsamf American readers
of poetry. | even think that without these two bsok would not have
received in 1978 the Neustadt International LiterdPrize and in 1980
the Nobel Prize.

In 1980 Renata Gorc#gki took the initiative in translating my poems on

a larger scale and for that purpose formed a "tednfriends" with two
eminent poets, Robert Hass and Robert Pinsky. Tthese names were to
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Odtad te trzy nazwiska powtarzajsic w przektadach moich wierszy. Hass
i Pinsky, nie znajcy polskiego, nadawali ksztalt wersjom Gontzkiej po
dlugich z nj naradach. W ten sposdb powstata pewné& ilorzektadéw bez
mego udziatlu. Stopniowo jednak zalean bra& udziat w deliberacjach
zespotu, ktérego sklad zreszulegat zmianie, @ zostalo nas w Berkeley
jedynie dwoch, Hass i ja.

Tyle oddania, tyle gorliwi, tyle godzin spdzonych na szukaniu wia
ciwego stowa — jake bym nie byt wdzczny ,zespolowi przyjaciot'?
Z Robertem Hassem pracowalem najeju i zgralsmy sk znakomicie.
Technika zawsze ta sama: tlumacmarzucagc mop budowe rytmiczm, po
czym tekst korzysta ze zmian wprowadzanych przezgmi Amerykanina,
ktérego ucho na odcienie angielszczyzny iawa za niemal bezédne. Nie
mog: pomim¢ tez innych, ktdrzy z wlasnej albo mojej inicjatywy vildi
dwzo pracy w ttumaczenia.aSto: poeta i profesor anglistyki Peter Dale Scott,
méj wspoittumacz poezji Zbigniewa Herberta; poetapiiofesor retoryki
Leonard Nathan, moj wspoéittumacz poezji Aleksantivata i Anny Swirsz-
czynskiej, tlumacz NienasyceniaSt. Ign. Witkiewicza, Slubu Gombrowicza

i mojej Doliny Issy, Louis Iribarne; poeci, jeden mieszkey w Londynie,
drugi w Ann Arbor, Jan Darowski i John Carpenter.

Kolejno ukazaly si nastpujace tomy moich wierszyThe Separate Notebooks
(Osobny zeszyt)wydanie dwugzyczne, 1984;Unattainable Earth (Nieobja
ziemia) 1986; The Collected Poems,988; Provinces (Dalsze okolice}l991;
Facing the River (Na brzegu rzekip95.

Dzieki istnieniu przektadéw spotkata mnie jedna z nmjthiejszych w moim
zyciu przygdd: podrge do r@nych miejscowéci Standéw Zjednoczonyctzeby
tam czyté moje wiersze po angielsku. Ten obyczaj, publiconegytania
poezji, przyjt sie zwtaszcza po drugiej wojniéwiatowej. Czytania odbywaj
sie przewanie na campusach uniwersyteckich ale nie tylko,niéaww salach
instytutéw artystycznych, fundacji i muzed¥giagajac liczna, na ogét wybred-
na i chlonm publiczngé. M6c wystpowa® przed 4 publiczndcia na prawach
amerykaskiego poety i znajdowaz nip porozumienie, przemawig W jej
jezyku, byto zawsze dla mnie, poety z widkiej prowincji, peknym darem
losu. A nawet jakby wynagradzalo mnie za #gnamigracg do Ameryki
z Zachodniej Europy, o wiele mniej przychylnej daiipoetom.

Doswiadczenia z ghknym czytaniem wplygly na uklad niniejszego zbioru.
Staralem s wybiera utwory krétsze, przy diszych poematach ogranicza-
jac sk do ich czsci. Oczywicie s wyjatki. Taki wybdr wierszy powinien
dawa pojecie o calej drodze tworczej, gd, zwlaszcza na pierwszych
stronicach, przypomina o mojej wczesnej fazie, mslTrzech zimchat ta
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constantly reappear in translations of my workssdHand Pinsky who did
not know Polish, would give shape to Gontgki's versions after long
debates with her. In that way a number of trarsfati were done, without
my participation. Gradually, though, | began toeabart in the deliberations
of the team which, in its turn, was undergoing gem till it was reduced in
Berkeley to Hass and myself. So much devotion, smymhours spent on
looking for a proper word — how could | be not gfat to the "team of
friends"? | have been working with Robert Hass fwme time now and
we have become well attuned to each other. Ournigob is always the
same: | translate, imposing my own rhythmical dtree, then the text is
improved by him, an American whose ear for nuanckgnglish | consider
as practically faultless. | cannot bypass here rethevho either of their
own or mine initiative put much energy into tramislas. These were: poet
and professor of English, Peter Dale Scott, my randlator of Zbigniew
Herbert; poet and professor of rhetoric Leonardhisliat my co-translator of
Aleksander Wat's and Ann&wirszczynska's poetry; professor of Slavic
Literatures and translator of St. Ign. WitkiewicAssatiability, of Witold
Gombrowicz's Marriage, and of my The Issa Valley,Louis Iribarne; and
two poets, one living in London, another in Ann Arp Jan Darowski and
John Carpenter.

