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PRVNI ELEGIE

Dégj bolesti vzdy jenom nevédomé
probiha lidmi. Ke konci se blizi,
kdyz jesté nepocal, a za politkem
chtivé se vraci, zkusenym se stava
po zkousce teprv. Jeho 7iva zkouska
ledacos bere a ledacos dava,

hle, tteba volnost, nechténou i chténou,
a tieba Zivot, je-li smrtiv smrti.
Hrob nezavtel se. Nuze, rozevlaty,
do 3tihlé stavby vysloveni zmensi
sviyj maly vesmir, dej mu v sobé zniti
a krve stédie ra¢ mu nalévati.

Jen jaky kvét a jakou, jakou barvu?
Nalézti zelen, bél, zlut citrénovou

a okr, mnoho okru namichati,

aby se zdalo mluvit nevyslovné,

aby se zjevil temny smysl zrady,

nalézti listy, jez se ptiviraji

k dlouhému spanku, listy, nézna vicka,
pfed proudem svétla ktera ochranuji.
Tvé odi ve chvili, kdy svétlo zhaslo!
Mladost tvych ast, kdyz nad svou tmou jsi stal!
Dovim se, bédny, co se s tebou délo?

Mléel jsem, Pane, jenom moje srdce
kticelo jesté, jesté vzpiralo se,

pad zdrzovalo, ktery nelze zdrzet,

ty neplac, kficelo, ty nyni nesmis plakat,
nepla¢, hrud neunese,

THE FIRST ELEGY

The course of pain runs through us constantly,
but unbeknown. It draws near to its end
even before it starts, then eagerly

returns to its beginning, grows adept,

but not before being tested. Its living test
takes what it will, and gives whatever back,
freedom perhaps, now wanted and now not,
or maybe life, if even death can die.

The grave's not closed. So you, mercurial one,
scale down your little cosmos to a slim
construct to voice your words: let it resound
in you and givingly grant it blood.

But what kind of flower? What colouring?

Find some green and white, and lemon-yellow,
and ochre too, mix in a lot of ochre,

until the inexpressible seems to speak,

and the dark sense of treason can appear;

find a few leaves that are slowly closing

into a long sleep, leaves, gentle as lids,

lending protection against the stream of light.
Your eyes the instant when the light went out!
Your lips young, and you poised above darkness!
Will I ever know what happened, wretched one?

| remained silent, Lord. And yet my heart

was still crying out, it was struggling still,

against the fall that cannot be resisted.

Don't weep, it cried, right now you must not weep,

don't weep, my love, my chest cannot take it.
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vzdyt vim, kde nejradéji plakala bys,

znam viechna mista na tvém drahém téle,
ze viech tvych slz jsem druhdy ochutnaval,
a cojich bylo, co jich jenom bylo,

a co jich bude, co jich musi byti!

Nevinim tebe, Ze mne zrazujes.
Javim, ja dobfe vim, Ze pfisel trest,
a prazdné ruce své mu nastavuji,

at bere tém, co braly.

V trafice zZadné bolest nerozménis,
nebot je vé¢na. Potacet se budes

od viny k viné, od neplace k placi,
od strachu k bazni, od tizkosti k muce,
od krutych stiskti, od hanby a $piny
k samoté strasné, ktera neni sama.
Jen sliny rozkose budes smét polykati.
Viimni si zaclon, kfesla pov3imni si
a obrazku, co na sténach tu visi,
vsimni si knih a stolu, postele té,
které jsi nahle svoji tihu vzala,
vsimni si lampy, Zeno, vic mi patfi
nez ty.

Tak volalo mé srdce, pfilis zivé.

A nevédélo, ze je jesté nechce
bohatsvi hliny, naru¢ Boha jeho,

ze nic je nechce mimo jeho svét,

nez pisef; elegie.

THE FIRST ELEGY 1

I know just where you would most gladly weep
because | know each spot on your dear body.

| have already tasted of all your tears —

and how many there were, oh how many,

and how many more there will be, have to be!

| don't accuse you of betraying me.

I know, know well, a punishment has come,
and | extend my empty hands to it,

to let it take from hands that used to take.
Tobacconists give no small change for pain,
for pain is eternal. You will reel around

from guilt to guilt, from tearless eyes to weeping,
from fear to dread, from awe to agony,

from cruel grasping and from shame and dirt
to dire aloneness that is not alone.

Just passion's spittle you'll be left to swallow.
Notice the curtains, and notice this chair,

and these little paintings hanging on the walls.
Notice these books, this table and this bed
that you relieved abruptly of your weight.
Notice the lamp. It belongs more to me

than you do.

That's how my heart called out, heart too alive.
And did not know it wasn't wanted yet

by the rich earth, by the embrace of its God;
that nothing beyond its own world wanted it
but song; an elegy.
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KdyzZ odsouzenci na smrt odsouzeni
posledni prosbu sméji vysloviti

a nezadaji zivot, tehdy, vézte,

jen soucit brani jim a stud a bazen,

ze soudce rozpaky by mohly stihnout

z nevyplnitelnosti.
O tabak radéji pak poprosi
a o velefi; o ubohou rozkos;

o dobry dousek, jenz by hrdlo svlazil,

to hrdlo, které bude zardouseno.
Chapaveé, rychle napiji se vina

a naznadi, ze bylo velmi chutné,
nebot jsou dobfi: pro svédomi kata
je pékné ptec se trochu pfetvafovat.
A pokorné kdyz noci posledni

se k poslednimu ranu promodlili,
jdou bez nuceni, ml¢ky na porazku,
tam na to nddvofi, kde jitfni zima
muze se jejich teplou krvi zahtat.

Ajajsem o polibek poprosil.

A oci zavtel jsem. A pil

kalisek rmutu. Potom odchazela.
Soucitem désu miloval jsem ji

a litost citil jsem, Ze nemohla

mi sebe dati (nebot jsem ji zadal,

ale jen pohledem, jako se zvife diva,
a ona neslysela). Klaply dvefe.

K oknu jsem bézel. Od té chvile stale

u okna stojim, straz, 6, strdz tam stojim,

THE FIRST ELEGY 13

When those convicted and condemned to death
are granted leave to state their final wish,

yet do not ask for life, be well aware

that pity alone prevents them, and shame, and fear
that the judge would feel discomforted for being
unable to fulfil it.

They'd rather ask for a gobbet of tobacco,

for a dinner, for some miserable pleasure;

for a good long gulp to moisten the throat,

the very throat that will be strangled soon.

They understand and quickly drink their wine,

and make it known that it was very tasty

because they mean well: the hangman's conscience
surely deserves a bit of make-believe.

And then humbly, when prayer has seen them through
their final night into their final morning,

they go in silence, unforced, to their slaughter,
there, in that yard, where the winter of the dawn
can warm itself with their still-warm blood.

| asked for a kiss and then closed my eyes
and drank up the dregs

from a small cup. Then she was walking out.

I loved her with a pity of dismay,

and | felt sorrowful that she could not

give herself to me (because | asked her,

but only with a look, as an animal might,

and she didn't hear). The door slammed shut.
[ ran to the window. Since that moment

I stand guard at the window, oh, guard | stand,
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straz u sebe, straZ u snu, u Zadosti,
straz u lasky, jez nasla svého Kaina.

Hrob nezavtel se. Hrob je otevieny.
Jen tiha kytic tla¢i viko rakve.
Zvadnou ty kvéty, nemajice zemé!
Smute¢ni hosté domt rozejdou se.

V kocarech druznosti ti vzdalengjsi
pobidnou koné, aby tryskem jeli.

Pak piijde on, nebohy stary hrobnik.
Pfihnul si trochu chvili pted obfadem
a zeslabl, je slaby jako dité.

Lopatu sotva jeho ruce zdvihnou.
Nabere hliny jako pohlazenim
anéiné, nézné zabusi ta hlina

tam, kde je rakev, a tam, kde je mrtvy.

Drcena tsta, chcete ,vitej“ fici?

THE FIRST ELEGY 15

guard over myself, over dream, desire,
guard over a love that found its own Cain.

The grave has not closed. The grave is open.
Only the wreaths weigh down the coffin’s lid.
Without soil, those flowers will wither away!
Funeral guests disperse and head for home.
Those from afar will hurry up their horses

to make speed in their convivial coaches.
Then he steps up, the poor old gravedigger.
Before the service, he took a long swig

and grew unsteady; now, feeble as a child,

he barely holds his shovel in his hands.

He scoops some earth as if he's fondling it,
and lets that earth gently, gently patter
there, where the coffin lies, the dead one lies.

My crumpled mouth, do you want to say “Welcome”?
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Vratte se, véci, jez jste pomahaly
nésti kiiz dne, visici mezi fiadry
kralovny noci, noci krvelacné.
Tézitka moje, vratte se mi zase.
Tézké je nemit vis, vy uréité a pevné,
tézké je volat vas a nezranit si hrdlo.

Kam prchés, feko, kdyz ti nahle brehy
do mofe vbéhnou? Zda se jesté drzis

za ruce s Gstim, které lakalo té

zemfiti v §itce? Zda tvé kapky mluvi
svou rodnou fedi v ciziné té strasné,

zda feknou ,bratfe proudu studenému,
jenz studi vic nez uzlabiny v horach?

O, vrat se, feko, obzore mtj mily,

hle, zemé place, nebot ztratila té,

tviyj pramen vyschl, koryto tvé vyschlo,
jen Ustis, Gsti3, zmiras, nejsi, feko!

Pro¢ véris mlze, skilo, viro moje?
Mlha té svléka, nevéf tomu rouchu!
Kdejaké hnizdo je uz vyplenéno,
kdejaky lupi¢ na vrchol se vloudil

a vztycil prapor poplivany smrti;
bi¢uji hole do tvych sladkych bokd,
vidim jiZ gejzir, ktery marné tryska,
vrazedné ruce po tobé se plazi

a rdousi té a zardousi té brzo.
Platici lidé stoji na pati

a nevéfi té zkaze. Ja ji véfim, skalo!

THE SECOND ELEGY

Come back, things, you that were always there
to help me bear my daily cross between

the breasts of the queen of night, bloodthirsty night.

My paperweights, come back to me again.
It's hard without you, so solid and so sure,

it's hard to call you, and not hurt my throat.

Where do you run to, river, when your banks
suddenly meet the sea? Do you still cling

to your mouth, which has forever lured you

to a death so broad? Do your droplets speak
their native tongue in that strange, fearful realm;
do they say “brother” to that chilling current
colder than any hollow in the hills?

O come back, river, my beloved horizon,

look how the earth weeps for having lost you,
your source has dried, your very bed has dried,

you empty out, you die, river no more!

Rock, faith of mine, why do you trust the fog?
The fog strips you bare, do not trust that robe!
What nests there are, have been already looted,
whatever robbers, crept up to the peak

and raised a banner spat upon by death;

grassy uplands are whipping your sweet thighs,
| see a geyser now, spouting in vain,

murderous hands are crawling over you,

they strangle you, and soon you will be dead.
People are standing in the foothills, weeping,

they don't believe your ruin. | believe it, rock!
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Tézitka moje, vratte se mi zase.
Navrat se, strome, vrat se, oboro ma,
navrat se, zvéfi, trpici a mirng,

ptiteli, vrat se, nechod po té cestg,

jez vede slepé k vylhanému nebi
duvérivé a nevédomé déti,

a ony vzdorné, které poslouchaly
jenom své srdce, jenom matku svoji,
zazdivd, zdi, a hofem po nich stfili,
navrat se, bratie, pohled, trpce proudi
krev ze 7il do 7il, tebe, tebe hled3,
tebou chce proudit jak matetské mléko,
navrat se, otée, muzi spravedlivy,

mym sniim se navrat, ty, jenz snim jen Zijes.

Tézitka moje, vratte se mi zase.

Jsem tolik lehky, ted, co ztratil jsem vis,
ze maly vanek zemi odnasi mé,

ze stali povzdech, abych rozptylil se

do nepozemské, nenebeské hudby,

ze sta¢i pohyb kdesi za zrcadlem

a nejsem, padam, rozplyvam se zcela.

