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The Poet Translator

Dr. MAMIDI HARIKRISHNA

Dr. Mamidi Harikrishna hails from Shayampet village in Warangal
district of Telangana State. He is one of the prominent writers in
contemporary Telugu Literature. A government employee by profession, he
is a poet, painter, writer, translator, essayist, historian, film maker and film
critic by predilection. He is influenced by the world literature as well as the
world cinema. His poetry tries to portray the two ends of human agony and
ecstasy in their myriad forms.

He had published 1). ‘Ooriki Poyina Yaalla’ (When we visit our home
village), 2). ‘Ontareekarana’ (A Solitude), 3). ‘Sushupti Nunchi’ (From
the Hibernation), ‘Anthology of Poems’, 4). ‘Prapancha Kavitha’ (World
Poetry — a collection of the selected Poems of the renowned World Poets,
translated from other languages to Telugu), and 5). 4 collection of Essays
“Telugu Cinemalalo Bhasha — Sahityam — Samskruthi” (Language,
Literature and Culture in Telugu Cinema).

His style is deeply rooted in the local dialect and lifestyles with a blend of
“native roots of naturalism” and changing times of “cosmopolitan ultra
modernism”.

He is a master graduate in Psychology and Education and his poetry tries
to unravel and explore the unexplored plains of human psyche. He had a
credit of publishing thousands of essays on various topics like art, culture,
heritage, literature, cinema, behaviour etc. which are published in National
and International papers and magazines.

He introduced “Fusion Shayaree”, a novel style of poetry writing in
Telugu literature which gives scope and space to the multicultural and
multilingual lives we live in contemporary society in literary format. He had
edited more than 70 books in Telugu and English, such as ‘Telangana
Harvest’: Telugu Short Fiction 1912 - 2011, 2017) with fifty Telugu short
stories, ‘A Green Garland: an anthology of 114 poems on Ecology and
Environment, which are unique in their nature and substance.

He has been selected as the National Telugu Poet for ‘“National
Symposium of Poets” in 2020, by the Ministry of Information &
Broadcasting, Government of India.

He made a doctoral research on ‘Folklore Elements in Telugu
Cinema - A Study’, which got Gold Medal from Telugu University,
Hyderabad.

Presently he is the Director of the Department of Language and
Culture, Government of Telangana State.
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“Unequivocally it is a fact that, every country, race,
nation, region is distinctly different from the other in respect of
geography, culture, tastes, thoughts, traditions, practices, food
habits, costumes, crops, etc. But feelings, emotions and responses
are one and the same for every human. This core element is the
crux for connecting with the literature by all humans irrespective
of caste, creed, religion, sex or place of birth, as literature
portrays the inner thought process in a systematised order with the
necessary aesthetics with the help of words and language. Here,
poetry of literature of one language needs to be translated to other
languages, to prove the human emotions are universal beyond
language and culture.
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And lastly, Every word we utter, Every sentence we speak,
may be, we thought, it is our Lingua Franca! But psychologically,
truly speaking, every word, letter or sentence is mere a
translation, a translation of our mind, thoughts, ideas and
expressions.
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“TONIGHT I CAN WRITE”

Tonight I can write the saddest lines.

Write, for example, “The night is starry
and the blue stars shiver in the distance.”

The night wind revolves in the sky and sings.

Tonight I can write the saddest lines.
I loved her, and sometimes she loved me too.

Through nights like this one I held her in my arms.
I kissed her again and again under the endless sky.

She loved me sometimes, and I loved her too.
How could one not have loved her great still eyes.

Tonight I can write the saddest lines.
To think that I do not have her. To feel that I have lost her.

To hear the immense night, still more immense without her.
And the verse falls to the soul like dew to the pasture.

What does it matter that my love could not keep her.
The night is starry and she is not with me.

This is all. In the distance someone is singing. In the distance.
My soul is not satisfied that it has lost her.

My sight tries to find her as though to bring her closer.
My heart looks for her, and she is not with me.

The same night whitening the same trees.
We, of that time, are no longer the same.

