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            Introduction

         

         the poet-translator

         This volume collects all the translations of Seamus Heaney: 101 texts from fourteen languages that demonstrate how prominent, powerful and personal a role translation played in the poet’s imagination and work. It testifies also to the form’s enduring importance to the author across time: he began the first of them before the publication of his 1966 debut, Death of a Naturalist; he was working on the last of them in the months before his death in 2013.

         Most of the texts in this edition were published during SH’s lifetime, some posthumously; several appeared multiple times, a few once; one is published here for the first time. It is a body of writing carefully and confidently accomplished – even if, ‘in the case of translation,’ as he observed, ‘it is even truer than usual that a poem is never completed, merely abandoned’ (SF, viii).

         From school to Stockholm, from scriptorium to stage, a striking and humbling cohesion underscores this volume. Translation after translation, and decade after decade, the poet-translator weaves his own word-hoard and story-board. This was Heaney’s characteristic way of building confidence in his personal and poetic stance through the continuity of thoughts and words, commitment and testimony, visibility and accessibility, inspiration and education. It is the hope of the editor of this volume that its readers will confirm for themselves that each of his translations have what Heaney, quoting Anna Swir, referred to as a poem’s ‘biological right to life’ (SS, 159).

         Titled ‘Prayer’, the unpublished translation in this edition has come to us as a clean, unmarked typescript discovered in the archives of the National Library of Ireland. Whether it was intended to be revised by the author, or perhaps be submitted for publication, we cannot be sure, but we do have a guide as a precedent. ‘To a Wine Jar’, the text that opens this book, found its way from typescript to publication thirty years after it was finished and did so without revision.

         SH was exacting about disseminating his work. When a text was published, it was invariably in a state of advanced completion. Still, the ‘double-take of feeling’ influencing the poet-translator – being simultaneously accountable to ‘the inner literalist’ and to ‘the writer of verse’ – is a force that is always operating upon the author to an extent that can be considered ‘self-revealing’ (CTb, 77; TSH, 251, l. 1606). The line between completion and xivabandonment is not always a clear one. After all, as SH himself asks in a poem stemming from translation, and titled ‘The Fragment’, ‘“Since when … / Are first line and last line of any poem / Where the poem begins and ends?”’ (EL, 57).

         For translation in particular, finding an answer to that question poses a special challenge, but for SH the response lay in the composition process itself. He gave equal care to translation as to his original work and held the forms in a level of literary equivalence. But he also understood an instinctive difference between the two: that a translation was already a variant of an original, and therefore bore a differing relationship to composition than did a poem that he might have originated himself.

         Capturing every stage of that distinction – registering every alteration in draft, each forward or sideways step – did not hold the same intrinsic value for SH as might accompany the creation of an original work, because variance was an essential component in the transformation of a poem from one language to another. It was a flux built into the process, and was the element that he was seeking to excise in achieving a version of sufficient fixity that might mark it as ready for publication – like ‘The unpredictable fantail of sparks / Or hiss when a new shoe toughens in water’ (DD, 9). The toughest challenge for any translator, and especially for the literary translator, is to arrive at a stage of completion where the ‘tense diaphragm’ (DN, 44) between translator and poet, and between translation and original, can finally be relaxed so that the text can breathe naturally.

         In the opening remarks of his Robert Lowell Memorial Lecture (Heaney 2008b) SH quotes a line from one of his own poems as the translator’s motto: ‘I had your measure and you had mine’ (DC, 61). Achieving that measure – that completion – required in SH a process of constant sounding and refining in order to stabilise the movement of the text in place and time. Even so, some published variants do stand out as illuminating of his creative process, as signals of his pathway to completion through ‘the ongoing vigour of the “translated” knowledge’ and ‘the aspiration of all translation to live a free and independent life’ (Heaney 1999b, 331).

         Sweeney Astray (1983–4), Heaney’s first major translation, is in progress for over a decade, for example, with more than a dozen excerpts published (1976–82) before the appearance of the complete translation; a further decade elapses before the publication of the revised translation in Sweeney’s Flight (1992). ‘For one thing,’ as SH explains in his Preface to that revised edition, ‘there is a slightly different rhythmic imperative in operation when a piece stands on its xvown than when it is a constituent element in some longer structure’ (SF, viii). In the 1992 text, ‘grievously’ becomes ‘sacrilegiously’, a revision that charges Ronan’s private grief with religious defilement, making him curse Sweeney (SF, 91; TSH, 136, §6, l. 2).

         Beowulf (1999; Beowulf BE, 2007), SH’s most domineering translation, is the result of an even longer gestation that spanned nearly two decades and spawned many published excerpts (1980s–1990s). After that book was published, SH made further revisions: ‘clearly’ to ‘brightly’ for example, in the text of a 1999 Gallery Press Christmas card (Beowulf, 51; BE, 109; TSH, 326, l. 1572), and, invited to contribute to an anthology titled Irish Writers Against War (2003), adapting some lines into an independent poem titled ‘News of the Raven’ (Beowulf, 91–5; BE, 195–203; TSH, 359–62, ll. 2897–3027).

         SH’s version of Sophocles’ Philoctetes comes out in the USA on 4 December 1991, more than a year after the play premiered at the Guildhall in Derry on 1 October 1990 and was published in Ireland and Britain. SH takes this opportunity to weave his title of the play, The Cure at Troy, into the text, where it appears (TSH, 252, ll. 1654–5) spoken by Philoctetes in his last speech: ‘I can see / The cure at Troy’ (CTb, 80). This supplementary line strengthens the connection already established by translator and translation between Ancient Greece and Ireland, ‘north and south’, he told Dennis O’Driscoll in conversation, where ‘the idea of a miraculous cure is deeply lodged in the religious subculture, whether it involves faith healing or the Lourdes pilgrimage’ (SS, 422). The title would also serve as a model for SH’s second Sophocles translation, The Burial at Thebes (2004), where an original poem SH had published in the New Yorker under the title ‘Sophoclean’ provides the basis for a key chorus (BTa, 16–17; TSH, 389–90, ll. 356–89). The 2008 Peacock production of the play enables SH to refine his version: the text in this edition is what SH regarded as ‘the final correct version’.

         The words, lines and punctuation of ‘The Yellow Bittern’ and ‘The Glamoured’ – SH’s translations of two canonical and rhythmical texts in the Irish tradition, ‘An Bonnán Buí’ and ‘Gile na gile’ – jigged their way into print multiple times across two decades (1997–2016). The inclusion of Canto II from Dante’s Inferno in a new anthology in 1998 provides SH with the opportunity to re-read the translation he had published in 1993. So Virgil’s desire to honour Beatrice’s plea and aid Dante – ‘I yearned the more to come’ – becomes more explicit – ‘I yearned the more to help’ (Havely 1998, 264; TSH, 36, l. 117). When Billy Connolly was recording Henryson’s fable ‘The Fox, the Wolf and the Carter’, SH readily adjusted his 2009 translation of xvi‘Lent-feed’ to ‘Lent-food’ (TCSF, 141; TSH, 470, l. 172) to improve clarity and flow. In 2009 SH also committed to print his first Pascoli translation, ‘The Kite’, which he had encountered in Italian in 2001 and which would form the basis for ‘A Kite for Aibhín’, the last poem in his last book, Human Chain, published in 2010.

         SH was exacting about titles too. As bibliographer Rand Brandes notes, for SH effective titles would be ‘successfully embodying the spirit of the poem or book in a way that resonates with the reader’ and ‘serve as emblems capable of calling forth the essence of the book or poem from memory’ (Brandes 2008b, 19). That said, an excerpt from the translation in progress of Aeneid Book VI (ll. 638–78 of the standard Latin edition by R. A. B. Mynors; ABVIa, 35–7; TSH, 512–13, ll. 867–914) appears in print with two different titles: ‘The Fields of Light’ (2008) and ‘The Elysian Fields’ (2012).

         Each of these occasions demonstrates that SH never downplayed his debt to the source text as he strove to achieve with his translations the same independence as in his original works. Even when the process involved languages he did not know or required working with scholars and co-translators, the translations become unmistakably his. In a panel on translating poetry and poetic prose (1999), SH described the translator as ‘a creative stealer’, arguing that the writer and the translator share the same ‘artistic task’: ‘to make something of the given, to move it through a certain imaginative and linguistic distance’ (Heaney 1999b, 331). ‘All language,’ he maintained, ‘is an entry to further language’ (Delanty 2012, xii).

         SH did not have an overarching theory of translation, and he could be cautious about pronouncing upon it; what insights he did share, however, are illuminating. Reflecting on The Burial at Thebes (2004), his version of Sophocles’ Antigone, he affirms that ‘verse translation is not all that different from original composition’ and that ‘in order to get a project under way, there has to be a note to which the lines, and especially the first lines, can be tuned’ (Heaney 2005, 169).

         It is an analogy that illustrates exactly how he went about his translation and poetry alike. ‘Until this register is established,’ he explains, ‘your words […] cannot induce that blessed sensation of being on the right track, musically and rhythmically’ (Heaney 2005, 169). A description of translation, this account nonetheless seems also to evoke a line in ‘Song’ in which SH describes ‘that moment when the bird sings very close / To the music of what happens’ (FW, 53). In another poem, ‘The Given Note’, he describes the moment of inspiration as a process of translation: ‘spirit music’ that is surprisingly and mysteriously received and that ‘Rephrases xviiitself into the air’ (DD, 36). This image returns in conversation with George O’Brien at Georgetown University (1988) when SH mentions Osip Mandelstam’s definition of great poets as ‘air stealers’ (Heaney 1998b, 20:42–20:52), akin to the musician of ‘The Given Note’.

         Another metaphor of translation as creative transfer can be found in ‘The Settle Bed’, in which SH writes ‘whatever is given // Can always be reimagined’ (ST, 29). It is not surprising that, when translating, SH embraced the ‘liberating idea’ that ‘an original work exists not in order to be perfect but in order to engender itself repeatedly in new translations’ (Heaney 1999b, 331). An event ‘out of the marvellous’ reported in Lebor Laignech (‘Book of Leinster’), in Lebor Bretnach (Irish Nennius) and also in Konungs skuggsjá (‘The King’s Mirror’) reaches SH’s imagination through Kenneth Hurlstone Jackson’s English translation, ‘The Air Ship’ (Jackson 1971, 165). This transmission – ‘hung out on the limb of a translated phrase’ (SI, 57), ‘Needy and ever needier for translation’ (HC, 58) – exemplifies the evolutionary impact of translation as SH practised it. ‘1 Lightenings viii’ (ST, 62), which is known also as ‘The annals say …’ – one of the poems singled out by the Swedish Academy to illustrate how the ‘lyrical beauty and ethical depth’ of SH’s poetry ‘exalt everyday miracles and the living past’ (Nobel 1995) – could arguably have found space in this edition. This original text, like all the translated texts here, exemplifies the poet-translator’s ‘light-headed credo’ in ‘Discovering what survives translation true’, as he says in ‘Remembered Columns’ (SL, 45).

         SH’s translations – to be listened to as given notes that give back ‘the clear song of a skilled poet’ (Beowulf, 5; BE, 9; TSH, 287, l. 90) – are arranged here in two sections: texts that can be classified as short or long poems, and those of book length that have been previously published under their own title; in each, obvious printers’ errors have been silently corrected.

         An editor’s Commentary, arranged by decade, provides information on the original source text, a publication history of the translation, and an account of its background and significance drawn from SH’s discussions of his own translations: his prefaces, introductions, essays and interviews in which he discusses materials and motivations. Secondary sources helped to further document that SH turned to translation as an ideal space to connect his experiences in Ireland, north and south of the border, with experiences outside Ireland, and to comment on societal issues near and far with personal and artistic integrity.

         The universal dimension of SH’s local preoccupations and the redressing power of literature across confines and cultures are made xviiievident in an interview with Jon Snow for Britain’s Channel 4 News (1999) in which SH draws a parallel between the situation in Northern Ireland and events in Beowulf, which he had recently completed. Because of their ‘extreme ordeal, a little exhaustion, and tremor’, the people of Ulster, like those in the Old English epic poem, he said, ‘know a lot’ about danger, dread, hurt and suffering. This is ‘the general condition of species at the end of the century’, observes SH, ‘and the particular condition of people in Northern Ireland’ (Heaney 1999e, 4:34–5:49).

         In Northern Ireland, SH’s life, education and work developed ‘to the tick of two clocks’ (North, x): Catholic and Protestant mindsets; Nationalist and Unionist agendas; Irish and British cultures. This inherited homeplace, an inescapable middle ground – ‘Two buckets were easier carried than one. / I grew up in between’, he writes in ‘Terminus’ (HL, 5) – is the natural habitat of the translator. Seamus Heaney was a born translator.

