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			SÁNDOR KÁNYÁDI 

			

			Times change. Today’s Hungarian readers do not need to hastily burn Kányádi’s poems when officers of the secret police ring the doorbell. Today’s readers just turn the knob on their car stereo and begin to listen to Kányádi’s audiobook on DVD (although some of them will keep the windows shut – just in case). 

			Times do not change. Listening to Kányádi’s poems is still a moment of celebration. 

			Listening to his poems, the driver automatically lowers the car windows, because he knows that the foul air of the air-conditioner will strangle the words. He feels a sudden urge to pull over to the side of the road and turn off the engine. 

			Times change. Since 1989 Kányádi is allowed to write without Communist censorship. Western readers might think that this led to radical changes in his voice or choice of topics. But this is not the case. Kányádi was unwilling to offer convenient truths under Communism, and he is unwilling to do so now. 

			Times do not change. The doorbell still rings, although today it is no longer the secret police pushing the bell, but the beggar who wants to spend the night in the staircase of our condo. And when they ring Kányádi’s door, he wonders: the front door was locked, and a buzzer installed, but “if I had done what I should have done...” 

			Prof Helga Lénárt-Cheng,
St. Mary’s University, California 

			

		


		
			INTRODUCTION TO SÁNDOR KÁNYÁDI’S POETRY 

			

			Sándor Kányádi, the foremost Hungarian poet, defines a poem as having three equally important parts: The title, the body of the poem, and underneath the date and place of its origin. Reviewing poetry books, I often wish the author and the editors would keep that in mind. An intriguing title may call attention to a poem, but that’s not enough; the title should lead the reader into the poem and enhance his understanding of it: So that’s what the title meant! And no poem exists in a vacuum; the social and historical context is all important and can be made clear by the date and the locale. 

			This triptych-like approach applies even more emphatically in the case of translations. The language difference is only one of the problems, and not necessarily the most important one. The cultural difference is taken for granted but rarely understood and never explained, and yet a poem may have an entirely different role to play in the original than in the culture to which it has been transplanted. Concepts, symbols, metaphors may have totally different underlying meanings; they may resonate with a different history, or may be colored by a different tentacle of world politics and thus seen from a totally different perspective. Whoever says basically all people are the same under the skin believes all people are like him. A title that succinctly prepares the reader of the original by setting up the proper expectation and alluding to the necessary background information may be totally meaningless or even misleading in translation. The same goes for the date and place of composition; the significance of a date may be lost in the target culture and the place may not even be on its map. If they want to do justice to the poem, both the translator and the editor must be prepared to spoon-feed the translation to the reader, not with sugarcoating, but with a little illumination smoothly and unobtrusively mixed so as to create a mindset receptive to the author’s world. 

			With these basics out of the way, we can now concentrate on the major issue, the cultural, political, and social discontinuities between nations. One poem, or even a dozen, would be hard to select from current US literature to give a representative sample of the prevailing world view in this country today. Yet when we look at a poem in translation we automatically expect to look through a window into another land. And we don’t care – or we don’t notice – that the window may be tinted with colors that are unknown to us. Thus, the tint, whether smoky or rose-colored, may impart something to the picture we see through that window, and may even determine the function of that window. 

			Modern Hungarian literature reflects a society shaped by conflicting historical and political forces. It is commonly assumed that smaller countries are backwaters where not much happens to disturb the traditional way of life, but the enormous changes the world has experienced in the past two hundred years have buffeted Hungary even more than some of the major players; every political and ideological movement, every artistic fashion, and every literary trend emanating from Western Europe have had their echoes in Hungary, albeit with some local flavor added. And often with considerable delay. 

			Political developments and their cultural manifestations are not always in a clear-cut relationship. Take for example the Romantic Revolution, the first major movement of modern Western literature. This liberation of the individual did not start during the Age of Enlightenment – which focused on perfecting society instead of rejecting it in favor of the individual – and not even with the French Revolution, but with the disillusionment that set in in its aftermath. No wonder; with a megalomaniac Napoleon as the guardian of the goals and values of the Revolution, who wanted to bother? Wordsworth waxed enthusiastic about the French Revolution while it was in progress, but he did nothing to translate his sympathies into political activity at home; he did not call for the head of his own monarch. He was happy in his country estate, away from the troubles of the world, away from society, perfect or not. Perfectible or not. He did not care. And that must have been an immensely liberating experience for him and the other Romantics right behind him, Byron, Shelly and Keats. Add to that the German Sturm und Drang movement, and we have not only the beginnings of modern literature but the modern age as we know it. 

			Unfortunately, the Romantic ideal moved eastwards at a glacial speed. During the nineteenth century Russia was still busy trying to digest the Age of Enlightenment and look for ways to perfect society. Even more, unfortunately, the liberation of the individual did not get there until it was too late, when Russia was already the captive of the perfect society, designed by Marx and Lenin according to the blueprints of communism. 

			Hungary lay somewhere halfway between England and Russia. Ravaged by marauders from the east for centuries and almost as backward as Russia, it was under Western rule for a change, under the Habsburgs, but still mired in a feudalistic system, and ripe for revolution. Both social and national. And they both materialized in 1848. The Romantic ideal was subverted by political circumstances and put at the service of the revolution. Sándor Petőfi, the national poet of Hungary was there: “If you have nothing else to sing about / but your own joys and ire, / the world has no need of you; / put aside the holy lyre.” 

			He was only 26 at the time and already the leading poet of his country. Well-versed in Western poetry, he managed to merge the ideal of Romanticism with national liberation, exulting in both: “Liberty and love, / These two are dear to me; / I’ll give up my life for love, / And my love for liberty!” His words turned out to be prophetic, and he found his death on the battlefield, at the hands of a Russian lancer, a member of a tsarist expeditionary force sent by the Habsburg scheme to suppress the Hungarian bid for independence. Petőfi gave his life for the revolution, but his spirit lived on like a firebrand for the next 100 years: This acceptance of the leadership role imposed on poets dominated the Hungarian literary scene up through a compromise with Austria in 1868 that made Hungary a nominal partner in the Austro-Hungarian Empire and through the aftermath of WW I, the Paris peace negotiations that ended with the entente powers punishing Hungary more than Austria for losing the war. Hungary was deprived of two-thirds of her territory, including Transylvania, the province that kept Hungarian identity and culture alive all through Mongolian, Turkish, and Austrian invasions. Those were trying times that needed the solace that only poets could provide for the shared pain, and they were followed by the Great Depression and the horrors of WWII, again times that pressed poets into service as keepers of the spirit. 

			In the West, including the US, the alienation of the poets from society is taken for granted. Poetry rarely joined itself to social activism, and, blissfully, it was never exploited for propaganda; poets were never solicited to support one or another political cause, for or against the government, except when the poet volunteered his services (Kipling), or when overwhelming events swept the poet into the larger picture as in the case of Walt Whitman. By and large, poets in the West stayed on the sidelines, wishing plague on both houses of society. Such luxury of detachment was not afforded to the poets of small nations whose very survival was often at stake, and the poets could not help but get involved. 

			Throughout these times the willingness of Hungarian poets not only to portray but also to share these experiences with their people was considered part of their ars poetica, an integral component of literary art. But the imposition of communism by the invading Soviet Union muddied the picture, grim as it was. At first, right after liberation in 1945, communism seemed like the perfect plan for a perfect society. It offered a complete break with the intoxicating myths of the past and promised a bright new world. It was not only old-line leftists who rallied to the Party but a large number of young idealists, among them the budding poet, Sándor Kányádi. His poem “Dipping of the Flag” is a rare combination of good poetry and propaganda (although a recent critic called it a fish that had lost the water around it): 

			Years fly by, wrinkles flourish, 

			gray hairs start thinning out 

			and so do the rows of comrades of old. 

			

			Only the red of the flag doesn’t fade, 

			only the Party doesn’t age, 

			it remains strong and young; 

			with every passing year 

			it grows in strength and rejuvenates. 

			

			Only the red of banners doesn’t fade, 

			only the Party doesn’t age, 

			it gathers the youth of every generation, 

			the warmth of millions of working hands 

			feeds its youth to spurt and bloom – 

			our youth feels immortal in our hands 

			as we hold the red banner of 

			an enormous, eternal spring. 

			This poem was composed in response to a desperate request from the editor of the single Hungarian-language newspaper for young readers. The Party authorities had given an ultimatum to the paper: print a quality poem on the front page for the celebration of the 40th anniversary of the Romanian Communist Party or cease publication. The editor had discovered Kányádi a few years earlier reading a handwritten poem of his posted in a high school bulletin board and he knew whom to call upon. And the poet saw the preservation of the language as his first duty regardless of politics. From then on this poem was published every year and the poet was established for life. Or was he? Yes, it provided a good cover for the poet who was rapidly getting disillusioned with the heavy-handed tactics of the Party. And no, he did not accept a sinecure the Party could have given him as a loyal spokesman; he did not even accept membership, which was a requirement for a decent job. He started the life of a chameleon, a life of passive resistance in a very measured way. He could never be critical of the system or the leadership, but never again did he give it his whole-hearted support, especially when it was demanded of him and of every other writer who wanted to be published. 

			Lenin defined writers as the “engineers of the soul” and expected them to provide propaganda for the great project of building Communism. Stalin brutally enforced that idea when he came to power (see the suicide of the best, such as Mayakovsky, Gorky, etc, and the arrests of others like Babel, Mandelstam , etc). After World War II, Stalin’s henchmen tried to do the same in Eastern Europe in the name of class struggle. They did not simply redefine the “engineers of the soul” as writers of advertising jingles and overblown phrases in the service of the regime, but branded those who hesitated to fall in line as enemies of the people. 

			Kányádi complied with these demands by carefully choosing the objects of his praise and phrasing it in a way that did not compromise his artistic integrity. For example, by commemorating Mayakovsky in a long poem he found a safe way to celebrate a rebellious spirit of the poet and express his socialist commitment without selling out to the increasingly autocratic Party bosses. 

			When he had lost not only his friends 

			but also his voice 

			and got tired of 

			his one true love, 

			

			this world, 

			he stepped through the window 

			and stayed standing still. 

			(Fragment from “Mayakovsky”) 

			A turning point came for writers who had just been coasting along with lip service and faint praise when the 1956 Hungarian Uprising was brutally crushed by Soviet tanks. Quite a few of them were jailed, and Kányádi would have been among them if his poem “Diary Entries” had managed to get into print: 

			The light, the light 

			on bayonet tips galore. 

			Not the kind of light though 

			I’ve been waiting for. 




			The wind, the wind, 

			swirling with soldier smell, 

			don’t you blow away the truth 

			my soul once had to tell. 