I no longer love her, that’s certain, but how I loved her.
My voice tried to find the wind to touch her hearing.

Another’s. She will be another’s. As she was before my kisses.
Her voice, her bright body. Her infinite eyes.

I no longer love her, that’s certain, but maybe I love her.
Love is so short, forgetting is so long.

Because through nights like this one I held her in my arms
my soul is not satisfied that it has lost her.

Though this be the last pain that she makes me suffer
and these the last verses that I write for her.
(Trans. W.S. Merwin)
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SORROW HOME
By Margaret Walker

My roots are deep in southern life; deeper than John
Brown or Nat Turner or Robert Lee. I was sired and
weaned in a tropic world. The palm tree and banana
leaf, mango and coconut, breadfruit and rubber trees
know me.

Warm skies and gulf blue streams are in my blood. I
belong with the smell of fresh pine, with the trail of
coon, and the spring growth of wild onion.

I am no hothouse bulb to be reared in steam-heated
flats with the music of El and subway in my ears, walled
in by steel and wood and brick far from the sky.

I want the cotton fields, tobacco and the cane. I want
to walk along with sacks of seed to drop in fallow
ground. Restless music is in my heart and I am eager
to be gone.

O Southland, sorrow home, melody beating in my bone
and blood! How long will the Klan of hate, the hounds
and the chain gangs keep me from my own?
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I AM THERE
by Mahmoud Darwish

I come from there and remember,

I was born like everyone is born, I have a mother
and a house with many windows,

I have brothers, friends and a prison.

I have a wave that sea-gulls snatched away.

I have a view of my own and an extra blade of grass.

I have a moon past the peak of words.

I have the god sent food of birds and an olive tree
beyond the kent of time.

I have traversed the land before
swords turned bodies into banquets.

I come from there,

I return the sky to its mother

when for its mother the sky cries,

and I weep for a returning cloud to know me.

I have learned the words of blood-stained courts
in order to break the rules.

I have learned and dismantled all the words
to construct a single one:

Home
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Ars Poetica
by Blaga Dimitrova

Write each of your poems
as if it were your last.

In this century, saturated with strontium,
charged with terrorism,

flying with supersonic speed,

death comes with terrifying suddenness.

Send each of your words
like a last letter before execution,
a call carved on a prison wall.

You have no right to lie,

no right to play pretty little games.
You simply won’t have time

to correct your mistakes.

Write each of your poems,
tersely, mercilessly,
with blood — as if it were your last.

As Long as You’re Upright

Don’t forget to rejoice! —
the wise trees whisper

as they crash on failing knees
under the ax.

Don’t forget to rejoice!

As long as you’re upright,

as long as you encounter the wind,
as long as you breathe the heights.

As long as the ax slumbers.
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CONVERSATION
by Ai Ogawa

We smile at each other

and I lean back against the wicker couch.
How does it feel to be dead? I say.

You touch my knees with your blue fingers.
And when you open your mouth,

a ball of yellow light falls to the floor

and burns a hole through it.

Don't tell me, I say. I don't want to hear.
Did you ever, you start,

wear a certain kind of dress

and just by accident,

so inconsequential you barely notice it,
your fingers graze that dress

and you hear the sound of a knife cutting paper,
you see it too

and you realize how that image

is simply the extension of another image,
that your own life

is a chain of words

that one day will snap.

Words, you say, young girls in a circle, holding hands,
and beginning to rise heavenward

in their confirmation dresses,

like white helium balloons,

the wreathes of flowers on their heads spinning,
and above all that,

that's where I'm floating,

and that's what it's like

only ten times clearer,

ten times more horrible.

Could anyone alive survive it?
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HELLO, HOW ARE YOU?
Charles Bukowski

Hello, How Are You?
this fear of being what they are:
dead.

At least they are not out on the street, they
are careful to stay indoors, those

pasty mad who sit alone before their tv sets,
their lives full of canned, mutilated laughter.