         
             

         

         Marco Sonzogni

Autumn 2022
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               To a Wine Jar

               horace

            

            
               
                  When Manlius was consul you were filled,

                  Venerable pitcher, and I was born.

                  Now we meet. For what? Regrets or laughter?

                  Rows or old maudlin loves or boozy sleep?

               

               
                  5 No matter. The rare Massic that you store

                  Is only to be savoured on a day

                  Like this: Corvinus is insisting on

                  A wine that is a wine. So down you come.

               

               
                  Corvinus will appreciate you, though he looks

                  10 The real ascetic and sounds so terribly

                  Socratic. Anyhow, even Old Cato’s

                  Frosty precepts thawed in the heat of wine.

               

               
                  You are a sugared poison to the souls

                  Of puritans, a sweet forbidden fruit.

                  15 The canny man relaxes when you smile,

                  Unloads his worst fears, leaks his secret plans.

               

               
                  You’ll flush a worried wretch with sudden hope

                  And boost the small man up into heroics:

                  Who will go brazen into royal courts

                  20 Or face the firing line after a glass.

               

               
                  Join us, then, to-night. Here’s company! Bacchus

                  And the jealous Graces. Venus too.

                  The lamps flicker. Down you come. We’ll drink

                  Till Phoebus, returning, routs the morning star.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         4

         
            
               Prayer

               gabrielle de coignard

            

            
               
                  The fear of death disturbs me constantly;

                  For those in hell there can be no redemption;

                  Though I have sinned I cannot feel contrition;

                  The further I go, the worse my agony.

               

               
                  5 You will consume me like a brittle leaf

                  On that appalling day of tribulation:

                  Let me at last repent of my transgression,

                  For fastened to my soul is bitter grief.

               

               
                  You made me out of flesh, tendons, and veins,

                  10 Of blood and bones, of liver, lungs, and brains –

                  I’m dust and ashes, Lord; remember this.

               

               
                  Like straw that winds rend from little to less,

                  Your wrath can sweep me into nothingness.

                  Ah, do not let me fall in the abyss!

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         5

         
            
               The Digging Skeleton

               charles baudelaire

               After Baudelaire

            

            
               
                  i

                  You find anatomical plates

                  Buried along these dusty quays

                  Among books yellowed like mummies

                  Slumbering in forgotten crates,

               

               
                  5 Drawings touched with an odd beauty,

                  As if the illustrator had

                  Responded gravely to the sad

                  Mementoes of anatomy –

               

               
                  Mysterious candid studies

                  10 Of red slobland around the bones.

                  Like this one: flayed men and skeletons

                  Digging the earth like navvies.

               

               
                  ii

                  Sad gang of apparitions,

                  Your skinned muscles like plaited sedge

                  And your spines hooped towards the sunk edge

                  Of the spade, my patient ones,

               

               
                  5 Tell me, as you labour hard

                  To break this unrelenting soil,

                  What barns are there for you to fill?

                  What farmer dragged you from the boneyard?

               

               
                  Or are you emblems of the truth,

                  10 Death’s lifers, hauled from the narrow cell

                  And stripped of night-shirt shrouds, to tell:

                  ‘This is the reward of faith

               

               
                  In rest eternal. Even death

                  Lies. The void deceives.

                  15 We do not fall like autumn leaves

                  To sleep in peace. Some traitor breath

               

               
                  Revives our clay, sends us abroad

                  And by the sweat of our stripped brows

                  We earn our deaths; our one repose

                  20 When the bleeding instep finds its spade.’

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         6

         
            
               Ugolino

               dante

            

            
               
                  We had already left him. I walked the ice

                  And saw two soldered in a frozen hole

                  On top of other, one’s skull capping the other’s,

                  Gnawing at him where the neck and head

                  5 Are grafted to the sweet fruit of the brain,

                  Like a famine victim at a loaf of bread.

                  So the berserk Tydeus gnashed and fed

                  Upon the severed head of Menalippus

                  As if it were some spattered carnal melon.

                  10 ‘You,’ I shouted, ‘you on top, what hate

                  Makes you so ravenous and insatiable?

                  What keeps you so monstrously at rut?

                  Is there any story I can tell

                  For you, in the world above, against him?

                  15 If my tongue by then’s not withered in my throat

                  I will report the truth and clear your name.’

               

               
                  That sinner eased his mouth up off his meal

                  To answer me, and wiped it with the hair

                  Left growing on his victim’s ravaged skull,

                  20 Then said, ‘Even before I speak

                  The thought of having to relive all that

                  Desperate time makes my heart sick;

                  Yet while I weep to say them, I would sow

                  My words like curses – that they might increase

                  25 And multiply upon this head I gnaw.

                  I know you come from Florence by your accent

                  But I have no idea who you are

                  Nor how you ever managed your descent.

                  Still, you should know my name, for I was Count

                  30 Ugolino, this was Archbishop Roger,

                  And why I act the jockey to his mount

                  Is surely common knowledge; how my good faith

                  Was easy prey to his malignancy,

                  How I was taken, held, and put to death.

                  35 But you must hear something you cannot know

                  If you’re to judge him – the cruelty

                  Of my death at his hands. So listen now. 7

               

               
                  Others will pine as I pined in that jail

                  Which is called Hunger after me, and watch

                  40 As I watched through a narrow hole

                  Moon after moon, bright and somnambulant,

                  Pass overhead, until that night I dreamt

                  The bad dream and my future’s veil was rent.

                  I saw a wolf-hunt: this man rode the hill

                  45 Between Pisa and Lucca, hounding down

                  The wolf and wolf-cubs. He was lordly and masterful,

                  His pack in keen condition, his company

                  Deployed ahead of him, Gualandi

                  And Sismundi as well, and Lanfranchi,

                  50 Who soon wore down wolf-father and wolf-sons

                  And my hallucination

                  Was all sharp teeth and bleeding flanks ripped open.

                  When I awoke before the dawn, my head

                  Swam with cries of my sons who slept in tears

                  55 Beside me there, crying out for bread.

                  (If your sympathy has not already started

                  At all that my heart was foresuffering

                  And if you are not crying, you are hardhearted.)

               

               
                  They were awake now, it was near the time

                  60 For food to be brought in as usual,

                  Each one of them disturbed after his dream,

                  When I heard the door being nailed and hammered

                  Shut, far down in the nightmare tower.

                  I stared in my sons’ faces and spoke no word.

                  65 My eyes were dry and my heart was stony.

                  They cried and my little Anselm said,

                  “What’s wrong? Why are you staring, Daddy?”

                  But I shed no tears, I made no reply

                  All through that day, all through the night that followed

                  70 Until another sun blushed in the sky

                  And sent a small beam probing the distress

                  Inside those prison walls. Then when I saw

                  The image of my face in their four faces

                  I bit on my two hands in desperation

                  75 And they, since they thought hunger drove me to it,

                  Rose up suddenly in agitation

                  Saying, “Father, it will greatly ease our pain

                  If you eat us instead, and you who dressed us 8

                  In this sad flesh undress us here again.”

                  80 So then I calmed myself to keep them calm.

                  We hushed. That day and the next stole past us

                  And earth seemed hardened against me and them.

                  For four days we let the silence gather.

                  Then, throwing himself flat in front of me,

                  85 Gaddo said, “Why don’t you help me, Father?”

                  He died like that, and surely as you see

                  Me here, one by one I saw my three

                  Drop dead during the fifth day and the sixth day

                  Until I saw no more. Searching, blinded,

                  90 For two days I groped over them and called them.

                  Then hunger killed where grief had only wounded.’

                  When he had said all this, his eyes rolled

                  And his teeth, like a dog’s teeth clamping round a bone,

                  Bit into the skull and again took hold.

               

               
                  95 Pisa! Pisa, your sounds are like a hiss

                  Sizzling in our country’s grassy language.

                  And since the neighbour states have been remiss

                  In your extermination, let a huge

                  Dyke of islands bar the Arno’s mouth, let

                  100 Capraia and Gorgona dam and deluge

                  You and your population. For the sins

                  Of Ugolino, who betrayed your forts,

                  Should never have been visited on his sons.

                  Your atrocity was Theban. They were young

                  105 And innocent: Hugh and Brigata

                  And the other two whose names are in my song.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      9
    

         
            
               ‘The small bird’

               
          anonymous
        

            

            
               
                  The small bird

                  let a chirp

                  from its beak:

                  I heard

                  5 woodnotes, whin-

                  gold, sudden.

                  the Lagan

                  blackbird!
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               ‘Look far. Cast’

               
          anonymous
        

            

            
               
                  Look far. Cast

                  eyes northeast

                  over tossed

                  seascapes.

                  5 There’s the seal!

                  And tides fill

                  and run, all

                  whitecaps.
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               The Names of the Hare

               anonymous

            

            
               
                  The man the hare has met

                  will never be the better for it

                  except he lay down on the land

                  what he carries in his hand –

                  5 be it staff or be it bow –

                  and bless him with his elbow

                  and come out with this litany

                  with devotion and sincerity

                  to speak the praises of the hare.

                  10 Then the man will better fare.

               

               
                  ‘The hare, call him scotart,

                  big-fellow, bouchart,

                  the O’Hare, the jumper,

                  the rascal, the racer.

               

               
                  15 Beat-the-pad, white-face,

                  funk-the-ditch, shit-ass.

               

               
                  The wimount, the messer,

                  the skidaddler, the nibbler,

                  the ill-met, the slabber.

               

               
                  20 The quick-scut, the dew-flirt,

                  the grass-biter, the goibert,

                  the home-late, the do-the-dirt.

               

               
                  The starer, the wood-cat,

                  the purblind, the furze cat,

                  25 the skulker, the bleary-eyed,

                  the wall-eyed, the glance-aside

                  and also the hedge-springer.

               

               
                  The stubble-stag, the long lugs,

                  the stook-deer, the frisky legs,

                  30 the wild one, the skipper,

                  the hug-the-ground, the lurker,

                  the race-the-wind, the skiver,

                  the shag-the-hare, the hedge-squatter,

                  the dew-hammer, the dew-hoppper, 12

                  35 the sit-tight, the grass-bounder,

                  the jig-foot, the earth-sitter,

                  the light-foot, the fern-sitter,

                  the kail-stag, the herb-cropper.

               

               
                  The creep-along, the sitter-still,

                  40 the pintail, the ring-the-hill,

                  the sudden start,

                  the shake-the-heart,

                  the belly-white,

                  the lambs-in-flight.

               

               
                  45 The gobshite, the gum-sucker,

                  the scare-the-man, the faith-breaker,

                  the snuff-the-ground, the baldy skull

                  (his chief name is scoundrel).

               

               
                  The stag sprouting a suede horn,

                  50 the creature living in the corn,

                  the creature bearing all men’s scorn,

                  the creature no one dares to name.’

               

               
                  When you have got all this said

                  then the hare’s strength has been laid.

                  55 Then you might go faring forth –

                  east and west and south and north,

                  wherever you incline to go –

                  but only if you’re skilful too.

                  And now, Sir Hare, good-day to you.

                  60 God guide you to a how-d’ye-do

                  with me: come to me dead

                  in either onion broth or bread.
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               Song of the soul that delights in knowing God by faith

               john of the cross

            

            
               
                  How well I know that fountain, filling, running,

                  although it is the night.

               

               
                  That eternal fountain, hidden away,

                  I know its haven and its secrecy

                  5 although it is the night.

               

               
                  But not its source because it does not have one,

                  which is all sources’ source and origin

                  although it is the night.

               

               
                  No other thing can be so beautiful.

                  10 Here the earth and heaven drink their fill

                  although it is the night.

               

               
                  So pellucid it never can be muddied,

                  and I know that all light radiates from it

                  although it is the night.

               

               
                  15 I know no sounding-line can find its bottom,

                  nobody ford or plumb its deepest fathom

                  although it is the night.

               

               
                  And its current so in flood it overspills

                  to water hell and heaven and all peoples

                  20 although it is the night.

               

               
                  And the current that is generated there,

                  as far as it wills to, it can flow that far

                  although it is the night.

               

               
                  And from these two a third current proceeds

                  25 which neither of these two, I know, precedes

                  although it is the night.

               

               
                  This eternal fountain hides and splashes

                  within this living bread that is life to us

                  although it is the night. 14

               

               
                  30 Hear it calling out to every creature.

                  And they drink these waters, although it is dark here

                  because it is the night.

               

               
                  I am repining for this living fountain.

                  Within this bread of life I see it plain

                  35 although it is the night.
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               Fountains in the sea

               
          marin sorescu
        

            

            
               
                  Water: no matter how much, there is still not enough.