Tak asi Biih, jenz pod sebou ma vsecko,
krom svého Boha, nelitostné hyne

pod tlakem prostor, jez se oddalily,
bolesti, vrat se, fika, vrat se, lasko,

a tehdy pocina se jeho nafek

a mame jaro, jenom na chvili¢ku.

Vécny je okamzik a my jsme z okamzika.

THE SECOND ELEGY 21

My paperweights, come back to me again.

Come back, my tree, come back, my sanctuary,
come back, animals all, who suffer meekly,

and friend, come back, do not follow the road
that carries trusting, unsuspecting children
blindly toward a heaven built on lies;

while the defiant ones, those who obeyed

only their own hearts, only their mothers,

find they are walled in, shot through with grief.
Come back, my brother, look, how bitterly

blood flows from vein to vein, you it searches for,
through you it wants to flow like mother's milk.
Come back, my father, righteous man, come back
into my days, you who live but in dreams.

My paperweights, come back to me again.

| feel so light, ever since | lost you,

that the mildest breeze lifts me off the earth,
that a sigh is enough to disperse me

among musics not of earth or heaven,

that a stir behind the mirror is enough,

and I'm no more. | fall, | melt away.

In this way God who governs everything,
except his God, may decay without mercy
under the force of worlds that grew distant.
Pain, come back, he is saying; come back, Love,
and then his lamentation commences

and we have spring, just for a little while.

Ageless is every moment, of which we're one.
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Vé¢ny je Bih a my jsme z jeho kapes
ztracené véci, navratte se, fika,

pod sttl se shyba, kam se zakutalel,
mysli si smutné, kli¢ k divéimu srdci?
Nebot Biih touzi, slavme jeho touhu,
k loznici kraci, kterd ositela,

a také sim se do podusek klade,
nemd viak slz. A my musime plakat.
Milenky jeho nejsou jenom hvézdy.
Milenka jehojsiity, 6 zemé,

ja stydim se, nevim, jak jmenovat té,
fikam jen Krasnd, Hluboka a Pevna,
to je viak malo. Chtél bych ¢isti verse,
jez napsal andél kdysi v podveleru

na tvoji mladost: na tva sladka ohbi.
Opévoval dobfe? Vrat se, vrat se, zemé!

Hle, tady jste, siroce pfivolany,

jen co se dotknu, jen co nadechnu se
a nebudete. Dékuji vam, véci,

izato dik, i za to méjte vdé¢nost.

vy

neukazes se? Nejsi z této hmoty?
Kdo stvofil té2 Kdo, kromé mne té stvofil?
Ach, vim, 7e Biith. Le¢ ten té nemiloval
tak jako ja.

Na¢ jittit! Ml¢me nyni.
At véta lasky, rozlomena v pili,
je jako les, jejz pfes noc vykaceli,

THE SECOND ELEGY

Ageless is God, and we are as lost things

slipped from his pockets. Come back, he is saying,
and bends under his desk and wonders sadly
where the key to a girl's heart could have rolled.
For God desires, let us praise his desiring,

he walks to a bedroom that has been orphaned
and sinks himself into the pillows there,

but sheds no tears. Whereas we have to weep.

It's not the stars alone that are his lovers,

you too, O Earth, are his beloved one;

I am ashamed not knowing what to call you,

| can say only Beautiful, Deep and Firm,

yet that's too meagre. | would like to read

the verse an angel wrote near dusk one day,
about when you were young: your sweet contour.

Did he sing you well? Come back, Earth, come back!

So here you are, called back from far and wide;
a single touch, just one singular breath,

and you will cease to be. | thank you, things,
for this as well; for this too, | am grateful.

And you, whose mere remoteness weighs me down,
won't you appear? Is not our clay the same?
Who, when creating me, created you?
Ah, it was God, | know. Yet he didn't love you
as much as |
Why vex? Better stay mute.
May the loving phrase, sundered in half,

be like a forest cut down overnight,

23
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a rano zvéf, kdyz pfisla ke studance,
shotela svétlem, jehoz bylo pfilis,

at véta lasky za udél viech mytin
m4 aspon vétev, jednu, jedinou jen -
avétev ta at jedenkrate vzkvete.

THE SECOND ELEGY 25

where the dawn's creatures at their little spring
burn up in light suddenly too intense;

may the loving phrase for soil bereft of trees
contain at least one bough, a single one -

and may this bough come into bloom one day.
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Sen touhy zda se mi. A vim, 7e zapomenu,
jesté nez procitnu. Kralovstvi za kofist.
Bolestné prozpivan k veobsaznému jménu,
odvazim piseni svou z téchto slune¢nych mist
do krajin bezéasych, kde mizi pfirovnani,

kde nahym nitrem svét je tfeba ze tmy rvat,
kde, béda, zmensuje se vie, ¢im zde jsme zvani,
kde nelze propasti jiz s padem rymovat.

Vice nez podzimni jsou vlasy, které hladim,
vice nez smutnym snem, jak pla¢, jak feka jsou,
vice nez jarni hrud bézela stromofadim
arozvlnila se iprkem za krasou,

tak jako za zimy mladinka snézna rina
jsou tato ramena a prudky boku sraz,

letni je tento klin, zahrada pozehnana,

jiz hnojil malif Kte¢, kdyz rval se o obraz.
Proc ale platno siial z podstavce radostného
atrhal jeho bél a barvy rozhazel

avétru daroval a vé¢né tvorit chce ho?

Pro¢ masti palici se vtird v bficha zel?

Divky spina lozich. Ach, kdo jen rozestlal je?
Stied sladké kruznice kdo vbod! v jejich stud?
A pla¢jim ptinesl a miloval a lhal je?

Kdo krutou namatkou si zahral na osud?

Kdo zemi vyrval je a stvofil onen jicen,

jenz bude zasypan bolesti jedenkrat?

Kdo tolik hladovél, ze, jesté nenasycen,
nechal je zpevnéti a zovocnét a zrat?

THE THIRD ELEGY 29

| dream of longing. | know | will forget

before | wake. My kingdom for the spoils.

A painful song, one that has sung me out

to an all-containing name, | bring from these
sunny places to realms timeless, unique,

where world must nakedly from dark be ripped,
where all, alas, that beckons becomes small,
where no ravine can rhyme again with fall.

More than autumnal is the hair | stroke,

more than a sad dream, it's a river of tears;

more than a tree-lined dash, chest pulsing, locked
into spring's pursuit of beauty breathlessly;

like snowy winter dawns, young and ardent,

these shoulders are, these hips, their downward dart;
summery is this womb, a blessed garden

the painter Cramp besmirched, wrestling his art.
Why take the canvas from its joyous easel

and rip its whiteness, scatter the colours,

donate it all to the wind, yet desire it still?

Why rub his burning balm in evil's bowels?

Girls sleep in their beds. Who pulled back the sheets?
Who pierced the heart of their sweet circle's shame
and made them weep, and loved them, and deceived?
Who, with this cruel memento, usurped their fate?
Who tore them from the clay, devised the cleft

that must one day be painfully filled up?

Who had such hunger that, not sated yet,

let them grow firm and fruitful and so ripe?
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Kdo, ne-li ten, co nadiktoval Rollu
zpitému andélu, co $tval ho do kréem
ajed mu proléval ¢istymi sty dold,

do ttrob spalenych, a muéil svétce v ném,
kdo, ne-li ten, jenz budi touhu nasi

po fece bez konce, po viné zistupd,

jenz tim, e trpime, nas na okamzik snasi
as nami pfipoutal k zemi i potupu,

kdo, ne-li ten, jejz tolik milovali

ubozi pésaci, kdyz vecer pfed spanim
nebe se nizilo a hybaly se skaly,

kdo, ne-li ten, jenz tvofi cekanim!

O, neni samoty! A ani lasky neni!

Divky spi na lozich a jejich loze |zou!

On vstoupi, ztézkne je, strasné je rozplameni
jakousi propastnou a slepou modlitbou,
rozvaze feménky a viechno pozotvir,

tam, kde bys dychtil pit, pal¢ivost zanechd

a dusivypleni, az nechce nic uz, sir3,

nez zapomenout sen. A to je itécha ...

Byl jeden pfevoznik. V kraji, kde neni mosta,
prevazel pocestné na nedostupny bteh.

Mél dim a pevnou lod. Rikal ji: pohled, rostu,
kdyz ruce ponofim do proudu ve veslech.

Co o ném veédéli ti, co se nevraceli!

Co o nich védél on! Co feka! A co proud!

THE THIRD ELEGY 31

Who if not he who once prevailed upon

Rolla, drunk angel, to race from inn to inn,
and through his pristine throat poured the poison
into his burnt belly to torture the saint in him.
Who if not he who kindles our desire

for an endless river, wine for the multitudes;
who, since we suffer, bears us for a while,
chains our disgrace to earthly latitudes.

Who if not he, whom poor foot-soldiers loved
so dearly when, before sleep's darkness came,
the sky was falling and the mountains moved.
Who if not he who creates by marking time!

Oh, there's no solitude, and not love either!

Girls sleep in their beds and their beds lie!

He enters, overwhelms, inflames their fever

by some blind and abysmal lullaby,

unfastens straps and opens everything up,

and where you thirst, he leaves a parched sensation,
pillages the soul, orphaned, wishing for naught

but to let dreams go. And this is consolation.

There was a ferryman. In a bridgeless land

he ferried travellers to an inaccessible shore.

He had a house, a solid boat. These hands
dipping my oars, he told her, make me grow.
Those not returning, what did they know of him?
And he of them? What could the river say?
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Jen to, ze prosté je, ze na chvili ho zfeli.
Jen to, ze musili pfijit a odplynout.

PtiSel jsi také ty. Tisice tudy minou.

Po nicem neptej se a dej se prevézti.

A zaplat poplatek. A ml¢. A nad hladinou
nehledej pravou tvar své davné bolesti.
Uz brzo vystoupis a lod'se zase vrati.

A pijdes kupfedu, v3im vzadu podveden.
Cosi je pted tebou. Je pozdé umirati.
Rozvédky obzoru fikaji, ze jde den.

THE THIRD ELEGY

Just that he simply was, they saw him briefly.
Just that they had to come, then float away.

You came as well. Thousands will cross over.
Ask for nothing, be carried with no complaint.
And pay your fare. Be silent. Above the water
don't seek the true face of an ancient pain.
Soon you will disembark, the boat returning,

and tricked by what's forsaken, you'll journey on.

Something awaits you. It is late for dying.
The spies on the horizon are heralding dawn.

33
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Ja na vas nemyslel, kdyz byl jsem s vami,
vzdyt kazda rakev byla pro mne velka
a stromy korunou se nebe dotykaly,
vzdyt nevédomi zmen3ovalo litost

na povzdech, slzu, nebo zastaveni,

a na dné vod byl konec vieho svéta,
vyklady pekafské a skrytd ovocnafstvi
rozsvécel zazrak kazdického jitra,
tunely bez tmy, zcela propatrané
rukama s pésti malou jako skfivan,
vedly vidy ven, do svétla sluneéniho,

a tézky tkol, pétkrat po¢marati

ubohy papir inkoustovou ¢erni,
pfedtuchou byl jen her a dobrodruzstvi

aza chléb s maslem radostné byl zmozen.

Janavas nemyslel, kdyz cesty vase $lapal
jsem za vami, tak malo oddéleny,

jako jsou milenci na jediném svém lozi,
jako jsou kosti v jednom mrtvém téle,
jako jsou verse jedné vzdorné pisné,
nebylo, nebylo kuli¢ek zakoulenych,

a byly-li, tu nasly zas nové,

a onen strach, co na chodbach se skryval
za prosincovych, bezmési¢nych noci,
lekal se pefin, do nichz zachumlani
pokouseli jsme rty své modlitbami.
Jedina uzkost, kosilku jak svléknout,
kdyz ptijde vecer, aby odbil osmou,

a samotné nas noci zanechava;

THE FOURTH ELEGY 37

I didn't think of you when | was with you,

each coffin, after all, was large for me

and the trees touched the sky with their crowns;
not knowing, after all, reduced my sorrow

to a sigh, a tear, or to a standstill,

and all the world was deep beneath the waters;
bakery windows and discreet fruit-shops

were lit up by the wonder of each dawn;
half-darkened tunnels, thoroughly explored

by hands with fists as tiny as a lark,

always led out into the dazzling sun;

and the hard exercise of five times filling

a wretched piece of paper with inky scrawl

was just a prelude to games and adventures

and managed gladly for some buttered bread.