			

			The blood, the blood, 

			against my brain it wildly beats. 

			Oh god, if Thou art in heaven, 

			stop the blood flow in the streets. 

			* 

			Along the Danube tanks are trampling 

			over the revolution’s fragile flora, 

			the blood of my blood floods the river; 

			why did you fire at me, Aurora?! 

			The guns of the battleship “Aurora” gave the signal for the start of the Russian Revolution on Nov. 7, 1917, in Saint Petersburg, a revolution still idealized at that time in the minds of many who hoped for a better future for mankind through the radical overhaul of social structures. The poet saw the Soviet repression of the Hungarian demands for a more democratic socialism as a betrayal of the ideals of socialism itself. Of course, the poem was never published; in fact, it was burned during a raid in the poet’s apartment and only preserved in his and his friends’ memory. 

			In the nineteen-sixties, with Stalin’s shadow slowly fading away, the communist regimes of Eastern Europe tried to achieve a truce, however uneasy, with the creative writers. Under Kádár, the new Soviet puppet, the new slogan said: “If you are not against us you are with us.” Under this more tolerant policy anything was acceptable unless it questioned the authority of the Party and the soundness of the System. But the prizes and rewards were reserved for those who continued to toe the Party line. 

			As to be expected, a small group of writers knuckled under and went along with the role of public servant, obediently churning out jingles for the government’s massive ad campaigns. The others, those who continued to write, had to find indirect ways of channeling their inspiration and fulfilling their responsibility to deliver the truth. Their response varied individually, but most of their poetic channels can be illustrated by poems from the pen of Sándor Kányádi, who lived through those difficult decades with his artistic and moral integrity intact. Who else could better represent the persistence of the Hungarian spirit than a poet born (1929) Hungarian in Transylvania under Romanian rule, where members of his ethnic minority were treated as second-class citizens as well as subjected to regimentation by the police apparatus of a perfectible society? 

			Avant-garde poetry, as practiced in the West, was frowned upon by officialdom as decadent, but not forbidden outright, because the message was buried in either formalistic experimentation or surrealistic imagery and thus escaped the attention of the censors. Both approaches were eagerly embraced by the unofficial poets. Kányádi shows himself a master of both. Let’s look at the first approach in a poem entitled “Mantra”: 

			Deep in neutral waters 

				without human presence 

				electronic brains compute 

				without human presence 

			the precise and true picture 

				without human presence 

			of the world to come 

				without human presence 

			My favorite example of Kányádi’s use of playfully surrealistic image in the employ of a deadly serious message is exemplified by the short-short poem “In Preview”: 

			this silence will prove 

			to be a deaf and heavy 

			tongueless bell 

			that someone will 

			slowly lower over us 

			Socialist aesthetics, almost by definition, had to embrace folk art in all its forms, which gave poets another inconspicuous avenue of dissent against Soviet domination. Kányádi, having been born in a small village, had his roots in folk ballads and folk songs, and he reveled in poetry written in the same vein: 

			My good king my sire 

			should high heaven’s choir 

			allow you to be heard 

			please put in a word 

			

			for us to have this grand 

			protocol be banned 

			things are getting worse 

			surely for its curse 

			

			protect us with your cloak 

			so fear can’t make us choke 

			on our tongues that we must 

			bite off in self-disgust 

			(from “All Souls’ Day in Vienna”) 

			But the strategy most commonly used by poets was to avoid important subjects and to write about personal experience, about the small world they inhabited, and to leave politics out of their poetry. They turned inward, because there was no other place to turn. And this was the path followed by most poets, even those who tried to smuggle some nuggets of criticism into their poetry when they could. Even Kányádi felt compelled sometimes to throw up his hands and turn away from the problems of society: 

			I too was running 

			but numbed by lightning 

			my fear 

			made me take root 

			

			you on the run 

			keep on running 

			flee the storm 

			do not seek shelter 

			under my limbs 

			(from “The Tree”) 

			The regime change caught everyone by surprise, not only the political scientists, the ideologists, the apologists, and Western pundits, but even the poets of Eastern Europe as well. Most poets just went on with their navel-gazing exercises, not knowing which way to turn, how to deal with the rapid changes. 

			Kányádi, clear-eyed as he is about the problems of liberation from monolithic communist domination, remains committed to his community, to the effort of shaking up his fellow countrymen so they might make better use of their newfound freedom for the benefit of all; all clans, ethnic groups, and religions instead of the situation he perceives in “Prefab Lines for Swan Songs”. 

			we blame each  other for the same 

			we pile the same on each other

			we nail it to each other

			no difference between us

			

			we stalk each other

			we fall upon each other

			we strangle each other

			no difference between us

			

			we suck each other’s blood

			we blow each other up

			we devour each other

			no difference between us

			

			Sándor Kányádi and his generation are fighting a rearguard action while slowly yielding the field to a younger generation of poets who are totally disillusioned with the slogans and the self-serving rhetoric of the past century. The only thing they claim as their inheritance is alienation from society. Thus, it is impossible to understand poetry produced in Hungary today without being aware of the essential ingredients missing from it, the subjects it consciously avoids. Poetry used to command attention because of the important message it had to deliver, but the most striking feature of contemporary Hungarian poetry is what has been eviscerated from it. The rest is now just subterfuge, the bravado of dirty words, knee-jerk imitation of Western European nihilism, and the tattered posters for a past event, peeling with the paint from the crumbling edifice of contemporary culture. What was once the exuberant assertion of the individual human being by the original Romantics has now become the cynical denial of all societal values. 

			On the other hand, one could say that Hungarian poetry has finally grown up, and with the country joining EU, the poets are free to join their counterparts in the West in their rejection of the traditional values of Western Civilization. Or else, one could mourn the passing of Petőfi’s spirit that had survived the horrors of the last century so as to succumb now to globalization. 

			The major part of Kányádi’s ouevre was born under – and in opposition to – Ceausescu’s dictatorial regime, and yet his politically savvy poems and epigrams from that era still hold up under the very different challenges of a globalized world: 

			I fear him 

			you fear him 

			he fears 

			we fear him 

			you fear him 

			they fear 

			This wordplay“Conjugation in Contemporary Tense“ can be applied to many of the world leaders of today. Thus by focusing on the particular, the passing moment, the acute reality of observation, Kányádi made the universal the overarching theme of his forever contempory poetry. 

			

			Paul Sohar

			

		


		
			A POEM IS SOMETHING YOU HAVE TO TELL 

			(A vers az, amit mondani kell) 

			 

			That was the answer a schoolchild in a village gave on one of my reading tours of the countryside. What is a poem? was the question, his own, and he had addressed it to me, obviously prompted by the teacher. Caught off-guard I had tossed the question back to him the way the frightened soldier of the old war stories threw back the yet unexploded hand grenade. 

			“Well, what do you think a poem is?” 

			“A poem is something,” he was clinging to my gaze for encouragement, “that you have to tell.” 

			At first a stifled snicker rippled through the classroom. Is that all? You tell stories, you tell jokes… and you tell poems… Only the two of us stood there in awe. 

			His was mostly due to relief of having rid himself of that boomerang but also to gratitude for my not joining in the general laughter. 

			And mine was due to the realization that this schoolchild found a simple way to formulate a truism I had long entertained but was unable to put into plain words. It was as if I had been brushed by a breeze coming from the beginning of time. A poem is something you have to tell. 

			As if, startled from his slumber, Homer had opened his blind yet light-filled eyes at me. 

			As if poems exiled into books since Gutenberg had risen and hurried back home, to stand up at the podium, appear on screen and sing marching on tape or dancing around on a disk. 

			As if Sándor Petőfi, our national poet, had sat down among us. 

			A poem is something you have to tell. 

		


		
			DEW UPON A STAR 

			(Harmat a csillagon) 



			RAIN HELD OVER 

			(Hosszú eső) 

			

			The city is a sunken harbor: 

			with fog lights on, streetcars circling 

			like hungry sharks, gobbling up sodden 

			passengers before shoving them out into the street. 

			

			The city is a sunken harbor: 

			yellowish light-scum and 

			light-eating algae stick 

			to the window panes. 

			

			The city is a sunken harbor; 

			the lightning bolts are lighthouses 

			suddenly toppling over with a rumble, 

			

			no longer able to keep head above water. 

			How lonely the Sun must feel up there, 

			rocked by the waves washing over us. 

			1961 

			

			YELLOW MARIGOLDS 

			(Sárga kankalin) 

			

			In a lacquered black mug 

			yellow marigolds, 

			

			one for each departed 

			the lacquered black mug holds. 

			

			My mother was the first of 

			the yellow marigolds. 

			

			More and more departed 

			the lacquered black mug holds, 

			

			till it’s overflowing 

			with yellow marigolds. 

			1963 

			

			WINTER DUSK 

			(Téli alkony) 

			

			The sun plunges into a birch grove. 

			Their bark turns red like bloody meat. 

			Licking their chops, packs of wolves 

			are clambering for something to eat. 

			

			They drag their shadows from the valley, 

			they plow the snowbanks with their breasts: 

			horrifyingly 

			darkened arabesques. 

			

			Whimpering and howling high, 

			they attack each other’s skin, 

			ripping apart the bleeding sun: 

			winter dusk is settling in. 

			1961 

			

			RURAL PEACE POEM 

			(Vidéki békevers ) 

			

			War passed through here recently. 

			Left no ruins in its wake, 

			gathered only the horses 

			and their oats to take. 

			

			War passed through here and 

			confiscated wagons and then 

			the best 

			of the men. 

			

			Singing they went off toward the sun, 

			they went to war to have some fun. 

			

			The women were in tears putting 

			flowers in the barrels of the guns, 

			and prahm-pah-pahm, the song 

			sang nicely on the drums. 

			

			War passed through this village! 

			With black ribbon on his sleeve 

			the recruiting officer knocked on 

			doors and in his tracks came grief. 

			

			And the prayers said on Sundays 

			by the good old reverend 

			were of little use 

			in the end: 




			 

			All those horses and the wagons 

			never made it back, 

			and neither did the men 

			except the notices in black. 

			

			In the rifle barrel withered 

			bayonet bouquet; 

			without even a dirt blanket 

			the fallen were left to lay. 

			

			War passed through here recently. 

			Peace returned on crutches and a cane, 

			and sat down softly on the threshold 

			of its house there to remain. 

			

			They missed the horses but they shed 

			loud and long tears for the dead. 

			

			The crippled learned to live 

			like that from then on, 

			letting children take their place. 

			That’s the way it’s always done. 

			

			War passed through here recently. 

			Left no ruins in its wake, 

			gathered only the horses 

			and their oats to take. 

			

			War passed through here recently. 