                  Cunning life keeps asking for more and then a drop more.

                  Our ankles are weighted with lead, we delve under the wave.

                  We bend to our spades, we survive the force of the gusher.

               

               
                  5 Our bodies fountain with sweat in the deeps of the sea,

                  Our forehead aches and holds like a sunken prow.

                  We are out of breath, divining the heart of the geyser,

                  Constellations are bobbing like corks above on the swell.

               

               
                  Earth is a waterwheel, the buckets go up and go down,

                  10 But to keep the whole aqueous architecture standing its ground

                  We must make a ring with our bodies and dance out a round

                  On the dreamt eye of water, the dreamt eye of water, the dreamt eye of water.

               

               
                  Water: no matter how much, there is still not enough.

                  Come rain, come thunder, come deluged dams washed away,

                  15 Our thirst is unquenchable. A cloud in the water’s a siren.

                  We become two shades, deliquescent, drowning in song.

               

               
                  My love, under the tall sky of hope

                  Our love and our love alone

                  Keeps dowsing for water.

                  20 Sinking the well of each other, digging together.

                  Each one the other’s phantom limb in the sea.
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               Angle

               
          marin sorescu
        

            

            
               
                  Overhead, the traditional lines

                  Of cranes:

                  Sonnets for countrymen.
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               The tear

               marin sorescu

            

            
               
                  I weep and weep a tear

                  Which will not fall

                  No matter how much I weep.

               

               
                  Its pang in me

                  5 Is like the birth of an icicle.

               

               
                  Colder and colder, the earth

                  Curves on my eyelid,

                  The northern ice-cap keeps rising.

               

               
                  O, my arctic eyelid.
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               Old people in the shade

               
          marin sorescu
        

            

            
               
                  You get tired quickly, you forget easily,

                  You start talking to yourself,

                  You move your lips

                  And come on yourself in the mirror moving your lips.

               

               
                  5 I have a fair notion of how old age will be for me.

                  For a day or two every summer, for a week

                  I am old.

                  Wrinkled, shrunk like a peach stone

                  In the kernel of the luscious day.

               

               
                  10 A Ulysses who keeps drifting off,

                  Forgetting where he’s going back to,

                  Why he’s astray on the sea,

                  Whether the war in Troy is over or coming.

                  A Ulysses unlikely to kiss smoke from the chimneys

                  15 Of home.

               

               
                  Are you straightening your tie there

                  Or strangling yourself?

               

               
                  40 degrees in the sun. I go into the house

                  And, with an ultimate effort of memory, remember

                  20 My name.

                  Torrid weather is much the same as old age.

                  The same sensations.

               

               
                  You trip on the rugs

                  You stumble over the slippers –

                  25 One of your nails has turned septic,

                  One of your teeth seems to be looser.

               

               
                  In the summer, we all come together.

                  We are all old,

                  Even the foetus in its mother’s womb.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      19
    

         
            
               The first words

               
          marin sorescu
        

            

            
               
                  The first words were polluted

                  Like river water in the morning

                  Flowing with the dirt

                  Of the blurbs and the front pages.

                  5 My only drink is meaning from the deep brain,

                  What the birds and grasses and stones drink.

                  Let everything flow

                  Up to the four elements,

                  Up to water and earth and fire and air.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         20

         
            
               Proper names

               marin sorescu

            

            
               
                  When the ancient world foundered

                  Bottles had not been invented

                  So whatever was valuable there

                  Was rolled up

                  5 Into a few proper names

                  And set afloat on the water.

               

               
                  They have reached us safely, those names.

               

               
                  And when we uncork one,

                  Homer, say, or Pythagoras or Tacitus,

                  10 Great sheaves of light break open in the sky,

                  Millennial chaff falls on our shoulders.

               

               
                  Let us do all we can to increase

                  The store of proper names in the world

                  So that if the earth goes down

                  15 They will keep on floating,

                  Trojan horses with the whole of mankind in their bellies,

                  Headed for the gates of other planets.
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               Miraculous Grass

               nuala ní dhomhnaill

            

            
               
                  There you were in your purple vestments

                  half-way through the Mass, an ordained priest

                  under your linen alb and chasuble and stole:

                  and when you saw my face in the crowd

                  5 for Holy Communion

                  the consecrated host fell from your fingers.

               

               
                  I felt shame, I never

                  mentioned it once,

                  my lips were sealed.

                  10 But still it lurked in my heart

                  like a thorn under mud, and it

                  worked itself in so deep and sheer

                  it nearly killed me.

               

               
                  Next thing then, I was laid up in bed.

                  15 Consultants came in their hundreds,

                  doctors and brothers and priests,

                  but I baffled them all: I was

                  incurable, they left me for dead.

               

               
                  So out you go, men,

                  20 out with the spades and the scythes,

                  the hooks and shovels and hoes.

                  Tackle the rubble,

                  cut back the bushes, clear off the rubbish,

                  the sappy growth, the whole straggle and mess

                  25 that infests my green unfortunate field.

               

               
                  And there where the sacred wafer fell

                  you will discover

                  in the middle of the shooting weeds

                  a clump of miraculous grass.

               

               
                  30 The priest will have to come then

                  with his delicate fingers, and lift the host

                  and bring it to me and put it on my tongue.

                  Where it will melt, and I will rise in the bed

                  as fit and well as the youngster I used to be.
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               Mo Mhíle Stór

               
          nuala ní dhomhnaill
        

            

            
               
                  I was under your spell from the start:

                  I was young, I was soft,

                  and you well knew you could turn my head

                  with your talk about whitewashed courts

                  5 and big long sleeps on a duck-down bed

                  and gloves made out of the skins of fish.

               

               
                  When you sailed away

                  my goodbyes were the gulls in your wake.

                  I put up with rows and with blame

                  10 from every side; there was a time

                  when I could number my friends

                  on the fingers of one hand.

               

               
                  You sailed through life, you came back home,

                  your boat beached on my bed.

                  15 As I covered you all in honey,

                  I saw your hair had gone grey

                  and straight;

                  but in my memory the curls grew on,

                  twelve coils in the ripening

                  20 crop on your head.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      23
    

         
            
               Will Travel

               
          cathal ó searcaigh
        

               
          for Rachel Brown
        

            

            
               
                  To-morrow I travel on to a haven

                  Beyond the pitch and brawl of the sea:

                  The flats round here are a run-down graveyard

                  Where my young self walks like a nameless zombie.

               

               
                  5 In an open house over there, the hearth

                  Is the heart and soul of every welcome;

                  When I hear that candid, soothing accent

                  I’ll be flush with health and my step will quicken.

               

               
                  O I’m travelling on to a sheltering haven

                  10 And hope is bellying out in my sail.

                  In a warmer place, I’ll mend and be safe

                  From streets as cold as the wind round headstones.
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               Exile’s Return

               
          cathal ó searcaigh
        

               
          for Peigí Rose
        

            

            
               
                  He’s back tonight to a deserted house.

                  On the doorstep, under a brilliant moon, a stark

                  shadow: the tree he planted years ago is an old tree.
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               The Clay Pipes

               
          cathal ó searcaigh
        

            

            
               
                  You won’t be the one to turn away when death

                  rolls in towards you like the ocean.

               

               
                  You will hold to your steadfast gaze,

                  as it comes tiding in, all plash and glitter

                  5 from the rim of eternity.

                  You will keep your head.

                  You will come to your senses again as it

                  foams over the ridged beaches of your brain

                  and you will take it all in

                  10 and know it completely:

                  you will be a child again, out on the strand

                  at Magheraroarty, your body

                  abandoned altogether

                  to the lift of the Atlantic.

                  15 But before you went the whole way then away

                  into nothingness, you would touch the bottom.

                  And this will be what happens to you here:

                  you’ll go through a black hole of initiation,

                  then reach the land of the living;

                  20 but the seal of the brine will be on you forever

                  and you’ll have depth as a person.

                  You’ll walk from danger of death into the truth.

               

               
                  Here is the best image I can find:

                  you are like the forest people of Colombia

                  25 I read about in the library,

                  a tribe who smoke clay pipes, coloured pipes

                  that used to have to be made from this one thing:

                  basketfuls of clay

                  scooped out in fatal danger

                  30 in enemy country, in a scaresome place

                  full of traps and guards and poisoned arrows.

                  According to this article, they believe

                  that the only fully perfect pipes

                  are ones made out of the clay

                  35 collected under such extreme conditions.
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               Lament

               
          cathal ó searcaigh
        

               
          in memory of my mother
        

            

            
               
                  I cried on my mother’s breast, cried sore

                  The day Mollie died, our old pet ewe

                  Trapped on a rockface up at Beithí

                  It was a sultry heat, we’d been looking for her,

                  5 Sweating and panting, driving sheep back

                  From the cliff-edge when we saw her attacked

                  On a ledge far down. Crows and more crows

                  Were eating at her. We heard the cries

                  But couldn’t get near. She was ripped to death

                  10 As we suffered her terrible, wild, last breath

                  And my child’s heart broke. I couldn’t be calmed

                  No matter how much she’d tighten her arms

                  And gather me close. I just cried on

                  Till she hushed me at last with a piggyback

                  15 And the promise of treats of potato-cake.

               

               
                  To-day it’s my language that’s in its throes,

                  The poets’ passion, my mothers’ fathers’

                  Mothers’ language, abandoned and trapped

                  On a fatal ledge that we won’t attempt.

                  20 She’s in agony, I can hear her heave

                  And gasp and struggle as they arrive,

                  The beaked and ravenous scavengers

                  Who are never far. Oh if only anger

                  Came howling wild out of her grief,

                  25 If only she’d bare the teeth of her love

                  And rout the pack. But she’s giving in,

                  She’s quivering badly, my mother’s gone

                  And promises now won’t ease the pain.
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               After Liberation

               j. c. bloem

            

            
               
                  i

                  Sheer, bright-shining spring, spring as it used to be,

                  Cold in the morning, but as broad daylight

                  Swings open, the everlasting sky

                  Is a marvel to survivors.

               

               
                  5 In a pearly clarity that bathes the fields

                  Things as they were come back; slow horses

                  Plough the fallow, war rumbles away

                  In the near distance.

               

               
                  To have lived it through and now be free to give

                  10 Utterance, body and soul – to wake and know

                  Every time that it’s gone and gone for good, the thing

                  That nearly broke you –

               

               
                  Is worth it all, the five years on the rack,

                  The fighting back, the being resigned, and not

                  15 One of the unborn will appreciate

                  Freedom like this ever.

               

               
                  ii

                  Turning tides, their regularities!

                  What is the heart, that it ever was afraid,

                  Knowing as it must know spring’s release,

                  Shining heart, heart constant as a tide?

               

               
                  5 Omnipresent, imperturbable

                  Is the life that death springs from.

                  And complaint is wrong, the slightest complaint at all,

                  Now that the rye crop waves beside the ruins.
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               Inferno: Canto I

               dante

            

            
               
                  In the middle of the journey of our life

                  I found myself astray in a dark wood

                  where the straight road had been lost sight of.

               

               
                  How hard it is to say what it was like

                  5 in the thick of thickets, in a wood so dense and gnarled

                  the very thought of it renews my panic.

               

               
                  It is bitter almost as death itself is bitter.

                  But to rehearse the good it also brought me

                  I will speak about the other things I saw there.

               

               
                  10 How I got into it I cannot clearly say

                  for I was moving like a sleepwalker

                  the moment I stepped out of the right way,

               

               
                  But when I came to the bottom of a hill

                  standing off at the far end of that valley

                  15 where a great terror had disheartened me

               

               
                  I looked up, and saw how its shoulders glowed

                  already in the rays of the planet

                  which leads and keeps men straight on every road.

               

               
                  Then I sensed a quiet influence settling

                  20 into those depths in me that had been rocked

                  and pitifully troubled all night long

               

               
                  And as a survivor gasping on the sand

                  turns his head back to study in a daze

                  the dangerous combers, so my mind

               

               
                  25 Turned back, although it was reeling forward,

                  back to inspect a pass that had proved fatal

                  heretofore to everyone who entered.

               

               
                  I rested a little then, for I was weary,

                  then began to climb up the waste slopes once more

                  30 with my firm foot always the lower one beneath me 29

               

               
                  When suddenly the spotted fluent shape

                  of a leopard crossed my path

                  not far up from the bottom of the slope,

               

               
                  Harrying me, confronting my advance,

                  35 loping round me, leaping in my face

                  so that I turned back downhill more than once.

               

               
                  The morning was beginning all above,

                  the sun was rising up among the stars

                  that rose with him when the Divine Love

               

               
                  40 First set those lovely things in motion,

                  so I was encouraged to face with better hope

                  the beast skipping in its merry skin

               

               
                  By the time of day, the sweetness of the season:

                  but not enough not to be frightened by

                  45 the sudden apparition of a lion

               

               
                  That came for me with his head in the air

                  and so maddened by hunger that it seemed

                  the air itself was bristling with fear.