I didn't think of you when | trod the roads
behind you, the space so small between us:

like lovers in their one and only bed,

like bones inside a body that has died,

like verses in an anthem of defiance;

there were no marbles, none, that rolled away,
and if some did, new ones were always found;
the fear that was crouching in the corridors
during those moonless, long December nights
was frightened of the feather beds where we,
tightly wrapped up, tempted our lips with prayer.
The only worry: how to remove our shirts
when evening comes to strike the hour of eight

and abandons us alone to the night:
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ruce jsou vzhiiru, pranic nevidime,
vzdyt ptece ¢lovék nevi, nikdy nevi,
v takovych chvilich co se mize stati:
jen rychle, rychle zhasiti pak pokoj
a sttemhlav skotit do bélostné skryse
a zavtit pevné o¢i, aby okno
nas nevidélo.

Citis bezbrannosti,
o¢ mocnéjsi a silnéjsi jsi takto,
ne? viechnasila slova, nezli viechno?
0, svata nahoto téch &istych uda,
jez nevédi, k éemu jsou predurceny!

Janavas nemyslel, kdyz miloval jsem

tak jako vy, kdyz do nebe jsem stoupal

po krasném Zebfiku, po téch, co nevédély,
zamceny na kli¢ budouciho place,
budoucich zrad, budoucich ukrutenstvi,
kdyz les byl nejbliz srdci jihnoucimu,
zasnézen, zmajen, rozvichfen a zlistén,
kdyz po jehli¢i bosé nohy presly

s néznéjsi virou, nezli bylo psano,

kdyz za mnou béhal psik a patfil do zivota
jak onen bohatyr, co zemfel pod skalami,
kdyz byly ptibéhy, kdyz byly slavné cesty,
kdyz dlazba pukala, kdyz hojily mne deste,
kdy?z jesté netdl snih a vinoce a svatky,
kdyz srdce hotelo pro vérna kamaradstvi,
ja navas nemyslel, kdyz byvali jsme spolu
amali byli jsme i pro nejmensi rakve.
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we'd raise our arms till nothing could be seen -

at such a time one really doesn't know,

can never know, all the things that could happen —
then quickly, quickly, just switch off the room

and dive head-first into our white sanctuary,
closing our eyes tight so that the window

wouldn't see us.

Can you feel, Helplessness,
how much more strong and powerful you are
than the power of any word, than everything?
O, sacred nakedness of those pure limbs
that do not know what they are destined for!

I didn’t think of you when | loved,

as you loved, when | climbed the wondrous ladder

to heaven, behind those who didn't know,

those locked with the key of tears to come,

future betrayals, cruelties to be;

when forest was closest to a yearning heart

in snow or Maytime, storm or falling leaf;

when bare feet trod among pine-needles

with a gentler faith than writers have portrayed;

when a little dog chased me, just a part of life,

like that hero who died under the rocky cliff

when there were tales, when there were famous voyages,
when pavement was cracking, when rains were healing me;
when snow, Christmases and saints' days still didn't melt,
when a heart was all aflame for genuine friendships.

| didn't think of you when we were together,

and small we were, for even the smallest coffin.
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O, vite jesté? Krasné stonava se,
daleko kdesi odpotiva skola

a tolik drahych knizek na podusce,
ze do smrti je neni mozno pfedist,
piatelska horetka je chvili u nas,
zaskocila si jenom na okamzik,

bije nim v srdci, ruméni ndm tvafe
a strasi matku, ale jenom mélo,

jen co bys ruce k jeji hlavé vztahl,
pak ptijde lékat, aby podival se,

kde asi vézi, kde se uschovala,

zda v hrdle snad, ¢i jenom na jazyku,
usméje se a najde ji a fekne,

0 jednom mrtvém ze se mu dnes zdalo
a ze byl Ziv, Ze nebyl, nebyl mrtev!

O, vite je3té? - Na vas nemyslel jsem,
kdyz utikal jsem az na konec léta

a aspori jednou chtél je pfistihnouti,

jak pfi odchodu podava si ruce

s lukami, lesiky a zahradami,

které se pfes noc nabarvily hnédj,
navas jsem nemyslel, kdyz za velkymi
vpovzdali na $pickach jsem preslapoval,
abych je vidél, kterak natahuji

hodiny kli¢em schovivanym v skfince,
abych je vidél, jak se usmivaji,

kdyz vstoupi Zena (strasny, hotky dsmév!),
abych je slysel spolu rozmlouvati

o davnych ¢asech, kdy se Zilo Stastné,
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Oh, and what else! How splendid to be sick:
somewhere out there school's been put to rest,
and so many dear books on the pillow

that you'll never read them all before you die.
A friendly fever has come to stay a while:
dropping in for only a short moment,

it beats within our heart, it reddens our face
and it frightens mother, but just a little,

just when | stretch my hands up to her head.
Then the doctor comes to locate the cause,
what it could be, where it might be hiding,
inside the throat or only on the tongue;

he smiles, and he will find it, and will say

he dreamed last night about a man who died,

and that he was alive — not dead, not dead!

Oh, and what else! | didn't think of you

when | ran to the very end of summer

and wanted, at least for once, to catch it,

and how, when leaving, it was shaking hands
with the meadows, forest-groves and gardens,
which overnight painted themselves brown.

| didn't think of you when | tiptoed

at a distance safe behind the grown-ups,

to see how they were winding up the clock
with a key that they would hide in a small box;
to watch the way they smiled when a woman
entered the room (an awful, bitter smile!);

to hear them conversing among themselves

about the old times when one lived happily;
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abych se dovédél, zda také maji

hteben a ntz v svych pfehlubokych kapsach,

zda také noZem prsty zranuji si
pro malé, teplé, slané kapky krve,
pro hrdinstvi nelitostného boje

a trochu pro zdé3eni mamincino,
a zda se také chvatné ptelesaji,
kdyz hrozi boutka nebo krupobiti.

Snézivalo a byla kruta zima,
umrzly stromy, kefe, tulipany,

i do sklenikd nékdy vloudila se
apod prah dvefi. Ale nikdy dale!
Tady je teplo, sem uz nesmis, zimo.
A kdyby pfece podafilo se ti
pfilézt az pod stil, vetfiti se do zdj,
prochladat prsty, nos a obé usi,
matéino teplo nikdy neoddychas,
tatinkv ismév nikdy nerozmrazis,
bezpeti svaté neni rtut ¢ivoda,
nedotknes se ho, nepfiblizi§ se mu
a schliple budes muset odejiti

za dospélymi, ktefi bloudi sami.

Ve kterych vécech byl jsi tehdy, Boze?
Snad v kvétinach, které jsme zakladali
do nejmilejsi knihy, mezi listy,

a které bledly, usychaly zvolna?

O, nevim kde, viak jisté vim, ze byl jsi!
Hol¢i¢ek vzpomen, kterak branily se
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to learn if they also always carried

a comb and penknife in their deepest pockets,
and if they, too, cut their fingers with it

for small, warm, salty drops of blood

to prove their courage in some merciless fight
and to frighten their mothers a little,

and if they, too, combed their hair in a rush
when a thunderstorm or hailstorm threatened.

It used to snow and wintertime was harsh,

it froze the trees, the bushes and the tulips,

and sometimes even sneaked into glasshouses
and under doorsteps. But never further!

Here it's warm — winter, you're still not welcome!
Even if you managed to creep right in,

under the table, worm your way through the walls,
and turn my nose, my ears, my fingers cold,
youd never blow away my mother's warmth,
you'd never melt away my father's smile;

that sacred shelter is not mercury, not water,
you won't touch it, won't come close to it,

and, crestfallen, you'll have to go away,

follow the adults who stumble on alone.

In what things were you present, then, God?
Perhaps in the flowers we used to press

between the pages of our best-loved book

which were fading and slowly shrivelling?

Oh, | don't know where but I'm sure you were there!

Remember the little girls, how they resisted
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pohledét jinam, nezli pfimo vzhiru,
vzpomen si na né, kterak usinaly,

ze byly samy, doopravdy samy,

ach, vzpomeri si, jak ¢isté nevédély!

Ja na né nemyslel, ja byl jsem s nimi,
nezapominin, bez paméti jesté,
neopoustén, vzdyt nelze opustiti,

co dosud neni, co se teprv stane,

na né jsem nemyslel, to dnes, to nyni
chci kruté sahnout do hebkosti jejich
anedosahim, nedotknu se ani.

Ne vyhnani, posledni radost zpivam,
uzZ za vzpominkou, na protéjsi strané,
zpivam, co byl jsem, se strachem a hriizou,
co byli jsme, celistvi, skute¢néjsi,

nez jizda let nas takto podupala,

neZ védomi nas takto narusilo,

nez laska dusi nasi zpustosila,

nez pocitili jsme, ze neni dvefi,

jimiz se miZe volné prochazeti

a sestupovat v srdce Zen a dalek,

zZe nevzpominat na détstvi je tfeba,
kdyz plamen hote prudce rozhotel se,
Ze v zivoté uZ neni svéta, lasky,

hvézd, vesmiru a ristu, matky, vlasti,
le¢ ve smrti.
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looking in any direction but straight up;
remember them, how they would fall asleep,
and how they were alone, truly alone;

ah, remember how pure was their not-knowing!

| didn't think of them; | was with them,

not yet being forgotten, before memory,

not yet being abandoned - one can't abandon
what's not yet there, what is still becoming.

| didn't think of them; but today, but now,

I want to reach cruelly into their softness,

yet | can't reach, cannot even touch it.

Not exile but my last joy | sing;

already past recall, on the other side,

| sing with fear and terror what | was,

and what we were, entire and more real,

before the galloping years so trampled us,
before our knowingness so damaged us,

before love wreaked its havoc on our soul,
before we started to sense there was no door
through which one freely could step in and out
and down to the heart of women and beyond.
What's needed is to stop recalling childhood,
when the flame of grief began to burn with force;
in life, there is no longer world, nor love,

nor stars, cosmos, growth, mother or homeland,
but only death.
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Na pomoc, slova! Pfibéhnéte ke mné!

Tohoto jitra opilci jdou dom,

todi se jinak nezli nase zemé,

hledaji kli¢ od jakychkoli dvefi.
vSechny své kapsy davno prohledali
a podivali se uz do v3ech 3osti -

ten kli¢ je ztracen, v knoflikové dirce
néjaké sochy jako kvétina snad
odmyka kamen, gesto, sloupotadi.

Kde pocali jsme? tak se musi tdzat,
byl ptece veler, kdyz jsme vychazeli
a otaleli hlavy za mésicem,

ktery byl skryt, potom se pfipozdilo,
hréelo v nadem hrdle otazkami,
splachovali jsme je jak necistotu

a tolik musili jsme splachovati,

ze ranajedova se oteviela

a krvaci. Kam zabéhl se domov?
Kde postel je, kde manzelka je nase?
Kde smysl je tohoto putovani

za za$lou noci? Podivejme, jitro!
Chodniky v3echny jsou uz pozvraceny,
hodiny stoji, ¢as nam neukazi,

a dvete domt, dvete vy¢itavé,

se na nas zlobi. Kam se nyni dime?
Vesmir se opil krvi nasi hrizy,

mot4 se zbrkle, potici se ve svém
vesmiru vétdim, hled cestu dom,
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Words, | need help! Hurry to my aid!

