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ERRATUM

Page 54, line 11 in Czech text:
instead
"zahorklym vzduchem protinaji teply vzduch"
should read

"zahorklym vztekem protinaji teply vzduch™.
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FOREWORD

The poems included in this collection constitute a part of my poetic travelogue
/hence the title of the book/ written mostly during the first decade of my life inAme-
rica. Some of these poems record my impressions and experiences of America. beginning
with the time 1 was earning my living as a production-line worker in one of the Long
Island factories and proceeding via. several other bread-winning, but otherwise not very
satisfying jobs, to my happy years as a student at the university. Others reflect
thoughts and feelings I had about the world and. myself as 1 was struggling to over-
come the sense of loss that | experienced as the result of my escape from Czechoslova-
kia, as 1 was watching, from a distance of several thousand miles, the political deve-
lopments that were taking place in Czechoslovakia during the sixties and. were tragi-
cally ended by the Soviet invasion, in August of 1968, and as | was attempting to sur-
vive, and perhaps even to grow a little, as a Czech poet of twenty going on thirty in
today 's America.

My decision to publish my first collection bilingually is based, on the nature
of the poems themselves. As a writer | thank Czechoslovakia for my childhood, my thou-
sand-year old cultural heritage, and. for the Czech language which, for better or worse,
has become the tool of my artistic expression. To America | am grateful for my education
/which for political reasons my country refused me/, for the roof over my refugee head,
and for the glorious freedom of action, thought and expression, without which my Czech
as a creative tool would be a wasted, gift. Because the poems included, in this book re-
flect the influences of my Czech origins as well as those of my present American
environment, | felt they should be published in both languages.

All these poems were originally written in Czech. While working on their English
counterparts, | did not strive merely to render the Czech originals in a word-for-word
translation. Rather | attempted to recreate them again in English trying to preserve
the overall "feel” of the poem, even if it sometimes meant- an omission of a detail
present in the original, or a departure from the formal structure of the original Czech
poem. By virtue of being not only the translator, but the author as well, | chose to do
this in those cases where the structural change was justified in view of the overall
effect of the poem as rendered in English.

In conclusion 1 would like to express my deep gratitude to my English editor and
friend, Dan llves, for his advice on the complexities of the English tongue as well as
for his valuable time devoted to our preparation of the manuscript for publication.
Without his wholehearted support this bilingual publication would not have been possible.

J.F.
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Jsou
tu l&ci

Po zemi There are

bosky chodi vagabonds

pod roztrhanou bluzou Barefoot

srdce jen they roam the land

Jdou their only armor

cestami nikam nevedoucimi hearts beneath torn jackets

A prece Hoads they follow

pri krve kompasu pf¥i mapé bezndvratna  lead nowhere

jim zbloudit nelze Yet

az kamkoli jdou by the compass of their blood and map of no return
az they never lose their way
jakkoli no matter where they go

dlouho no matter how long

jdou they go
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Jsou
tuléci
Bosi si chodi
o0 kozichy a lapté nedbajice
A prece
z jejich stop
jez teplem vonavé
zanechavaji v chladnouci zemeékdre
podivné kvétiny
vodice vybojl jez Uzkost
napind mezi mratna a kostelni véze
kfehkymi stvoly k mrazivé obloze mifFi
prodéravélého blankytu pevné se zachycuji
a pak
jak transfazni trubice pfimo do zily
slzu za slzou
prikapavaji do naSich Clovécich stav
zavratnou prichut
nesmrtelna — —

Karlu Krylovi, 15.5.1974

There are
vagabonds
They go ‘round barefoot
caring
neither for furcoats nor bast sandals
Yet
from warmth-exuding tracks they leave behind
in a slowly cooling earthcrust
strange flowers
electric conductors
anguish stretches between clouds and church spires
shoot their tender stalks toward frosty skies
securely attach themselves to the splotchy blue
and then
like transfusion tubes directly in the vein
drop after drop
keep adding to our human juices
the dizzying flavor
of immortality — —
To Karel Kryl, 5-15-1974



7

New York

Més to New York
Miloval jsem
beznadejne kdysi

pouze tvdj prazdny zvuk City

Zemepis Once | hopelessly loved,

se stal mym néboZenstvam merely your empty sound.

mdj atlas bibli Geography

a ucitel vykladatem cehosi became my religion

co se predklada k verena the atlas my bible

aniz by bylo lze to nékdy uvidét and. the teacher a messenger from all

A protoze nam neustale pfipomanali far-away lands we were taught about

Toulat se s velkym té je ZAKAZANO! but could, never hope to see through our own eyes
povysil jsem And. because they constantly reminded, us
sedmimilové boty roaming with a capital r was PROHIBITED!

na trojrozmérny Osud I proclaimed, the seven-league boots my three-dimensional Fate
a Vyplul jsem and sailed, off

po jablkové mise zemékoule across the apple-bowl of the globe






Plul jsem

sto slanych dni

a sto jodovych noci

na palubé liliového trojstézniku
s kanistry velrybiho miéka v podpalubi
Oci

se mi jiz davno kdesi utopily

a tak jsem si jesté

zakapal uSi voskem

abych odolal volani sirén
zvoucich mne zpatky zpatky zpatky
Byla to podivna plavba

Blazniva karetni hra

rozdavana Zraloky

na Sachovnici nekonciciho nebe

Az

jednoho rana

spadl mi k noham
krvacejici racek

A stary

davno prelomeny vykrik
rozezneél znovu

vzduch

srdce

i vody

Chveél jsem se

hore¢né cité v Fecistich svych Zil
obdobu Zivou
zmrtvychvstavsiho slova
Zemé

I have sailed

for a hundred salty days

and a hundred iodine nights

on a lilly-white three-mast clipper
with canisters of whale milk below deck
My eyes

have already drowned somewhere
long-ago so 1

have sealed my ears with wax

to resist the calls of sirens

luring me back back back

A strange voyage

A crazy card game

dealt by the sharks

on the checkerboard of an unending sky

One morning

a bleeding gull

fell to my feet

An old

long-ago broken cry
reverberated through the air
the heart and waters

I trembled
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feverishly feeling in the riverbeds of my veins

a living analogy
of a resurrected word
Earth
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Ten ostrov

prodali kdysi indiani

za dvacet dollart

a jeden soudek rumu

Tak se mohlo stat

ze bili lidé prisli ze zamori
rozdélali ohen na indianské stezce
a zalozili civilizaci