               

               
                  And a she-wolf, so thin she looked as if

                  50 all her appetites were gnawing at her.

                  She had already brought many to grief

               

               
                  And I was so overcome at the sight of her

                  my courage broke and I immediately lost heart

                  in climbing the mountain any farther.

               

               
                  55 And as somebody who thinks he is going to win

                  every time will be the most distressed one

                  whenever his turn comes to be the loser –

               

               
                  I was like that as I retreated from

                  the animal’s turbulent head-on attack

                  60 gradually, to where the sun is dumb.

               

               
                  While I was slipping back, about to sink

                  back to the depths, I caught sight of one

                  who seemed through a long silence indistinct. 30

               

               
                  When I saw him in that great waste land

                  65 I cried out to him, ‘Pity me,

                  whatever you are, shade or a living man.’

               

               
                  He answered me, ‘No, not a living man

                  though I was once alive, and had Lombards

                  for parents, both of them Mantuan.

               

               
                  70 Although I was born sub Julio, my prime

                  was spent in the heyday of the false gods

                  when I lived in Rome, in good Augustus’ time.

               

               
                  I was a poet, and I sang of that just son

                  of Anchises who came out of Troy

                  75 after the burning of proud Ilion.

               

               
                  But why do you face back into misery?

                  Why do you not keep on up the sweet hill,

                  the source and cause of all felicity?’

               

               
                  ‘Oh, are you then Virgil, are you the fountainhead

                  80 of that wide river of speech constantly brimming?’

                  I answered and for shame kept my head bowed.

               

               
                  ‘You are the light and glory of other poets.

                  O let it avail me now, the long devotion

                  that made me love your book and cleave to it.

               

               
                  85 You are my master, my authority.

                  I learned from you and from you alone

                  the illustrious style for which they honour me.

               

               
                  Look at the beast that has forced me to turn back.

                  Help me, O famous sage, to confront her

                  90 for she makes my veins race and my pulses shake.’

               

               
                  ‘You will have to go another way around,’

                  he answered, when he saw me weeping,

                  ‘to escape the toils and thickets of this ground;

               

               
                  Because this animal you are troubled by

                  95 lets no man pass but harasses him

                  until she kills him by her savagery, 31

               

               
                  And she is so consumed by viciousness

                  that nothing fills her, and so insatiable

                  that feeding only makes her ravenous.

               

               
                  100 There are many animals she couples with

                  and there will be more of them, until the Hound

                  shall come and grind her in the jaws of death.

               

               
                  He will not glut himself on ground or riches,

                  but wisdom, love, and virtue will sustain him

                  105 and the two Feltros will vie to be his birthplace.

               

               
                  To humble Italy, for which the virgin

                  Camilla died bleeding, and Turnus died, and Nisus

                  and Euryalus, he will bring salvation.

               

               
                  He will pursue the wolf through every town

                  110 until he has hunted and hounded her to hell

                  where envy unleashed her ﬁrst and set her on.

               

               
                  Therefore, for your own good, I think the best course

                  is to follow me and I will be your guide

                  and lead you from here through an eternal place

               

               
                  115 Where you will hear desperate screaming and will see

                  those long-lost spirits in torment suffering

                  the second death in perpetuity.

               

               
                  And then you will see those who are not distressed

                  in the fire because they hope to come,

                  120 whenever their time comes, among the blessed.

               

               
                  If you want to ascend among these, then you

                  will be guided by a soul worthier than I

                  and I will leave you with her when I go;

               

               
                  For that Emperor above does not allow

                  125 me or my like to come into His city

                  because I was a rebel to His law.

               

               
                  His empire is everywhere but His high seat

                  and city are there, in His proper kingdom.

                  O happy is the man He calls to it.’ 32

               

               
                  130 And I said to him, ‘I ask you, poet,

                  in the name of that God you were ignorant of

                  and to help me to escape my own worst fate,

               

               
                  Lead me to that place described by you

                  so that I may see St. Peter’s Gate

                  135 and those other ones you spoke of in their sorrow.’

               

               
                  Then he set off and I began to follow.
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               Inferno: Canto II

               dante

            

            
               
                  Daylight was going and the umber air

                  soothing every creature on the earth,

                  freeing them from their labours everywhere:

               

               
                  I alone was girding myself to face

                  5 the ordeal of the journey and my duty

                  which literal memory will now retrace.

               

               
                  Now, O muses, and now, high genius, help me.

                  And memory, that recorded what I saw,

                  be manifest in me, sheer faculty.

               

               
                  10 ‘Poet,’ I began, ‘who are my guide,

                  consider what my strength is able for

                  before you set me on the arduous road.

               

               
                  You tell how the father of Silvius

                  went into eternity and was there

                  15 in the living flesh, with all his bodily senses,

               

               
                  And yet the thoughtful man will understand

                  why the Adversary of all things evil,

                  considering the greatness he would found

               

               
                  And who and what spring from him, showed him favour –

                  20 for he was chosen in the empyrean

                  to father glorious Rome and her empire

               

               
                  And we cannot speak of Rome or of the empire

                  truly, except as the holy seat

                  founded to keep great Peter’s successor.

               

               
                  25 On that journey, celebrated by your skill,

                  he was enlightened and set upon the way

                  toward victory and the papal mantle.

               

               
                  Then the Chosen Vessel went there and returned

                  with confirmation of that faith which is

                  30 the beginning of the way into salvation. 34

               

               
                  But I, why should I go? Who grants me passage?

                  I am not Aeneas and I am not Paul.

                  My unworthiness is plain for all to judge.

               

               
                  Therefore, were I to undertake this journey

                  35 I fear it would be madness. But you are wise.

                  What I can hardly grasp, you know completely.’

               

               
                  And like a man reneging his decision,

                  having second thoughts and shifting ground,

                  withdrawing from the course he has embarked on,

               

               
                  40 On that dark hillside there and then I weakened,

                  for once I admitted doubts about a purpose

                  so hastily conceived, the purpose went.

               

               
                  ‘If I have understood you rightly in this,’

                  the shade of that magnanimous one replied,

                  45 ‘your spirit is being plagued by cowardice

               

               
                  Which often weighs on a man, makes him distrust

                  an honourable course and turns him from it

                  as seeing wrong will turn a shying beast.

               

               
                  So to rid you of this fear, I will tell you

                  50 why I have come and everything I’ve heard

                  from the moment I began to care for you.

               

               
                  I was among those who are in suspense

                  when a lady called me, so blessed and beautiful

                  I pleaded with her to let me do her service.

               

               
                  55 Her eyes were shining brighter than the stars

                  and she began to speak with an angel’s voice

                  in that gentle and quiet speech of hers:

               

               
                  ‘O courteous spirit of Mantua, whose fame

                  is lasting in the world, and for as long

                  60 as the world lasts will always last the same,

               

               
                  My friend – no friend of fortune’s – on his trek

                  up the desolate slope is so overcome

                  and panic-stricken that he has turned back 35

               

               
                  And from the news I heard of him in heaven

                  65 he may already be so far astray

                  that I have roused myself too late to help him.

               

               
                  Hurry to him, speak in your eloquent way

                  and do whatever else is necessary

                  to help him through, and that will comfort me.

               

               
                  70 I am Beatrice who am sending you.

                  I come from the place I am yearning to return to.

                  It was love that moved me and love makes me speak.

               

               
                  When I am in the presence of my Lord

                  I will talk about you often and every word

                  75 will praise you.’ She was silent then and I began,

               

               
                  ‘O lady of virtue, through you and you alone

                  mankind surpasses all that is contained

                  within the close sphere of the circling moon.

               

               
                  To do your bidding gratifies me so

                  80 that were it done already, it would be late.

                  Your will is my will, you need only say.

               

               
                  Yet tell me also why it holds no terror

                  for you to descend here into this deep centre

                  out of that spacious zone you are homesick for.’

               

               
                  85 ‘Since you are so penetrating and eager

                  for knowledge,’ she answered, ‘I will tell you briefly

                  why I am not afraid to enter here.

               

               
                  Only things with the power to do harm

                  deserve our fear, and those things alone –

                  90 nothing else, for nothing else is fearsome.

               

               
                  What you are suffering does not affect me

                  because God, by His grace, made me immune

                  and none of the flames burning here afflicts me.

               

               
                  In heaven above there is a gentle lady

                  95 so concerned for the vexed soul I direct you to

                  that the stern judgment has been eased on high. 36

               

               
                  And this lady was moved to intercede

                  with Lucy, saying, “I commend your faithful one

                  to you, who is sorely beset now and in need.”

               

               
                  100 And Lucy, who abhors all cruelty,

                  arose and made her way to where I was

                  seated in ancient Rachel’s company.

               

               
                  “You, Beatrice,” she said, “true praise of God,

                  why won’t you help the man who loved you so

                  105 that for your sake he broke from the common crowd?

               

               
                  Do you not hear the sorrow in his cry?

                  Do you not see the death assailing him

                  on that water which outsways the very sea?”

               

               
                  Nobody with more alacrity

                  110 ever sought the advantage or fled harm’s way

                  than I, when I had heard these speeches uttered,

               

               
                  Sought to come down here from my heavenly seat

                  and put my whole trust in your noble language

                  which honours you and everyone who hears it.’

               

               
                  115 When she had ﬁnished persuading me

                  she turned her eyes away, shining with tears,

                  so I yearned the more to help, and accordingly

               

               
                  Have come to you because of her reasons

                  and taken you out of the path of that wild beast

                  120 which barred the short way to the lovely mountain.

               

               
                  What is it, then? Why are you hesitating?

                  Why do you let cowardice skulk inside your heart?

                  Why are you not daring and liberated

               

               
                  When three such blessed ladies have sued

                  125 on your behalf in the court of heaven

                  and my own words to you promise so much good?’

               

               
                  As little ﬂowers, that were all bowed and shut

                  by the night chills, rise on their stems and open

                  as soon as they have felt a touch of sunlight, 37

               

               
                  130 So I revived in my own wilting powers

                  and my heart was ﬂushed up with such bravery

                  that I began like somebody set free:

               

               
                  ‘Oh, what compassion she had who relieved me!

                  And what courtesy you have who obeyed

                  135 so quickly the true words of her plea.

               

               
                  What you have said has turned my heart around

                  so that I am now as ready to proceed

                  as I was before I started losing ground.

               

               
                  Go on, then, for one will informs us both.

                  140 You are my guide, my master and my teacher.’

                  This is what I said, and when he moved

               

               
                  I entered on the deep and savage path.
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               Inferno: Canto III

               
          dante
        

            

            
               
                  THROUGH ME IT LEADS TO THE CITY SORROWFUL.

                  THROUGH ME IT LEADS TO THE ETERNAL PAIN.

                  THROUGH ME IT LEADS AMONG THE LOST PEOPLE.

               

               
                  JUSTICE INSPIRED MY MAKER ABOVE.

                  5 IT WAS DIVINE POWER THAT FORMED ME,

                  SUPREME WISDOM AND ORIGINAL LOVE.

               

               
                  BEFORE ME NO THING WAS CREATED EXCEPT THINGS

                  EVERLASTING. AND I AM EVERLASTING.

                  LEAVE EVERY HOPE BEHIND YOU, YOU WHO ENTER.

               

               
                  10 I saw these words inscribed above a gate

                  in obscure characters; and so I said,

                  ‘Master, I ﬁnd their sense hard to interpret.’

               

               
                  And he said to me like one experienced,

                  ‘All your distrust must be abandoned here,

                  15 here and now all cowardice must be ended.

               

               
                  We have come to the place I told you to expect,

                  where you would see that people in their sorrow

                  who have forfeited the good of intellect.’

               

               
                  And he put his hand on my hand then

                  20 with a glad look on his face which soothed me

                  as he led me in to the realm of things hidden.

               

               
                  Here sighing and laments and wailing cries

                  went harrowing the air where no stars shone

                  so that at ﬁrst the tears came to my eyes.

               

               
                  25 A garble of languages, high baying sounds,

                  beseeching cadences, surges of rage,

                  screeches and moans and the plash of beating hands

               

               
                  Made pandemonium which does not relent

                  but keeps that darkened and timeless element

                  30 in turbulence, like sand in a whirlwind. 39

               

               
                  Horror reeled round my head and ringed me in

                  so that I said, ‘Master, what am I hearing?

                  Who are these people who seem so lost to pain?’

               

               
                  And he said to me, ‘Such are the sorrows

                  35 undergone by the stricken souls of those

                  whose lives were lived without disgrace or praise.