Their ideal neighborhood

of parked cars

of little green lawns

of little homes

the little doors that open and close
as their relatives visit

throughout the holidays

the doors closing

behind the dying who die so slowly
behind the dead who are still alive
in your quiet average neighborhood
of winding streets

of agony

of confusion

of horror

of fear

of ignorance.

A dog standing behind a fence.

A man silent at the window.
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HOPE

Czeslaw Milosz

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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FAREWELL
Gu Cheng

Today

You and I

Are stepping over that venerable threshold
Don’t offer blessings

Don’t say goodbye

To do so would sound like a performance
Better to keep silence

Concealing isn’t necessarily deceptive
Why not leave memories for the future
Just as we leave dreams in the night

Or tears in the sea

And wind in the sails

translated by Fang Dai, Dennis Ding, & Edward Morin
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AS T GREW OLDER
Langston Hughes

It was a long time ago.

I have almost forgotten my dream.
But it was there then,

In front of me,

Bright like a sun—

My dream.

And then the wall rose,

Rose slowly,

Slowly,

Between me and my dream.

Rose until it touched the sky—

The wall.

Shadow.

I am black.

I lie down in the shadow.

No longer the light of my dream before me,
Above me.

Only the thick wall.

Only the shadow.

My hands!

My dark hands!

Break through the wall!

Find my dream!

Help me to shatter this darkness,
To smash this night,

To break this shadow

Into a thousand lights of sun,
Into a thousand whirling dreams

Of sun!
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ANGUISH
Pdr Lagerkvist

Anguish, anguish is my heritage,
the wound of my throat,

the cry of my heart in the world.
Now the lathered sky congeals
in the coarse hand of night;
now the forests

and the rigid heights

rise barrenly against

the dwarfed vault of the sky.
How hard everything is,

how stiffened, black and silent!

I grope about this darkened room,

I feel the sharp edge of the cliff against my finger.
I tear my sore and aching hands

on the hills and darkened woods,

on the black iron of sky

and on the cold earth!

Anguish, anguish is my heritage,

the wound of my throat,
the cry of my heart in the world.
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OUT OF THE SIGHS

Delan Thomas

Out of the sighs a little comes,

But not of grief, for I have knocked down that
Before the agony; the spirit grows,

Forgets, and cries;

A little comes, is tasted and found good;

All could not disappoint;

There must, be praised, some certainty,

If not of loving well, then not,

And that is true after perpetual defeat.

After such fighting as the weakest know,
There's more than dying;

Lose the great pains or stuff the wound,

He'll ache too long

Through no regret of leaving woman waiting
For her soldier stained with spilt words

That spill such acrid blood.

Were that enough, enough to ease the pain,
Feeling regret when this is wasted

That made me happy in the sun,

How much was happy while it lasted,

Were vagueness enough and the sweet lies plenty,
The hollow words could bear all suffering

And cure me of ills.

Were that enough, bone, blood, and sinew,
The twisted brain, the fair-formed loin,
Groping for matter under the dog's plate,
Man should be cured of distemper.

For all there is to give I offer:

Crumbs, barn, and halter.
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WHATIAM FORYOU
Juana de Ibarbourou
A doe
eating fragrant grass out of your hand.

A dog
that follows everywhere in your footsteps.

A star
twice as bright and sparkly just for you.

A spring
rippling snake-like at your feet.

A flower
whose honey and whose scent are yours alone.

For you I’'m all of these,
I gave youmy soul in all its guises.
The doe, the dog, the heavenly body and the flower,
the living water flowing at your feet.
My soul is all
for you, my
Love.
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MORTALLY WOUNDED
Claribel Alegria

When I woke up

this morning

I knew you were

mortally wounded

that [ was too

that our days were numbered
our nights

that someone had counted them
without letting us know

that more than ever

I'had to love you

you had to love me.