A sel jsem

Nejprve s vétrem

vanoucim od pFistavu

s nimz radi chodivaji namornici
a ktery vzdycky kon€i u lasek
a potom s vétrem

silnym jako more

jenz neustale vane timto méstem
protoze témeéF vSechny ulice
jsou tady rovné

jaksepatfFi rovné

A tenhle vitr

¢asoméric vekl

mne doved” na Broadway

Broadway

prostitutka

barevna za noci

a Sedé bleda v devét hodin réano
frivolnim 0smévem

zakryva pustotu nikdy nesklizeného smeti
a hraje kuzelky s grapefruitovymi plody

At one time

this island was sold by the Indians
for twenty dollars and a keg of rum

So it happened

the white people who came from overseas
built a bonfire on an Indian trail

and laid the grounds for civilization

At first
I went with

the wind that follows sailors from the harbor

and leads them where they easily forget
long lonely weeks at sea

and then with the wind

as strong as the sea itself

which always blows through this city
because all the streets here

are straight

so properly straight

And this

timekeeper of the ages

brought me to Broadway

Broadway

a prostitute

blazing at night

grayishly pale at nine A.M.

covers the desolation of its never-cleaned-up garbage

with a frivolous smile
and bowls with its bitter grapefruit



Fifth Avenue

ZvIlastni trida

Penize

jsou tu jaksi citit ve vzduchu
A jesté jsou tu silné citit parfémy
z kabelek

z podprsenek

a z vlasd krasnych Zen
Pospichaji

na vrcholcich svych soukromych
hor Popocatepetl

jakoby se chtély ukryt

pred svymi spole¢enskymi hFichy
Nebojte se

Ve stfedu se nezpovida

Empire State Building
Extaze doby

Tresténi techniky
Elektricky nabité
Sileni

podobno propastné odvaznosti atheismu

na zlatém terci Slechténé slunecnice
hydraulicky zveda
¢lovéka blize k nebi
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Fifth Avenue

Extraordinary avenue

Here

money smells in the air

There is the strong scent of perfumes
from the purses

from the bras

and from the hair of beautiful women
who hurry

along the crest trails of their private
Popocatepetl mountains

as if wanting to hide

from their social sins But

Wednesday is not the day for confessions

Empire State Building

Ecstasy of the age

Ravings of technology

Electrically charged

madness

remindful of the abysmal daring of atheism
upon a golden plate of a cultivated, sunflower
hydraulically lifts a man

closer to heaven
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Na Times Square

mezi prodavadi parkl a kamélii
jsem koupil noviny

Cetl jsem

0 nové schvaleném statnim rozpoctu
a potom o vrazdé

Predeslé noci

zastrelili v Central Parku
mladého védce

Takoveé vrazdy

rekl mi kdosi

se tu déji denné

Z letadel nad mésty zde nikdy nepadala smrt
Snad proto

je v téhle zemi

od slova k ¢inu

tak strasné nedaleko

Chodim tu

po kFizovatkach blaznd a idiotd
Obdivuji se

vyzlacenym sinim liSek

a popijim whisky

v Greenwich Village

kde basnici a knézky lasek lesbickych
Z2arlivé strezi sva Cernd nekonetna
Vryvam si v parnét

nenavratna gesta

a obcas mivam boleni hlavy

ze vSech véci

odchazejicich s plynutim ¢asu
Nade mnou okolo mne 1 ve mné

New York

Iiné ukusuje Sunkovy sendvic

On Times Square

among vendors of hot dogs and camelias

I read in a newspaper

about a newly approved federal budget
and then a murder

Last night in Central Park

they shot

a young scientist

Such murders

someone said to me

happen here every day

Here

the planes flying over

have never showered death unto the cities
Is this why

in this country

the distance between the word and the deed
is so frightfully short?

I walk

over the crossroads of the fools and idiots
admire

the gilded halls of foxes

drink whisky

in Greenwich Village

where poets and priestesses of lesbian love
jealously guard their dark infinities

I etch

into the memory

the irretrievable gestures

and from time to time

suffer from the headaches

caused by all the things

that keep leaving us with the passage of time
New York

around me within me

lazily bites into a ham sandwich



Odpust’ mi

mésto

Ze té nenavidim

Nenavidim té jako vSechna mésta

Ale zéaroven

nékde na opacné strané nenavisti
KIi¢T v mém srdci jakas strasna laska
Ameriko

svéte zndmy a nepoznany

podej mi ruku

a ved mne

az na upati

az na koreny

az

ke vSem evokujicim dusikovym bakteriim
procitani

City

forgive me

my hatred

It's not only you |

hate all the cities

Yet

somewhere at the opposite pole of my hatred
a kind of terrible love sprouts within my heart
America

the world well-known yet undiscovered

give me your hand

lead me

all the way to your foothills

all the way to your roots

all the way

to the evocative nitrogen bacteria

of awakening

i
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V osm tFicet rano

Slune¢ni tFpyt

v ofima vystlaném clunku

vesluje

mezi koralovymi ostriivky dopoledne
No¢ni hlida¢ v botanické zahradé
navléka kapky rosy

na svou hal

Ospalé jitro

pla€e nad rozkvetlymi tulipany

Césarova krev
se matné leskne na schodech do senatu

At eight thirty A.M.