			Passed through and still lingers here: 

			mothers and grannies will have 

			to bear it till they too disappear. 

			1960 

			

			DELUGE 

			(Zápor) 

			

			The broken wings of lightning bolts are 

			lashing my window. 

			The deluge is knocking. 

			I’m listening. 

			Hay bouquet and sweat of horses, 

			the smell of newborns; 

			my no-nonsense room is 

			sailing off with me like a ship. 

			

			The deluge is rocking me. 

			

			Then the flickering shore of memory 

			sinks into misty brown. 

			A colt sneezes and the soggy walls 

			of the barn come tumbling down. 

			1962 

			

			A WISH 

			(Kívánság) 

			

			There’s a woman who doesn’t exist, 

			(and yet she does in every woman), 

			and you’re not she, not this 

			non-existent woman who only flashes 

			here and there and within you too, 

			in a smile or a gesture of yours: 

			a woman known not to me 

			but to another man, 

			she makes other men suffer; – 

			I want you to introduce me 

			to that other woman, 

			and then I’ll believe you love me 

			like no one ever loved before. 

			1962 

			

			ON THE SHORE 

			(A parton) 

			

			The band’s drum out-thumps the sea, 

			neon outshines all the stars; 

			moonlight, chased away from shore, 

			floats alone on outer waves. 

			

			Dewdrops wither halfway down. 

			A quiet walk would do some good. 

			The sea is sobbing, the moon is still. 

			Shadows grow in solitude. 

			1961 

			

			TWICE THE FULL MOON... 

			(Kétszer kelt föl...) 

			

			Twice the full moon rose that night, 

			on our one and only night of nights, 

			the full moon rose so as to shine 

			and see us two, of all the sights. 

			

			Dawn arrived on three occasions, 

			three times turned its jeweled key; 

			dawn arrived on three occasions 

			and turned back quickly on all three. 

			

			Two full moons and three pure shiny 

			dew-dipped eyes of Sirius 

			are standing at the very zenith 

			and gushing all their light on us. 

			1963 

			

			AUTUMN ELEGY 

			(Őszi elégia) 

			

			Did the dew dry up on the forest floor 

			or did it turn to frost? 

			Does the lone doe still visit 

			the clearing where the full moon 

			used to come to rest? 

			

			Is the innocent palaver of the foliage 

			still what one can hear, 

			or is it shivering fear, deadening strife, 

			the lament of leaves bereft 

			of branches, 

			instead of the former harmony? 

			

			The moon is on the wane. The deer bolts 

			in fright, her loneliness grows a thicker coat. 

			A night with narrowed eyes is staring 

			bluntly at the barren autumn nuts and 

			the poisonous stars of bluebells. 

			1963 

			

			A PAIR OF POPLARS 

			(Két nyárfa) 

			

			Without you I just wouldn’t be, 

			without you leaning onto me, 

			without me here, what would you do 

			without me leaning onto you. 

			

			You and I, our shadows spread, 

			you’re salt in my daily bread, 

			on my mustache your smiles lie, 

			I’m a teardrop in your eye. 

			

			Your blood’s in me and mine in you, 

			you’re my lover and sibling too, 

			my blood in you and yours in me, 

			a lover and sibling you are to me. 

			

			You caress me as a breeze, 

			as a storm you do not tease, 

			I’m a breeze caressing your skin, 

			and a storm that can do you in. 

			

			Without you I just wouldn’t be, 

			without you leaning onto me. 

			We’re two splendid poplars made 

			to huddle in each other’s shade. 

			1958 

			

			SPRINGTIME GARDEN FIRES 

			(Tavaszi tüzek láttán) 

			

			Springtime garden fires are 

			coming back to life, flickering. 

			The remains of last year’s foliage 

			grow into smoke and sing. 

			

			Every garden is sacred ground now 

			for the ancient pagan rite. 

			Pious people are sacrificing 

			loam offerings 

			with pagan delight. 

			

			That’s man for you! 

			He delights in burning 

			the dried-up leaves 

			that delighted him last year 

			up on the trees. 

			

			How I envy those setting 

			these flame-laced pyres of the past! 

			You, my yesteryear, my old loam, 

			wouldn’t it be nice at last 

			to leave you alone? 

			

			I keep watching the fires 

			on my quiet way home: 

			I have no garden, 

			no fire of my own. 

			1955 

			

			DEW UPON A STAR 

			(Harmat a csillagon) 

			

			Although I’ve traveled through history, 

			I’m stubborn, more so than the brat 

			whose father vainly explains 

			that the moon is not a ball, 

			stubborn and even if punished a hundred times 

			I still seek the merciless truth 

			the hundred and first time. 

			That is my work. 

			

			The broken-winged bird of happiness 

			is thrashing in my hand; 

			I have to make it fly, 

			the broken-winged bird of happiness 

			that has been taking off and dropping back 

			for millennia. 

			

			I’ve been thrashing too, 

			– worn down by centuries –; 

			I pass out all my joys, 

			and share with you people my miseries. 

			

			Oh, the baroque balm of wondrous words, – 

			please, don’t prolong my pain! 

			Half truths: 

			short-lived Novocain. 

			Straight talk 

			can work wonders. 

			

			Kept on bread and water I say the same. 

			That’s why society keeps me around. 

			

			The moon is a ball! And, if by some chance, 

			I fail to catch it, I’ll be dew, dew on a star, 

			and Earth will seem brighter 

			to the neighboring planets. 

			And if the Sun calls me back, 

			let people truthfully say about me: 

			he did not associate with puddles, 

			but let lilies take baths in him, 

			come and gone the same way. 

			1963 

		


		
			TUNING OUT

			(Kikapcsolódás)

			 

			MY MEMORY 

			(Emlékezetem) 

			 

					an apparently endless reel of silent film, taken 

			of everything I’ve experienced, dreamt and inherited 

			going all the way back to mythological times; I even have 

			the primordial fog of creation preserved in a few frames. 

			Sometimes these images have the clarity of a personal 

			experience; I can conjure up the pyramid builders or 

			the Turkish invasion, the poet Petőfi with his fingers wrapped 

			around his pipe; I can recall the Nile, sun-soaked Hellenic fields, 

			places I’ve never seen with the same vividness as scenes 

			from my childhood, autumn dew under hazelnut bushes 

			or a shuttered village hut hiding anxious afternoons. 

			 

			I keep the film rolling, and now and then I try to add 

			bits of soundtrack to one or another passing frame. 

			1964 

			 

			MAY DISMAY 1957 

			(Májusi kétségbeesés) 

			 

			Pregnant with prison camp dreams, dark 

			clouds are raining down barbed wire–: 

			the downpour sizzles, pricks and jolts, 

			as if charged with electricity, 

			looping puddles on every roadway, roof and tree. 

			 

			Where’s the sky? 

			 

			Dwarfism slowly takes over, 

			man becomes hopelessly perplexed: 

			everyone on an errand 

			steals from one doorway to the next. 

			 

			Where’s the sky?....Where’s the sky? 

			 

			Nowhere is there the tiniest chink or crack 

			to yield a view toward lark-spirited, distant lands. 

			 

			The sky’s weeping with so much woe, 

			that the ground’s weeping with it. 

			 

			Weeping dreams are wilting on the vine, 

			so are startled twigs in soggy winds 

			and their rain-flicked buds. 

			In parks love is racked by sobs; the cruel heavens 

			take back their gift of warmth from the benches, 

			 

			and for days on end they keep dumping 

			a dense, barbed-wire deluge. 

			 

			Is this the blessing of May to bring forth the harvest? 

			Only the harvest of dismay! 

			 

			Puddles are drowning, drowned by lakes. 

			Debris-spirited creeks swell into rivers. 

			Mud is muddled with sobs. 

			 

			I’m standing by the window, 

			with eyes curtained by tears, 

			crying for lost lovers 

			and fruit-bearing trees. 

			Dated May,1957 

			 

			THE DREAMER 

			(Álmodó) 

			 

			I built a city in my dream and 

			displayed it saying, look, it’s mine. 

			 

			I laid out a road, look, it’s finished, 

			it runs past every traffic sign. 

			 

			Then I dreamed of light, its shimmer, 

			and let it carve a window where 

			 

			I can stand inspecting the bold 

			and borderless springtime air. 

			 

			Now I’ve got my window and 

			a room where I can recoup, 

			 

			a humble carpet for my soles 

			and a daily meal including soup. 

			 

			What else do you want, I’m asked, isn’t that 

			enough? I’m fine, I want to say 

			 

			with my head gently rolling as 

			I stand there, silent – dreaming away. 

			1965 

			 

			HYPOTHESIS 

			(Hipotézis) 

			 

			oceans and seas probably came into 

			being as demonstrative tools designed 

			to suggest something uplifting about time 

			beyond – or on this side of – what can be 

			expressed in an equation 

			something though that devalues itself 

			in our eyes by the timeworn tricks it 

			routinely pulls on nature and us 

			1964 

			 

			MIRAGE 

			(Tünemény) 

			 

			Smoke-colored village dusk you are. 

			Remembrance testingly kneads 

			the fragrant bread of your smile. 

			 

			Once upon a time there was a girl... 

			It’s no use trying to fit 

			a name into the story. 

			 

			I remember a cottage with a whitewashed forehead, 

			the full foliage of a mulberry tree, 

			and the herd coming home from the pasture. 

			An ox stopped to stare at us. – Move on, Rigo! – 

			there was a whack from the cowherd. 

			And Rigo’s bell started to ring again. 

			The frogs were tuning up in the goose pond; 

			the breeze was swinging the moon over the hill. 

			There was a hiss in the sedge. 

			I can remember it all, or just about all, 

			– I might even find the hillock in the marsh – 

			it’s only you, your face, your gestures that elude me. 

			Or else, were you nothing but 

			a never-to-be-forgotten smile 

			that tickles my memory 

			at every summer twilight 

			with smoke-flavored breeze? 

			Sometimes I can see you, even feel your hair 

			cascading between my fingers as back then. 

			But it’s no use, you’ve been abducted from me 

			and made to flee from one dusk to the next. 

			1964 

			 

			THAT EVENING 

			(Azon az estén) 

			 

			That evening the sky was like a deserted town 

			with the lights left on by the panic-stricken 

			population in their headlong escape. And yet, 

			portents and ominous signs were nowhere in sight, 

			only at dawn did the advance units start to appear 

			slowly, with caution: just a few squadrons of mist. 

			Then the armies marched on the scene, starting the invasion 

			from the north, east and west – down southward. 