This morning's drunkards are returning home,
the way they spin is different from our Earth;
searching for the key to whatever door,

they went through all their pockets long ago
and even checked deep inside their coat-tails —
the key is lost. Perhaps, like a little flower
stuck through the buttonhole of a statue,

it might unlock a stone, a sign, a colonnade.

Where did it start? That's what they have to ask.
It was evening when we set out, after all,

and slowly turned our heads towards the moon,
which was in hiding; but the hour grew late

and our throat rattled with many questions
which we flushed down like something unclean;
and so profusely did we have to flush

that the venomous wound opened right up,
and it bleeds. Where did we lose sight of home?
The bed, where is it, where is that wife of ours?
Where is the sense of all this wandering

after a night that's lost? But look, it's dawn!

All the footpaths have been vomited on,

the clock has stopped, it won't show us the time,
and the doors of houses, reproachful doors,

are cross with us. Where do we head from here?
The universe is drunk on the blood of our dread,
it staggers headlong, it reels within its own

universe, the larger one, seeking its way home
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anenaléza. Rosteme a% k nému,
pomahali jsme stavét jeho vratkost,
jsme ptece z ného, jeho choré déti,
kéz by nas vratil k dopitému dzbanu
anaplnil jej druznosti a zdravim!

Je tieba jiti podél této feky,

v niz neni vody, kterou te¢e mlha,

je tfeba zabradli se zachycovat,

snad dovede nas, dovede nis domd.

Tohoto jitra milenci se vraci

od spicich divek (vé¢né, véiné spicich),
jsou bledi, jako by se dotykali
mési¢nich nader, mési¢niho lina,
jdou rychle, nebot dobie znaji cestu,
tisickrat tudy 3li a vidycky stejné,
mohli by zavftit odi, hrati slepce,

a neupadli by, vidyt kazdy kimen

je tady zna, néco se naslapali

pojeho hranich, od milenek spicich,
od jejich stind, kdyz se navraceli

do svého mrazivého ztistavani.
Neztratitelny jsou vsak jejich klice,
kdyby je do propasti nahazeli,

pfed dvefmi prvnimi by ocitly se

znovu a navzdy v jejich slabych prstech.

Hle, je to cely litostivy ptibéh.

Sviti uz slunce, nebo je to lampa,
jiz nutno zhasnout a satrat se k lozi
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but finding none. We grow up into it,

we helped establish its unsteady state,
after all, we are its sickly children,

may it return us to the cup we drained
and fill it with companionship and health!
What's needed is to walk along this river,
empty of water, fog flowing through it;
what's needed is to grab hold of a railing,
so that we may be guided, guided home.

This morning, the lovers are returning

from sleeping girls (always, always sleeping);
pallid lovers, as if they had been touching

the moon's bosom, the moon's very womb.
They are walking quickly, they know the way,
they've walked the same path a thousand times,
they could shut their eyes, pretend to be blind,
and would never stumble — they are familiar

to every cobblestone: they've trod them often
when returning from sleeping sweethearts

and from their shadows, making their way back
into their own frozenness that lingers.

Their keys are, after all, unlosable:

if they had tossed them into a deep chasm
those keys would reappear at the nearest door,
again and forever in their flimsy fingers.

And there it is, the whole pitiful story.

Sun is already shining, or it's the lamp
that should be switched off, and they grope along
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po paméti a potmé, znamé véci,
nékolik krokd, jdoucich odedavna,
a pravou nohou vkro¢it v usinani.
A nahle citi, Ze tu nejsou sami,

ze nékdo lezi tam, kam dochazeji,
jakasi plavnost ze tam vydechuje
svédivou viini, Ze tam lezi domov,
jejz hledali, ten jediny, co chtéli,

ze stali pfilehnout a uchopit a miti;
pokleknou k lozi; pla¢i; naptahuji
své ruce k ni; a na dstech jiz maji
jeden z téch polibkd, co rozvazuje smysly;
posetilosti sladké promlouvaji

pied sebe do tmy, zdrobriuji a nézni
kazdi¢ké slovo; potom umlkaji

a piisné, tvrdé k domovu se berou.
A neni ho. A nebylo ho nikdy.

Tohoto jitra Bih, tohoto jitra slava
paléivou ptichut v dstech zanechava
vsem putujicim a vsem opilym.
Doputuji az tam, kde vécem zlym
milostnost proptjéila zemé tato,
zavoje jemné, pod nimiz je blato,
¢istotu zdanlivou a zrafiujici tvar.
Tohoto jitra smrt, tohoto jitra car

mi krvi popsala; krvavou elegii.

Je to tak ztracené, to viechno, z éeho Ziji.
Musim se podivat, kdyz nékdo zavola,
co je to za izkost, co jsou to za kola,
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in the dark, by mere memory, to bed;

familiar things, steps walked since long ago,

then, with the right leg first, cross into sleep.

And suddenly they feel they are not alone,

that someone’s lying there as they approach,

that a flaxen-haired one lies there, breathing out
some enticing scent, that this is home,

the one they've sought, the only one they wanted,
to nestle into, and to grasp, to have.

They kneel beside the bed; they weep; they raise
their arms towards her; on their mouths already
one of those kisses that loosen the senses;

with many foolish nothings they pour their thoughts
into the darkness before them, every word

a tender little endearment; then they stop

and strictly, sternly, they take themselves home.
Yet there is no home. There never was.

This dawn'’s God and this dawn's glory
leave a burnt taste in the mouths of weary
wanderers and of those who are drunkards.
They end their wanderings where earth's abundance
lent its graciousness to things malicious,
visions of purity, their truth pernicious,

the finest of veils, and beneath them, mud.
It's for me that death has written in blood
a bloodied elegy on this scrap of dawn.

All that I've lived for is forever gone.

| have to look, when someone is calling,

what fear this is, what ripples unrolling
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ktera se nad Zadnym topicim nezavtela,
musim se podivat, kdyz se mne dotkne v¢ela
jejiho zihadla, kdy? z touhy medové
pojednou pochopim, jak vzristas, hibitove,
musim se podivat, kdyz zeny potkavaji

své druzky ptekrasné, za obydlimi, v hiji
kdyz kiehce objaty klesaji do mechu,

musim se podivat, kdyz sly3im atéchu
zbasné, 6, z knihy té, jez, nikdy nedoétena,
hled4 smér z bludisté ne na nit, na vietena!

Tak tedy zvolna, jako po nemodi,
hledejte chodnik, chodidla mych nohou.
Sly3im, jak brnka klavir ze sousedstvi,
trodicku tlusta klaviristka hraje
popévek déti, nesmyslny, krasny,

pro zadna slova nezni jeho nipév,

jen pro vyskani, nebo do tanecku.
Ajaten klavir sly3im, sly$im brnkat,

a zase tise tluce moje srdce,

nejdrazsi obraz, napolo jiz zastfen,
zustava vzadu. Podivejme, jitro!

Pojd, chlapée, fika, oteviu ti dvefte,
ustelu ti a navafim ti ¢aje,

musis se zahtat, abys nenastydl,
piikrej se pékné a pak zavii o¢i.
Byla to dlouha noc. Nemysli na ni.
Pockej, az usnes, jaké dobré zdani
ti pfinesu. Vzdyt jsem se nachylilo
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that never close over a drowning man;

| have to look round if a bee should land,

to locate its sting, when, out of sweet longing

| grasp that you, graveyard, continue growing;

| have to look when women walk abroad

to meet pretty girlfriends in a nearby grove;

when, gently embraced, they sink down in the moss;
| have to look, when | find some repose

if a poem | hear, if a book half-read,

points a path from the maze, the whole spindle of thread!

And therefore slowly, as after an illness,
seek out the footpath, you, soles of my feet.
| can hear a piano tinkling nearby,

the pianist is a bit plump, she's playing

a tune for children, nonsensical, pretty,

a melody not for the sounding of words
but for making merry, for a little dance.
And | hear that piano, | hear it tinkle,

and my heart is silently beating again,

while the precious vision, half-veiled already,
remains behind. And look now, it's dawn!

Come, boy, it says, | will open the door,

I'll make up your bed, boil water for tea,
you must get warm so as not to catch cold,
cover yourself nicely and close your eyes.
The night was too long. Put it away now.
Slip into sleep — just wait till you see how

splendid the dreams that I'll bring to find you;
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skoro az k jaru. VSechno zlé uz bylo.

Ted samé hodné, mladé, oblé véci

potkavat budes. Reky budou téci

bez vira, klidné, jak by nevédély,

Ze nevrati se tam, kam jenom jednou smély.
Jako bys nevédél, také si po zlé noci

na chvili odpo¢in, tak jako za nemoci

kdyz umirajici jiz je a pfed nim

jen jeho smrt; smrt s nekone¢nem jednim.
Ja také nedoufam a pfec a pfec jdu svitit,
jsem zrazovano dnem, kterému noc chci chytit,
jsem také zabijeno na poéitku zrodu -

a pfece myslim si touZebné na pfirodu,
zafiji rozzihim na kazdém jejim listku.

Mysli si prozatim na onu klaviristku.
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It's almost spring. What's bad is behind you.
Everything you encounter from now on

will be good, young, rounded. Rivers will run
without eddies, calm, as if they didn't know

that where they once ran free, they can no longer go.
As if you didn't know - for after a bad night,

you too must take your rest, as a dying man might,
a man who, his sickness already behind him,

has death, only death everlasting, to find him.

| too do not hope, yet | bring in the light,

betrayed by the day, for whom | safeguard night;

| too must be killed at my moment of birth -

and yet, full of longing, | recall nature's earth,
bestowing my radiance on each leaf | ignite.

For now, you should keep that pianist in mind.
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Jsme tam, kde byva radost na navstévé.

Pfisli sem v3ichni, které znal jsem kdysi.

Neznaji mne a klobouk nesmekaji,
ani se na mne neusméji z dalky,

a prece vim, Ze jsou to moji bratfi,
a ne-li bratfi, aspoil kamaradi.
Snad Ze je 3ero, Ze se mékce stmiva,
¢i ze studu, nebot tu nejsou sami
ajajsem sam.

Bavi se dobfe. Jejich mladé Zeny

se zastavuji u vsech malych stanka

a kupuji si sladkosti a hracky,

turecky med, prazené mandle, slony,
panaky z vaty, ktera se da jisti,
kominiky, co pfinaseji stésti;
prohlizeji si podavacky ruénic

ve stielnicich, kde mozno tolik vyhrat,
ty staré, tklivé, vyslouzilé béhny,

jimz zmrzla rozko$ na tstech a taje

jen za stielby, jen kdy?z je $ipka v ¢erném.

A potom je tu zdzrak Abnormalit:
Cviéeny Ponik se svésenou hlavou,
jehoZ pan pravé schovava si mince,
které mu daly nedo¢kavé déti,

Cviceny Ponik, ktery umi lezet

tak dlouho v pilinach uprostied kruhu,
az spadne list a pfikryje mu oéi;

pak vstane, rozhlédne se kolem sebe

a hrabe nohou svij pocetni ikol,
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We're at the place where joy often visits.
Everyone | used to know has arrived.

They don't remember me, don't raise their hats,
nor, from a distance, do they smile at me;

and yet | know that they are my brothers,

and if not my brothers, then at least old friends.
It may be the dusk, the dark softly falling,

or shyness, since they're not alone here,

yet | am alone.

They are having a good time. Their young wives
come to a standstill at each little stall

to buy sweet things for themselves, to buy toys,
Turkish delight, roast almonds, gooseberries,
candy-floss figurines ready for eating

and chimney-sweepers that bring good fortune.
They cast their eyes over the airgun-loaders

in shooting galleries where much can be won,
those old, pathetic, out-of-service tarts,

whose lustfulness has turned their lips to ice,
which only melts when your dart hits the black.
And then there is the wonder of the Weird:

the Trained Pony with his droopy head

whose master is just now hiding some coins
the impatient children have handed over,

the Trained Pony who knows how to lie still
inside a sawdust circle long enough

for a leaf to drop and cover up his eyes;
whereupon he stands up, looks all about him

and with a hoof paws out his numeric task:
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vi, kolik je mu let a kdy kdo zemfe,
vi, kolik hodin nevidél uz seno,

vi, ze chce spit a Ze ho stale nutj,
aby byl koném, ale on je maly,
Ponicek je to, smutny, vrany Ponik.