Sunshine

in an eye-lined baby boat

paddles

between tiny coral reefs of the morning
A night watchman in the botanical garden
is stringing dew drops

onto his cane

A sleepy dawn

weeps over a patch of blooming tulips

Caesar’s blood
dimly gleams on the stairs to the senate
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Intermezzo

Je nedéle rano
a dim je plny hudby
Vedle za sténou
pani Millerova se koupe
Rozesmaty Mozart
pFichazi dvefmi a zanika
v keFich pod oknem

Tvdj hlas
Zuzano
v zavorkach staleta

jak ve sklenené skf¥irnce
usedl na stfechu
a mné je lito Cehosi

Intermezzo

It is Sunday morning

the house is full of music
In the apartment next door
Mrs. Miller is taking a bath
Giggling Mozart

is coming in through the door and receding in the bushes
under the window

Your voice
Sussana

preserved in-between the bars of centuries
as in a glass reliquary

is settling upon my roof
and 1 feel vaguely sad



Vidy jsem si tajné pral
Zit v dobé F.L. Véka
Znat Thama a Paulinu
a také Krameria
Jit do Stavovského na premiéru Dona Juana
a potkat tam vévodkyni Zahariskou
Vést briliantni rozhovory s doktorem Heldem
a aspon jednou slySet hodiny
Cypriana Ceypka

Praha té doby musila byt krasna
Jsem neskonale vdécen panu Jiraskovi

Ze v lampé davno uhaslé
zazehl svétlo pro mé chtivé oci
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I have always

secretly longed

to live in the times of F.L. Vék
To know Thom and Paulina

and also Kramerius

To be present

at the premiere of Don Giovanni

at the Estates”™ Theatre

and meet there the Duchess of Zahan
To carry brilliant conversations with Dr.
and to hear

at least once

the amazing clock of Cyprian Ceypek

Held

Prague of those times must have been beautiful

I am tremendously grateful to Mr. Jirasek
In a long-extinguished

lamp

he rekindled light

for my greedy eyes

F.L. Vék - a five-volume historical novel by Alois Jirasek dealing with the period of Czech

national revival






Park

Den bezeslunny

z kFistalu vylity

Zelen tak Cista Ze na smich nevybyva
Po bilych cestach srdce chodi lané

Zlstat se chce

a nemuset se vracet

V zem tuto zcela vplynout drobnym deStém
Do travy vrUst

a do kefd a stezek

a kazdym jitrem citit opétované

kroc¢eje mladosti po rozhorelém téle

Ano
Skutecny
opravdovy park
Neboli docela vzadu v dalce pod stromy
se nekonec¢né dlouze
smutné prochazi
Dédma s psickem

The Park

A sunless day
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The greenery so clean there is no room for laughter
White roads of the heart are being visited by does

I want to

stay and never have to leave

I want to

become the grass the bushes the paths

I want to

feel every morning over again

the steps of youth over my prostrate body

Yes

This is a real park

For somewhere

way back under the trees
there slowly sadly walks
The Lady with a Dog
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Kalif z Bagdadu

Je tomu davno

TFi $ndry opalovych noci

Troubeni posvatnych slond splachly desté
A prece

nadéje kridlem ptaka Ohnivaka

useda denné v koutcich zFitelnic
Cviceného leoparda

Jsi mi uz davno neposlal k narozenindm
A prece vim

Ze bude$ nesvlj aZz se sklene noc

a exploze hvézdy n-té velikosti

zaduni temné na Upati léta

A prece vim

Ze bude§ znovu bojovat ten boj

touhy a hrdosti jenz pro touhu je ztracen

ticha jak spanek morusi
stirezi tvé misto na okraji loZe

i kdyZ vim Ze mé Ceka&ni je marné
Poslu ti posla kazdé prFisti noci
Nefekne nic

Jen na prahu tvych dveri

usedne tiSe aby nevyrusil

Vim Ze i tak bude$ mit téZkou noc

Nadégje

Je rano
Antilopy
pomalym krokem pFichazeji pit

Kalife z Bagdadu
vrat se

Bagdad Caliph

It was

three strings of opal nights ago

The bellowing of sacred elephants has been
washed away by rains

Yet a hope

borne on the wing of the phoenix

daily makes itself at home in the corner
of one's eye

For a very long time

you have not sent me a tame leopard for my birthday

Yet I know
that you shall not feel quite at ease
when the night comes and the explosion of a star
of the n-th magnitude
reverberates darkly on summer's threshold
Yet I know
that you shall again engage in that battle
between longing and pride in which longing
has already been lost

A hope quiet like the sleep of mulberry trees
guards your place near the edge of the bed
although 1 know that my waiting is in vain
1'lIl send you a messenger every night from now on
He shall not speak
He shall merely sit down by your door
quietly so as not to disturb
I know that you ‘Il have a difficult night

just the same

It is morning
The antelopes
are slowly coming to drink

Bagdad Caliph
come back
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Mila sedmi loupeznikd

Triadvacata ulice

tonula v pare nezralého rana

Potkal jsem té bratre

pred hotelem Grand Union Airconditioned
Barevné oSatky tangerinek

vykvétaly z cernoSedé dlazby

a ulici se nesly uryvky

hovoru Fidicd

chystajicich se vyjet do neznama
Byii Cerni a bili

a dlouze a liné protahovali sva téla
z kterych se pravé dovykradal spanek
Pak zacali piskat

nebot’ ulici kraéela mila sedmi loupeznik
Nesla se py3Sné

vpravo ani vlevo

Cervené sandaly a malé snédé prsy
KF¥ivka jejich bokd

na chvili vyrusila aredniky

sedici u snidané za okny Unionu
Ohlédl ses také

a ona pridala tv(j obdiv

k lesklym zrnickdim svého nahrdelniku

The Sweetheart of Seven Thieves

Twenty-third street
was drowning in the haze of an unripe morning
I met you brother
in front of the "Grand Union Airconditioned"
Colorful baskets filled with tangerines
blossomed out of a black-gray pavement
and the street resounded with the shreds
of conversations between truckdrivers
getting ready to depart for the unknown
They were black and white
and with relish stretched their bodies
from which the last remnants of their sleep
were 00zing

Suddenly they started to whistle
Along the street was walking

the Sweetheart of Seven Thieves
She carried herself proudly
neither to the right nor left
red sandals and small nut-brown breasts
The curve of her hips
sent a momentary ripple among the executives
sitting at breakfast behind the Union 's windows
You also turned around
She added your admiring glance
to the shiny beads of her necklace



Dést v New York City

Nepevnymi kotniky

se brodim melancholii destivého rana
V hrdle

se mi zvolna rozplyvaji

stfepiny chladné noci bez tebe
New York nad sebou rozprostrel
plachtu utkanou z deSioviny

Take

zlaty dést’ v parku

rozkvéta mokre

Chodniky

chodci

a Sedé vraky domd

proplouvaji mihou

jak po obrovském platné cirkoramy

Barevné rakety smichu

traskavé vybuchuji z teréd kaluzi
Mladicky bily dést

nevychované pleska o chodniky

a hadra zen

se rozvijeji do zelena

Pleskej si desSti o chodniky
a spocti vSechny nestastniky
ktefri ted sami jak ja jesté
bloudi kdes girlandami desté
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The Rain in New York City