			The arc-lights of the Milky Way were snuffed out one by one, 

			the Dippers fell off the wall along with the candles. Then, 

			total darkness. The occupation of the sky by the clouds was 

			complete and a day of plunder was declared . Right away 

			the locked formations of the well-disciplined troops were broken, 

			and the crazed sacking began; the conquerors smashed and crashed, 

			ripped out the plumbing, broke the windows and tossed out 

			the still flaming candelabras. They were driven by the 

			impotent fury at finding no one at home. No one in hiding, 

			no one resisting , no woman or child, not even a baby to splatter 

			against the wall, no one. They slashed open the pillows, the mattresses, 

			and after a while, since there was nothing else to do, they declared peace. 

			 

			And now peace prevails. It’s snowing. 

			1964 

			 

			WHITE SEAGULL PAIR 

			(Fehér sirálypár...) 

			 

			Wingtip to wingtip, a white seagull pair 

			flew up as one into the ink-blue 

			evening sky. But then they 

			parted up there and like 

			an exploding rocket fell 

			into the tender foam. 

			Nothing but a fleeting moment, a flash. 

			Yet after all these years I can still 

			see the delicate white line soar and fork into two 

			as etched by the white seagull pair 

			into the ink-blue evening sky. 

			1963 

			 

			FOR STRINGS AND PERCUSSION (BARTÓK) 

			(Húros és ütőhangszerekre) 

			 

			Drum 

			stutters. 

			Drummers. 

			Frazzled 

			violin whines. 

			 

			Ripped 

			tattered C’s 

			melodies 

			hide 

			a bitter prayer 

			inside: 

			 

			In the darkest thicket 

			snaps and cracks a branch 

			clutching so intently 

			a star-filled avalanche 

			 

			Dance. 

			Green grass choir, 

			floods of fire. 

			Wreath. 

			Forest-wreath. 

			 

			Meteorite shower. 

			Electron blast tower. 

			Whirling pools. 

			Nature rules. 

			Laws. 

			 

			Dashing deer, 

			pigeons cheer. 

			Pause. 

			Raw lumber violin, 

			the drum’s lively dog. 

			Buds on the violin. 

			 

			Frost-laced fog. 

			1963

			 

			 

			SNAPSHOT 

			(Pillanatkép) 

			 

			The shadow of a small cloud 

			sails across the sun-baked hillside, 

			neutralizing all the other shadows here: 

			the reapers look up, 

			the wheat starts to sway, 

			the spring stands amazed, 

			the rabbit starts, 

			the branch fidgets, 

			the hawk stands still. 

			Everyone and everything responds 

			in some way to the change. 

			 

			And then, things get back into 

			the usual rhythm of the world. 

			1964 

			 

			SPRING BALLAD 

			(Tavaszi ballada) 

			 

			Snake-time, betrayal-scented dawn! 

			Paralyzed stands the apricot tree 

			looking around her as if trapped, 

			on her frost-veiled rosy cheeks the plea 

			stiffens into a lifeless, frozen fact. 

			 

			With feigned holiness and grace 

			a flabby cassocked sun 

			sprinkles its absolving rays: to your virgin army, 

			oh Lord, add another one. 

			 

			– Ophelia, my Ophelia! – From my soul I wrench 

			the name as grieving gardens 

			start to fill with medieval stench. 

			1965 

			 

			RELATIVITY 

			(Relativitás) 

			 

			Time has stopped, say those 

			who have stopped. 

			 

			Time flies, say those 

			who keep flying. 

			 

			To those waiting: endless; 

			to the prisoner: motionless; 

			to the wise: profound; 

			to the creative mind: insufficient; 

			to some: happy; 

			to others: unhappy, 

			promising, bleak, 

			and so on, and so on… to each 

			according to their emotional state. 

			 

			Einstein’s discovery had little to 

			add to public perception of time 

			1964 

			 

			THE GYPSY SPRITE 

			(Folytatás és szonett) 

			 

			Like a star the girl was bathing, 

			swimming through the arms of light 

			and shadows to scale the other shore, 

			a flesh-and-blood water sprite. 

			Took a dip and “Let’s have the next!” 

			Late into the night that’s how 

			it went until her father, brother 

			and intended found her under plow: 

			they pummeled and kicked her where they could, 

			old gypsy fortune-tellers hexed 

			her writhing hips, her clenched bare teeth, 

			her wet face pressed in sand, and next 

			they left her lying on the brink 

			of death, but by the morning she 

			could wink again at soldiers. Surely 

			she deserved the harmony 

			of songs and poems to woo 

			her – more than so many other sluts 

			who have had madrigals and 

			sonnets dedicated to their butts – 

			but the devoted rookie troops 

			and the toilers from the mines 

			were not tutored in the art 

			of music and poetic lines. 

			 

			Sonnet to the Gypsy Girl: 

			 

			On the lawn, you dusky nymph, 

			my cape will let us lie at ease, 

			you won’t catch a nasty cold 

			and the grass won’t stain my knees. 

			 

			Let the darkness of your locks and 

			full-moon eyeballs make me blind, 

			my hands will pump a fire dance with 

			the bellows of your bare behind. 

			 

			A pyramid, you string of pearls, 

			I’ll build for you of all the girls; 

			my cape is wetter than the lawn, 

			 

			come you pharaoh’s child and let 

			the devla take your scarf, my debt 

			I’ll settle like a lord at dawn. 

			1966 

			 

			 

			AND FINALLY 

			(És végül) 

			 

			After the last raft too had drifted off 

			the river started to thrash its protruding fins 

			like a giant fish sensing the end. The oarsmen’s 

			song had barely died away between the cliffs 

			when the axe came plunging down. The river 

			vanished in the bend like a train. Carrying 

			the flowers tossed into it. Beyond the dam though, 

			growing a new head, the water snapped back 

			like a predatory bullhead. Turned around and 

			came back. Turned around to hurl itself against 

			the dam, banging on it again and again. 

			Then, worn out, it stretched out 

			with belly up toward the gentle sunshine. And we 

			hurried off to the banquette. 

			1966 

			 

			SMOKE 

			(Füst) 

			 

			Smoke has been the sign of human settlement 

			ever since Prometheus’ defiant act, 

			ever since people settled down to roasting, 

			torching, scorching, and cremating, ever since 

			human history began its smoldering. 

			 

			The pale blue smoke of campfires and 

			the black smoke of plunder, burning stakes, 

			and crematoria; they both have stained the sun 

			and its starry vault in this accustomed homey hue. 

			 

			Puffing on a cigarette I’m sitting high up on a hill, 

			watching translucent supper smoke weave its way 

			from the valley across the reclining sunrays; 

			but it’s the sickening fume of burning brains 

			that tickles my memory for taste and smell. 

			 

			Could they be burning books somewhere? 

			1965 

			 

			PONDERING STANDS THE MAN 

			(Tűnődve áll a férfi) 

			 

			Dawn is drizzling hot pigeon blood 

			instead of dew; 

			light is squinting on the hillside, 

			a quiver runs through the locust tree. 

			 

			A barefoot boy is trudging along 

			in the shivering goose bumps 

			of the trail’s dust, 

			his bleeding heels sow freckles 

			on the thirst-bent grass. 

			 

			It’s still the same old trail, 

			and the grass leaning into it 

			still has the same bloody rust spots; 

			Blood-of-Christ grass – as some say. 

			 

			Pondering stands the man, 

			his eyes plowing the trail 

			he asks in a low mutter: 

			was it my blood or could it 

			have come from Someone Else? 

			1964 

			 

			ORPHANED SPRING SUNSET 

			(Árva tavaszi alkonyat) 

			 

			The swinging of the dented 

			haversack from the shoulder; 

			the single bite of bacon rind 

			bereft of bread; 

			a half an onion, salt – 

			all carefully folded 

			into a hemp rag. 

			Acrid as an ant hill. 

			Rabbit’s young darting in new wheat, 

			smoke stretched out to the sky, 

			low-flying wild fowl, 

			haloed mountain top. 

			In a cocked hat 

			cornflower. 

			Vacant barnyard, vacant hut: 

			the sadness of church bells 

			with tongues torn out. 

			1967 

			 

			NATIONAL MYTH 

			(Rege) 

			“And whether they want it or not, 

			Relentless pursuit remains their lot...” 

			János Arany 

			 

			Haggard horsemen from the East are straggling 

			somewhere at the bottom of a darkening forest. 

			The gentle waves of hills and slopes are 

			rocking in their wake. 

			The track of the stag has petered out, maybe for good. 

			The men know only too well, but they have 

			no strength left to turn back. And which way 

			would they turn? So many summers, so many nations 

			have bloomed and withered while they were on the move. 

			“We can sell the saddle,” the chief is pondering, “if the need 

			arises. And the horses, too, if there’s no other way out, 

			but the stag must never fade from our memory.“ 

			Later on this catchy legend will establish a new nation, 

			complete with a history, even though I too feel it’s more 

			of a dream than reality. Who knows, someday the stag might 

			show up, but if he doesn’t, it’s even better. 

			“This may be a good spot for the night,” the exhausted chief 

			turns to his men, “We’ll have a bite to eat, and at first light 

			we move on. This feels like the right place; for all we know, 

			the stag may be settling down for the night in a nearby briar patch. 

			There must be a spring around here. You, shaman, go get us 

			water and prove me right.” The jubilant shaman comes back with 

			a full leather canteen. “You were right, chief, the footprints show 

			the stag was there drinking at the spring not too long ago.” 

			Campfire flares up with good cheer, and hope lessens the fatigue. 

			I, too, saw the footprints once, my son; that stag’s got to be 

			somewhere close, and when you grow up you’ll surely get to see him. 

			1965 

			 

			 

			TUNING OUT 

			(Kikapcsolódás) 

			 

			In my veins I feel the distant peal 

			of church bells, 

			I’m reclining with the cool 

			and peaceful air of great cathedrals 

			filling up my mind. 

			For how long? 

			Five minutes, or two? 

			Oceans. Forests. 

			Eyes shut, I see a gentle sun 

			swing as a moon-like aluminum globe; 

			it might resonate like a church bell 

			if I were to flick it. 

			 

			Feeling great. 

			 

			Suddenly Alexander the Great flashes his sword 

			and the knot lies in tatters. 

			Socrates clicks his glass against mine, 

			Plato posits a gentle smile, 

			John brings his own head on a platter towards me, 

			inquisitors are embracing heretics 

			as friends of old, 

			angels are issuing out of the crematory stacks, 

			huge sonic booms swoop down to meet them 

			with grace… 

			 

			but then a mushroom I noticed a minute ago by a tree 

			turns out to be a rocket in lift-off mode, 

			it kicks out Earth from under it, 

			and it’s already way up there, its cap 

			obstructing my view of the angels 

			and cutting off the peals of church bells inside me; 

			I’m afraid to open my eyes. 