Pul zeny a piil muze za oponou.

Tot ona, dcera byvalého krale,

jenz zapomnél se jednou se studankou,
tot ona, Princezna, jez velmi zchudla,
a takto musi se ted domahati
ztracenych perel. Stoji na podiu

a maly muzik na ni ukazuje:

Pohledte, kasle! Nema zadna nadra!
Jen pro dospélé! Sihnéte si, prosim,
Abnormalito, otocte se ptece!

Ucte se ¢arovat, nez bude pozdé.

V Palici Smichu zveda vitr 3aty,
bélostna stehna vesele se t¥esou,
kostnaté maso vlaje za suknémi;

té oblosti, té nedockavé viing,

téch ubohych, jez strasné zestarnuly,

kdyz nahle vSechno, viechno odkrylo se!

Takovy smutek padl na mne, Boze,
Hadiho MuZze tise jsem se tazal

a tazal jsem se Bramborovych Hercd,
Rakety Smrti, Pavouka a Hudby,
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he knows his age, and who will die and when,

he knows how many hours since he saw hay,

he knows he wants to sleep, yet they compel him
to be a horse — but he's so very small,

he's a little Pony, a sad black Pony.

A half-woman half-man behind a curtain:
that's her, the daughter of a former king

who had a one-night stand with a well-spring;
that's her, the Princess who became so poor,
and this is the way that she now must plead
for the pearls she lost. She stands on the stage
and a short little man is pointing at her:

See how she coughs! Look, she has no breasts!
For adults only! Go on, have a feel!

And you, Weird one, turn yourself round!

Learn to do magic, before it's too late.

Wind is lifting frocks in the Palace of Laughs,
lily-white thighs are wobbling merrily,
scrawny flesh is flapping from under skirts;
what rotundity, how impatient the scent

of those pitiful ones, so wretchedly aged

now that everything, everything's laid bare!

O Lord, what a sadness overcame me.

It was the Snake Man | asked in a whisper,

and | asked the ones called the Potato Actors,
the Rocket of Death, the Spider, and the Music
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jez tvala steskem jako bité zvite,
ptal jsem se Nebe, nebe nad radosti,
hlida¢a ptal jsem se (a nefekli mi),
kde je tu misto pro nemocné véci,
pro ty, co musi leZet, pro ty slabé,
co nemohou jet Udolimi Kouzel
ajejichz usta trpknou bez polibk,
pro ty, co zabloudily. - Nefekli mi.

Pak jsem se vracel. Tahlo skoro na noc.

A na pokraji, snad uz za Slavnosti,
stal onen Cirkus: prazdny, osifely.
Posledni pfedstaveni skondilo se.
Cviéeny Ponik tady jenom zustal,
bude tu spati v kruhu s pilinami,
do rina musi spocitati hvézdy,
aby to zitra mohl svéfit détem,
kolik jich je a ktera nejlip sviti.
Uvidél mne a kyvl lehce hlavou,
jako by tikal, Ze se divno zname.

Zeptej se, pravil, vim, 7Ze se chces ptati.

Aja se zeptal: Kde je misto pro mne?

Ponik se usmal. Mléel. Umél mlcet!
Potom se zved|, ptiblizil se ke mné
a fekl zvolna: Politim tu néco.

A nevim pro¢, a nevim ani kterak.
Ale ja musim. Sly3is? Musis také.
Jdi hezky domi. U se ¢arovati.
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that roared with craving like a beaten beast;

| asked Heaven, the heaven higher than joy,
and | asked the guards (they couldn't tell me)
where was the place here for ailing things,

for those confined to bed, for the weak ones
who couldn't ride through the Valley of Magic,
whose mouths grow embittered without kisses,

for those who lost their way. — They couldn't tell me.

Then | walked back, as night was drawing near.
And at the edge where the Fair almost ended,
there stood the Circus, empty and orphaned.
The last performance had already finished.
Only the Trained Pony still remained here,

he would be sleeping in his sawdust circle.
Before morning he must count up the stars

so that tomorrow he can tell the children

how many shine, and which one shines the best.
He noticed me and nodded his head slightly
as if to say, we have long known each other.
Ask, he said, | know that you want to ask.

And so | asked: Where is the place for me?

The Pony smiled. Said nothing. He knew silence!
Then he raised himself up, came closer to me
and slowly spoke: Here | am, counting away,
although | don't know why, and | don't know how.
And yet | must. Do you hear? And so must you.
Run along home now. Learn to do magic.
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Pisi vam, Karino a nevim, zda jste Ziva,

zda nejste nyni tam, kde se uz netouziva,
zda zatim neskondil va$ nebezpecny vék.
Jste mrtva? Poproste tedy sviij ndhrobek,
aby se nadlehil. Poproste riize, pani,

aby se zaviely. Poproste rozpadani,

aby vam ptecetlo list o mém rozpadu.

Smrt mléi pred versi. A ja v nich pted vas jdu
tak mlad, tak kruté mlad a ponejprve zraly,
ze ve své mladosti podobam se jiz krali
zaslého kralovstvi. Vy jste prec védéla,

co kiidel chybi ndm k rozletu andéla,

jak krvi sméjeme se a jak krvi placem.
Nalezl jsem svij pad. A chci vam Fici, na éem.

Jedenkrat na nebi (to pisi o Bohu)

tala se priizra¢nost o rudou oblohu

a krvicela pak a $la a zapadala.

Snad to byl jenom sen, ve kterém se mi zdala
maminka s tatinkem, domov a oba bratfi,
snad to byl jenom sen, ve kterém ¢lovék spatfi
sam sebe ve vodé, pod koly v rybnice,

snad to byl jenom sen, zrcadlo mésice,

nemél se mi viak zdat, kdyz jsem se neprobudil,

nemél mne zanechat v plameni, ktery studil!
Pad Boha. Jaky pad! Potom je chlapec sim,
bez blahé mocnosti, jez umi pfekazkam
snizovat vysiny, jez umi blizit dalku

a peklo zavird na vini, na fialku,

potom je chlapec sim a procitd a jde

za skute¢nosti zel. Mysli, Ze nenajde.
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| write you, Karin. Are you still alive?

Or are you lodged where longing can't survive,
your dangerous age behind you all too soon?
Perhaps you're dead? Well then, ask your tomb
to lighten its load. My lady, ask the roses

to close up their petals. Ask what decomposes
to read you a page from my own demise.
Verses silence death. Within them | rise

to face you - young, so cruelly young, just
come to ripeness: a king whose realm is dust.
You must have known how short we are of wings
to soar where the angelic choir sings,

how we bleed laughter here, bleed tears there.

I've found my downfall, let me tell you where.

It happened once (I write this about God):
translucent heaven suddenly was clawed

by blood-red sky, until the sun descended.
Perhaps a dream, but there | apprehended

my mother, father, brothers, and my home.
Perhaps a dream, to look at oneself prone
beneath the spreading rings of a lagoon.
Perhaps a dream, the mirror of the moon.

| shouldn't have been dreaming as | slept

and been abandoned where a cold flame leapt.
The fall of God! The boy then is alone,
without the joyous power to bring down

the highest hurdle, topple any tower

and close off hell with fragrance of a flower.
The boy then is alone, awakes, resigned

to the world's vice. What can he think to find?
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Cas nelédi, kdyz nechce. Cas je 3arlatan.

Jedenkrat na Zené, milostné ze vsech stran,
pad zdal se nepadat: to pisi o Narcisce.
V3echno se vznaselo. A nevyslovné blizce
k nam $tésti mluvilo. Byla to mluva ta,

co nikdy nemuiZe byt vétrem odvita,

byla to ona fe¢, ta drahd matefstina,

rth, rukou, oéi, tél a milenéina klina,

v niz k lozi sklani se nddherné bezpeti,
byla to ona fe¢, jez mluvi bez feéi.

Co chtéla Narciska, kdyz stala pfed zrcadly
avéci kolem ni dotéeny rychle chladly?
Jak Narcis, jeji stin, nic, nic uz nechtéla,
nez sebe uvidét bez duse, bez téla,

v zrcadle pruhledném; shledavala jen slova
o krase tvrdosti, tvrd$i neZ démantova,
touzila zvédéti o sobé v cizich snech.
Nebyla pramenem. Tonula v pramenech!

Ach, odkud vyvéra to, ¢éim tu odtékame?
Cinoci probdélé se polozily na mé

a rozsitily se, ze misto nestali?

Nalezl jsem sviij pad. A na cem? Na placi!

Padaly slzy mé, padaly do moéala,

padaly za 7ivé kralovstvi béd a zalu,
padaly nestoudné, Karino, pisi vam,
poproste nahrobek, jejz destém omyvam,
pfipadam sijak dést, jenz pr$i na vas hrob,
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Time heals at its pleasure. Time's a charlatan!

A woman once, lovely second to none,

seemed to break my fall. | write of Narcissa.
Everything hovered, such unspeakable bliss

our nearness brought. It was a way of speech

no wind can scatter, it was the language —

that mother tongue of lips, of hands, of eyes,

and of a lover's place between her thighs -

with which a bed's grand sanctuary is overhung;
it was that tongue which speaks without a tongue.
What did Narcissa want from her looking-glass
when everything she touched grew cold as brass?
Like her shadow Narcissus, her one goal

was to behold herself, not her bodied soul,
reflected in that glass; her one regard

beauty of hardness, more than diamond-hard;
she longed to learn her place in others' dreams.
No streaming spring; she was adrown in streams.

Ah, whence the current we're carried off upon?
Whose sleepless night-times have blanketed my own,
then spread so wide that no more space appears?
I've found my downfall. And where? In my tears!

My tears have fallen in a swampy hollow,
fallen within my realm of grief and sorrow,
fallen — | write you, Karin — without shame;
just ask your tomb, the one | wash with rain.

| feel like rain that falls upon your grave,
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pfipadam sijak plac, bez ¢asu, bez podob,
pi$ivam, Karino, a nevim, zda jste ziva,

zda nejste nyni tam, kde se uz netouziva,
zda zatim neskontil vas nebezpeény vék.

Znam jednu holéicku. Je jako polibek,

jenz jesté schovava se v astech, nesmi dale,
protahuje se jen na slunci, jez je malé,

nepali, dava pit: usinat na nadrech.

Je mlada jako zem. Je lehka jeko dech,

jak rané lupeni, jak jitro, jako stésti.

Znam také krasné dny. Kam mne viak mohou vésti?
Vy jste to védéla? A vite, Karino?

Znam také velkost zen: ¢ekani matéino,

zda jednou vrati se k ni jeji smutny syn.

Znam také svoji zem. Znam radost bez pfi¢in.
Znam vérnost, ano, zndm, le¢ nevim pravé, kde je.
Znam nahla procitnuti z muk a beznadéje -

aje to malo, znat, a je to malo, chtiti,

je malo, zradu znat, kdyz nelze odpustiti.

Smrt mléi pred versi, hle, jesté o tom snim.
Pfed jakou boufi ml¢i? Pied ¢im straslivym?
Co pochopime tam? Co se tam nerozpada?
Coitam umird? Coitam vé¢né pada?
Milenky? -

Nechtél jsem, nechtél jsem neml¢et,
odpustte Narcisce, odpustte h¥ich a svét,
rozsvitte svicku; tak; a modlete se za zem,
aby ji prosinec nezkrusil p¥ili$ mrazem,
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| feel like weeping, timeless, without shape.

| write you, Karin. Are you still alive?

Or are you lodged where longing can't survive,
your dangerous age behind you all too soon?

I know a girl. She's like a kiss, not known

as yet, forbidden, hidden, waiting its turn;

she stretches in a sun too small to burn,

she slakes my thirst, | doze upon her breast.