Ankles unsteady

I wade through the melancholy of a rainy morning
The splinters of a cold night without you
slowly dissolve

in my throat

New York spread over itself

a canvas of rain-cloth

Even goldenchain in the park

struggles against the downpour

as i1t blossoms

The sidewalks

and passers-by

the gray wrecks of houses

float in and out of the fog

as over the huge screen of a circorama

Colored fireworks of laughter

noisily explode in the targets of puddles
A young white rain

naughtily splashes against the sidewalks
Nomen ~s breasts

are beginning to bloom in green

Keep splashing against the sidewalk stones
And count all those sorry souls

who now like me walk to and fro in vain
in-between pouring garlands of the rain






Toho dne

Toho dne
i slunce vyjde Casnéji nez jindy

Po jeho vychodu
si vezmes sité
a dobéhne$ na pob¥ezi nachytat ryb

Pred obédem

pFinesu vino lisované z dozralého poledne
a ze zlatého poharu

vykondme Ulitbu na podest vsech boh

Odpoledne

pljdeme spolu do zelenych luk

a budeme si hrat na rosnicky
plovouci bez slz v bezstarostném case

Budeme cekat
aZz bez rozednéni
uplyne tisic noci

Po navratu do slaméné chatrce
otrhdme vSechny zralé noty

a po¢neme choral

ke chvale vseho ziti
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On That Day

On that day
even the sun shall rise earlier

Afterwards
you” Il take the nets
and run to shore to catch fish

Before lunch

I "1l bring wine pressed from a ripe noon
From a golden goblet

we will pour an offering to all the gods

In the afternoon

we will walk together into green meadows
and pretend we are frogs

floating carefree in suspended time

We shall wait
until a thousand nights have passed
without a daybreak

On our return to a straw hut

we will harvest all the ripened music notes
and start a chorale

to the glory of all life






Clown
/Podobenstvi/

Byl to docela maly park

v mistech kde kdysi staly hradby mésta
Uprostred

bylo kulaté piskovisté

a v tésné blizkosti zelenych lavicek
rostly pamelnikové kere

kazdoro¢né rozkvétajici rlzovymi kvitky
VZdy odpoledne

kdyz si déti prichazely hrat

sedaval na drevéné obrubé piskovisté
vesely clown

V jeho siti bylo tolik rybich oci

az se nékdy dalo do desté

Tehdy ustavaly déti v honicce za tFibarevnym
micem

a ukryvaly se do pamelnikovych kef.

Kdyz zméackl balének naplnény vodou

potoky smutku rozvodnily Ganges

KdyZz rozepnul kostkované sacko

Zluty kvét slunecnice

ohromny a jesté vétSi nez zemékoule

nechal znovu vyjit slunci

byt bylo tFeba k ptlnoci
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Clown
/A parable/

It was but a small park

where the town fortifications once stood
In the center

next to the green benches

grew snowberry bushes

blooming year after year with pink blossoms
Each afternoon

when children gathered to play

a merry clown sat waiting

on the wooden sandbox siding

His nets contained so many fish eyes
that sometimes it began to rain
Then children would stop playing
with their three-colored ball

and run to hide under the snowberry bushes
When the clown pressed his waterfilled balloon
torrents of sorrow caused the Ganges

to overflow
Whenever he unbuttoned his checkered jacket
a yellow blossom of a sunflower
huge and even larger than the earth-globe
would make the sun rise again
even though it was perhaps midnight
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Déti

mely rady jeho rudy nos

takovou kulatouckou bambuli

a plandavé kalhoty a kostkované sako

a sandaly asi o Sest Cisel vétsi

Ale jesté radéji

mély jeho pohadky

které jim vypravél za dlouhych slunnych
odpoledni

Jednoho dne

prisSel mezi déti chlapec se zlyma ofima.
Bez litosti kopal do barevného mice

a marnotratné olamoval vétvicky pamelniku
KFicel a vyskal vic nez ostatni

a nelibilo se mu poslouchat

clownovy pohadky

Pohrdavé se usklibal

nad Cervenou bambuli nosu

a smal se velkym vySmatchanym pantoflim

Child.ren

liked the clown's red. nose

such a round, pompon

and. his loose trousers and checkered, jacket

and. sandals some sir numbers oversize

But most of all

they liked, his stories

which he kept on telling for long sunny
afternoons

One day
there appeared, among the children
a boy with sinister eyes
who furiously kicked, the colored ball
and. kept needlessly breaking branches of
snowberries
shouting and screaming more, than the others
He cared not to listen
to the clown's stories
frowned.
at the red pompon nose
and laughed at the large worn-out sandals



Clown se nezlobil

Byl laskavy a vlidny

prestoze citil zlobu a posméch

v Sedivych ocich neznamého chlapce

AvSak uprostred jedné pohadky

kdy vSechny déti byly tiché jako péna

a kdy 1 vétvicky pamelniku tiSe naslouchaly
Vstal néhle chlapec a Fekl

Vzdyt je smésny!

A vSechny déti Siroce otevrely o€i udivem
a zadivaly se pres clowna proti nebi

Je smésny

Fekl chlapec

A také ma osklivy nos

a vySmat’chané Skrpaly

a my tu poslouchdme jeho hloupé Feci
Pojdte si radsSi hrat na loupezniky!
A chlapec vyzyvavé pohlédl

do bilého clownova obliceje

a v jeho ocich se zatfpytila nenavist
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The clown was not angry

but kind and gracious

although, sensing malice and mockery

in the gray eyes of the boy

Once - in the middle of a story -

when all the children were very very quiet

and even the tiny twigs on the bushes
were listening

the boy rose and said:

Why he is ridiculous!

The children

opened their eyes wide in surprise

He is ridiculous

has such an ugly nose

and tattered sandals

Come on let's play cops and robbers!