               

               
                  They belong here with that choir of angels,

                  the cowardly ones, self-seekers, self-preservers,

                  who did not stand with God yet were not rebels.

               

               
                  40 Heaven banished them, to keep its beauty pristine,

                  and deep hell does not admit them, in case the wicked

                  might show the fairer by comparison.’

               

               
                  And I asked him, ‘Master, what kind of affliction

                  do they suffer, they lament so bitterly?’

                  45 And he, ‘I will explain it to you briefly.

               

               
                  These ones do not have any hope of death,

                  and their life is so blind and abased that they envy

                  every other fate that souls can meet with.

               

               
                  The world lets no report of them survive.

                  50 Both Mercy and Justice hold them in disdain.

                  Let us not talk of them. Move on. Observe.’

               

               
                  And as I looked again I saw a banner

                  swirling and swept about at such great speed

                  it seemed compelled to shift like that forever,

               

               
                  55 And behind it such a long procession

                  of people, I should never have believed

                  death had brought so many to their ruin.

               

               
                  Among them were ones I could recognise

                  and when I saw and knew the shade of him

                  60 who made the great refusal through cowardice

               

               
                  Immediately there and then it came to me

                  that this was the useless crew who are repugnant

                  not just to God, but to God’s enemies even. 40

               

               
                  These unfortunates, whose lives were without life,

                  65 went naked and were stung unmercifully

                  by hornets and wasps that the place was swarming with;

               

               
                  Their faces bled; the blood ran down in streams

                  that mixed with tears and fell about their feet

                  where it was ingested by repulsive worms.

               

               
                  70 Then, when I looked a bit ahead, I saw

                  people on the shore of a great river

                  and so I said to him, ‘Now, Master, will you

               

               
                  Instruct me about them and what it is dictates

                  their readiness to cross over, or what seems

                  75 like readiness to me in this dim light?’

               

               
                  ‘To you, these things are going to be plain,’

                  he answered, ‘the moment you set foot

                  on the sad riverbank of Acheron.’

               

               
                  Then, because I feared my words displeased him,

                  80 I walked on with a downcast, shamefaced look

                  and until we reached the river I did not speak.

               

               
                  And there in a boat that came heading toward us

                  was an old man, his hair snow-white with age,

                  bawling out, ‘Woe to you, wicked spirits!

               

               
                  85 Never hope to see the heavenly skies.

                  I come to bring you to the other shore,

                  to eternal darkness, to the ﬁre and ice.

               

               
                  And you there, you, the living soul, separate

                  yourself from these others who are dead.’

                  90 But when he saw that I did not stand aside

               

               
                  He said, ‘By another way, by other harbours

                  you shall reach a different shore and pass over.

                  A lighter boat must be your carrier.’

               

               
                  And my guide said, ‘Quiet your anger, Charon.

                  95 There where all can be done that has been willed

                  this has been willed; and there can be no question.’ 41

               

               
                  Then straightaway he shut his grizzled jaws,

                  the ferryman of that livid marsh,

                  who had wheels of ﬁre ﬂaming round his eyes.

               

               
                  100 But as soon as they had heard the cruel words,

                  those lost souls, all naked and exhausted,

                  changed their colour and their teeth chattered;

               

               
                  They blasphemed God and their parents on the earth,

                  the human race, the pace and date and seedbed

                  105 of their own begetting and of their birth,

               

               
                  Then all together, bitterly weeping, made

                  their way toward the accursed shore that waits

                  for every man who does not fear his God.

               

               
                  The demon Charon’s eyes are like hot coals fanned.

                  110 He beckons them and herds all of them in

                  and beats with his oar whoever drops behind.

               

               
                  As one by one the leaves fall off in autumn

                  until at length the branch is bared and sees

                  all that was looted from it on the ground,

               

               
                  115 So the bad seed of Adam, at a signal

                  pitch themselves from that shore one by one,

                  each like a falcon answering its call.

               

               
                  They go away like this over the brown waters

                  and before they have landed on the other side

                  120 upon this side once more a new crowd gathers.

               

               
                  ‘My son,’ the courteous master said to me,

                  ‘all those who die under the wrath of God

                  come together here from every country

               

               
                  And they are eager to go across the river

                  125 because Divine Justice goads them with its spur

                  so that their fear is turned into desire.

               

               
                  No good spirits ever pass this way

                  and therefore, if Charon objects to you,

                  understand well what his words imply.’ 42

               

               
                  130 When he had ended, such a violent tremor

                  shook the dark plain I still run with sweat

                  at the very memory of my terror.

               

               
                  The tear-soaked ground blew up a wind

                  that went foundering and flaring and flashed crimson

                  135 so that all my faculties were stunned

               

               
                  And I fell like a man whom sleep has overcome.
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               Do you remember the beach

               
          ana blandiana
        

            

            
               
                  Do you remember the beach

                  Covered with splintered glass,

                  That beach

                  Where we couldn’t walk barefoot?

                  5 And the way you would gaze

                  At the sea, and gaze, all absorbed, and say

                  You were listening to me?

                  Do you remember

                  The gulls going wild, wheeling

                  10 Round and round as the bells

                  Chimed out behind us somewhere

                  In churches that had

                  Fish for their patron saints?

                  And how you headed away

                  15 At a run

                  Towards the surf, yelling back

                  That you needed distance

                  To be able to see me.

                  Then the gulls,

                  20 The swirl of the snow,

                  The spray, all of them mingled,

                  And I would look on

                  With a kind of desperate elation

                  As your feet marked the sea,

                  25 The sea that would close like an eyelid then

                  Where I waited and looked.
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               The country we come from

               
          ana blandiana
        

            

            
               
                  Let’s talk about

                  The country we come from.

                  I am from summer,

                  A homeland so frail

                  5 The fall of a leaf

                  Could crush it to nothing.

                  Still, the sky there is gravid with stars

                  And sags so near to the earth, sometimes

                  Before you know where you are it is all

                  10 Brushed air, grass-tickle, star-giggles

                  And flowers: so many flowers

                  Ablaze like so many suns

                  Hurting your eyes,

                  Drying them up in their sockets.

                  15 And meanwhile round suns are hanging

                  From every tree.

                  Where I come from

                  The only thing missing is death.

                  There happiness is so abounding,

                  20 You keep drifting off, you are sleepy,

                  So sleepy, so sleepy.
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               Sometimes I dream

               
          ana blandiana
        

            

            
               
                  Sometimes I dream of my body

                  Caught in a trawl-net of wrinkles

                  And pulled like a dead weight through snow;

                  This happens on a hard-frozen, dazzling beach

                  5 Beside a clear bay.

                  I never see the fisherman

                  But I know he’s your father:

                  What I do see each time

                  Is the wrinkle-net and my body

                  10 Like a catch in its meshes, hauled up

                  Into the pure, unknowable dream

                  Of the morning I die,

                  So peaceful

                  You do not enter it,

                  15 So silent I do not call out:

               

               
                  Everything is sleeping open-eyed

                  And the one thing that moves –

                  A light within that light, an echo –

                  Is a whisper-weak curse

                  20 That frays and unravels the net

                  So that I slip out again

                  To the timeless, immaculate waters.
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               Maybe there’s somebody dreaming me

               ana blandiana

            

            
               
                  Maybe there’s somebody dreaming me

                  And that’s why my gestures have turned

                  So slack and soft-edged,

                  Their purpose forgotten half-way,

                  5 My every move idiotic,

                  Backsliding and groggy.

                  It explains these states of collapse

                  When my profile keeps fading

                  And all that I do melts away …

                  10 And whoever is dreaming me, maybe

                  Every now and again

                  He comes to his senses, dragged

                  Forcibly up from his sleep

                  And into his life,

                  15 The one that is real.

                  Which is why the shadows unnerve me

                  And I’m sometimes left hanging

                  On a melting thread of wet snow,

                  Not knowing if ever

                  20 He’ll be able to get back to dreaming

                  So that something in my own life

                  Can happen to me.
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               It’s snowing hostility

               
          ana blandiana
        

            

            
               
                  It’s snowing hostility.

                  There’s hate in this snow coming down

                  On waters deep-frozen with hate,

                  On orchards that bloom for sheer badness,

                  5 On the embittered, suffering birds.

                  It’s snowing as if the snow meant

                  To smother the life of this people

                  Aswim in their gifts.

                  It’s snowing with a ferocity

                  10 That’s only too human,

                  It’s snowing with venom.

                  And is no one surprised?

                  Is there nobody else who remembers

                  That in the beginning this snow

                  15 Was a snowfall of love?

                  Now it is late

                  And the terrible blizzard’s still blowing

                  And there’s nothing for it, I think,

                  But to wait

                  20 And be there

                  For the famishing wolves,

                  At their disposal.
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               The morning after I die

               
          ana blandiana
        

            

            
               
                  The morning after I die

                  Will be cool, like those misty September dawns

                  When the dog-days are over

                  And I blink awake in white air, making strange

                  5 At a woolly light in the trees.

                  And because it’s September, I’ll have come to

                  Very early and – again like September –

                  Be lonely enough to keep hearing

                  The air drip-dripping towards noon

                  10 Down the wet cheeks of quinces;

                  I’ll be in a drowse,

                  Praying to get back to sleep

                  For a little while longer,

                  Lying there, never moving,

                  15 Eyes closed, my face in the pillow,

                  As the deafening silence beats louder

                  And louder and wakens me up more and more.

               

               
                  The start

                  Of that eternal day

                  20 Will be like a morning in autumn.
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               Inhabited by a song

               
          ana blandiana
        

            

            
               
                  The song isn’t mine,

                  It just passes through me sometimes,

                  Uncomprehended, untamed,

                  Lightly dressed in my name;

                  5 The way the gods in the old days

                  Would pass among people

                  Dressed in a cloud.

               

               
                  I don’t know when it will come,

                  I don’t know when it will go

                  10 Or where it is all the while

                  It isn’t inside me:

                  My whole destiny is to attend

                  On the whim of a marvellous thing.

               

               
                  Inhabited by a song,

                  15 Forsaken by a song,

                  Maybe even the widow of a song

                  (My unknown beloved)

                  I am not the one for your laurels –

                  Except insofar as I’ve been

                  20 Its servant, humble and faithful

                  Right to the end.
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               Loneliness

               
          ana blandiana
        

            

            
               
                  Loneliness is a town

                  Where everyone else is dead.

                  The streets are clean,

                  The street-markets empty,

                  5 Suddenly everything’s in a true light

                  Through being deserted – exactly

                  The way it was meant to be.

                  Loneliness is a city

                  Where it’s always snowing

                  10 Prodigiously, and no footsteps ever

                  Profane the layered

                  Drift of the light.

                  And you alone, the unsleeping eye

                  Keeping an eye on the sleepers, you

                  15 See, comprehend, and can’t have enough

                  Of a silence so pristine

                  Nobody fights there,

                  Nobody’s lied to,

                  And even the tear in the eye

                  20 Of the abandoned animal

                  Is too pure to hurt.

                  On the border

                  Between suffering and death,

                  Loneliness is a happy town.
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               Hunt

               ana blandiana

            

            
               
                  I never have been in pursuit of words.

                  All I ever looked for

                  Was traces of their passage

                  Like the long silver haul

                  5 Of sunlight sweeping the grass

                  Or moonblinds drawn on the sea.

                  The shadows of words

                  Are what I hunted –

                  And hunting these is a skill

                  10 Best learned from the elders.

                  The elders know

                  That nothing is more precious

                  In a word

                  Than the shadow it casts

                  15 And words with no shadow to cast

                  Have lost their word-souls.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      52
    

         
            
               As if

               
          ana blandiana
        

            

            
               
                  As if the light itself

                  Were merely a plant, as if the stars

                  Sent down their thin rays

                  Like capillary roots

                  5 Sucking at me, to extract

                  Their mysterious nutrient.

                  Astral blooms flock to the scalpel

                  Like crows to the plough.

               

               
                  The size of this field of light scares me.

                  10 With so many flowers to feed, I’m worn

                  To the bone, fulfilled and woozy with love.

                  And whom can I call for assistance?

                  Will nobody rid me, root, stem and branch,

                  Of this star-sprouting garden,

                  15 Burst the galactic, numinous dykes

                  And make way for the ocean of darkness?
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               Lament for Timoleague

               seán ó coileáin

               for Benedict Kiely

            

            
               
                  One night, moody, troubled,

                  I walked out near the sea.

                  Shaken, overwhelmed,

                  Thinking compulsively.

               

               
                  5 Moon, stars up in heaven.

                  A hush along the strand.

                  Perfect stillness. Treelines.

                  Tide resting. And the wind.