As young as earth, she is as light as breath,

as dawn, as joy, blossoms of early spring.

| know such days as well. What can they bring?
Did you know it, Karin? Do you know it now?

| too know women's grandeur: | know how

a mother waits for her sad son's return.

| know my land; | know pleasure unearned.
Know faithfulness, yes, but where has it vanished?
Know sudden wakings from pain and anguish —
and it's not enough to know, to want, to live

with betrayal, when one can't forgive.

Verses silence death - see, it's still my dream.
With what storm do they silence it, what scream?
What will we grasp there, what won't decompose?
What dies even there? What forever falls?
Our loves? -

I didn't, didn't want to stay unheard.
Forgive Narcissa, her sin and her world,
lend light to a candle — there! — and pray for the earth
to endure the cruel frost of December's birth.
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aby ji duben dal, co kvétim nalezi,

aby ji byla noc praporem na vézi,

jenz vlaje do svétla, kdyz nastava cas hvézd,
aby ji milenci chvalili za bolest.

Tak mlad, tak kruté mlad a zraly ponejprve,
sméji se do krve a placi kapky krve

a Bohem opustén a Boha opustiv

pi$i vam, Karino, a nevim, zda jsem Ziv...
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Let April then bring what befits a flower.
Let the night be its flag, flying from a tower
as the stars bestow light on the world's terrain.

Let lovers praise it, praise it for their pain.

Young, so cruelly young, barely ripe in years,

it's laughter | bleed, blood-drops are my tears —
and by God deserted, having pushed God aside,
| write you, Karin, not sure I'm alive ...
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Dést proti slunci:
kam se uchyliti,
kdyz tato duha
nas chce poranit?
Ze starych platen
piisvit slavy sviti
a krejéi barev
navazuje nit.

NabiezZi hoti,

moje skryta feka
mne kazdou kapkou
vice rozzizni,
nenapiji se

ze snu, jenz se svléka,
nesmi byt nahy,
nesmi ve tryzni!

Snim o jelenu,
ktery, rozplamenén,
oboru popftel

v kruty fije den,
kdyz mimo les

byl nahle v sochu zménén:

nemohl pak uz
byti zastielen?

Pro¢ tolik pldy
ztraci pod nohama
kdejakd mrcha,
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Rain against the sun:
where is one to hide,
when this rainbow here
wants to do us harm?
From old canvases

rays of glory shine,

the tailor of colours

intertwines the yarn.

The riverbank's aflame,

my hidden stream

with every droplet
deepening my thirst;

I will not drink

from this undressing dream,
it must not go naked,

in grief immersed.

| dream of a stag

whose desire so burned,
he broke from his pen
one cruel rutting day;
once out of the woods,
to stone he was turned —
could he not then still

be shot down and slain?

Why so much ground
lost under the stride
of this or that harlot,
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kam se propada,

na kterou postel,

v niz musi byti sama
siluminaci,

jiz se marné vzda,

pro¢ tolik krve,
ktera se ted vraci
do svoji matky
klidem fecisté
anemarany

po své operaci,
mrtvoly nema
pro pohtebisté,

pro¢ tolik néhy
dosud v sobé citim,
ze svého Casu

kdyz se naklanim
za barvou Sera,
kterou nezachytim,
le¢ v dusi, ztmélé
nemilovanim?

Dést proti slunci,
tak se zapo¢ind.
A po prostinku
treba zakondit:
vidél jsi duhu
nitra milenéina
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where does she drop;
upon what pillow
must she now preside
alone, her surrender

in vain lit up;

why so much blood
that is now returning
into its mother

on a river's calm bed,
and there's no wound
at the surgery's ending,
there is no corpse

for the yard of the dead;

why so much tenderness
from days now past

that | feel inside me
when | lean out

into twilight tones,
which | cannot grasp
but in my soul, dark

for not being loved?

Rain against the sun,
that is how it starts.
And it has to end

so ordinarily:

you saw the rainbow

of your lover's heart,
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a chtél jsi za ni
navzdy vétné jit,

a kdy?z jsi dosel,
nebyla to duha,
néjaky mazal
svit ji rozmazal,
nebyla sama,
byla sama druh3,
jako by mohl
byti otcem zal,

jako by jeji
odlozené dité
(tva laska, ano)
zabloudilo zpét,
do nezrozeni,

z ného? narodi t&
teprve smrt sem,
na vysnény svet,

na svét tvych basni,
na bieh tvého mote,
na ostrov svétla

ve tmé tekuté,

na hlinu viry,

snici o pokore,

na radost nebyt

v tobé, Zivote.
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wanted to follow it

never-endingly,

but it was no rainbow
when you arrived,

some daubing smearer
had besmirched its sheen;
she was not alone,

within her a child,

as if the father

grief itself had been;

as if that child,

abandoned on its own
(your love, that is),

had strayed, then returned
to beyond the womb,
whence death alone

will bear you to the world

for which you yearned,

to your verses' world,
the shore of your sea,
a radiant island

in the liquid night,

to the soil of faith,

its dreamt humility,
to the joy of not being
in you, my life.
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Co obrazi se

vali ve skladistich!

A kolik palet

Stétec nepotkal!

Co touhy v aktech
nedotéenych, pfistich!
Ach, mistfe, mrtvou
za model sis vzal?

A pfece nevim,

kdyz tu v noci lezim,
zda obraz smrti,

o némz nyni snim,
dosaha k nebi,

do néhoz se vézim,
azdasevjeho

krasu proménim.
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How many paintings

that languish in store!
How many palettes

no brush ever met!

What desire, in nudes

to be touched no more!
Oh, master, the model
you chose — was she dead?

And yet | don't know,
lying here at night,
whether death's image
that I'm now dreaming
reaches to heaven

in my towering flight;
and if its beauty

will be my redeeming.
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Jsme snih, kdyZ ml¢ime, v bédnosti své se rozplyvame,
pfichazijaro, nejsme, ale dobra zima zas

nakloni hory, hladinu jejich jako rty k nim nahne
abudeme...

Jsme snih, kdyZ ml¢ime. Kdyz se viak pooteviou
nékomu rty a pisefi, potom vlddnou
celému kraji zvukem, jenz se vaze
na uzly tént, nimotnické uzly,
nebot se plavival...

O, Boze, na mél¢inu
jej nevod, bezpelné dej mu kotvit,
necht poznaji jej v ot¢iné i déti,
vim, Ze se pfilis zménil, vim, zZe nebyl
diiv tolik temny, slaby, kolisavy -
coz boufe nebyly vak? coZ jim nezmitaly
oceany? paluba nestala se
nejednou sirou plini bez kormidel? ...

Jsme snih, kdyZz ml¢ime. Le¢ v ¢ase toho zpévu
je nahle &isto, ¢isto v dusi nasi,

nesmirny blankyt, léto, chtél jsi tomu,

slys jej, 6 Pane, sly3, neodvracej se!

,Jsi ve svém pokoji pted jedenicti lety.
Mas ptibéh. Nemocen... Jablko, postel, tma.
S polstafi dovedes si dlouze vypravéti.
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We are snow when silent, dissolving in our misery;

then springtime comes, we cease to be, but a good winter
will slope the hills again, bend their faces like lips towards us,
and we will be ...

We are snow when silent. But when lips and song
open slightly to someone, they command
the whole countryside with a sound that ties itself
in knots of tones, a sailor's knots,
because he used to sail about ...

O God, don't lead him
into shallows, let him be safely anchored,
so that even children will recognize him in his homeland;
| know he is much changed, | know he was not
so weak before, so unsteady, so dark —
but weren't there storms? did the oceans
not toss him about? did his deck sometimes
not become a broad rudderless expanse? ...

We are snow when silent. Yet in that time of song
all is suddenly pure, pure within our soul,

an immense sky-blue, summer, you wanted it;
hear him, O Lord, hear him, don't turn away!

“You are inside your room eleven years ago.
Your story. You are sick ... an apple, bed, the dark.
Long discourses with pillows are something you know.”
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Prechovavali stiepl! Védmo zlovéstna! You, sinister doom-sayer! You, hoarder of shards!

»Jsi ve svém pokoji a Cte$ si Pasternaka, “You are inside your room, it's Pasternak you're reading.
tot prsten, ¥ikas si, matce jej ukazi.
Nasel jsi studanku a jeji dno té 1aka.”

Here is a ring — I'll bring it to mother's attention.
You've found a springlet and its bed is alluring.”

Chci odjet, Boze muyj! Pro¢ nejsi nadrazi? God, | want to depart! Why aren't you a station?

»Potom je podzim, vid. A byvas na prochazce. “And then it's autumn, see. When you often take walks.
Vracet se do korun... Cit ostry jak ntz,
jimz ryhovali stud tvé predvéerejsi lasce.”

Back to the treetops ... Senses as sharp as the knife

]

with which they scored the shame on your love that was.’

Myslis jen na dalky. Do 3ifky mé se zuz!

,Jsi ve svém pokoji a umirds a chfadnes,
beze mne, bez ni, sim, bez véci, bez pratel.
A potom odchazi3. Pozor, at neupadnes!“

A ted'ti povim, kam jsem vlastné Sel:

do svého pokoje pred jedenicti lety.

Do toho pokoje, kde cekal Pasternak.

Do lesa, na schiizku s néhou a s nepaméti.
Na mista porazky, odlévat hote znak. -

A nikde, nikde tam jsem nenalezl sebe,
kdysi to bylo snad, co ale nyni je?

Je néco jiného, nez peklo tvého nebe,

nez dés, nez ¢ekani, nez smrt mi odbije?

Kdyby se jednou divky probudily
avidély se muzi, o nichz snily,

You think only of distance. Come down to my size!

“You are inside your room, wasting away, dying,
without me, without her, alone, no things, no friend.

And then you go. Be on your guard against falling!”

And now I'll tell you where, in fact, | went:

into my room eleven years ago.

Into that room where Pasternak was waiting.
Into the woods for tenderness, oblivion.

To fields of loss, to cast the badge of grieving. —
And nowhere, nowhere could | find myself;
once, it might have been, but what is there left?
Anything other than your heaven'’s hell,

than fear, than waiting, than my own death knell?

If it should happen once that girls woke up

to see themselves as the men they dreamt about,
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kdyby jednou andél, zranén o let,
rozhojil to srdce, které musi bolet,
kdyby pani svéta byli sluzebniky,

tu bych, umiraje, fekl jenom: diky,
diky za vSechno, co nebylo i bylo,
diky, Ze se ve mné smrti zalibilo,
diky za kvétiny, diky za zvadle,

diky, zakulisi $piny v divadle

svéta tohoto a onéch jinych svétg,

v kterych jesté nezrozeny kvetu,
kyvejte se, krasné olSe na OlSanech,
zrajte, zrajte plody na hibitovnich lanech,
rozdymej se, dyme, ze viech komindg,
dékuji ti, zemé, v které spoéinu,

za skvély hlad ¢ervi, pro néjz zijeme.

Ale jesté nesmim. Nesmim! Zizné mé
dosud z tvého dzbanu, touho, nedopily,
dosud ovoce... a vino, chleba mily,
dosud citim ver3e, dosud zni mi fe¢,
feko, feko lasky, pockej, neodtec!

Reka odtéka, feka se rychle vali,

tady, tady nékde jsme se schovavali

pii hfe na milence v temnych jeskynich,
tady, tady nékde libali jsme v nich
prvni sladké rty a prvni fiadra Zeny,
tady, tady nékde byly polozeny

na Sedivou skalu jako bily list,

tady, tady nékde pocla nenavist
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if once an angel, injured by his flight,

could heal this undeniably hurting heart,

if masters of the world held servants' ranks;
then |, when dying, would say only: thanks,
thanks for all things that were or could not be,
thanks for death becoming so fond of me,
thanks for flowers, thanks for the wilted ones,
thank you, backstage, for all the theatre dust
of this world, as well as every other

in which, although as yet unborn, | flower;
sway, Olsany's alders, you lovely trees,

ripen, ripen, fruits in the burial fields,

flow freely, smoke, flow from every chimney,

| thank you, earth, where my rest awaits me,

for the worms' splendid hunger — we live for this.