I'inhaled your fragrance
I'watched you sleeping

I ran the tips of my fingers
over your skin
remembered the friends
whose quota was filled

and are on the other side:
the one who died

a natural death

the one who fell in combat
the one they tortured

in jail

who kicked aside his death.
I brushed your warmth
with my lips:

mortally wounded

my love

perhaps tomorrow

and I loved you more than ever

and you loved me as well.
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I MAY LOSE MY DAILY BREAD

Sami Al Qasseem

I may lose my daily bread, if you wish

I may hawk my clothes and bed

I may become a stonecutter, or a porter
Or a street sweeper

I may search in animal dung for food

I may collapse, naked and starved
Enemy of light

I will not compromise

And to the end

I shall fight.

You may rob me of the last span of my land
You may ditch my youth in prison holes

Steel what my grandfather left me behind:
Some furniture or clothes and jars,

You may burn my poems and books

You may feed your dog on my flesh

You may impose a nightmare of your terror
On my village.

Enemy of light

I shall not compromise
And to the end

I shall fight.

Enemy of light

The signs of joy and the tidings

Shouts of happiness and anthems

Are there at the port

And at the horizon

A sail is defying the wind and the deep sees
Overcoming all the challenges

It is the return of Ulysses

From the lost sees
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It is the return of the sun
And the return of the ousted

And for their sake

I swear

I shall not compromise
And to the end

I shall fight!
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REFUGEE MOTHER AND CHILD
Chinua Achebe

No Madonna and Child could touch
that picture of a mother’s tenderness
for a son she soon would have to forget.
The air was heavy with odours

of diarrhoea of unwashed children

with washed-out ribs and dried-up
bottoms struggling in laboured

steps behind blown empty bellies. Most
mothers there had long ceased

to care but not this one; she held

a ghost smile between her teeth

and in her eyes the ghost of a mother’s
pride as she combed the rust-coloured
hair left on his skull and then —

singing in her eyes — began carefully
to part it... In another life this
would have been a little daily

act of no consequence before his
breakfast and school; now she

did it like putting flowers

on a tiny grave.
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THE SHADOW VOICE
Margaret Atwood

My shadow said to me:
what is the matter

Isn't the moon warm
enough for you

why do you need

the blanket of another body

Whose kiss 1s moss

Around the picnic tables

The bright pink hands held sandwiches
crumbled by distance. Flies crawl
over the sweet instant

You know what is in these blankets

The trees outside are bending with
children shooting guns. Leave
them alone. They are playing
games of their own.

I give water, I give clean crusts
Aren't there enough words

flowing in your veins
to keep you going.
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INTO THE DARKEST HOUR
Madeleine L’Engle

It was a time like this,

war & tumult of war,

a horror in the air.

Hungry yawned the abyss —

and yet there came the star

and the child most wonderfully there.

It was a time like this

of fear & lust for power,

license & greed and blight —

and yet the Prince of bliss came into the darkest hour
in quiet & silent light.

And in a time like this

how celebrate his birth
when all things fall apart?
Ah! Wonderful it is:

with no room on the earth,
the stable is our heart.
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BY THE LAKE
Dame Edith Sitwell

ACROSS the flat and the pastel snow
Two people go . . ..
'And do you remember
When last we wandered this shore?' . . .
'Ah no!
For it is cold-hearted December.'
'Dead, the leaves that like asses's ears
hung on the trees
When last we wandered and squandered joy here;
Now Midas your husband will listen for these
Whispers--these tears for joy's bier.'
And as they walk, they seem tall pagodas;
And all the ropes let down from the cloud
Ring the hard cold bell-buds upon the trees--codas
Of overtones, ecstasies, grown for love's shroud
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IN THE EVENING
Anna Akhmatova
Translated by the late Richard McKane,

There was such inexpressible sorrow
in the music in the garden.

The dish of oysters on ice

smelt fresh and sharp of the sea.

He said to me ‘I am a true friend!’
He touched my dress.

There is no passion

in the touch of his hands.

This is how one strokes a cat or a bird,

this is how one looks at a shapely horsewoman.

There is only laughter in his eyes
under the light gold of his eyelashes.