               

               
                  I walked like a sleepwalker –

                  10 In a daze, lost to the world –

                  When next thing a church doorway

                  Looms up in the road.

               

               
                  I stood in its ancient arch

                  Where lepers had stood in their day

                  15 For their dole of alms; and I thought

                  Of that lost community.

               

               
                  Broken forms lay nearby,

                  Old benches all collapsed.

                  Scholars and clerics had sat there

                  20 And road-worn travellers.

               

               
                  I sat myself. I pondered.

                  I covered my head in my hands.

                  My tears were dew on the grass,

                  My sorrows grain on the ground.

               

               
                  25 And I raved to myself about it,

                  Lamenting on, heartsore.

                  ‘There was a time,’ I said, ‘when life

                  Was whole in this enclosure;

               

               
                  A time of bells and brothers

                  30 When sacred texts were read,

                  When choirs sang plainsong, and music

                  Maintained the praise of God. 54

               

               
                  And God knows too what storms

                  Bore down and beat these walls,

                  35 The tower, the mound, the entire

                  Cloister-walks and gables.

               

               
                  Abbey, consecrated

                  To the King of Hope Divine,

                  Abbey, you have endured

                  40 Hard frost and wind and rain.

               

               
                  O mossy mullioned rampart!

                  O absence sanctified!

                  Your saints have been scattered far,

                  Your sanctuary destroyed.

               

               
                  45 Desolate now, abandoned,

                  No choir, no choir-stall,

                  The voice in your wilderness

                  Is the screech of the night-owl.

               

               
                  Ivy sprouts on your arches,

                  50 Nettles root in the floor

                  And a fox keeps barking above

                  The constant rush of water.

               

               
                  No meals in refectory,

                  No beds in the sleeping quarters,

                  55 No order in possession,

                  No mass being said at altars.

               

               
                  No abbot, rule or office,

                  No round of disciplines.

                  All that remains is a pile

                  60 Of sticky, clay-streaked bones.’

               

               
                  And then I saw myself

                  Like the monastery I mourned for,

                  Buffeted, exposed,

                  And fated to endure.
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               The Yellow Bittern

               cathal buí mac giolla ghunna

            

            
               
                  Yellow bittern, there you are now,

                  Skin and bone on the frozen shore,

                  It wasn’t hunger but thirst for a mouthful,

                  That left you foundered and me heartsore.

                  5 What odds is it now about Troy’s destruction

                  With you on the flagstones upside down,

                  Who never injured or hurt a creature

                  And preferred bog-water to any wine?

               

               
                  Bittern, bittern, your end was awful,

                  10 Your perished skull there on the road,

                  You that would call me every morning

                  With your gargler’s song as you guzzled mud!

                  And that’s what’s ahead of your brother Cathal

                  (You know what they say about me and the stuff)

                  15 But they’ve got it wrong and the truth is simple:

                  A drop would have saved the croaker’s life.

               

               
                  I am saddened, bittern, and broken-hearted

                  To find you in scrags in the rushy tufts,

                  And the big rats scampering down the ratpaths

                  To wake your carcass and have their fun. 20

                  If you could have got word to me in time, bird,

                  That you were in trouble and craved a sup,

                  I’d have struck the fetters off those lough waters

                  And wet your thrapple with the blow I struck.

               

               
                  25 Your common birds do not concern me,

                  The blackbird, say, or the thrush or crane,

                  But the yellow bittern, my heartsome namesake

                  With my looks and locks, he’s the one I mourn.

                  Constantly he was drinking, drinking,

                  30 And by all accounts I’ve a name for it too,

                  But every drop I get I’ll sink it

                  For fear I might get my end from drouth.

               

               
                  The woman I love says to give it up now

                  Or else I’ll go to an early grave,

                  35 But I say no and keep resisting

                  For taking drink’s what prolongs your days. 56

                  You saw for yourselves a while ago

                  What happened the bird when its throat went dry;

                  So, my friends and neighbours, let it flow:

                  40 You’ll be stood no rounds in eternity.
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               Raftery’s Killeadan

               
          antoine ó raifteirí
        

               
          in memory of Michael Durkan
        

            

            
               
                  Now spring is arriving and evenings are stretching

                  And after the feast of St Brigid I’ll go

                  For I’ve taken a notion and grown impatient

                  To be back in the heart of the County Mayo.

                  5 The town of Claremorris will be my first station,

                  In Balla beyond it the strong drink will flow,

                  In Kiltimagh next I’ll put up and be feted

                  And in Ballina too, a few miles down the road.

               

               
                  I swear and declare that my heart begins soaring

                  10 Like a freshening breeze or a mist the winds blow

                  When I think about Carra and crossing on over

                  To Gallen and all of the plains of Mayo.

                  Killeadan’s the place that is fruitful and fertile,

                  There’s blackberries, raspberries, plenty of growth,

                  15 And the minute I land there among my own people

                  The years will drop off and I’ll get back my youth.

               

               
                  There’s wheat and there’s barley, flax-crops and oats there,

                  Rye with fine awns, red meat and white bread,

                  Poteen distilling, illegal shebeening,

                  20 People eating and drinking and out of their head.

                  There’s ploughing and sowing and moulding and hoeing

                  And other activities yet to relate,

                  The mills and the lime-kilns at work unabating,

                  A heaven on earth and no paying of rent.

               

               
                  25 The lough laps with water, the river keeps running,

                  The weirs are in order, the nets in good shape,

                  The pike and the trout and the eel swim down under,

                  There are crabs on the bottom and seals on the top.

                  The mackerel shoals there, at night comes the salmon,

                  30 And elvers in millions awash in the surf,

                  And lobster and tortoise and turbot and gurnet

                  And the sea full of fish like a bog full of turf.

               

               
                  There’s all of the timber that you could imagine,

                  Sycamore, beech, fir, hazel and ash,

                  35 Boxwood and holly, the yew, birch and rowan, 58

                  And green oak that’s chosen for hull and for mast;

                  Mahogany, logwood, fine-grained and expensive,

                  That instrument makers esteem and expect,

                  The apple and whitethorn being cut down and seasoned,

                  40 And sally and willow for creel and for skep.

               

               
                  There the thrush and the cuckoo answer each other,

                  The hen-blackbird nests there, watched by the cock.

                  There goldfinch and linnet are birds of a feather,

                  The snipe whirring up and the lark on the bog;

                  45 The eagle of Achill, the Kesh Corran raven,

                  The hawk from Lough Erne and the white swan from Rome,

                  And if you were up with the sun in the morning

                  You’d hear every one of them sing in the grove.

               

               
                  The orphan and widow get aid and redress there,

                  50 Their means are restored, their holdings are free,

                  Poor scholars find schools there, get teaching their lessons,

                  And the street is a haven for buskers like me.

                  It’s the first in the world for decent behaviour.

                  Raftery says so and gives it the palm.

                  55 So now it’s long life to Frank Taafe who lives there

                  And his people before him in Raftery’s home.
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               I am Raftery

               antoine ó raifteirí

            

            
               
                  I am Raftery the poet,

                  Full of hope and love,

                  My eyes without eyesight,

                  My spirit untroubled.

               

               
                  Tramping west 5

                  By the light of my heart,

                  Worn down, worn out

                  To the end of the road.

               

               
                  Take a look at me now,

                  Facing for Balla, 10

                  Playing the fiddle

                  To empty pockets.
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               A School of Poetry Closes

               tadhg óg ó huigínn

            

            
               
                  Tonight the schools break up,

                  The beds will be deserted

                  And we who occupied them

                  Will weep and separate.

               

               
                  5 Too bad so many of us

                  Who bedded down last night

                  Here in our usual places

                  Won’t close an eye tonight.

               

               
                  My God, how will I bear it?

                  10 My home from home abandoned,

                  And all its past fame cancelled.

                  What is the sense of it?

               

               
                  Towards Samhain the poetry class

                  Would reassemble always:

                  15 If one man were still with us

                  This break-up would not happen.

               

               
                  Whoever came here to him

                  For lodging and art-training

                  Would come to hate it, once

                  20 The cuckoo started calling.

               

               
                  For then the school broke up

                  And students headed homeward –

                  But now they won’t be back here

                  For art or training ever.

               

               
                  25 I would think long when that break came,

                  I missed my class and master,

                  But thinking long won’t soothe me

                  For the death of Fearghal Rua.

               

               
                  Since no one can replace him

                  30 It is better to disperse now:

                  Another teacher’s lessons

                  Would be like going to prison. 61

               

               
                  For thirty years and over –

                  Let me be the first to say it –

                  35 His esteem kept me alive.

                  Now grief has dug my grave.

               

               
                  My God, how will I bear it?

                  I have drunk a bitter glassful,

                  And, God, it is all the sorer

                  40 In the aftermath of pleasure.

               

               
                  Without fail, every night,

                  I was close to him and working:

                  I shared the hut with Ó hUigínn

                  Until I was fully fledged.

               

               
                  45 And if anyone badmouthed me

                  Behind backs to my tutor

                  He never deigned to notice.

                  I basked in his good favour.

               

               
                  From childhood I was party

                  50 To his every plan and notion

                  (Ó hUigínn, God reward you!)

                  Then next thing we were parted.

               

               
                  Whatever poetry teaching

                  I give my students now

                  55 Was got from Fearghal Rua,

                  But it cannot match his teaching.

               

               
                  Through his death I realise

                  How I value poetry:

                  O hut of our mystery, empty

                  60 And isolated always.

               

               
                  Áine’s son is dead.

                  Poetry is daunted.

                  A stave of the barrel is smashed

                  And the wall of learning broken.
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               Poet to Blacksmith

               
          eoghan rua ó súilleabháin
        

            

            
               
                  Séamus, make me a side-arm to take on the earth,

                  A suitable tool for digging and grubbing the ground,

                  Lightsome and pleasant to lean on or cut with or lift,

                  Tastily finished and trim and right for the hand.

               

               
                  5 No trace of the hammer to show on the sheen of the blade,

                  The thing to have purchase and spring and be fit for the strain,

                  The shaft to be socketed in dead true and dead straight,

                  And I’ll work with the gang till I drop and never complain.

               

               
                  The plate and the edge of it not to be wrinkly or crooked –

                  10 I see it well shaped from the anvil and sharp from the file;

                  The grain of the wood and the line of the shaft nicely fitted,

                  And best thing of all, the ring of it, sweet as a bell.
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               Colmcille the Scribe

               
          st colmcille
        

            

            
               
                  My hand is cramped from penwork.

                  My quill has a tapered point.

                  Its bird-mouth issues a blue-dark

                  Beetle-sparkle of ink.

               

               
                  5 Wisdom keeps welling in streams

                  From my fine-drawn sallow hand:

                  Riverrun on the vellum

                  Of ink from green-skinned holly.

               

               
                  My small runny pen keeps going

                  10 Through books, through thick and thin,

                  To enrich the scholars’ holdings –

                  Penwork that cramps my hand.
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               The Glamoured

               aodhagán ó rathaille

            

            
               
                  Brightening brightness, alone on the road, she appears,

                  Crystalline crystal and sparkle of blue in green eyes,

                  Sweetness of sweetness in her unembittered young voice

                  And a high colour dawning behind the pearl of her face.

               

               
                  5 Ringlets and ringlets, a curl in every tress

                  Of her fair hair trailing and brushing the dew on the grass;

                  And a gem from her birthplace far in the high universe

                  Outglittering glass and gracing the groove of her breasts.

               

               
                  News that was secret she whispered to soothe her aloneness,

                  10 News of one due to return and reclaim his true place,

                  News of the ruin of those who had cast him in darkness,

                  News that was awesome, too awesome to utter in verse.

               

               
                  My head got lighter and lighter but still I approached her,

                  Enthralled by her thraldom, helplessly held and bewildered,

                  15 Choking and calling Christ’s name: then she fled in a shimmer

                  To Luachra Fort where only the glamoured can enter.

               

               
                  I hurtled and hurled myself madly following after

                  Over keshes and marshes and mosses and treacherous moors

                  And arrived at that stronghold unsure about how I had got there,

                  20 That earthwork of earth the orders of magic once reared.

               

               
                  A gang of thick louts were shouting loud insults and jeering

                  And a curly-haired coven in fits of sniggers and sneers:

                  Next thing I was taken and cruelly shackled in fetters

                  As the breasts of the maiden were groped by a thick-witted boor.

               

               
                  25 I tried then as hard as I could to make her hear truth,

                  How wrong she was to be linked to that lazarous swine

                  When the pride of the pure Scottish stock, a prince of the blood,

                  Was ardent and eager to wed her and make her his bride.