But | mustn't now. Not yet! My thirsty lips
haven't, my passion, drained your jug as yet,
there is still fruit... and wine, and dear bread,
the verse still flows, my tongue still has its say,
O river, river of love, wait, don't flow away!

The river tumbles, onward the river drives,
here, somewhere here, we used to hide
playing the game of lovers in pitch-dark caves,
here, somewhere in here, was our first taste
of sweet lips kissed, and of a woman's breast,
here, somewhere here, lying at rest

on a grey rock, like a white leaf it waited,

here, somewhere here, the hatred started
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busit v nasi krvi s laskou o zavod,
tady nékde, feko, ztratili jsme brod!

Jsme piiroda, kdyz zvolna stmivame se do vecera,

neni to odchod, neni, jitrem byvali jsme pfece,
nikoho neni, kdo by mohl ¥ici,

zZe zlstaneme ve tmé, Ze se nerozsvétli zase
nevinnost rosy v nas...

Myslim, Ze nezmizel ten park v dalekém mésté,
kde spolu, bratfe, sedime, a ty mi pravis: - tise,
chci basen psat. - A ja jsem tedy tise,

protoze piSes basen, pises o cizing,

0 jeji vlini, potom mi ji pfectes

dojatym hlasem svym a ptjdem domd,
zpivajice si cestou staré pisné.

Myslim, ze nezmizela tvoje basen,

je jesté ve mné, mohl bych ti fici

nékolik ver3ti z ni a pousmit se,

jak dobfe jsem si umél pamatovat.

Odchazim nyni ze svych elegii,

loudim se s nimi tézce, jako louc¢il jsem se
s tebou a se v3im, co mne opustilo,

tu ale citim, Ze jsem stale plny
opustiviiho, pranic nezmizelo,

dotkni se, chce3-li, nahmatnes, jak trva
vielika hriiza a vSelika Stésti...
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to hammer in our blood in a race with love,
here somewhere, river, our ford was lost.

We are nature, as we dim slowly to evening;

it's not a leave-taking, no, though we used to be dawn;
there is no one who would be able to tell us

that we will stay in darkness, that the innocence

of the morning dew won't shine within us again ...

I think that park in the distant town has not disappeared,
where we sit together, brother, and you say to me:

Be quiet, | want to write a poem. — So | keep quiet
because you write a poem, you write of a foreign land,
about its fragrance, and then you'll read it to me,

your voice impassioned, and we will go home,

singing old songs along the way.

I think your poem has not disappeared,

it's still inside me, | could recite

some verses for you, and smile to myself

at how well | have managed to remember.

| take leave now of my elegies,

| part from them with a heavy heart, as when | parted
from you and everything that had abandoned me,
yet here | feel that | am still replete

with what has left me, nothing has disappeared;
touch, if you want, you will find how they endure
many a horror and many a happiness ...
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Nu, ano, sbohem, za déj bolesti té,
jejimiz mistry chtéli jsme se stati,
védomi konce beru, nebot kon¢i,
vchod otevira svoji mladsi sestte,
aby ted ona chopila se zezla

ajala se na3 zivot formovati.

THE NINTH ELEGY

Well then, goodbye; | acknowledge an end,

in exchange for all that pain of which we wanted
to become masters, because it is ending,
opening the door to its younger sister;

so that she can now take firm hold of the sceptre

and set about reshaping our life.
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Ortenovy Elegie

O dobé vzniku deviti elegii podava zpravu sam jejich au-
tor, ktery si jednotlivé ¢asti souboru zapisoval do svého
deniku od inora do za¢atku bfezna 1941. O pul roku poz-
déji, srazen némeckym autem, Jifi Orten umira. Bylo mu
dvaadvacet let. Jako Zid musel Orten sdilet osud celého
etnika, které nacismus uréil k ,vyhubeni®. V prvni fazi
kruté perzekuce , kterou basnik zazil, byli Zidé vyka-
zovani z arijské spole¢nosti - nékteré ,zakazy“ si Orten
zapsal do deniku: , Nesmim vychazet z domu po osmé
hodiné velerni. Nesmim si najmout samostatny byt...
Nesmim chodit do vindren, kaviren, hostinci, biogra-
fa, divadel a na koncerty... Nesmim chodit do parkd
asadu... Nesmim hrat divadlo a byt jakkoli vefejné
¢inny... Nesmim byt ¢lenem zadnych spolkd... Nesmim
chodit do jakékoli skoly...“ Za téchto okolnosti mohly
vyjit basnické sbirky Citanka jaro (1939), Cesta k mrazu
(1940), Ohnice (1941) a basnicka skladba ,,Pla¢ Jeremia-
sav“ (1941) jen pod pseudonymy Jifi Jakub a Karel Jilek.
Doba vale¢nych udalosti i basnikav zidovsky udél
nemuze viak plné vysvétlit zikladni raz Ortenovy
poezie. V textu z roku 1941 Orten svym pfatelim napsal:
»Narodili jsme se a zijeme v dobé, kterd nis obraci na
svém rozni, ptipékd nasi touhu, nase svédomi, nasi
zivotaschopnost a vSechno, co jsme v sobé poznali. Ale
vidycky, vidycky, pravim, byla taz doba, vzdycky byl
nékdo mocny, vidycky nékdo bral a vidycky byl nékdo
obiran, olupovan, zavrhovin, ni¢en a zabijen. A vidyc
ky ztstali néktefi, ktefi nepodlehli...“ Apel nepodleh-
nout nasilnickému rezimu pfinasel pro basniky riizné
vyzvy. V dobé prudkych politickych zvrati je pochopi-
telné, ze byl i na poezii kladen narok, aby vstoupila do
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prostoru vasnivé prozivanych vefejnych déni a vytvare-
la emotivné vyhroceny apelativni komentaf k zipasim,
které tak radikalné ménily lidské osudy. Tento basnicky
postoj byl ale - ve své jednorozmérnosti - Ortenovi zahy
cizi. Explicitné odmital také roli basnika,ktery unika

z krutosti zivota do umélych raji imaginace. Obdivoval
se poezii, kterd v dobé, kdy byl ¢esky narod ohrozen
némeckym nacismem, evokovala jeho ddvné i moderni
tradice.

Mlada basnicka generace, k niz se Jifi Orten pfipo-
jil, hledala ale vlastni vyraz, ktery by odpovidal jejim
zkusenostem. Prvni kroky této generace poznamenalo
védomi krachu principtl, o néz se opirala evropska
demokracie. Zazivali disledky svétové hospodatské
krize, sledovali s napétim Spanélskou ob&anskou valku,
oponovali komunistické propagandé chvalici moske-
vské monstrprocesy, intenzivné prozivali Hitlerovo
zniceni Ceskoslovenské republiky. Udalosti opakované
demonstrovaly pad jistot pfedviale¢ného svéta. Otazka
po smyslu moderni poezie v tomto rozvraceném svété
byla stale naléhavéjsi.

Jistou manifestaci tohoto smyslu poezie v dobé
valky, byl Jarni almanach bdsnickj na rok 1940, v némsz
Jifi Orten vystoupil spolené se skupinou svych ptitel.
Jejich ,patronem” se stal respektovany kritik Vaclav
Cerny. Ten v pfedmluvé k almanachu zdiiraznil tragic-
kou, hrani¢ni zkusenost téchto basnikd, ijejich nadéje.
Napsal: témto basniktim ,jde v podstaté o jediné: vy-
budovat svou, novou pfedstavu ¢lovéka; vytvorit nové,
puvodni pojeti lidstvi“. Almanach mél v ceské spoleé-
nosti velky ohlas. S jesté vétsim ohlasem se setkala ve
stejném roce vydana brozura basnika Kamila Bednafe
nazvana Slovo k mladijm, ktera se stala jakymsi progra-
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mem této skupiny. Nova poezie, pise Kamil Bednaf,
rodi se ze skepse k ideologiim. Hleda dobovymi udalost-
mi zastteny véény zaklad lidstvi, ,¢lovéka s dusi, v niz
je vidy stejny vé¢ny hlad po vy33im pozndni, stejné jako
touha po zZivotodirném poméru k nadsmyslovému svétu
se vsemi jeho tajemstvimi®,

Diskusi o nové tvorbé, ¢asto polemicky vyhroce-
nych, se Géastnil i Jifi Orten. Byl obklopen pfateli -
basniky a spisovateli, mezi nimiz byl naptiklad Ivan
Blatny, Zdenék Urbanek, Hanus Bonn a dalsi, ktefi se
ve svych dilech pokouseli postihnout labilitu moderni-
ho ¢lovéka, jeho vnitini vykofenéni. Zobrazili élovéka
vystaveného ve své zranitelnosti krutosti svéta, jeho
touhu po ¢istoté a novém lidstvi.

Od svych druh se Jifi Orten odliSoval dislednos-
tia urputnosti, s jakou budoval svij basnicky svét,
vnémz umélecka tvorba prolina co nejtésnéji se zivo-
tem. Pravdivost basné je podminéna pravdivosti Zivota,
a opalné. Interpreti Ortenova dila se shoduji v ndzoru
o0 naprostém ztotoznéni basnika s jeho psanim, text jako
by byl basnikovym otiskem. Orten se k tomuto kli¢o-
vému problému své tvorby Casto vracel a formuloval jej
ve svém pojeti basnika-svédka: ,Je posetilé Fici si, ze az
sem byl jsem basnikem, a odtud jen stradajicim a $tva-
nym ¢lovékem. Ono jadro, Stavnaté a zralé, jez ma duse
skryvala, skryva a bohda ukryje pted Cervy, je dosud na
svém misté. K ni¢emu jinému nebyl jsem zrozen na této
zemi, nez abych svéd¢il, jsa pfichycen svou vahou, svou
tihouisvou lehkosti... Ale ted, v klidném (Ize-li o klidu
mluvit) pozorovani véci, stasten zfim udél, zavazek
a povinnost, jiz zbaviti se nechci nikdy vice...“ O ¢em
se rozhodl svédéit? O intenzivné zitém tajemstvi lidské
existence a o tajemstvi smrti.
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,Smrt mlci pred versi, hle, jesté o tom snim.
Pred jakou bouti mlii? Pred cim straslivijm?
Co pochopime tam? Co se tam nerozpadd?
Co i tam umird? Co 1 tam véiné pada?”

Poezie Jifiho Ortena vznikala jako souéast deni-
kovych ziznami, které si basnik ved! od za¢atku roku
1938. Nazyval je podle barev jejich obalek - jako Modra,
Zihana a Cervena kniha. Tyto knihy také rad oslovo-
val - stavaly se pro ného v dobé zuzujiciho se zivotniho
prostoru doslova zivymi bytostmi. Do deniku si Orten
napsal v inoru 1941 také jakysi doprovodny text ke
svym Elegiim: ,Ztratili jsme své domovy, ztratili jsme
své iluze domovi a prazdnymi schodisti ... se prohani
vitr. O éem mizeme fici, ze ndm patfi? Patfina nas hra-
za, odeviad, z koutl i z Sirych prostor. A my odvracime
tvaf a shledavime v sobé posledni zbytky sily a odvahy,
abychom ji mohli pohlédnout do oéi. Nebot z tohoto se-
tkani by mohlo je$té néco vzejiti. Néjaka zavrat. Néjaka
otfesnd nadéje. Néjaké bohatyrské rozlouceni. Néjaky
prudky plamen®.