The violins’ mourning voices

sing above the spreading smoke:

‘Give thanks to heaven:

you are alone with your love for the first time.’
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WHOEVER COMES

FROM THE EARTH
Nelli Sachs

Whoever

comes from the Earth

reaching for the moon

or

other heavenly mineral flower —
will soar high

wounded by blasts

of memory

shot from the explosive burst of yearning

for

out of Earth’s painted night

his winged prayers arise

out of daily destructions

seeking the inner pathways of the eyes.

Craters and arid seas

filled with tears

travelling through starry stations
escaping from dust and ashes.

Everywhere the Earth

is building its colonies of homesickness.

Not to land

on the oceans of addicted blood

only to sway

in the luminous music of ebb and flood
only to sway

to the rhythm of the unscathed

mark of eternity:

life — death —
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DO NOT STAND AT MY GRAVE

AND WEEP
Mary Elizabeth Frye

Do not stand at my grave and weep

I am not there; I do not sleep.

I am a thousand winds that blow,

I am the diamond glints on snow,

I am the sun on ripened grain,

I am the gentle autumn rain.

When you awaken in the morning's hush
I am the swift uplifting rush

Of quiet birds in circled flight.

I am the soft stars that shine at night.
Do not stand at my grave and cry,

I am not there; I did not die.
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NEW YEAR: ADIALOGUE
Ella Wheeler Wilcox

MORTAL:

"The night is cold, the hour is late, the world is bleak
and drear;

Who is it knocking at my door?"

THE NEW YEAR:
"I am Good Cheer."

MORTAL:

"Your voice is strange; [ know you not; in shadows
dark I grope.

What seek you here?"

THE NEW YEAR:
"Friend, let me in; my name is Hope."

MORTAL.:
"And mine is Failure; you but mock the life you seek to
bless. Pass on."

THE NEW YEAR:
"Nay, open wide the door; I am Success."

MORTAL:
"But I am ill and spent with pain; too late has come
your wealth. I cannot use it."

THE NEW YEAR:
"Listen, friend; I am Good Health."

MORTAL:
"Now, wide I fling my door. Come in, and your fair
statements prove."

THE NEW YEAR:
"But you must open, too, your heart, for [ am Love."
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WHAT HAS HAPPENED?
Bertolt Brecht

The industrialist is having his aeroplane serviced.
The priest is wondering what he said in his sermon eight
weeks ago

about tithes.

The generals are putting on civvies and looking like
bank clerks.

Public officials are getting friendly.

The policeman points out the way to the man in the
cloth cap.

The landlord comes to see whether the water supply
is working.

The journalists write the word People with capital
letters.

The singers sing at the opera for nothing.

Ships' captains check the food in the crew's galley,
Car owners get in beside their chauffeurs.

Doctors sue the insurance companies.

Scholars show their discoveries and hide their decora-
tions.

Farmers deliver potatoes to the barracks.

The revolution has won its first battle:

That's what has happened.
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I HAVE A RENDEZVOUS

WITH DEATH
Alan Seeger

I have a rendezvous with Death

At some disputed barricade,

When Spring comes back with rustling shade
And apple-blossoms fill the air -

I have a rendezvous with Death

When Spring brings back blue days and fair.

It may be he shall take my hand

And lead me into his dark land

And close my eyes and quench my breath -
It may be I shall pass him still.

I have a rendezvous with Death

On some scarred slope of battered hill,
When Spring comes round again this year
And the first meadow-flowers appear.

God knows ’twere better to be deep
Pillowed in silk and scented down,

Where love throbs out in blissful sleep,
Pulse nigh to pulse, and breath to breath,
Where hushed awakenings are dear...
But I’ve a rendezvous with Death

At midnight in some flaming town,
When Spring trips north again this year,
And I to my pledged word am true,

I shall not fail that rendezvous.
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TAKE FROM MY PALMS
Osip Mandelstam

“Take from my palms, to soothe your heart,
a little honey, a little sun,
in obedience to Persephone's bees.

You can't untie a boat that was never moored,
nor hear a shadow in its furs,
nor move through thick life without fear.