			1965 

			 

			ON THE DEATH OF A SIXTEEN-YEAR OLD 

			(Egy tizenhat éves fiú halálára) 

			 

			My god, my god, my god! 

			What good will it do to cry ourselves back a few 

			thousands years, rend our clothes to shreds? 

			We howl from the pain like beasts, 

			whimper and hiss like vermin even though 

			we could destroy the whole world with our hubris, 

			soberly and in our human form, 

			the whole world is ours to destroy. 

			We murmur that the sobs have depleted our strength; 

			with the impotence of an abandoned child who 

			smudges his tears, we keep repeating our 

			pretentious words that we could, 

			with one push of the button, we could destroy the world, 

			but about that youth whose blood has been turned 

			to puss by cancer.... 

			My god, my god, my god! 

			The laws of nature? What kind of nature? 

			Fogged up are all the microscopes. 

			1965 

			 

			AT THE END 

			(Végül) 

			 

			And then the ocean floods the world. 

			I can still hear my dear mother call me 

			by my name from the murk of a past dusk, 

			while the wee blind butterfly from the oil lamp 

			in her hand flies into the window of our cottage. 

			And then the ocean floods the world, 

			the Sun and the Moon rocking wondrous- 

			shaped ships in their wake. 

			Only an orphan wild-pear tree still waves to me 

			from this world turned shoreless. 

			1965 

			 

			EVENING SCENE 

			(Esti kép) 

			 

			The boy tears out of the house, 

			inside 

			it’s dad smacking mom around. 

			The kid puts his hands on his ears 

			against the horror. 

			He’d like to run out of the world, 

			but the darkness 

			sends him back sobbing 

			under the meager light of a window where 

			the sight of a night moth 

			bumping against the pane 

			slowly smothers his sobs. 

			1965 

			 

			WHAT THE PINE SAW 

			(A fenyő úgy látta) 

			 

			The pine saw the sun careen 

			out of its place: up and down 

			it swung a few times before it took 

			off like a slingshot stone, cutting 

			a breach in the endless wall of the sky; 

			the last thing the pine heard was the crashing 

			collapse of the depths; the cliff growing 

			next to it flew up in the sky like the 

			lit-up floors seen from a descending 

			open-cage elevator; 

			the frightened flight of a bird, 

			the alarmed face of a bush, 

			and then the impossibly elongated 

			leaves of grass: then finally the ground. 

			There, it was already deaf to the thud. 

			 

			Now it’s stretched out in the clearing it made 

			for itself and with the patience of the dead 

			suffers the axes lopping off its branches, 

			the lumberjacks, eager to measure the pine’s true size, 

			shake their heads in muted disbelief. 

			1965 

			 

			POWER LINES, GAS AND WATER PIPES… 

			(Villanyhuzalok, víz- és gázcsövek...) 

			 

			Power lines, gas and water pipes 

			usurp my independence. 

			The almighty greed of comfort 

			reorganizes my nervous system: 

			it automates me by installing 

			the transformers of want, 

			it disconnects, atrophies or 

			simply turns off my body’s own lines. 

			It floods me with light, gives me a bath, 

			keeps me warm, and dwarfs the human in me. 

			My master, Comfort, makes me its slave, 

			it shackles me, and its shackle is fear. 

			What if suddenly electricity, 

			gas and water were to escape from the third 

			floor of my building? – Would the famous 

			standard of living drop to that of beasts? 

			Power lines, gas and water pipes, 

			I confess I live in fear of you, 

			I feel the presence of a timeless 

			shipwreck inside me at work; 

			I scorn you like a slave his lord. 

			I can split stones and uranium for you, 

			I’ve always coveted you, Comfort, 

			but I never ever feared you before. 

			1965 

			 

			CAMPFIRE AND SCYTHE 

			(Tűz és kasza) 

			 

			My gaze often wanders to my scythe: 

			it hangs dangling on a wild pear tree, 

			its steel belly flashing back the light 

			of the campfire toward me. 

			 

			I’m stretched out tired on the ground, 

			my muscles like cut-down crops in rows, 

			almost as if cut off my body they lie, 

			tortured by weeks of scything woes. 

			 

			A silent summer dusk is eavesdropping, 

			a fox sidling by, owls hooting, a choir 

			of frogs croaking and the planets above 

			gleaming with cold scythe blade fire. 

			 

			I feel I am the only one on Earth, 

			in this infinitely stretching night, 

			and on this hay-scented planet 

			my campfire gives the only light. 

			1966 

			 

			NOONTIME SHADOW 

			(Déli árnyék) 

			 

			High noon. My shadow is but 

			one pace long and lightly lit 

			like a sudden childhood image. 

			My son laughingly steps over it. 

			 

			Can this be me? A dwarf shadow? 

			I turn around and for a sec 

			raise my sweaty forehead 

			to the sun, craning my neck. 

			 

			I feel time passing through me, 

			the moment’s molecules; 

			things ahead slipping behind 

			where the past tense rules, 

			 

			they grow behind me darkly, 

			stretching back to my cradle, 

			looking more like Don Quixote, 

			a slender, worn-out fable. 

			1965 

			 

		


		
			VERTICAL HORSES

			(Függőleges lovak)



			DANCING EMBERS 

			(Táncoló parázs) 

			

			Knobby fingers, 

			slowly bending 

			measured hooks,

			deaf-and-mute

			to freeze or fire,

			ember-pinching fingertips.

			

			The ember’s dancing.

			From fiery ashes to its death 

			under hoary eyelashes inside a pipe.

			

			It’s dancing in a dirt-callused hand,

			amidst five throbbing hearts

			of five fingertips

			the ember’s dancing.

			

			It’s dancing in the exalted hand 

			of Prometheus,

			on the callused palm of

			hobnobbing old peasants

			and Indian chiefs lighting up the peace-pipe,

			the ember’s dancing 

			amidst the shivering hearts Petőfi’s five fingertips

			in his garett’s chill.

			

			From fire to its death.

			

			The loneliness of fire glowing

			in asphalt-crusted concrete waste,

			in a rough-hewn valley of the Moon,

			held by an asbestos hand.

			

			A fish tossed ashore

			by a sea of fire.

			1968 

			

			

			ONE SINGLE REED 

			(Nádszál) 

			

			The sedge was burned down recently, 

			now black cinder, soot and slow 

			sifting, orphaned shadows are 

			mourning themselves on the snow. 

			There’s no reed to zing against another, 

			the vale can whisper not a sound, 

			a single stalk is left there howling 

			stranded in the icy pond. 

			

			A mere frame of its former self, 

			and only this one single screeching 

			ragged reed is heard, 

			

			screeching, scratching bloody 

			wings against the gleaming ice, 

			a flightless, wounded bird. 

			1967 

			

			THE STRAY DOG 

			(Kóbor kutya) 

			

			Sticks once chased him from house to house, 

			and then clear out of town. 

			Now between two towns he 

			scampers up and down. 

			

			Once he was a bold one, 

			apt to snap back at the stick. 

			Take a look at him now: 

			there’s no sight more sad and sick. 

			

			Even a bird can spook him, 

			his sinews are a steady shake, 

			his teeth persist there in the mouth 

			all for chatter’s sake. 

			

			On his tongue the warts seek water, 

			without it he is sure to waste. 

			Around his jaws the spit and tears 

			congeal into a slimy paste. 

			

			He weeps. He’d like to howl but 

			then he might be overheard – 

			Trying to save his hide for nothing 

			while his legs can still be stirred. 

			

			Trying to save his hide for nothing. 

			His hide is but an empty sack. – 

			Merciful hunter, 

			what’s holding you back? 

			1955 

			

			WARTIME 

			(Háború) 

			

			We retreated into the cellar, 

			behind vats and mounds of carrots; 

			we had to squash and squeeze against each other: 

			farthest behind and almost underneath 

			the nubile girls disguised as old hags 

			with black kerchiefs and soot smeared on their cheeks. 

			Outside there was marching, wagons and guns and 

			tanks were rumbling: the front-line was 

			either retreating or advancing. A warmth 

			started to radiate within me, 

			the same kind I used to feel 

			on spring nights on the hard 

			boarding school bed: 

			outside the armies were beginning 

			to rumble to the beat of the 

			re-opened power plant; 

			it was as if another body had been 

			hooked into my blood circulation: a pair 

			of tightly squeezed thighs, a pair of 

			panting breasts were advancing closer and closer. 

			The girls were tittering, the wilted lads were 

			shushing. “The others are doing the same thing, 

			you silly ass”, whispered a hand, 

			not under my clothes but my skin. 

			“A grown lad you are, lucky thing 

			for you I’m not on the draft board”, 

			said a young war widow laughing 

			as she straightened out her skirt 

			with an experienced hand when 

			the door was opened, giving an all 

			clear signal; and she followed behind 

			the soot-smudged girls as they marched out 

			in single file with eyes downcast 

			up the cellar steps. 

			Her two bent knees kept the cellar bright 

			with their beauty 

			for some time. 

			And as to the war? 

			I declared victory. 

			1967 

			

			AGAMEMNON THE ALCOHOLIC 

			(Részeges Agamemnon) 

			

			The war’s been dragging on for millennia. 

			Sometimes there is a break, a breather, 

			to gather new strength, to beget posterity 

			who will carry on the struggle 

			so that those coming in the footsteps of the Blind Bard 

			can properly memorialize everything; 

			at times like these the victorious Agamemnon, too, 

			used to come home to visit with his family. 

			When I knew him he had just returned 

			from a POW camp along with Odysseus, 

			but in the meantime his wife had taken up with a horse trader who, 

			however, didn’t kill the old soldier and so 

			the children didn’t have a murder to avenge. 

			He drowned his sorrows in drink, went on the skids. 

			At the end, for a shot of brandy, he would tell of 

			his glorious exploits on the battlefield: 

			from Troy to the distant Don River. 

			He kept swearing that one day he would kill Clytemnestra 

			along with that cowardly crook who here, in his home, 

			while he, out there... They laughed at him, but then 

			gave him the bum’s rush when they got tired of him. 

			He made his home in a sand pit, that was 

			where he froze to death in that winter described 

			in the papers as: 

			“No such has been seen in recent memory...” 

			Electra and Orestes were engaged elsewhere and unable 

			to attend the funeral paid for by public donations, 

			but they were there in spirit: “It was all for the best. 

			May God forgive his sins. It’s a big load 

			off our minds.” 

			1966 

			

			THE SONG OF TAYGETUS 

			(Néma) 

			

			At times I still hear infants’ 

			marrow-piercing howl. 

			Europe speaks in many chords. 

			Not only the muses of Helicon but 

			the babies thrown off Mount Taygetus 

			deafened the gods of fate. 