Zanr elegie, zalozpév, se v Ortenové poezii spojuje
s obrazem znovuzrozeni, ktery odkazuje k tradici Pisma.
Elegie se pohybuji v pismu zaslibeni smrti. Je to misto,
kde se zjevuji minuld déni, kterd viak marné hledaji sviyj
davny vyznam. V mezni situaci se vynofuji z uplynulého
¢asu torza pfibéht, sni, vzpominek, evokace scén s jejich
aktéry. Je to svét kdysi krasnych a pevnych ,tézitek”,
bezpecnych spoinuti, ale svét, ktery pozbyl smyslu.
Orten ma obzvlastni dar konkrétnosti, ktera zpfedmét-
fiyje tuto ztratu jistot ve vratkosti svéta. Jako bychom
se podobali opilcim, o nichz ¢teme v paté elegii. Sled
scenerii, zvuka, déju, torzo , litostivého pfibéhu®, to vie
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se pfesouva nebo vyustuje do reflexi, provazenych stile
se navracejicimi otizkami. Putovani ¢asem, ty ,schiizky
snéhou a s nepaméti“, katarzi neptinaseji. ,Cas neléci,
kdyZ nechce. Cas je arlatin”. Nicméné v rozporuplnosti
vnitinich nalad se azkost pfevraci v silu, bezbrannost

se stava moci basné a smrt pfinasi nadéji. Témata lasky,
samoty, svéta bez Boha vykonavaji tlak na sam proces
psani, v niz se rodi slovo, fe¢, baseil. Basnikova stale
trvajici ,ziva zkouska“ bolesti je také mezni zku3enosti
feci, tihy sebevysloveni.

Nelze nepfipomenout Duinské elegie Rainera Maria
Rilka s jeho tématy opusténosti, nostalgie, smrti, roz-
plyvani byti. Rilke, rodak z Prahy, byl v Cechich hojné
pteklidan. Elegie z Duina vysla v nékolikerém ptekladu
(poprvé 1930). Na rozdil od Rilka, pro néhoz je piizna¢-
né, ze jeho slovo, verse jsou obtézkany slozité zvrstve-
nymivyznamy, Ortentv projev je pruzra¢néjsi, drama-
ti¢téjsi, opira se o dialog. Podstata jeho poezie spoéiva
v rozhovoru s pfitomnosti i éasem budoucim. V ,case
rozpadani“ je jeho basen svédkem vnitinich udalosti
a pocitd, které ale neodhaluji jen intimni sféry ¢lovéka.
Je to naléhava, vasniva basnikova vyzva dnesku, ktera
se dotyka samotné podstaty poezie a otazek, jak vyjadrit
situaci ¢lovéka v jeho ohrozené existenci.

Jako piedniho basnika evropského existencialismu
oznaéil Vaclav Cerny Jifiho Ortena hned po skonéeni
druhé svétové valky. V roce 1946 vysly Ortenovy Elegie
avroce 1947 Dilo Jitiho Ortena. Ale nastala opét doba ml-
¢eni, az do roku 1958, kdy vysly Ortenovy Deniky. Teprve
Sedesatd léta Ortenovo dilo rehabilitovala.

Jifi Brabec

Josef Tomas a australsky spisovatel a vydavatel Alex
Skovron spolupracuji jiz nékolik let na ptekladech

Ceské poezie do anglic¢tiny a Skovronovy beletrie do
Cestiny. Kromé Elegii Jifiho Ortena dokonc¢ili od roku
2013 anglicky pfeklad Tomasovy fantazie Navrat Anezky
Premyslovny a sbirky Sen od Vladimira Holana, ktery je
nyni pfipraven k vydani. Se spolupfekladatelkou Hanou
Tomkovou pfelozil Josef Tomas do ¢estiny Skovronovy
novely Bisnik (The Poet) a jeho sbirky kratkych pfibéhi
Muz, ktery ulehl do své postele (The Man who Took to his Bed).
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Orten’s Elegies

The time of the inception of the nine Elegies is reported by
the author himself, who was writing them successively into
his diary from February to early March 1941. Half a year later,
struck by a German car, Jifi Orten was dead. He was twen-
ty-two years old. As a Jew, Orten had to share the fate of
a whole people whom Nazism had destined for “extinction”.
During the first phase of the cruel persecution that the poet
experienced, Jews were excluded from Aryan society — the
various “bans” Orten wrote about in his diary: “I must not
come out of the house after the eighth hour of the evening.
I must not hire a separate apartment ... | must not go to
wine taverns, cafés, pubs, cinemas, theatres and concerts ...
I must not go to parks and public gardens ... | must not act in
any plays and be in any way publicly active ... | must not be
a member of any associations ... | must not attend any school
... In these circumstances, the poetry collections First Reader
Spring (1939), Path to Frost (1940), Wild Radish (1941) and the
poem “The Lamentations of Jeremiah” (1941) could be re-
leased only under the pseudonyms Jiti Jakub and Karel Jilek.
Yet the period of the war and the poet's Jewish destiny
cannot fully explain the basic character of Orten's poetry. In
1941, Orten wrote to his friends, “We were born and live in
a time that turns us on its spit, burns our desire, our con-
science, our vitality, and all that we have come to know. But
always, always, | say, times were the same, always someone
was mighty, always someone was robbing, and always some-
one was robbed, done over, rejected, destroyed, killed. And
there were always some who did not succumb ...” The call not
to succumb to a bullying regime brought differing challenges
for poets. At a time of violent political reversals, it is under-
standable that it was demanded, even of poetry, to enter
into the arena of passionately lived-through public events
and to create an assertive, emotionally acute commentary to
the struggles that had so radically altered human destinies.
But this poetic attitude became to Orten — in its one-dimen-
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sionality — soon alien. He also explicitly refused the role of
a poet who escapes from the cruelties of life into artificial
havens of imagination. He admired poetry which, at a time
when the Czech nation was threatened by German Nazism,
evoked both its ancient and its modern traditions.

The young generation of poets, which Jifi Orten joined,
was, however, looking for a self-expression that correspond-
ed to their experience. The first steps for this generation were
marked by consciousness of the collapse of the principles
on which European democracy relied. They experienced the
consequences of the world economic crisis, they watched
with tension the Spanish Civil War, they opposed the
communist propaganda praising the monstrous Moscow
show-trials, they were living intensely through Hitler's de-
struction of the Czechoslovak Republic. Events repeatedly
demonstrated the fall of the certainties of the pre-war world.
The question of the sense of writing poetry in a world turned
upside-down was becoming more urgent.

One affirmation of the meaning of poetry during a time
of war was the Spring Almanac of Poetry for the year 1940,
in which Jifi Orten appeared together with a group of his
friends. Their “patron” became the respected critic Vaclav
Cerny, who, in his foreword to the Almanac, emphasized
the tragic, borderline experience of these poets and their
hopes. He wrote that they “have basically only one goal:
to build up their own, new vision of man; to create a new,
original concept of humanity”. The AlImanac made a great
impression in Czech society. An even greater response in
the same year was met by a published brochure of the poet
Kamil Bednat, entitled A Word to the Young, which became
a kind of program for this group. New poetry, as Kamil Bed-
nar writes, is born from scepticism to ideologies. It seeks
the eternal core of humanity, concealed amid the events of
the day; it seeks “a man with a soul in which there is always
the same eternal hunger for greater knowledge, as well as
the desire for a life-giving connection to the supersensory
world with all its mysteries”.
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Orten also participated in discussions about new writing,
often polemically pointed. He was surrounded by friends —
poets and writers including Ivan Blatny, Zdenék Urbanek,
Hanus Bonn and others, who attempted to capture in their
works the lability of modern man, his internal deracination.
They depicted a man exposed in his vulnerability to the cru-
elty of the world, his desire for purity and a new humanity.

Jiti Orten distinguished himself from his friends by the
rigor and purity with which he built his poetic world, where
artistic creation blends as closely as possible with life. The
truthfulness of the poem is conditioned by the truthfulness
of life, and vice versa. The interpreters of Orten's work coin-
cide in their opinion about the poet's complete identification
with his writing, as if the text were the poet's very imprint.
Orten often returned to this key aspect of his creation and
articulated it in his conception of the poet-witness: “It is fool-
ish to say that up to this point | was a poet, and from there
on | am only a destitute, hunted man. The nucleus, juicy and
ripe, which my soul was hiding, is hiding and, | dare say, will
hide from the wormes, is still in place. For nothing else was
I born on this earth than to testify, being attached to it by
my weight, by my heaviness, and by my lightness ... But now,
in a calm (if one can speak calmly) observation of things, |,
happy, behold my lot, my commitment and my duty; never
again do | want to forsake it ...” What did he decide to testify
about? About the intense secrecy of human existence and
the mystery of death.

Verses silence death - see, it’s still my dream.
With what storm do they silence it, what scream?
What will we grasp there, what won't decompose?
What dies even there? What forever falls?

The poetry of Jiti Orten originated as an integral part of
his diaries, which the poet kept from the beginning of the
year 1938. He named them according to the colours of their
covers — such as Blue, Striped and Red. He liked to address
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these books — they became literally living beings for him

in a time of narrowed living space. In February 1941, Orten
also wrote a kind of accompanying text to his Elegies: “We
have lost our homes, lost our illusions about our homes
and the wind is blowing ... over empty staircases. What can
we say belongs to us? Horror stares at us everywhere, from
the corners and from the wide spaces. And we turn away
our face and find in ourselves the last remnants of strength
and courage, so that we can look that horror in the eye.
From this encounter, there could come out something else.
Some dizziness. Some shocking hope. Some kind of heroic
parting. Some sudden flame.”

The genre of elegy, a lament, is associated with the im-
age of rebirth in Orten’s poetry, and refers to the tradition
of the scriptures. His Elegies move in the zone of a death
vow. It is a place where past events appear, but seek their
ancient significance in vain. In a marginal situation, there
emerge, from a time past, torsos of stories, dreams, mem-
ories, evocations of scenes, with their actors. It is a world
of once beautiful and firm “paperweights”, of safe rest, but
a world that has lost its sense. Orten has a special gift for
the specifics that objectify this loss of certainty as the un-
steadiness of the world. As if we were akin to the drunkards
we read about in the Fifth Elegy. The sequence of scenes,
sounds, events, the torso of the “sorrowful story”, all this is
shifting, or merging into reflected imagery, accompanied by
ever-returning questions. Wandering through time, those
“meetings with tenderness and non-memory” do not bring
any catharsis. “Time heals at its pleasure. Time’s a charla-
tan!” However, in the contradiction of internal sentiments,
the anxiety is turned into strength, defencelessness becomes
the power of poetry, and death brings hope. Themes of love,
solitude, of a world without God, exert pressure on the
very process of writing, in which a word is born, a speech,
a poem. The poet's everlasting “living test” of pain is
also the marginal experience of speech, a heaviness of
self-expression.



AFTERWORD

It is not possible not to be reminded of the Duino Elegies
of Rainer Maria Rilke with his themes of abandon, nostalgia,
death, the dissolution of being. Rilke, a native of Prague,
was widely translated in Bohemia. The Duino Elegies were
published in several translations (first in 1930). Unlike Rilke,
for whom it is significant that his words, his verses be laden
with intricately layered meanings, Orten'’s expression is
more transparent, more dramatic, relies on a dialogue. The
essence of his poetry lies in a conversation not only with
the present, but also with the future. In a “time of collapse”,
his poem is a witness of internal events and feelings, which,
however, reveal not just the intimate sphere of the human. It
is an urgent, passionate poet's appeal to the moment, which
touches the very essence of poetry and the question of how
to express the condition of man in the face of his endangered
existence.

Immediately after the end of the Second World War,
Vaclav Cerny designated Orten as a leading poet of European
existentialism. Orten'’s Elegies were published in 1946 and his
collected works in 1947. But then a silence again descended,
until the year 1958, when the Diaries came out. It was not
until the sixties that Jifi Orten's work was rehabilitated.

Jiti Brabec

Josef Tomas and the Australian writer and editor Alex
Skovron have enjoyed a longstanding collaboration focused
on the translation of Czech poetry into English, and of
Skovron’s prose fiction into Czech. Since 2013 they have
completed, along with the Elegies of Jifi Orten, an English
translation of the Prague verse-fantasy Agnes of Bohemia
by Tomas, and, with co-translator Hana Tomkova, Czech
translations of the novella The Poet (Bdsnik) by Skovron,
and his collection of short stories The Man who Took to his
Bed (Muz, ktery ulehl do své postele). Their English transla-
tion of Dream by Vladimir Holan is forthcoming.
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