For us, all that's left is kisses
tattered as the little bees
that die when they leave the hive.

Deep in the transparent night they're still humming,
at home in the dark wood on the mountain,
in the mint and lungwort and the past.

But lay to your heart my rough gift,
this unlovely dry necklace of dead bees
that once made a sun out of honey.
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THE JOURNEY
Mary Oliver

One day you finally knew
what you had to do, and began,
though the voices around you
kept shouting

their bad advice --

though the whole house

began to tremble

and you felt the old tug

at your ankles.

"Mend my life!"

each voice cried.

But you didn't stop.

You knew what you had to do,
though the wind pried

with its stiff fingers

at the very foundations,

though their melancholy

was terrible.

It was already late

enough, and a wild night,

and the road full of fallen
branches and stones.

But little by little,

as you left their voice behind,
the stars began to burn
through the sheets of clouds,
and there was a new voice
which you slowly

recognized as your own,

that kept you company

as you strode deeper and deeper
into the world,

determined to do

the only thing you could do --
determined to save

the only life that you could save.
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A DREAM LIES DEAD
Dorothy Parker

A dream lies dead here. May you softly go

Before this place, and turn away your eyes,

Nor seek to know the look of that which dies
Importuning Life for life. Walk not in woe,

But, for a little, let your step be slow.

And, of your mercy, be not sweetly wise

With words of hope and Spring and tenderer skies.
A dream lies dead; and this all mourners know:

Whenever one drifted petal leaves the tree-

Though white of bloom as it had been before
And proudly waitful of fecundity-

One little loveliness can be no more;

And so must Beauty bow her imperfect head
Because a dream has joined the wistful dead!
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A VALENTINE
Edgar Allan Poe

For her this thyme is penned, whose luminous eyes,
Brightly expressive as the twins of Loeda,

Shall find her own sweet name, that, nestling lies
Upon the page, enwrapped from every reader.

Search narrowly the lines!—they hold a treasure
Divine—a talisman—an amulet

That must be worn at heart. Search well the measure—
The words—the syllables! Do not forget

The trivialest point, or you may lose your labor!
And yet there is in this no Gordian knot

Which one might not undo without a sabre,

If one could merely comprehend the plot.
Enwritten upon the leaf where now are peering

Eyes scintillating soul, there lie perdus
Three eloquent words oft uttered in the hearing

Of poets, by poets—as the name is a poet’s, too.

Its letters, although naturally lying

Like the knight Pinto—Mendez Ferdinando—
Still form a synonym for Truth—Cease trying!

You will not read the riddle,

though you do the best you can do.
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HANGING FIRE
Audre Lorde

I'am fourteen

and my skin has betrayed me
the boy I cannot live without
still sucks his thumb in secret
how come my knees are
always so ashy

what if I die

before morning

and momma's in the bedroom
with the door closed.

I have to learn how to dance
in time for the next party

my room is too small for me
suppose I die before graduation
they will sing sad melodies
but finally

tell the truth about me

There is nothing I want to do
and too much

that has to be done

and momma's in the bedroom
with the door closed.

Nobody even stops to think

about my side of it

I should have been on Math Team
my marks were better than his
why do I have to be

the one

wearing braces

I have nothing to wear tomorrow
will I live long enough to grow up
and momma's in the bedroom

with the door closed.
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A DREAM

Boris Pasternak

I dreamt of autumn in the window's twilight,
And you, a tipsy jesters' throng amidst. '

And like a falcon, having stooped to slaughter,
My heart returned to settle on your wrist.

But time went on, grew old and deaf. Like thawing
Softice old silk decayed on easy chairs.

A bloated sunset from the garden painted

The glass with bloody red September tears.

But time grew old and deaf. And you, the loud one,
Quite suddenly were still. This broke a spell.

The dreaming ceased at once, as though in answer
To an abruptly silenced bell.