He scornfully looked

into the clown's white face

and. in his eyes appeared a flash of hate
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Potom se zvolna sehnul

a zdvihl se zemé ostry kamen
Zdvihl jej vysoko vysoko nad hlavu
a hodil

A slunce

roztavené v nazlatlém tygliku odpoledne
rozrizlo clownlv spanek jako nlz
Déti byly ztmulé a prekvapené
Zadné nevykFiklo

kdyz clown tiSe vstal

a nejistym krokem odchazel k Fece

Jen dévcatko s cervenou masli
za chvilicku vstalo a rozbéhlo se za nim

Utikalo pfFes celou stran az doll k Fece
a teprve tam se zastavilo
Clown

sedél na brehu Feky

v uzounkém stinu posledniho z pamelnikovych kefl
A dévcéatko nyni vidélo

Ze jeho boty byly obycejné

docela jako nosil jeji tatinek

Slowly bending down

he picked up a sharp stone

and lifting it high above his head

threw it

The sun

melted into a golden-like cup of the
afternoon

cut through the clown 's temple like a knife

The children taken by surprise were petrified

None cried out

when the clown quietly stood up

and walked unsteadily toward the river

Only a little girl with a red bow tie

got up and hurried after him

down the hillside to the river

She saw the clown

sitting on the river-bank

in a narrow shadow of the last snowberry bush
And lo His shoes were quite

like the shoes worn by her own father



a také nos mél clown uplné obycejny

a oCi a Usta a vlasy a vibec v3ecko

Jenom bledost v jeho obliceji

byla mnohokrate vétSi nez bledost kohokoli jiného
a pak také zadny jiny clovék ve mésté

nikdy nenosil takové vystfedné kostkované sacko
se slunecnici ohromnéjsi nez zemékoule

A potom
uz se vibec nikdo nesmal

and his nose was also quite ordinary

as were his eyes and mouth and hair and
everything else

Only the pallor of his face

was many times deeper than anyone else s

and no one else in the entire town

ever wore such an eccentric checkered jacket

with a sunflower larger than the earth-globe

And that was the end
of laughter



In the Rapids

V pefejich
Were you ever poorer
A byl-lis nékdy chudsi than a midday bell-ringing on a village feast
nez poledni zvonéni na pouti v PoSumavi in a Bohemian Forest
otevri dvere open the door
a usedni k mému stolu and sit down at my table
Nebot’ kdyZz neni na tFi vejce When there is not enough to buy even three eggs
a co horsiho ani na jednu nezbytnou and what”s worse not even one necessary
pasku do psaciho stroje typewriter ribbon
co zbyva nez presto psat what else does there remain but to write
az do bolava brousit konec tuzky to- wear to the quick the point of a pencil

jez pouha zlstala the very last one



Do not complain

Living
A nenarikej is richer the poorer
Ziti A heart without fear is always freer
je bohatsi ¢im chudsi as a bird in the sky is freer
a srdce bez strachu je vzdycky volnéjSi  than one in a nest
jak ptace na nebi je vidycky volnéjsi The time shall come
nez ptace v hnizdé when there will be enough not merely for bread
Prijde cas but also for some cake here and there
kdy bude nejen na chléb Then you will be able to
ale i na néjakou tu kremroli unhurriedly and like a gourmand
a pak si bude$ moci choose from the ribbons of red
dlouho a dlouho labuZnicky vybirat yellow
mezi paskami barev €ervenych green
Zlutych and blue
zelenych to type with
i modrych You however shall always come
Ty vS8ak prFesto prijdes vidy only at the very last moment
az docela na posledni chvili and in the pause between two verbs
a v prestavce mezi dvéma slovesy will choose only that
si vybereS tu jedinou black one
tu Cernou Too many colors
P¥iliS mnoho barev dull the acuity of perception
rozptyluje ostrost vnimani And there is more space
A mezi bilou a €ernou between white and black
je prostoru vic than from green to yellow
nez od zelené k zluté
I know
J& vim that Baudelaire
Ze Baudelaire would not at all be offended
by se ani trochu neurazil should I offer him instead of wine
kdybych mu misto vina a dish of darkness
nabidl misku tmy The more matter there is
Cim vice matérie the less of man remains
tim méné Clovéka To be a man is by devil all I have
A byti Clovékem je k dasu vSe co mam To speak the truth is the only thing that

A mluvit pravdu je jediné co neboli causes me no pain
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A tiSe neusnes

Premyslet budes

zda vibec ma to cenu jit

jit dal a dal

jen pro obgasny usvit

anebo vilbec bez Usvitu

A budes§ zviklan

rozdvojen a bolavéjici

a plny pochyb a narkd na kament
Dlouh& pak bude noc

jez cCisti smysl slov

a do pisku pisSe basné

Ta dlouha noc

ve které bude$ snit

o starych zaSlych sidlech
jichz prorezlé vereje obraci uz jen vitr
A prece stacilo by malo

jen dotyk tu a tam

a jejich vyznam byl by oZiven
jich vztahem k dneSku

A znovu ucitis

nadavky nenavisti a cizi nervozitu

Jiz kdosi méné nez clovék vSak vice nez
instituce

bez dlvodu anebo pouze pro instituci

znovu a bez vahani pokryje tvou hlavu

V Uzkosti

schouli$ se na dno

na samé dno své Clovéciny

a uzamkne$ UGsta a zadivas se pry¢

a na obranu nedvihne$ zpét bicem

And you will not fall asleep quietly

You will be thinking

whether it makes sense at all to go on

go on and on

for merely an occasional daybreak

or without a daybreak at all

You shall be unsure

at variance with yourself and hurting inside
full of doubts

complaining of sharp stones underfoot

Then long will be the night

that purifies the meanings of words

and etches poems onto the face of sand

That long night

in which you shall dream

about old dishevelled estates

on whose rusty doorposts only wind plays
and which merely need a touch here and there
for all their meaning to come alive