               

               
                  When she heard me, she started to weep, but pride was the cause

                  30 Of those tears that came wetting her cheeks and shone in her eyes;

                  Then she sent me a guard to guide me out of the fortress,

                  Who’d appeared to me, lone on the road, a brightening brightness.

               

               
                  *

               

               
                  65Calamity, shock, collapse, heartbreak and grief

                  To think of her sweetness, her beauty, her mildness, her life

                  35 Defiled at the hands of a hornmaster sprung from riff-raff,

                  And no hope of redress till the lions ride back on the wave.
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               Jesus and the Sparrows

               
          anonymous
        

            

            
               
                  When Jesus, Son of the living God,

                  Was still a child, five years of age,

                  He played in twelve small water puddles

                  That he blessed and fenced around with clay.

               

               
                  5 And Jesus made twelve little bird-shapes –

                  The ones that are called passeres:

                  Out of the smooth clay he had modelled

                  Twelve sparrows on a Sabbath day.

               

               
                  Then comes a Jew who cautions Jesus,

                  10 Son of the almighty God,

                  And takes him by the hand to Joseph

                  To have him chide his foster son.

               

               
                  ‘Give your son a scolding, Joseph,

                  Caution him for his misdeed.

                  15 On the Sabbath he has fashioned

                  Clay images of birds.’

               

               
                  Then Jesus claps his hands together.

                  They hear his child-voice give a shout.

                  Before their eyes the prince of graces

                  20 Scares a flock of sparrows up.

               

               
                  They hear him speak the clear small words.

                  The pure lips of Jesus move:

                  ‘So that you may know who made you

                  Fly home now. Away! Be off!’

               

               
                  25 A witness spread the news: a story

                  Everybody marvelled at.

                  They listened and could hear distinctly

                  The little cries of the birds in flight.
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               Saint Brigid’s Wish

               
          attributed to st brigid
        

            

            
               
                  I’d like the King of Kings to have

                  The full of a deep bog hole of beer

                  And all of Heaven’s kith and kin

                  To be drinking out of it forever.

               

               
                  5 I’d like belief to be fermenting

                  And stills to be running holiness;

                  I’d like the flails of penitence

                  To beat a rhythm through the house.

               

               
                  I’d like the menfolk of high heaven

                  10 To be the men of the house I own.

                  I would broach the barrels of my patience

                  And draw the draught of satisfaction.

               

               
                  I’d like the cup of good to pass,

                  Alms and dole to go the rounds,

                  15 Bumpers of mercy on the house

                  And whatever they’re having for all hands.
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               Elegy: The God in the Sea Greets Bran in the Land of the Waves

               
          anonymous
        

               
          When Bran and his companions had been at sea for two days and two nights, they saw a man in a chariot coming toward them over the sea. The man sang to them and made himself known, saying he was Manannan. These are some of the verses he sang:
        

            

            
               
                  Bran is astonished at the beauty of the waters;

                  his coracle lifts on the clear wave.

                  I ride where he rows; my chariot plunges, I

                  surge through a blossoming plain.

               

               
                  5 Bran rolls with his boat, the sea lifts and

                  lays him, he leans to the prow.

                  My chariot axle threshes a surf of wildflowers,

                  my wheels are spattered with flower juice.

               

               
                  Bran sees the backs of the waves like the quick

                  10 backs of dolphins; the sea surface glitters.

                  I see greensward, wild roses and clover,

                  the pelt of the grazing.

               

               
                  You look and next thing salmon leap out

                  of the foam; mother-wet silver.

                  15 They are my calves, my calves’ licks, my

                  lambs, my bleating cavorters.

               

               
                  One chariot, one charioteer – me at full tilt –

                  that’s all you can see.

                  You are blind to what’s here. The land is a drumming

                  20 of hoofbeats, a mane-flow, a host at full gallop.

               

               
                  The land is immense, we swarm in its

                  bounty, it flourishes for us.

                  You are welcome; from the prow, gather up

                  the fruit of the branches.

               

               
                  25 Men and women, lovely, at ease among

                  windfalls. No sin and no forcing.

                  They rise off the forest floor, they pour

                  out the wine. 69

               

               
                  We are from the beginning, won’t grow

                  30 old or go under the earth.

                  We cannot imagine debility; we

                  are unmarked by guilt.
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               Arion

               
          alexander pushkin
        

            

            
               
                  We were all there in the boat;

                  Some of us tightening sail,

                  Some at the heave and haul

                  Of the oars, vessel and load

                  5 Deep surging, our passage silent,

                  The helmsman buoyed at the helm.

                  And I, taking all for granted,

                  Sang to the sailors.

                  A wind

                  10 Struck then, a boiling maelstrom.

                  Helmsman and sailors perished.

                  Only I, still singing, washed

                  Ashore by the swell, sing on,

                  A mystery to myself,

                  15 Safe and sound on a rock-shelf

                  Where my clothes dry in the sun.
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               The Civil Power

               
          alexander pushkin
        

            

            
               
                  When the great event was happening on the cross

                  And the racked godhead perished in extremis,

                  Then, at that solemn moment, on either side

                  Of the life-abounding tree, two women stood

                  5 Steadfast and in pain:

                  The Virgin Mary and Mary Magdalene.

                  But nowadays beneath that blessed crossbar

                  What you see’s not holy women but two guards

                  Like sentries at the city governor’s door,

                  10 Armed men in shakoes, stern and sinister.

                  Can someone say why the area is secured?

                  Is the crucifixion now state-owned and sponsored?

                  A facility sealed off from thieves and vermin?

                  Or can it be the authorities imagine

                  15 This adds distinction to the king of kings?

                  Or that this show of force, this sentry-posting,

                  Can save the master whose obedience

                  Commits his flesh to the scourge and nail and lance?

                  Or are they scared that the common people’s presence

                  20 Will offend the one who died with criminals

                  For the whole tribe of Adam? And refuse them entry

                  So as not to overcrowd the strolling gentry?
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               ‘Imagine striking a match that night in the cave’

               
          joseph brodsky
        

            

            
               
                  Imagine striking a match that night in the cave:

                  use the cracks in the floor to feel the cold.

                  Use crockery in order to feel the hunger.

                  And to feel the desert – but the desert is everywhere.

               

               
                  5 Imagine striking a match in that midnight cave,

                  the fire, the farm beasts in outline, the farm tools and stuff;

                  and imagine, as you towel your face in the towel’s folds,

                  the bundled up Infant. And Mary and Joseph.

               

               
                  Imagine the kings, the caravans’ stilted procession

                  10 as they make for the cave, or rather three beams closing in

                  and in on the star; the creaking of loads, the clink of a cowbell;

                  (but in the cerulean thickening over the Infant

               

               
                  no bell and no echo of bell: He hasn’t yet earned it.)

                  Imagine the Lord, for the first time, from darkness, and stranded

                  15 immensely in distance, recognising Himself in the Son

                  of Man: homeless, going out to Himself in a homeless one.
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               Flight into Egypt

               
          joseph brodsky
        

            

            
               
                  In the cave – it sheltered them, at least,

                  safer than four square-set right angles –

                  in the cave the threesome felt secure

                  in the reek of straw and old clobber.

               

               
                  5 Straw for bedding. Outside the door,

                  blizzard, sandstorm, howling air.

                  Mule rubbed ox; they stirred and groaned

                  like sand and snowflake scourged in wind.

               

               
                  Mary prays; the fire soughs;

                  10 Joseph frowns into the blaze.

                  Too small to be fit to do a thing

                  but sleep, the infant is just sleeping.

               

               
                  Another day behind them now,

                  its worries past. And the ‘ho, ho, ho!’

                  15 of Herod who had sent the troops.

                  And the centuries a day closer too.

               

               
                  That night, as three, they were at peace.

                  Smoke like a retiring guest

                  slipped out the door. There was one far-off

                  20 heavy sigh from the mule. Or the ox.

               

               
                  The star looked in across the threshold.

                  The only one of them who could

                  know the meaning of that look

                  was the infant. But He did not speak.
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               Eclogue IX

               virgil

            

            
               
                  lycidas

                  Where are you headed, Moeris? Into town?

               

               
                  moeris

                  The things we have lived to see … The last thing

                  You could’ve imagined happening has happened.

                  An outsider lands and says that he has the rights

                  5 To our bit of ground. ‘Out, old hands,’ he says,

                  ‘This place is mine.’And these kid-goats in the creel –

                  Bad cess to him – these kids are his. All’s changed.

               

               
                  lycidas

                  The story I heard was about Menalcas,

                  How your song-man’s singing saved the place,

                  10 Starting from where the hills go doubling back

                  And the ridge keeps sloping gently to the water,

                  Right down to those old scraggy-headed beech trees.

               

               
                  moeris

                  That’s what you would have heard. But songs and tunes

                  Can no more hold out against brute force than doves

                  15 When eagles swoop. The truth is, Lycidas,

                  If I hadn’t heard the crow caw on my left

                  In our hollow oak, I’d have kept on arguing

                  And that would’ve been the end of the road, for me

                  That’s talking to you, and for Menalcas even.

               

               
                  lycidas

                  20 Shocking times. Our very music, our one consolation,

                  Confiscated, all but. And Menalcas himself

                  Nearly one of the missing. Who would there be to sing

                  Praise songs to the nymphs? Who hymn the earth

                  To grow wild flowers and grass, and shade the wells

                  25 With overhanging green? Who sing the song

                  I listened to in silence the other day

                  And learned by heart as you went warbling it,

                  Off to the Amaryllis we all love?

                  The one that goes, ‘O herd my goats for me,

                  30 Tityrus, till I come back. I won’t be long. 75

                  Graze them and then water them, and watch

                  The boyo with the horns doesn’t go for you.’

               

               
                  moeris

                  And then there was that one he never finished,

                  Addressed to Varus, about a choir of swans

                  35 Chanting his name to the stars, ‘should Mantua

                  Survive, Mantua too close to sad Cremona.’

               

               
                  lycidas

                  If you’ve any song to sing, then sing it now

                  So that your bees may swerve off past the yew trees,

                  Your cows in clover thrive with canted teats

                  40 And tightening udders. The Pierian muses

                  Made me a poet too, I too have songs,

                  And people in the country call me a bard,

                  But I’m not sure: I have done nothing yet

                  That Varius or Cinna would take note of.

                  45 I’m a squawking goose among sweet-throated swans.

               

               
                  moeris

                  I’m quiet because I’m trying to piece together

                  As best I can a song I think you’d know:

                  ‘Galatea,’ it goes, ‘come here to me.

                  What’s in the sea and the waves that keeps you spellbound?

                  Here earth breaks out in wildflowers, she rills and rolls 50

                  The streams in waterweed, here poplars bend

                  Where the bank is undermined and vines in thickets

                  Are meshing shade with light. Come here to me.

                  Let the mad white horses paw and pound the shore.’

               

               
                  lycidas

                  There was something I heard you singing by yourself 55

                  One night when the sky was clear. I have the air

                  So maybe I’ll get the words. ‘Daphnis, Daphnis, why

                  Do you concentrate your gaze on the old stars?

                  Look for the star of Caesar, rising now,

                  Star of corn in the fields and hay in haggards, 60

                  Of clustered grapes gone purple in the heat

                  On hillsides facing south. Daphnis, now is the time

                  To plant the pear slips for your children’s children.’ 76

               

               
                  moeris

                  Age robs us of everything, of our very mind.

                  65 Many a time I remember as a boy

                  Serenading the slow sun down to rest,

                  But nowadays I’m forgetting song after song

                  And my voice is going: maybe the wolves have blinked it.

                  But Menalcas will keep singing and keep the songs.

               

               
                  lycidas

                  70 Come on, don’t make excuses, I want to hear you

                  And now’s your chance, now this hush has fallen

                  Everywhere – look – on the plain, and every breeze

                  Has calmed and quietened. We’ve come half-way.

                  Already you can see Bianor’s tomb

                  75 Just up ahead. Here where they’ve trimmed and faced

                  The old green hedge, here’s where we’re going to sing.

                  Set that creel and those kid-goats on the ground.

                  We’ll make it into town in all good time.

                  Or if it looks like rain when it’s getting dark,

                  80 Singing shortens the road, so we’ll walk and sing.

                  Walk then, Moeris, and sing. I’ll take the kids.

               

               
                  moeris

                  That’s enough of that, young fellow. We’ve a job to do.

                  When the real singer comes, we’ll sing in earnest.
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               Anything Can Happen

               horace

            

            
               
                  Anything can happen. You know how Jupiter

                  Will mostly wait for clouds to gather head

                  Before he hurls the lightning? Well, just now

                  He galloped his thunder cart and his horses

               

               
                  5 Across a clear blue sky. It shook the earth

                  And the clogged underearth, the River Styx,

                  The winding streams, the Atlantic shore itself.