			

			The millennia of howling, 

			the plucking of harps and zithers, 

			the beating of drums, 

			the roar of bells and engines, 

			the shelling and the bombing, 

			have blasted out an atmospheric 

			pressure cave, 

			rendering us hard of hearing. 

			Taygetus has taken roots in us. 

			Our shoelaces can undo themselves. 

			

			All it takes is one hard look, the wave of a hand, 

			and we fall in line, dumb and numb, 

			some with head held high, some deeply bent, 

			but we all obey the call. 

			

			There was a deaf-mute living next door, 

			a real hard-working beast of burden, 

			they’d kept his nose to the grinding stone 

			till he turned into one. 

			

			When the Spartans came to pick him up 

			though, he earned a place in history: 

			he grabbed a hay-fork and started 

			kicking, biting, clawing, 

			like he used to as an infant, 

			and he howled too, but as an adult. 

			1967 

			[Taygetus (or Taigetos) is a mountain outside of Sparta where the malformed newborn babies were thrown off in ancient times]. 

			

			STONE AGE 

			(Kőkorszak) 

			

			Lava stone 

			cornerstone 

			millstone 

			cobblestone 

			gallstone 

			kidney stone 

			border stone 

			boiler stone 

			precious stone 

			bluestone 

			limestone 

			soapstone 

			flint stone 

			artificial stone 

			tombstone 

			1968 

			

			ON GOD’S GRAVE 

			(Isten sirján) 

			

			I was sitting on God’s grave, 

			relieved and free at last: 

			my skin and soul I called my own, 

			the tough test I had passed. 

			

			Getting up though I just crumpled, 

			I had no other place to go, 

			I had no strength left, in our war 

			how old I had begun to grow. 

			1967 

			

			AT THE GATE OF EDEN 

			(Éden kapujában) 

			

			They sent word out, they’re not at home. 

			Embarrassed we stood around for a while. 

			Some cursed loudly. 

			Some broke into tears. 

			Some in their helpless fury threw 

			themselves at the gate, pounding it with their fists, 

			and then, ashamed, they sauntered off. 

			“Can’t live on this”, someone said. 

			A baby started to cry which got the small ones 

			tugging at their mothers’ skirts to 

			drag them home: they begged for 

			bread and milk. 

			“Better get going, winter’s upon us!” 

			We ground the cigarette stubs into the asphalt 

			and with a hangover taste in our mouth 

			we slunk off one by one, each his own way, 

			only a few loafers stayed behind by the gate; 

			the story they tell if you can believe them, 

			the whole thing was a trick, after we left 

			the gates opened by remote control, 

			a convoy of stretched limos rolled out 

			and took off at a hundred 

			in the opposite direction. 

			1967 

			

			ONE FRAME FROM A FILM 

			(Filmkocka) 

			

			The bridge, 

			like an aging bird, 

			flaps its wings and 

			falls back again; 

			gulls’ army swooshes above me 

			like flak; 

			the blast has just reached my eardrums 

			after so many years; 

			a dragonfly totters unsure, 

			then: – zirr-zoorr! – builds a bridge 

			over the stumps 

			of the crippled pillars. 

			

			And the daredevil motorcycle messenger 

			disappears in the bend. 

			1966 

			

			AFTER MIDNIGHT 

			(Éjfél után) 

			

				when the turned-off neon street lights 

			stare at me like the skulls of 

			perished out-of-space visitors, 

			I wind my way home with my heart 

			walking by my side, 

			hand in hand, 

			like a tired clinging child: 

			one glance at the stars 

			and I wilt into a single molecule. 

			1966 

			

			COPY 

			(Másolat) 

			

			Everything’s been written, 

			even that which had been written. 

			Slowly life itself will 

			feel like an after-thought. 

			The typewriter writes by itself, 

			knocking off nothing but 

			second and third copies. 

			Strontium and carbon paper. 

			Why is it that sensitive instruments 

			can only detect the danger of strontium? 

			I just heard on the radio: 

			five-thousand-year-old clay tablets 

			were discovered somewhere, 

			probably the copies of well-known clay tablets 

			inscribed a thousand years earlier. 

			1967 

			

			

			VERTICAL HORSES 

			(Függőleges lovak) 

			

			When a horse crumples to his rump 

			his forelegs hang limp like those 

			of a begging dog and his hooves 

			split into finger-like fragments 

			

			his neck stretched into one long neigh 

			grows a whole horse-length 

			while the head shrinks into insignificance 

			it has carried all along 

			

			the shock of the sockets’ emptiness 

			balloons the eyeballs out 

			as over them the sky thickens into a cataract 

			and the tongue slips down into the throat 

			

			under the crushing weight 

			the testicles explode 

			

			Oh yes the pain torturing vertical horses 

			is only exceeded by the pain 

			planted in ten fingertips 

			objectively sculpting a bust 

			using horror for clay 

			1967 

			

			AND YET 

			(Mégis) 

			

			The evening sky provokes 

			no poetic comment from me. 

			We’re getting closer to earth. 

			The soul is sated with metaphors; 

			we have better tools at our disposal 

			than similes for illustration; 

			exaltation is gathering dust 

			in the attic or the cellar, 

			bundled together with defunct currency; 

			words pool into lakes, 

			pathos floats as oil slick on them, 

			who cares how we relate to our times: 

			to live is the point. 

			And yet: 

			like a ship the moon floats in the sky’s ocean. 

			Just the way it did in the evening 

			of the space-probe landing. 

			And how did that probe land? 

			Like a seagull on a ship. 

			1967 

			

			FALL 

			(Ősz) 

			

			Serves no good for the steeples 

			to keep stabbing at the sky, 

			the peals of the church bells 

			ooze out like the fog. 

			Somewhere an old granny 

			pokes at the loam 

			with a stick, 

			one glance of hers encloses 

			the Universe 

			in the abandoned 

			barnyard. 

			1966 

			

			THE AMBULANCE 

			(Mentő) 

			

			It’s not in the streets but inside us that 

			it goes racing with sirens blazing, 

			it’s inside us that the lights are changing 

			from red to green; the eyelids bat 

			and the pupils’ signal lights 

			give us the okay to cross 

			with relief, seeing that the loss 

			will scream through someone else’s nights. 

			When it’s green, with the right-of-way 

			of those enjoying heaven’s retreat, 

			in the crosswalk we ford the street 

			– our safety in this unsafe world today – 

			the only place where even if we died 

			for once we’d have the law on our side. 

			1967 

			

			WHITE 

			(Fehér) 

			

			Jasmine loam. 

			Decomposing peals of bells. 

			Businesslike funeral parlor staff, 

			horses clattering with indifference. 

			Why black? 

			Why not squeaky, sparkling white 

			that might blunt the edge of a spade 

			or pickax? 

			White, let’s have white 

			in a drunken feast! 

			Amen! 

			1968 

			

			ONE DAY EVERYTHING WILL BE FINE 

			(Egyszer majd szép lesz minden) 

			

			It’ll all turn out just great one day, 

			believe me, our love will strip 

			itself free of winter and 

			the autumn anxiety’s grip. 

			

			We will stand in the light 

			like cherry twigs in bloom, 

			and the crown of blamelessness 

			will be ours to assume. 

			

			Even in the dark we’ll have 

			no fear to lead us astray, 

			the moon of our past sufferings 

			will light up our way. 

			1964 

			

			QUESTIONS 

			(Kérdések) 

			

			Have you ever lounged on knives, 

			slept stark naked on sheer ice, 

			have you ever drained your blood, 

			or been swamped by it in a flood 

			so that you went deaf and blind? 

			

			Has the ocean dumped on you, 

			has your tongue turned plastic glue, 

			your eyeballs ever had the wish 

			to explode like deep sea fish 

			brought up from the depths? 

			

			

			Ever burned up in your boots, 

			or got ripped out by the roots, 

			got your bones carved with a blade, 

			ever groaned beneath the weight 

			of a sinking mountain rock? 

			

			Ever been a hammered stake, 

			had your two arms foliate, 

			had a foliage put to rest, 

			have you ever been a nest 

			left out empty on a tree? 

			1967 

			

			A BALLOON 

			(Léggömb) 

			

			A brightly colored huge balloon is drifting overhead. 

			Muddling through mud holes, on flowers 

			and lawns trampling, with my neck craned, I run 

			after it. The balloon drifts higher and higher yet 

			remains so huge that it covers the whole sky, the blue. 

			Let me have some firearm or at least a slingshot, 

			because I can’t live with the cursing of the flowers 

			and lawns and mud spots splattered on my 

			skin like burning welts; I’d like to watch my step 

			once again and, most of all, to see the bright 

			blue sky of my childhood before it darkens 

			into night, before the lightning bolts of judgment day 

			begin their barrage. 

			1967 

			

			NUMBED 

			(In memoriam Sz. L.) 

			

			The same old dream: I am the child 

			playing on the tracks again, 

			I stand there numb and let the world 

			hit me like I’d let the train. 

			

			A squirming scream inside 

			me gives my lips a silent twitch: 

			I can see my head roll off 

			the tracks and down into a ditch. 

			1960 

			

			BAREFOOT 

			(Mezítláb) 

			

			Kicking off our shoes we braved 

			the dirt road trudging hand in hand. 

			The rain-smell of your hair is stored 

			in my memory’s dry land. 

			

			We stamped the mud with our feet: 

			frightened by your squeals 

			the fetchet in the slough 

			ran off in yellows reels. 

			

			I’ll become your childhood; 

			if it pleases you, 

			my darling, my dear. 

			

			The flashback steps alone 

			into the muddy stew 

			of red fingernails here. 

			1967 

			

			MONOLOGUE INTERIEUR WITH THE DOOR OPEN 

			(Monologue interieur nyitott ajtóval) 

			

			Off you go now! 

			What’s keeping you? 

			It’s winter. The house is getting cold, 

			with the door open. 

			Off you go now, before I get sore. 

			Go, get moving! 

			

			Could be leaving here better off than you came, 

			could be taking all my memories with you, 

			but get going already 

			before I bawl you out. 

			What’s enough is enough! 

			

			– You look sick, what’s ailing you? 

			– Nothing, nothing. 

			

			– How about a cup of coffee or tea? 

			– Sure, thanks. 

			– Did you say coffee or tea, 

			going to stand in the door forever? 

			It’s winter. The house is getting cold. 

			1967 

			

			KNIVES 

			(Kések) 

			

			Knives’ gleam flickers in me. 

			I have an urge to grab them, throw them, 

			stab with them all and all at once. 

			Carefully, I pick one out, 

			the sharpest, and guided 

			by tenderness I slice 

			off a piece of bread 

			for my son. 

			1968 

			

			IN THE BEGINNING... 

			(Kezdetben még...) 