by means of their relationship to present

You will feel again

the curses and hates and nervousness

with which someone less than a man but more
than an institution

for no reason at all or perhaps merely for
the institution

shall again and without any hesitation
cover your head

In despair

you ‘Il cower on the bottom

on the very bottom of your humaness

you ‘Il lock your mouth and look in
another direction

and shall not lash back in defence



ProtoZze i1 kdyZ nevis

i kdyZz tFeba jenom tusSis$ pro¢
toto tuSeni ti bere kazdé pravo
uderFit zpét

Pochopis

z motylich k¥idel v podleti

a z noci po niz prijde smutné rano
Zze smysl neni v cili

zitrku

tom co bude

tom co nebude

rybé jiz zitra ulovis

pisku v némz jednou zanecha$ svou stopu
budoucnu

détech

v dovrseném dile

Pochopis

Zze smysl neni nic nez sméfFovani
Nic nez smérFovani

A den a noc

A den a noc

A den a noc

Smérovani

nic vic nez smérovani

Je chatrna tva lod

JjiZ vS8ichni opustili

Nic nez smérovani

Nic vic

<K < <<K<K<K<K <L

Od dneSka k zitFku
0d psiho k viI€imu
0d oseni do klasu

Because - though you do not know for sure
although you merely sense why -

this conjecture takes from you every right
to strike back

Then a pair of butterfly wings at the beginning
of summer

and a night after which a sad morning follows

will make you understand

that the meaning lies not in your goal

in your tomorrow

in whatever will come

in whatever will not come

in a fish which you shall ca.tch tomorrow

in the sand in which one day you "1l leave your
imprint

in the future

in your children

in a completed work of your lifetime

You will discover

that the meaning is in the striving itself

Nothing but striving

And a day and a night

And a day and a night

And a day and a night

The striving

nothing more but striving

That ship of yours is fragile

abandoned by everyone

Nothing but striving

Nothing more

From today to tomorrow
From dog-like to wolf-like
From green fields to the ears
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Kalifornie

Blazniva zemé
Kalifornie

Pocasi

teplé v listopadu
Palmy a kaktusy
Nebe a akvamarin
Jsou vanoce

a kaktusy si kvetou
More

je studené

Je z ného

hexlSlus muribundus
a boleni v krku
Slunce sviti
Strané kvetou

Nad hlavou
nehlu¢né poletuji
Ctveroocka Sestakova
babo¢nik olivovy
Nepovédomi motylové
nerodné zemé

California

A crazy land
California

The weather

warm in November

Palm trees and cacti
The sky aquamarine

It is Christmas

and cacti are in bloom
The ocean

cold

It causes

hexenschuss moribundus
and sore throat

The sun is shining
The slopes are turning green
Above your head
silently glide
Fourtheon Dimeless
Bobolus Olivionis
Unfamiliar butterflies
of the non-native land
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Ulice

Barevny

slunny den

Svét

se sklada do basné

automaticky

Bélava housenka Skolniho autobusu
pomalu travi rdznorody naklad

Ve skromnych stinech odvaznych minisukni
bezelstné tusis vdech sedm divl svéta
Inspirace

jak prisloveény ok¥idleny kdn

usedd na helmu strédZznika na kFizovatce
a ziva

Od stanice

se po parkovisti rozbiha bzucici
Jdu na zapad

a pode mnou

vesele k vychodu uhani zemékoule

veeli roj

The Street

A colorful

sunny day

The world

is folding itself

into a poem

A whitish caterpillar of a school bus

slowly digests its variegated content

In modest shadows of daring miniskirts

you guilelessly sense all of the world's seven
wonders

The inspiration

like the proverbial winged horse

is settling on top of the traffic policeman's
helmet

yawns

From the station

a humming bee swarm spills over the parking lot
I am heading West

Under me

toward the East

Earth rushes merrily



Florian

Zjevil se z mlhy

odnikud

tak jako Kristus

a jako on

mél jenom opanky a svatozar kol cela

Chtéla bys

rekl jakoby nic kdyz mne mijel
uslysSet

plvodnz pisnicku za deset cent(?

A néco ve mné

syrového a strasné podobného

silené uspéchanosti dvacatého véku

jez nema cas naslouchat plvodnim pisnickam
ani obirat se letem ptak{

to néco za mne odpovédélo Ne

A on se pouze usmél

tak jako Kristus Usmévem vécné rozdavajicich
a zazrakem

opét se rozplynul v bélavé ranni mize
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Florian

He appeared

from nowhere

like Christ

and. like him

had only sandals and. a halo ‘'round, his head.
Would you like

to hear

he asked in passing

an original song for ten cents?

And. something in me

very civilized

like a mad rush of this century

which has no time to listen to original songs
nor contemplate the flight of birds

answered. NO

He sa.id nothing

merely smiled.

like Christ with the smile of an Eternal Giver
and miraculously

disappeared into the morning fog






Jesté

Nestélost v Case

a mékké poddavani se

od rana do zapadani
Prdsvitné

usedani slizd na okrajich

a Fetézovité otekavani tvarl
Jesté je nam

projit mnohou branou

Jesté je nam

promarnit mnoho dni

pro chléb a loze

Ale den

jiz ceka kdesi

vprostred tesknych mih

a jeho Cas se blizi

RlOZové zéare

a namodralé vecery

protnuté kiemennymi patefemi ¢&ind
Svita

Yet

Inconstancy in time

and soft yielding

from morning till sunset
Transparent

accumulation of slime along the edges
We have to yet

pass through many a gate

We have to yet

waste many days

for bread and a cot

But the day

already waits somewhere

in the midst of melancholy fogs

and its time is coming

Pink glares

and bluish evenings

intersected by quartz spines of acts
Day is breaking
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20. bFezna 1968

Prekrasny den

Slunce Slo zvolna po kopcich

Nahofe po lemu oblak

mé radostné srdce béZelo s nim

A mdj kan dobry byl

ma lasko

i kdyz se jenom loudal

Zlatymi kopyty o bilé kameni bil

a vsedni starosti mé po vlaknech vétru
do dalek odplouvaly

Zdalo se mi

Ze v jiném svété Ziju

snad pred sto nebo pred tisicem let
a Ze se jen tak po obzorech toulam
svobodny ¢lovék

pastevec davnych stad

neomezeny prostorem a c¢asem

A nebylo

kdo by mi predem vytkl cestu vpred
Kln po vlastni vGli sledoval Fiéni tok
a ja se téSila na svdj vederni ohen
Tak bylo mi dnes

A kdyz se ki dal v cval

mé srdce lehci bylo nad pirko holubi

Prekrasny den

Proc ale tedy

lasko

je mi ted tolik lito

Ze sama jela jsem

a ty Zes' tam zdstal sam?