Subsequently, the following volumes of my poems emped: The Separate
Notebooksa bilingual edition, 2984Unattainable Earth,1986, The Collected
Poems;1988,Provinces,1991,Facing the River1995.

Thanks to existing translations one of the strangadventures of my
life occured: my travels to various places of thenited States, where
I would read my poems in English. That custom, abliz poetry readings,
developped particularly after World War Two. Helah aniversity campuses
or halls of artistic institutes, museums, foundadio they attract a nu-
merous, mostly sophisticated and receptive publio. be able to appear
before this public, as do American poets, and tanroanicate with it
by speaking its tongue, has always been for me,oet from the Wilno
province, an unexpected gift of fate. It even sekrtee be a reward for my
immigration to America from Western Europe which tisday much less
favorable to poets.

My experiences with reading poems aloud influentieel composition of the
present volume. | tried to select shorter poenmmitihg myself, in case of
longer units, to their parts. Obviously, there aeceptions. Such a book
should give idea of a creative life story as a whalhus, particularly on
its first pages, reminds of my early phase, atithe of Three WintersBut
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jest jedynie szczupto reprezentowana, jat® rymy stanowd dla ttumaczy
znaczn przeszkod.

Co robt z wierszem rymowanym? Angielski jest niezbyt bggat rymy

i poezja bez nich od dawnagsobywa, natomiast gldowanie rymowanych
oryginatdw w ttumaczeniach daje tylko wkowo dobre wyniki. Robert Hass
i Robert Pinsky niekiedy zdobywaliesha prawdziwy popis ekwilibrystyki, na
przyktad w lirykach z poematiMiasto bez imieniaNa ogét jednak wiersze
rymowane, cgste w moim pierwszym okresie twérézq 1 w tym zbiorze
pominkte. Na szczeg6in wzmianke zastuguy perypetie ttumaczenia poematu
Swiat (poema naiwne)Czterowiersze jak z czytanki dla dzieci zdaje prost

0 rowmy prostot formy. Gorczwski, Hass i Pinsky zdotali stworéybardzo
ciekawy na wpét rymowany przeklad i oglosgo drukiem. Ja jednak nie
wiaczytem go doCollected PoemsUznalem,ze jest zbyt suty, a tak jakby
zbyt ,dorosty”, probujc wiec zbliy¢ sig do prostoty oryginatu, wyrzeklemesi
rymow i sporadzitem wersg dostowrn. W obecnym wyborze tamta ich wersja
zostata umieszczona naflou kshzki, dla poréwnania.

Istnie¢ rownoczénie w dwoch ¢zykach jest dla poety cennym doad-
czeniem. Pozwala to przekdnasie, jak r&@ne g reakcje czytelnika na
poszczegodlne stowa i wersy, zale od wlasnych tego czytelnika tradycji
i przyzwyczajé. Czytelnicy znajcy oba gzyki sa uprzywilejowani, bo mog
poréwnywa, rozjania¢c sens albo krytykowanieuniknione rozbienosci.
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that phase is scantily represented, as rhymes aserehe difficulties for
translators.

What to do with rhymed poems? The English languagerather poor in
rhymes and its poetry has been living without thgmite well, while imitating
the rhymed originals in their English versions Hhasen rarely successful,
Robert Hass and Robert Pinsky occasionally wouldkema show of true
equilibristics, as, for instance, in the lyrics froThe City Without NameYet

rhymed poems, frequent in my early period, havenbeeostly omitted.
A mention should be made of peripeties with traimsiaThe World (A Naive
Poem). Quatrains, like from a primer, seem to ask for milsir simplicity

of form. Gorczyski, Hass, and Pinsky succeeded in creating a ueter

resting half-rhymed version and published it in titerary press. | did not
include their version, however, ithe Collected Poem#$n my opinion it is too

rich and too "adult", therefore, trying to approadhe simplicity of the
original, 1 made a literal and unrhymed translatidn the present selection
their version is placed at the end of the book{liersake of comparison.

To exist simultaneously in two languages is for aetpa precious experience.
It affords to see how various are reactions of ndeder to particular words or
lines, depending on that reader's own traditionsl dmabits. Readers who
know both languages are privileged, for they arke dab compare in order to
elucidate the meaning or criticize unavoidable digfes.
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