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            Kist

         

         Alberto Caeiro (1889-1915)

         
             

         

         Maister tae Campos, Pessoa, Reis; lives and dees in Ribatejo, a rural province northeast ae Lisbon; uneducatit poet and anti-symbolist; hauds that aethin is jist itself, and nothin mair besides.

         
             

         

         Álvaro de Campos (1890-1935)

         
             

         

         Restless traiveller; bisexual mariner; born in the Algarve; studies maritime engineerin in Glasgow; quits uni fur the Orient; taks opium; retours tae Europe; lives in England; muives back tae Lisbon wae depression; practically a millennial aye.

         
             

         

         Fernando Pessoa (1888-1935)

         
             

         

         Campos: ‘Pessoa’s like a ball ae string wrapped roond itsel fae the inwith. Technically the guy doesnae exist.’ Bit wance a man cried Fernando Pessoa wis born in Lisbon, muived tae Durban wae his mither and stepfaither, wis educatit in an English public school, syne retoured tae his hame city and lived thir fur the rest ae his life. Eftir his daith, vast reams ae literary wark were foond in a muckle kist in his garret. Posthumously, Pessoa became the maist important Portuguese poet ae the twentieth century.

         
             

         

         Ricardo Reis (1887—1935)

         
             

         

         Born in Porto; warked alternately as doctor and Latin teacher; muives tae Brazil; mainly writes his Caeiro-influenced odes in the metres yaised bi Horace; pagan; Epicure; grouch.

         
             

         

         SCENE. Glasgow; the city and its environs.

         
            kist – chest/trunk, cast | aethin – everything | aye – always, already | syne – then | muckle – massive |10

         

      

   


   
      
         
11
            ALBERTO CAEIRO
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            Mair

         

         
            
               
                  Yull need tae dae mair than jist appen a windae

                  tae really see the fields and the watters.

                  And yull need mair than jist yir pooers ae sicht

                  tae deek oot flooers and trees and aa.

                  Tae really see thae things,

                  ye maunnae hae philosophy.

                  Wae philosophy thirs nae trees, jist ideas.

                  Thirs humanity in the cave.

                  Thirs a windae bit its shut,

                  and aethin else ootwae aa that—

                  cus oor dream ae the dream ae the windae appenin’s

                  gat nothin tae dae wae whit ye really see

                  whun the windae really appens.

               

            

         

         
            sicht – sight | deek oot – look, find, identify | thae – those | maunnae – mustn’t | ootwae – ootside of |
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            Fae ‘Keeper Ae Sheep’

         

         I

         
            
               
                  Niver hud my ain flock bit,

                  it’s as tho I did.

               

               
                  My saul’s a hirdie, man.

                  It kens the wind, the licht,

                  follas the seasons haund-in-haund,

                  waulks wae them, watches aye.

               

               
                  The caum souch ae humanless nature

                  maks fur decent company.

                  Bit aye and oan

                  I’m mair doun nor the sun the day.

                  Reader, can ye see its licht

                  coolin ower thae fields?

                  Can ye feel the nicht come oan

                  like a butterfly in the windae?

                  Thon gloamin’s peace.

               

               
                  It’s right enough

                  fur the saul tae gloor

                  whun it minds its ain existence,

                  as a haund, no kennin

                  whit it’s daein, picks flooers.

               

               
                  Noo the massed pipes and drums

                  huv mairched past

                  the bend in my road,

                  I’m back tae bein happy.15

               

               
                  Wish I didnae ken whun I wiss and wissnae happy.

                  Wish my thochts werenae selfaware.

                  If I hud ony mense I’d niver think,

                  cus happy and content is bitter

                  nor happy and sair.

               

               
                  Thinkin’s like haein a walk in the rain:

                  whun the wind picks up, buckets doun.

               

               
                  At least I dinnae hae ambitions and that.

                  Tae be a poet’s nae an ambition ae mine.

                  Poetry’s my way ae bein alane.

               

               
                  Sometimes tho, thirs this fantasy

                  that I’m a lamb jist oot the wame—

                  or a hail hirsel ae lambs

                  scaitert ower the braes.

               

               
                  Ach, tae be mair nor wan happy thing at wance!

               

               
                  The thocht comes fae a feelin

                  that I write best whun the sun’s gaein doun,

                  whun cluds kiver up the purpler licht

                  and gress hauds its wheesht.

               

               
                  Whun I sit doun tae write—

                  or dae the thing ae waulkin aroon

                  writin oan the paper in my heid—

                  my haund reaches oot,

                  I’m haudin my crummock, my ken.16

               

               
                  Bit whun I luik up tae the hillside

                  thirs this cardboard cutoot ae me,

                  watchin my flock fur me, readin my thochts—

                  watchin my thochts and readin my flock—

                  wae the great shitemunchin grin

                  ae somewan wha disnae spikk the leid,

                  but maks believe he’s kent whit’s jist bin said.

               

               
                  I say hello tae my reader,

                  doff my bunnet as thir bus pulls up

                  beside my hoose at the tap ae the road.

                  They’ll see me at the door

                  and I’ll wave and say

               

               
                  hi aye. Hope the weather hauds,

                  bit if it disnae, the rain’ll no be rang.

                  Hope that in yir hoose ye’ve gat

                  yir best chair bi the windae

                  whaur yir readin this and aa.

               

               
                  Hope that as ye read,

                  ye can think aboot my book

                  as an instance ae rewildin,

                  its leaves like that ae an auncient yew.

               

               
                  Or bitter aye,

                  thon tree’s scadda,

                  whaur knackered bairnies come tae chill oot,

                  wipe aff the sweat

                  wae the sleeves ae thir Adidas.

               

            

         

         
            hirdie – shepherd | caum souch – peace | aye and oan – nevertheless | nor – than | the day – today | thae – those | thon – that (distant from speaker) | gloor – sulk | mind – remember | mense – wisdom | sair – in pain | wame – womb | hirsel – flock | hauds its wheesht – shuts up | haudin my ken – accessing my knowledge | crummock – shepherd’s crook | leid – language | bunnet – hat | thon – that | scadda – shadow |
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