And I awakened. Dismal as the autumn
The dawn was dark. A stronger wind arose
To chase the racing birchtrees on the skyline,
As from a running cart the streams of straws.
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WOMAN WORK
Maya Angelou

I've got the children to tend
The clothes to mend

The floor to mop

The food to shop

Then the chicken to fry
The baby to dry

I got company to feed

The garden to weed

I've got shirts to press

The tots to dress

The can to be cut

I gotta clean up this hut
Then see about the sick
And the cotton to pick.

Shine on me, sunshine
Rain on me, rain

Fall softly, dewdrops
And cool my brow again.

Storm, blow me from here
With your fiercest wind
Let me float across the sky
'Til I can rest again.

Fall gently, snowflakes
Cover me with white
Cold icy kisses and
Let me rest tonight.

Sun, rain, curving sky

Mountain, oceans, leaf and stone
Star shine, moon glow

You're all that I can call my own.
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INTERVALOFJOY
George Seferis
Translated by Kimon Friat

We were happy all that morning

God how happy.

First the stones the leaves and the flowers shone

and then the sun

a huge sun all thorns but so very high in the heavens.

A Nymph was gathering our cares and hanging them on
the trees

a forest of Judas trees.

Cupids and satyrs were singing and playing

and rosy limbs could be glimpsed amid black laurel
the flesh of young children.

We were happy all that morning;

the abyss was a closed well

on which the tender foot of a young faun stamped

do you remember its laughter: how happy we were!
And then clouds rain and the damp earth;

you stopped laughing when you reclined in the hut,
and opened your large eyes and gazed

on the archangel wielding a fiery sword

T cannot explain it, ' you said, 'l cannot explain it, '
I find people impossible to understand

however much they may play with colors
they are all black.
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AFRICAN ELEGY
Ben Okri

We are the miracles that God made

To taste the bitter fruit of Time.

We are precious.

And one day our suffering

Will turn into the wonders of the earth.

There are things that burn me now

Which turn golden when I am happy.

Do you see the mystery of our pain?

That we bear poverty

And are able to sing and dream sweet things

And that we never curse the air when it is warm
Or the fruit when it tastes so good

Or the lights that bounce gently on the waters?
We bless things even in our pain.

We bless them in silence.

That is why our music is so sweet.
It makes the air remember.

There are secret miracles at work
That only Time will bring forth.

I too have heard the dead singing.

And they tell me that

This life is good

They tell me to live it gently
With fire, and always with hope.
There is wonder here

And there is surprise

In everything the unseen moves.
The ocean is full of songs.
The sky is not an enemy.
Destiny is our friend.
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RAIN IN THE NIGHT
Homero Aridjis
Tr. George McWhirter

Rain in the Night

It rains in the night
on the old roofs and the wet streets

on the black hills
and on the temples in the dead cities

In the dark I hear the ancestral music of the rain
its ancient footfall its dissolving voice

More rapid than the dreams of men
the rain makes roads through the air

makes trails through the dust
longer than the footstep of men.

Tomorrow we will die
die twice over

Once as individuals
a second time as a species

and between the bolts of lightning and the white seeds
scattered through the shadows

there’s time for a complete examination of conscience
time to tell the human story

Itrains
It will rain in the night

but on the wet streets and black hills
there will be no one to hear rain fall
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APRIL DUSK
Patrick Kavanagh

April dusk

It is tragic to be a poet now

And not a lover

Paradised under the mutest bough.

I'look through my window and see

The ghost of life flitting bat-winged.

O I am as old as a sage can even be,

O I'am as lonely as the first fool kinged.

The horse in his stall turns away

From the hay-filled manger, dreaming of grass
Soft and cool in hollows. Does he neigh
Jealousy-words for John MacGuigan's ass

That never was civilised in stall or trace.

Anunmusical ploughboy whistles down the lane
Not worried at all about the fate of Europe.
While I sit here feeling the subtle pain

Of one whose Tree of God has been uprooted.
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TO THE NEW YEAR
W. S. Merwin

With what stillness at last

you appear in the valley

your first sunlight reaching down
to touch the tips of a few

high leaves that do not stir

as though they had not noticed
and did not know you at all

then the voice of a dove calls
from far away in itself

to the hush of the morning

So this is the sound of you

here and now whether or not
anyone hears it this is

where we have come with our age
our knowledge such as it is

and our hopes such as they are
invisible before us

untouched and still possible
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DIGGING

Seamus Heaney

Between my finger and my thumb
The squat pen rests; snug as a gun.