					To Magdi 

			

			In the beginning I’d dig in my heels, 

			I was what I was born to be, 

			what I decided to become. 

			

			“No, I won’t give it to you ,” I said. 

			“And I don’t want it”, you said. 

			

			By the time I caught on 

			your scented fingers had excised 

			all the sinews out of me, 

			you diverted my blood stream into 

			devilish power plants, 

			you knit a sweater of my 

			neurons 

			for my birthday, 

			to protect myself against the cold, 

			since against death 

			even you could not prevail. 

			You left me my eyes only, 

			so that I could see how masterfully 

			you can joggle with my bones 

			burnished into precious stones. 

			

			“Play with me some more”, I’d say, 

			“Throw me higher, higher!” 

			1967 

			

			

			OBJECTS 

			(Tárgyak) 

			

			Objects slowly take on our 

			features, habits and play our parts. 

			The table and the bed identify 

			with us becoming our guards. 

			

			The spoon, the glass, the fork, the cup, 

			all are body parts we share. 

			One’s body slowly tires into 

			a mere fixture for one’s chair. 

			

			Pictures, records, books and statues, 

			carefully preserved bouquets 

			form an alliance with the wall and 

			soon the room inside us stays. 

			

			They usurp our longings and then 

			they get bored with us, our whine, 

			playing off our sinews against us 

			they lay us on a board of pine. 

			1967

			

			HORSES 

			(Lovak) 

			

			Humanity and storms, 

			even time itself, 

			used to ride on horseback. 

			It is from the backs of 

			galloping horses that 

			supersonic planes take off: 

			at the edge of the runway 

			the leaves of grass flutter like 

			the mane of a leaping horse. 

			1968 

			

			IN FEARLESS FEAR 

			(Félvén se félve) 

			

			How many times I’ve got caught 

			with an army in a rout, 

			how many times my mere survival 

			has been in the gravest doubt. 

			

			Even on the winning side 

			it was but a Pyrrhic victory, 

			and every time the dead souls caused 

			its celebration denied to me, 

			

			the fallen ones who piled up 

			not beside me but inside. 

			Blessed is the man who has 

			only his own death to abide, 

			

			and lives his simple, modest life 

			in its pious daily care, 

			offering for it watered wine, 

			music, and a book-length prayer, 

			

			keeping a respectful distance 

			with goals and plans without relief 

			and doing his best to do his share 

			even while still in grief. 

			

			But to die with every single death 

			in constant training to defend 

			yourself without knowing when and where 

			you may have to face the end; 

			

			to be in constant readiness, 

			to be constantly aware 

			of the bitter end without though 

			falling into deep despair; 

			

			to step out in front and to lead 

			a beaten army, a sunken fleet, 

			that is to know in fearless fear 

			the ultimate defeat. 

			1967 

			

			 

			YOUR EYES 

			(Szemed) 

			

			How long have your eyes been 

			following and probing mine? 

			They’ve split the nuclei of stones 

			and trees in their firing line, 

			

			turned vast oceans poisonous and 

			cremated jungles on their feet; 

			I alone can stand up to them and 

			to the tears I make them secrete. 

			1967 

			

			WINTER SONNET 

			(Téli szonett) 

			

			Sniffs at me, rearing on hind legs, in a dance, 

			rubs against me, licks my cheeks and hands, 

			like a teen-age death, that’s how it can do all these 

			with fur bristling, that’s how I’m chased by freeze. 

			

			I defend myself, awkwardly swinging my arms 

			With horror and also chattering useless charms, 

			fighting like someone with dog bites in the memory 

			of his reflexes fights, with fear and alacrity. 

			

			Declaring victory over winter’s shivering 

			I slam the door on its ubiquitous cold nose 

			And start divesting myself of everything, 

			

			All the wet things that cause the rattling of my teeth. 

			No use the hot bath and the hot brick; freeze still growls, 

			and I still shiver under stacks of blankets and sheets. 

			1966 

			

			SELF EXORCISM 

			(Önelőhívás) 

			

			Beliefs, superstitions, ancient words, 

			ideals, goals, naked girls, 

			dreams in swirls: 

			

			the past, my son’s future, existential gnaw, 

			the haughtiness of morals and the law, 

			their blunted claw; 

			

			poetry, hangover next day, vanity, 

			blurred photo, dipped in death’s tragedy, 

			fantasy. 

			1967 

			

			FROM TREE TO TREE 

			(Fától fáig) 

			

			Dusk settling from tree to tree 

			the child steals from tree to tree 

			My God, he’ll never make it 

			back on foot 

			unless the sun forgets to set over the clearing 

			if I could only hear the horse’s bell 

			

			He freezes now and then, his tinsy heart ready to sprint 

			like a squirrel, ready to sneak off and hide 

			among the anxious poplar leaves 

			but where are they now 

			the faithless poplars are stranded in the palm-size 

			penny-size clearing 

			On the way back I’ll grab 

			the mane galloping 

			but now just a little farther 

			to that fat beach tree, the fifth from here 

			

			To be a fox, a wolf 

			to be a bough, a bush or loam 

			a bird nest 

			an egg 

			a poplar leaf 

			or a coo-coo call 

			anything but a little kid 

			tracking down stray horses 

			I can hear them, I can’t, I can 

			

			If I make it to that ash tree 

			I’ll be a warrior, a ship’s captain, 

			I’ll discover America and America 

			can get lost I’ll find it again 

			

			On the way home I’ll grab the mane 

			One more tree or maybe three 

			I’ll be a prophet and a healer 

			I’ll be Jesus 

			and resurrect my mother from the dead 

			Just a little farther I can hear 

			“Up the steeple the April’s fool 

			climbed one day right after school 

			asking what the time was 

			Half past two 

			Climbed the steeple after school” 

			

			Now it’s still, they must be standing 

			well-fed now they are in slumber 

			Let the dogs rip their bellies 

			or let the wolves 

			Maybe it’d be all right to cry and sing 

			the night would be the thing to be 

			or nothing, 

			just not another step 

			

			Strayed too far. Where’s the clearing 

			I’ll count only five more trees and then 

			“How the devil only knows 

			Honey on the bear cub’s nose” 

			

			The bell is ringing, I can still hear it 

			I’ve strayed too far. Where’s the clearing 

			From here I can find my way back 

			I’ll drop morsels 

			cross-twig marks 

			carve my name into the bark 

			

			The bell is ringing, I still can hear it 

			I always can as already in my mother’s womb 

			I could hear it sing 

			

			The sun will wait for me 

			and so will the poplars 

			Foxy dusk and wolfish night 

			keep on going from tree to tree 

			push yourself you little lad 

			Nothing to hear and still you hear it 

			The moon is over the clearing now 

			But it’s about to set 

			Your morsels have been gobbled up 

			and your cross-twig marks overgrown 

			

			Your name is blistered hieroglyph 

			On a dead branch hangs the bell 

			the wolves have got your horse 

			The forest is a jungle now 

			Mother’s milk 

			Moth’s milk 

			

			On and on from tree to tree 

			“Honey on the bear cub’s nose 

			that’s where all the deerflies land” 

			The road has slipped out from under you 

			The quake of poplars has settled 

			on the poles of your brow 

			But keep it up from tree to tree 

			It’s not a reel of film or tape 

			backward it just can’t be played 

			

			Branches offer themselves 

			philosophers dangle a loop 

			“C’est la verité monsieur” 

			“Die letzte Lösung mein Herr” 

			“The clock says half past two 

			a fool plus fool make two” 

			

			On and on from tree to tree 

			blindly stealing 

			stumbling reeling 

			Mother’s milk 

			Moth’s milk 

			Vinegar 

			1968 

			

			MESSAGE IN A BOTTLE 

			In Memoriam Albert Camus 

			(Palackposta) 

			

			Broken in half the last oar had floated off, the waves 

			were towering ever higher; instead of dying down 

			the storm grew fiercer, blowing out the moon 

			from time to time, swinging it wildly, then 

			flinging it out to a distant shore or else 

			to final rest at the bottom of the ocean. 

			All night we were bailing water. Stretched across 

			the bow we tried to keep the ribs from cracking. 

			Only in the morning, with the white-turbaned waves 

			kneeling in front of the rising sun like a pious 

			Moslem throng, only then did we begin to see 

			how pointless our fight had been: without a sip 

			of water to hold out till the final humiliation. 

			We struggled to our feet, scanned the brightly empty 

			horizon for the last time and, with our last 

			ounce of strength, we took the plunge. 

			1967 

			

			A SONG CHOKING UP ON ITSELF 

			(El-elcsukló ének) 

			

			Skin and bone. 

			Frayed synapses. 

			Live-wired circuits. 

			

			His left foot mangled by a mortar shell. 

			Limps with a cane, knees turned to gel, 

			he stumbles sometimes but holds on hard 

			in our stone-producing yard. 

			

			Every time there’s a weather change 

			it’s as if God did it to arrange 

			His rasp and chisel and blunted axe 

			against the old bones in all their acts. 

			

			Face worn down to skull. 

			Time whittled to a pin. 

			

			In the caverns of his eye sockets 

			the mischievous descendents of Prometheus 

			are hopping around the stolen fire. 

			

			He places a poplar leaf in the book 

			to mark the place. 

			

			Peers over his wire-rimmed glasses. 

			Wheat fields go into a sway, the blooming 

			cornstalks rustle among themselves with 

			growing lust, the titmouse finds 

			a worm. 

			

			“A good book,” he says taking out a pen 

			and ink and starts writing with letters that come out 

			in spurts on the still blank margin of 

			the newspaper (paper is wasted on those who 

			cannot cultivate it, he holds). “I’ve calmed down like 

			a tree in autumn. That’s a quote from Áron Tamási, 

			the great Transylvanian author,” he says marking 

			the page number under his note. 

			“It’s an apt saying, and maybe I’ll drop it in a conversation 

			on the right occasion,” he confesses modestly, 

			like someone hoping to gain absolution 

			by confessing to a sin. He carefully tears off the margin 

			and places it with the other yellowing 

			slips of paper, all of them bearing 

			immortality. 

			He takes his cane and goes out among 

			barnyard-smart turkey fledglings and grumbling pigs 

			to spread the good word. 

			He halts now and then, I know, and 

			pulls it out of his memory to make sure it’s still there; 

			he flashes it on the right occasion 

			like a kid his colorful marbles. 

			

			God or devil, who really knows, 

			how long and where one’s journey goes. 

			He didn’t drown in the Great Tide 

			even though he got trapped inside. 

			

			Three of them hid in the same foxhole, 

			each of the other two gave up his soul, 

			“they dropped like two pieces of log, 

			but I survived the mortar fire’s flog.” 