The Tenth of March 1968

A splendid day

The sun slowly walked over the hills
Along the rim of clouds above

my joyous heart ran along

And my horse was good

my love

although he merely sauntered

His golden hooves pounded the white stones
and upon filaments of the wind

my ordinary cares were floating into the distance

I dreamt

I was living in another world

perhaps a hundred or a thousand years ago
aimlessly roaming the horizons

a free man a shepherd of ancient flocks
neither limited in space nor time

And there was no one

who would chart my way beforehand

The horse followed the course of the river
I was looking forward to my evening bonfire
and when he began to gallop

my heart felt lighter than a dove s feather

A splendid day

But why then

my love

am | so sorry now

that 1 rode away

and you stayed there alone?



V. Nezval

Jde parkem
podivuhodny kouzelnik
a hraje na Salmaj
A listi
stromy
trava
za nim jdou
Na refyzi
v plasténce slunko
¢eka na tramvaj
Jde méstem
podivuhodny kouzelnik
a piska na flétnu
A okna
auta
kytice komin(
jdou za nim v Fadé
Jde parkem
podivuhodny kouzelnik
a z modrych oblak blejska
Jde méstem
podivuhodny kouzelnik
a na prochazku vede fantazii
jak pejska
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V. Nezval

Through the park
walks the wonderful wizard
plays the shawm

And leaves
trees
and grass
follow him

At the traffic island
a raincoated sun
waits for a tram
Through the city
walks the wonderful wizard
plays the flute
And windows
cars
and bouquets of chimneys
follow him in a beeline
Through the park
walks the wonderful wizard
and lightening strikes
out of clear blue skies
Through the city
walks the wonderful wizard
and leads imagination by the string
like a dog

V. Nezval - A Czech poet /1900 - 1958/
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Den zmlkl

Krvavy pomeran¢ slunce

se kutali z kopcl

aby se stal na noc anglickou lahvi
oh¥ivajici ploutve do modra zk¥Fehlych ryb

V domé podzemnimi tény

zpiva vodovodni potrubi

Cerna kocka

se vratila z vypravy do zapraSenych kefi
s Sedivou pavouci vlajkou na levém uchu

Do pdlnoci
Sest hodin bez dvou

Zbyva

jit bez odpovédi

a vahou svého srdce
prorazet zelezny kruh

The day grew quiet

The bloody orange of the sun

rolls from the hills

to become night's hot water bottle

that keeps warm the fins of blue-cold fishes

The plumbing inside the house

sings underground melodies

A black cat

returned from its expedition into the dust-covered
bushes

with the remains of spider 's web on its left ear

It's six minus two
to midnight

All that remains

is to keep going without awaiting answers
and with the weight of one's heart

keep breaking out of the iron circle






50

Srpen

Ne
to nezakryl jasné slunce
kfidlem letici sokol
Ne
to nezbarvil Feky
krvi ranény losos
To vichr ze stepi
S nebe ti odehnal slunce
To stepnich kopyta koni
pustila zilou tvym Fekam
zemé Vaclavova

Ne
to nevyjel Muromec

zveCera pod Siré nebe
Ne
to neposlal Popovic

za liSkou kalenou strelu
To vnuk Cingiz-chandv

své na zapad zavedl hordy
To Slavik Loupeznik

hvizdem svym lek&a tva stada
kolébko mého rodu

O knize

Z obruby Tvého plasté

po nocich vychazeji hvézdy
Dej

necht zahveji

zavatou

prochladlou zemi



August

No
it was not a flying falcon
that covered the bright sun with its wing
No
not a wounded salmon
that colored the rivers with its blood
It was a gale from the steppes
that chased the sun from your skies
the hooves of steppe horses
that started the bloodletting of your rivers
the land of Wenceslas

No
it was not the hero of Murom

who rode out into the open at dusk
No
not Popovich

who sent a tempered arrow after a fox
It was Genghis Khan's grandson

who led his hordes to the West
the Nightingale Robber

who is frightening your flocks with his whistle

the cradle of my tribe

Oh Prince

From the hem of your cloak
the stars arise at night
Please

let them warm

the snow-ladden

shivering land
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Léto

Zas dést

Umira hlina pod kofeny strom(
Vam doma

¢as nabiha na ostré noze
Vétrné korouhvicky

chté nechté ukazuji k pUlnoci

Co napsat

aniz by se palac proboril
Co Fici

aniz by se kolo polamalo?

Hlava v ohni
v8ak ranéna uz davno z mramoru

A srdce?

Jesté bije

Summer

Again the rain

The soil under the roots of trees is dying

For you at home

time rushes against the knife-point

The weathercocks

point toward midnight whether they want to or not

What to write

without making the palace come crashing down
What to say

without at the same time breaking the wheel?

The head is on fire
but shoulders are of marble already for a long time

And the heart?

Still beats
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Opustény sklenik

Zastupy razi

jak Fady bojovnik{
jez kdosi povolal
v8ak pred bitvou Fek'
NE

Tak stoji

v plné zbroji

stale jeSté prevysujice plevel nepratel
zbésile se tisnici u jejich kotnikd

Ztemnélé trny do ostra nabrousené
zahorklym vzduchem protinaji teply vzduch
Zhavé nadSeni

jimz zprvu horce rudé plaly kvéty

den po dni zchlada

Opojna viné rosolovité sladkosti
den co den hrozi vytrysknout az k nebi
a sklenik rozmetat

Avsak kazdé noci

podle a neviditelné

lehounky pFidech hnilobného pachu
zadrhava se kolem utlych stonkd
Uporné rdousi nerozdanou krasu

a jeden po druhém

vyrazi rezaveéjici trny mece

z jejich unavenych

nekonecnym Cekanim k smrti unavenych
rukou

An Abandoned Hothouse

Rows of roses

like lines of men

whom someone bade to stand ready

but who - before the onset of the battle -
have been told

NOT to fight

So they stand
in full armour
taller than the weedy circle of enemies
furiously crowding around their ankles

In bitter rage
carefully sharpened thorns
pierce the warm air

The glowing enthusiasm
which first made the blooms glow red and hot
evaporates day by day

The intoxicating fragrance of overpowering sweetness
daily threatens to burst to the sky
and demolish the hothouse