Under my window, a clean rasping sound
When the spade sinks into gravelly ground:
My father, digging. I look down

Till his straining rump among the flowerbeds
Bends low, comes up twenty years away
Stooping in rhythm through potato drills
Where he was digging.

The coarse boot nestled on the lug, the shaft
Against the inside knee was levered firmly.

He rooted out tall tops, buried the bright edge deep
To scatter new potatoes that we picked,

Loving their cool hardness in our hands.

By God, the old man could handle a spade.
Just like his old man.

My grandfather cut more turfin a day

Than any other man on Toner’s bog.

Once I carried him milk in a bottle

Corked sloppily with paper. He straightened up
To drink it, then fell to right away

Nicking and slicing neatly, heaving sods

Over his shoulder, going down and down

For the good turf. Digging.

The cold smell of potato mould, the squelch and slap
Of soggy peat, the curt cuts of an edge

Through living roots awaken in my head.

But I’ve no spade to follow men like them.

Between my finger and my thumb
The squat pen rests.
I’ll dig with it.
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THE ENCOUNTER
Viadimir Nabakov

Longing, and mystery, and delight...
as if from the swaying blackness

of some slow-motion masquerade
onto the dim bridge you came.

And night flowed, and silent there floated
into its satin streams

that black mask’s wolf-like profile

and those tender lips of yours.

And under the chestnuts, along the canal
you passed, luring me askance.

What did my heart discern in you,

how did you move me so?

In your momentary tenderness,

or in the changing contour of your shoulders,
did I experience a dim sketch

of other — irrevocable — encounters?

Perhaps romantic pity

led you to understand

what had set trembling that arrow
now piercing through my verse?

I know nothing. Strangely

the verse vibrates, and in it, an arrow...
Perhaps you, still nameless, were

the genuine, the awaited one?

But sorrow not yet quite cried out
perturbed our starry hour.

Into the night returned the double fissure
of your eyes, eyes not yet illumed.

For long? For ever? Far off

I wander, and strain to hear

the movement of the stars above our encounter
and what if you are to be my fate...

Longing, and mystery, and delight,
and like a distant supplication....
My heart must travel on.

But if you are to be my fate...
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THE EMPTY HOUSE
Walter De La Mare

See this house, how dark it is
Beneath its vast-boughed trees!

Not one trembling leaflet cries

To that Watcher in the skies—
‘Remove, remove thy searching gaze,
Innocent of heaven’s ways,

Brood not, Moon, so wildly bright,
On secrets hidden from sight.’

‘Secrets,’ sighs the night-wind,
“Vacancy is all I find;

Every keyhole I have made

Wails a summons, faint and sad,
No voice ever answers me,

Only vacancy.’

‘Once, once ... ’ the cricket shrills,
And far and near the quiet fills

With its tiny voice, and then

Hush falls again.

Mute shadows creeping slow
Mark how the hours go.

Every stone is mouldering slow.
And the least winds that blow
Some minutest atom shake,

Some fretting ruin make

In roof and walls. How black it is

Beneath these thick boughed trees!
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SQUARE DANCE

Carlos Drummond de Andrade

Jodao loved Teresa who loved Raimundo

who loved Maria who loved Joaquim

who loved Lili

who loved nobody.

Jodo left to the United States,

Teresa to a convent,

Raimundo died in a crash,

Maria became an old maid,

Joaquim killed himself and Lili married J. Fernandes
Pinto

who hadn't been in the story.
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Every word we utter, Every sentence
we speak, may be, we thought, it is
our Lingua Franca! But
psychologically, truly speaking,
every word, letter or sentence is mere
a translation, a translation of our
mind, thoughts, ideas and

expressions.
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