                  Anything can happen, the tallest towers

               

               
                  Be overturned, those in high places daunted,

                  10 Those overlooked regarded. Stropped-beak Fortune

                  Swoops, making the air gasp, tearing the crest off one,

                  Setting it down bleeding on the next.

               

               
                  Ground gives. The heaven’s weight

                  Lifts up off Atlas like a kettle-lid.

                  15 Capstones shift, nothing resettles right.

                  Telluric ash and fire-spores boil away.
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               Summer

               anonymous

            

            
               
                  Early summer, loveliest season,

                  World is being coloured in.

                  While daylight lasts on the horizon,

                  Sudden, throaty blackbirds sing.

               

               
                  5 The dusty-coloured cuckoo cuckoos.

                  ‘Welcome, summer,’ ’s what he says.

                  Winter’s unimaginable.

                  The wood’s a wicker-work of boughs.

               

               
                  Summer, and the river’s shallow,

                  10 Thirsty horses nose at pools.

                  Heather spreads on bogland pillows,

                  White bog-cotton droops in bloom.

               

               
                  The deer’s heart skips a beat; he startles.

                  The sea’s tide fills, it rests, it runs.

                  15 Season of the drowsy ocean.

                  Tufts of yellow-blossoming whins.

               

               
                  Weak-kneed bees have gathered strength

                  To carry in loads reaped from flowers.

                  Mud wattles the hill-cattle’s flanks.

                  20 Ant-swarms shine and feed for hours.

               

               
                  The forest is a wind-thrummed harp.

                  The tide fills now: now holds its breath.

                  Hillsides are ablaze with colour.

                  Heat haze veils the brimming lough.

               

               
                  25 The corncrake crakes away, a bard

                  True to his form; the cold mare’s tail

                  Of a waterfall falls to the pool;

                  Rushes rustle, lake is still.

               

               
                  Swallows swerve and flicker up.

                  30 Music starts behind the mountain.

                  There’s moss, a lush growth underfoot.

                  Spongy marshland glugs and stutters. 79

               

               
                  Bogbanks shine like ravens’ wings.

                  The cuckoo keeps on calling welcome.

                  35 The speckled fish jumps; and the strong

                  Warrior is up and running.

               

               
                  Man’s in his prime; the maiden proud

                  -ly budding into womanhood.

                  The wood stands tall; there’s perfect calm

                  40 In treetops, on the level plain.

               

               
                  You’ve this mad urge to gallop horses;

                  Excitement stirs in gathered crowds.

                  Sun sends an arrow-shower of light

                  Into the ground, turns gold to iris.

               

               
                  45 A little, jumpy, chirpy fellow

                  Hits the highest note there is;

                  The lark sings out his clear tidings.

                  Summer, shimmer, perfect days.
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               Moling’s Gloss

               
          anonymous
        

            

            
               
                  Among my elders, I know better

                  And frown on any carry-on;

                  Among the brat-pack on the batter

                  I’m taken for a younger man.
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               Colmcille’s Derry

               
          anonymous
        

            

            
               
                  Why I love Derry:

                  it is calm, it is clear,

                  transparent angels in every

                  breath of air.
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               The Monk’s Tryst

               
          anonymous
        

            

            
               
                  Sweet-striking bell

                  a-brangle in the small hours gale:

                  better up with you for chapel

                  than up late with some Jezebel.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      83
    

         
            
               Gráinne’s Words about Diarmait

               
          anonymous
        

            

            
               
                  There’s one I want to look and look at,

                  to whom I’d give the light-drenched world,

                  all of it, all of it, and not care.

                  I’d give it all and think it worth it.
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               Pangur Bán

               anonymous

            

            
               
                  Pangur Bán and I at work,

                  Adepts, equals, cat and clerk:

                  His whole instinct is to hunt,

                  Mine to free the meaning pent.

               

               
                  5 More than loud acclaim, I love

                  Books, silence, thought, my alcove.

                  Happy for me, Pangur Bán

                  Child-plays round some mouse’s den.

               

               
                  Truth to tell, just being here,

                  10 Housed alone, housed together,

                  Adds up to its own reward:

                  Concentration, stealthy art.

               

               
                  Next thing an unwary mouse

                  Bares his flank: Pangur pounces.

                  15 Next thing lines that held and held

                  Meaning back begin to yield.

               

               
                  All the while, his round bright eye

                  Fixes on the wall, while I

                  Focus my less piercing gaze

                  20 On the challenge of the page.

               

               
                  With his unsheathed, perfect nails

                  Pangur springs, exults and kills.

                  When the longed-for, difficult

                  Answers come, I too exult.

               

               
                  25 So it goes. To each his own.

                  No vying. No vexation.

                  Taking pleasure, taking pains,

                  Kindred spirits, veterans.

               

               
                  Day and night, soft purr, soft pad,

                  30 Pangur Bán has learned his trade.

                  Day and night, my own hard work

                  Solves the cruxes, makes a mark.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         85

         
            
               Hallaig

               sorley maclean

            

            
               
                  ‘Time, the deer, is in Hallaig Wood’

               

               
                  There’s a board nailed across the window

                  I looked through to see the west

                  And my love is a birch forever

                  5 By Hallaig stream, at her tryst

               

               
                  Between Inver and Milk Hollow,

                  Somewhere around Baile-Chuirn,

                  A flickering birch, a hazel,

                  A trim, straight sapling rowan.

               

               
                  10 In Screapadal, where my people

                  Hail from, the seed and breed

                  Of Hector Mor and Norman

                  By the banks of the stream are a wood.

               

               
                  To-night the pine-cocks crowing

                  15 On Cnoc an Ra, there above,

                  And the trees standing tall in moonlight –

                  They are not the wood I love.

               

               
                  I will wait for the birches to move,

                  The wood to come up past the cairn

                  20 Until it has veiled the mountain

                  Down from Beinn na Lice in shade.

               

               
                  If it doesn’t, I’ll go to Hallaig,

                  To the sabbath of the dead,

                  Down to where each departed

                  25 Generation has gathered.

               

               
                  Hallaig is where they survive,

                  All the MacLeans and MacLeods

                  Who were there in the time of Mac Gille Chaluim:

                  The dead have been seen alive,

               

               
                  30 The men at their length on the grass

                  At the gable of every house,

                  The girls a wood of birch trees

                  Standing tall, with their heads bowed. 86

               

               
                  Between the Leac and Fearns

                  35 The road is plush with moss

                  And the girls in a noiseless procession

                  Going to Clachan as always

               

               
                  And coming back from Clachan

                  And Suisnish, their land of the living,

                  40 Still lightsome and unheartbroken,

                  Their stories only beginning.

               

               
                  From Fearns burn to the raised beach

                  Showing clear in the shrouded hills

                  There are only girls congregating,

                  45 Endlessly walking along

               

               
                  Back through the gloaming to Hallaig

                  Through the vivid speechless air,

                  Pouring down the steep slopes,

                  Their laughter misting my ear

               

               
                  50 And their beauty a glaze on my heart.

                  Then as the kyles go dim

                  And the sun sets behind Dun Cana

                  Love’s loaded gun will take aim.

               

               
                  It will bring down the lightheaded deer

                  55 As he sniffs the grass round the wallsteads

                  And his eye will freeze: while I live,

                  His blood won’t be traced in the woods.
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               ‘I sing of a maiden’

               
          anonymous
        

            

            
               
                  I sing of a maiden     beyond compare:

                  King of all kings     she chose to bear.

               

               
                  He came all so still     where his mother was

                  As dew in April     that falleth on the grass.

               

               
                  5 He came all so still     to his mother’s bower

                  As dew in April     that falleth on the flower.

               

               
                  He came all so still     where his mother lay

                  As dew in April     that falleth on the spray.

               

               
                  Mother and maiden     was never none but she:

                  10 Well may such a lady     God’s mother be.
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               Cædmon’s Hymn

               
          cædmon
        

            

            
               
                  Praise we the Fashioner now of Heaven’s fabric,

                  The majesty of his might and his mind’s wisdom,

                  Work of the world warden, worker of all wonders,

                  How he the Lord of Glory everlasting

                  5 Wrought Heaven’s rooftree for the race of men,

                  Then made Middle Earth to be their mansion.
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               The Light of Heaven

               
          dante
        

            

            
               
                  With a smile Saint Bernard indicated

                  That I should raise my eyes; but already

                  Of my own accord I had anticipated

               

               
                  His wish, for my gaze was holding steady

                  5 And growing pure as it focused on that beam

                  Of the high Light which is sui generis

               

               
                  True. And thenceforth my vision was aswim

                  With sights beyond speech, which fails such witnessing

                  As memory fails when its contents overbrim.

               

               
                  10 Like somebody who sees things when he’s dreaming

                  And after the dream has nothing to report

                  Except a recollection of the feeling,

               

               
                  So I live now, for the things I saw depart

                  And are almost gone, although a distilled sweetness

                  15 Still drops from them into my inner heart.

               

               
                  It is the same with snow the sun releases,

                  The same as when in wind, on swirled-up leaves,

                  The Sibyl’s message eddies and disperses.

               

               
                  O Supreme Light, elevated so above

                  20 What mortal minds can rise to, restore to mine

                  Something of what You were when shown forth,

               

               
                  And empower my tongue so that I may illumine

                  The generations who are still to come

                  With a spark at least of Your pure serene,

               

               
                  25 Because, by returning to my memory some-

                  What, and being celebrated in these tercets,

                  Your overallness will be more brought home.

               

               
                  I believe – such was the sheerness of the light

                  I endured from the living ray – I would have been

                  30 Utterly lost if my eyes had been averted. 90

               

               
                  And it was on that account that I kept on

                  Looking directly into it, until

                  With the Infinite Worth my gaze made one.

               

               
                  O abounding grace, whereby I could still

                  35 Presume to look through the eternal light

                  So searchingly my absorption there was total!

               

               
                  In the depths of it I beheld infolded,

                  Bound by love into one single volume,

                  What is loose-leafed through the cosmos, far and wide:

               

               
                  40 Substances, accidents, and what connects them,

                  Diamond-bonded, fused so brilliantly

                  That compared with it my verse is a dim flame.

               

               
                  Everness of form I believe I saw,

                  Its knit and knot, because as I repeat this

                  45 I experience more and more onsets of joy.

               

               
                  Yet this very memory of it entails loss,

                  Oblivion greater than millennia have wrought

                  On the Argonauts and the Argo and their shadows

               

               
                  That astonished Neptune. And so my mind, all rapt,

                  50 Stood motionless and marvelled, concentrated,

                  Growing more eager the more it was absorbed.

               

               
                  In that light a person is translated

                  So far beyond it is impossible to consent

                  To turn away to any other sight –

               

               
                  55 Because the good, which is the will’s intent,

                  Is all encompassed in it, and outside it

                  That which is perfect inside is much lessened

               

               
                  In perfection. But my language cannot

                  Equal what I remember: an infant’s tongue

                  60 Bubbly with breast-milk would be more articulate.

               

               
                  Not because there was change within the one

                  Semblance apparent in the light I gazed on –

                  Which is ever simple, showing forth as shown – 91

               

               
                  But because in me my own altering vision

                  65 Was strengthened as it gazed, that same appearance

                  Seemed of itself to suffer alteration.

               

               
                  Within the incandescent deep subsistence

                  Of the Light on high, there appeared to me three circles

                  In three colours but of the one dimension

               

               
                  70 And one by the other as a rainbow by a rainbow

                  Seemed to be reflected, and the third seemed fire

                  Exhaled equally by those other two.

               

               
                  O how inadequate language is, how far

                  Short of my conception! Compared to what I witnessed,

                  75 My verse is weak, words barely register.

               

               
                  O Eternal Light who abide in your onliness

                  Who know only Yourself and, self-known and knowing,

                  Love and smile on Your own radiance.

               

               
                  That circling – those rings born from this glowing,

                  80 Made manifest in You as reflected light –

                  When my eyes had watched it for a while, kept showing

               

               
                  Forth from within itself, where it shone bright

                  In its own colour, the Image of us; and for that reason

                  My look was entirely concentrated on it.

               

               
                  85 As the geometer, lost in contemplation

                  While he tries to square the circle, won’t give up

                  Although bewildered and balked of his solution,

               

               
                  So I was lost in study of that sight:

                  I yearned to see how the Image had inscaped

                  90 The circle and is co-extensive with it.

               

               
                  But my own wings were not equal to the flight

                  Except that my mind was struck by a bright bolt

                  And in a flash was granted all it sought.

               

               
                  Here power upholding high imagining failed,

                  95 But as a balanced wheel revolves and whirrs

                  My will and my desire were now revolved

               

               
                  By the love which moves the sun and the other stars.
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