But every night

stealthily and invisibly

a slight waft of a decay-like odor
little by little encircles the fragile stalks
furiously strangles their unspent beauty
and one by one

wrestles the rusting swords

from their

endlessly waiting

death tired

hands



Sedm pfikladd ze slovologie

Havrani

Zemé kalicha

Chrleni krve

Cas ranhoji¢

Zvratky

Staleti

Erb

Na holych
vétvich

Pro chléb
a viru
Pro

chléb

a

viru

Neustava

ZZernald usti zil
pomiji
slepy

Zalykajice se

po vlastnich stopach
sebe

nepoznavame

Sevieni trhakl
na sahy

unika
ztucénélé maso

Lvi spar
zataty
v nahou hlinu
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Seven Examples from Wordology

Ravens

The Land of the Chalice

The Spitting up of Blood

Time the Healer

The Vomit

Centuries

The Coat of Arms

On naked
branches

For bread
and faith
For

bread

and

faith

Never stops

Blind

ignores

the blackened entrances
of veins

Choking

even by our own tracks
we do not recognize
ourselves

Fattened flesh

by far

escapes

grip of the canine teeth

A lion's claw
half-plunged
into the naked soil






Co zbyva
po poslednim ténu
ve stinu osamélé struny

Treskuté zimochvéni plastd
Hrdlicek na vasSi studni o jednu méné
Kolejnice pres chuchelsky most spleteny
V Uhledny cop
Nejisty Usmév opreny o zajaté zuby
Jistota vasi nejistoty mou jistotu podlamujici
Plachy navrat do otevieného Ilna noci pro lesklou
perlu svatokradeznymi prsty nedotenou
V' kostech
ebenovy pocit neodbytného védomi
ze tam i zpét
v 1 ja
nevyhnutelné naplfiujeme
viastni osud
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That
Which Remains in the Shadow of a Lonely String
After the Last Tone

A bitter winter shiver of the cloaks
Of the doves on your well one is missing
The railroad tracks over the bridge in Chuchle
molded into a neat braid
An uncertain smile supported by clenched teeth
The certainty of your uncertainty undermining
my own certainties
A shy return into the open womb of the night
for a shiny
pearl untouched by sacrilegious fingers
In the bones
an ebony feeling of inescapable knowledge
that there and back
you and |
are unavoidably fulfilling
each our own destiny






Zazrak

A kdyz si myslis

Ze vSechno smireno

Zes ke Zlabu pfFivazal jiZz vSechny vzpurné koné
Zivot

ten potulny vztekly pes

se znenadani zastavi u tvych dveri
posmésné zvedne nohu

a jeho tiché rozezlené zavrceni
zpretrha uzdy vyrazi kruhy z Zlabl
a vzpurné koné s hfivami rozevlatymi
vyzene do noci

A Miracle

When you think
that everything has been finally reconciled
that you have tied all the wild horses

to the manger
life
that wandering rabid dog
all of a sudden makes a stop at your door
mockingly lifts his hind leg
and his quiet and angry snarl
severs all the bridles
tears the tie-posts from the manger
and chases the wild horses with

wind-blown manes
into the night
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A zemé

ta vérna

nevycitajici ani tim Ze je

se temné rozkymaci

sledujic mi¢ky kazdy vzlet i pad
a ceka

tak jak jen umi vékovita moudrost
az bude nejhdrF

A ty

svou Kkrvi vé&&né Stvany kdovi kam
se posléz vratis

po tolikaté

obli¢ej v travu

prsty do hliny

a ona tihu tvého srdce vypije
tvou touhu zkonejsi

a jako vSechno uzékoni i plac
do Fadu véci — —

And the earth

the faithful one

which does not reproach even by the mere fact
of her existence

begins to sway darkly

quietly watching every flight and fall

and waits

as only ancient wisdom knows to wait

till the worst comes to the worst

And you

forever chased God knows where by your blood
will return at last

as you have done so many times before

your face to the grass

fingers into the soil

and she will soak all the heaviness in your heart

quiet down your longing

and - like everything else - shall enter even the
weeping

into the law of things — —



Jdes

cernym lesem

a bilé stromy

ti podavaji zkrehlé ruce
Na dné

rziva reka

po nocich odplavuje

tvé hrichy poledni

a Cas

ten dychavicény stin
vecné v patach

Ve stopach

zelené hvézdy nabobtnalého mechu
jiskrami srsi

a mocal

pod nohou uhyba

Vs$ak ruce stroml

a je jich tolik ze slunce nedohlédas
té vedou vzhlru

az posléze

jdes po vrcholcich
jisté jde§

a svétla prival

ti oci pfFivira

prestoze uvnitfF

vSe leha popelem — —
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You walk

through a black forest

White trees

extend to you their frost-bitten hands
At night

the rusty river beneath

washes away

your mid-day sins

and time

that shadow of a short breath

always behind your heels

In your tracks

the green stars of water-drenched moss
are emitting sparks

and underfoot

the bog keeps giving in

The hands of trees

SO many you cannot see the sun

lead you upwards

until at last you walk over the summits
with ease

and the flood of light

makes your eye-lids quiver

although on the inside

everything is turning to ashes
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A tu

rozhodna chvile

0 niz jsi vzdycky s jistotou védél
Ze prijde

té vrhne k propasti

VIidné

stromy dole

sveési své ruce

po ovéim skloni hlavy

aty

nemaje nadéje Ze by ses mohl vratit

se srdcem do béla zakutym v kamenné kry

Uzkostné ocCekavas

hlubinu svého péadu

A zazrak

PFestoze nahle kolem uz neni stroml
v zaplavé svétla ty nadale jisté jdes
¢as hlinu tvar

v ustydlych rukou uUzkostné potézkavas
a potom

sdm a sém

se jednoho tichého dne

dotknes

své uplné prvni

duhy — — —

And then

a decisive moment

you have always known wvill come
throws you to the edge of an abyss
The kind

trees underneath

let go of their hands

lower their heads like sheep

and you

having no hope of ever going back
with the heart white-tempered into stony floes
anxiously await

the depth of your fall

Then a miracle occurs

There are suddenly no more trees

In a flood of light you continue walking firmly
anxiously weighing in your hands grown cold
the time the clay the shape

and then one quiet day

all alone

you touch your very first

rainbow — — —
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