			

			A cricket chirps, a butterfly flits about 

			in the thicket of his eyebrow, 

			barely hanging on. Afternoon calm 

			rests over the forehead. 

			

			My broken rib recalls a pitchfork handle, 

			as I do a red cross printed postcard land. 

			It took a half a year getting to me from the front 

			across Siberia, America and Switzerland: 

			“Son, if you’ve got the brains, go to school.” 

			

			“A succinct letter.” 

			“Very much to the point.” 

			“It’s a genuine letter.” 

			“A very good dad.” 

			“Asks nothing about the farm, the horse, 

			his house… his mule.” 

			“Nothing matters to him except that his son, if smart, 

			should go to school” 

			

			It’s still the same way, neighbors still say: 

			“The soul comes by only to sleep in him.” 

			“And yet he’s still bothered by the deformity.” 

			(Some envy the extra pension for his wounds, 

			others claim he’s succumbed to senility.) 

			

			“They have not lost much hair 

			over scholarly pursuits.” 

			

			The same people who envied him envy me, 

			even blocked off the field’s shortcut trail, 

			not with planks, not with clubs, 

			but with words that make you wail. 

			

			The soul comes by only to sleep in him. 

			Has a soul ever had a better place to stay? 

			Will the soul have a better place to stay? 

			

			There were even teachers among them. 

			There is nothing more distasteful than to see 

			a schooled person join barbaric plunder. 

			The way they hugged and lugged the books 

			and stacked them up by the stove, 

			carefully like firewood. They had a good laugh 

			bragging in blaring voice about the number of 

			books they managed to pillage, how many more 

			than the room next door, and how much heavier 

			volumes. “Real leather binding! You could make 

			boots from these. They would walk with you 

			for at least two or three winters, old man, 

			and it must be at least a hundred years old.” 

			That was when I slammed down my crutch on them: 

			“Take them back where you found them, 

			you thieving sons of a bitch and more. This is a school! 

			These books were not printed for the purpose 

			of keeping your louse-infected bodies warm!” 

			They didn’t lug the books back, they just growled 

			like dogs when the bone is kicked away 

			from their noses. I had no stamina for more, 

			so I waited for the night, for the make-shift hospital 

			ward to be quieted by sleep, with my knapsack 

			emptied I was eyeing the books, which ones to save, 

			they all looked beautiful, especially a tome that was 

			a hand’s breadth’s thick, I figured its author must have 

			sweated a lot over it. That was the one I grabbed first, 

			it barely fit into my sack, and then, 

			leaning on my pair of crutches, I limped out with it 

			as if answering the call of nature. I hobbled around 

			for some time to find a suitable nook. I glanced 

			at the book before hiding it there: looked like it was 

			in German, with the first letter gorgeously decorated 

			in color. I made three more trips that night and 

			three or four trips every night until all the stacks were 

			gone. I carried them any place I could, to the restrooms, 

			under the attic stairs, any place where they were safe until we were 

			sent home and the building was a school again. There was a lot 

			of grumbling and cursing: “God damn it! Someone’s been stealing 

			our fuel for the stove! Hey Pops, you’re a light sleeper, 

			did you see anything?” 

			“Seemed to me a one-armed man from the ward next door 

			wandered in here (almost everyone in that place had an arm or 

			a leg missing).” You wouldn’t believe the uproar; in the riot even 

			the light fixtures broke. The air was filled with crutches, 

			prosthetic legs and dirtier than dirty words, all thrown 

			across the ward. 

			Pulling the blanket over my head, 

			I enjoyed the war I waged on behalf of culture. 

			All kind of things go on in war time. 

			Even stranger things than this. 

			It was in Coburg, the winter of forty-five. 

			

			Afternoon calm 

			rests over the forehead. 

			But further inside, unseen, 

			the man in shackles is waiting for 

			the eagle: torture ripens into pleasure. 

			The shackles have blood circulating in them already. 

			Their clanks make music. 

			

			Never to go away, 

			always to breed the robust 

			old curse of Sisyphus – 

			stones are stones, build they must! 

			

			There’s no such rain, 

			not even a biblical deluge, 

			that would wash more stones out, 

			more and more every time it pours: 

			stones and stones and stones 

			are shed by the Whale. 

			

			Stones that trip children, 

			blunt the hoe, 

			catch the plow, 

			kill the horse, 

			wreck the tractor, 

			ossify the muscles, 

			knock on coffin lids, 

			just stones. 

			

			Stones thrown over from the neighbor’s land, 

			stones thrown over to the neighbor’s land, 

			fist-size stones: the missiles 

			of a primitive cold war. 

			

			A stone coo-coo bird laying stones 

			in the hole for planting potatoes. 

			

			Incisor-sharp 

			furrow stones 

			with rotten gums: ballistic 

			monuments to Justice. 

			

			Stone bread, 

			stone lumbar discs, 

			stone-dry riverbed world. 

			Cut that out, David, 

			we’re no Goliaths! 

			We’ve walked barefoot over stones so much 

			that even the seventh generation coming after us 

			will not have flat feet. 

			

			It’d kill a horse or a dog, 

			but man gets used to it. 

			

			But for heaven’s sake, why must he hoist 

			these wretched stones after all this time 

			and almost at the cost of his life? 

			He should worry about his health instead! 

			The house is all built, it’ll serve even 

			the grandchildren well. 

			So why more? For whom? 

			

			Hasn’t he had enough of stones? God could raise a pyramid, 

			a stone mountain or a stone heaven 

			from the stones he has found lying 

			under the hoe, 

			in front of the scythe, 

			under the plow, 

			in front of the wheel, 

			by the flood ditch, 

			in the riverbed; 

			stones he tossed into a pile, 

			or into the wagon, 

			on the lowered tailgate! 

			

			He peers at me over the wire-rimmed glasses. 

			His answer is ready, but he wants to polish it 

			with his smile like the builder feels the chosen stone 

			before he fits it in its place: 

			“Sándor, Sándor….” He sits down on the stone, 

			resting his sore bones. 

			Sitting there feels good to him. “One day 

			the man who wants to build 

			will thank me for it.” 

			

			Skin and bone. 

			Frayed synapses. 

			Live-wired circuits. 

			Face worn down to skull. 

			Time whittled to a pin. 

			In the caverns of his eye sockets 

			the mischievous descendents of Prometheus 

			are hopping around the stolen fire. 

			A cricket chirps, a butterfly flits about 

			In the thicket of his eyebrow, 

			barely hanging on. The calm of afternoons 

			rests over the forehead. 

			But further inside, unseen, 

			the man in shackles is waiting for 

			the eagle: torture ripens into pleasure. 

			The shackles have blood circulating in them already. 

			Their clanks make music. 

			Taking them off now would be an amputation. 

			

			It’d kill a horse or a dog. 

			Man gets used to it. 

			1958–1962 

			

			[The poet’s father, already getting on in age, was called in to serve in WWII, “the great tide”, as a member of the Szekler militia; wounded in battle, he was transferred by the retreating army to a make-shift hospital in Coburg, Germany, before his release. Translator’s note.] 

			

		


		
			BLACK-AND-RED VERSES

			(Fekete-piros versek)



			CAGED IN 

			(Ketrecben) 

			

			Snap your jaws across my throat 

			don’t just stand there looking wild. 

			He who hesitates is apt to miss the boat, 

			don’t just wait before the beast 

			in me, too, might get riled. 

			

			And then what? Europe can shed 

			again its precious cultured tears, 

			and for us the same old song of 

			repentance we’ve been taught for years. 

			

			What are you waiting for? It’s my blood 

			your eyes are so enamored of. 

			You’ll get over any pangs 

			of conscience easily enough. 

			

			As the cheapest belly fodder 

			the human body rates. 

			Don’t fret, it’s only itself that 

			history regurgitates. 

			

			Don’t let it spoil things that I look 

			upon this feast so sad and gaunt; 

			I was born before my time, 

			and that was only my own fault. 

			1964 

			

			MY HORSE BROKE LOOSE 

			(Elszabadult, fut a lovam) 

			

			My horse broke loose and started running, 

			trampling on the helpless bridle rein, 

			head bent down he goes galloping; 

			catch him and bring him back again! 

			

			Catch him, hurry, get ahead of him, 

			you lads, you cannot really be afraid. – 

			For twenty years now this child 

			has been screaming for your aid. 

			

			Trees are falling, the sky’s snapping, 

			its ax blade beaming huge and bright. 

			The horse keeps galloping, the child 

			keeps crying late into the moonless night. 

			1958 

			

			THE WATERBOY 

			(Vízhordó) 

			

			An open hand above a squinting eye 

			the reapers stop to look up at the sky, 

			they turn back toward me every now and then 

			a pitcher brings me stumbling after them. 

			

			The stubble was so cruel to my feet 

			(whose burning even night rest couldn’t treat!). 

			So often I stopped stumbling just to cry, 

			lizards had a better fate than I. 

			

			At least a bird, a butterfly or bee, 

			but it was a pilot I most yearned to be. 

			My pitcher was so easy to destroy, 

			yet always I remained a warterboy. 

			

			The tricks of life have let me get around 

			but only by the same old story bound, 

			behind the rainbows, even golden gates, 

			an empty pitcher for me surely waits. 

			

			An open hand above a squinting eye 

			the reapers stop to look up at the sky. 

			1968 

			

			 

			DUSK FLYING WITHOUT SWALLOWS 

			(Fecske nélkül szálló alkonyatban) 

			

			The shadows of the poplars have already sunk. 

			Oh, kayaks running aground in the night! 

			You’ll have to go on foot, hanging on 

			to a squirming star, and if it fails to light 

			

			your pathway, toss it in the nearest lake, 

			– I’ll be all right in the dark till dawn – 

			bundled up in mud and algae at the bottom 

			it will fizz and from it pearly tears will spawn. 

			

			The lake surface sighs, the poplars 

			bristle with apprehension, 

			then a slow drizzle of sadness, maybe some rain; 

			while I’m searching for words to keep you, 

			silence sprouts and spreads over the whole terrain. 

			

			Without its swallows, dusk has grown 

			dark wings, and you, my sweet, have 

			left me all alone. 

			1967 

			

			EMPTY GIFT BOXES 

			(Üres dobozok) 

			

			Why bother with the empty gift boxes 

			in the shop-window display, 

			why bother, why? 

			

			Were I a prophet, 

			thus would I speak: 

			

			Keep away from, forswear 

			such acts of folly, 

			my brethren, forswear! 

			Make no offerings to the god of 

			illusion! 

			Such rites tempt you 

			with dangerous association of ideas, 

			more dangerous 

			than all the bold experiments of 

			contemporary poetry. 

			

			No, do not display empty 

			gift boxes in your shop window! 

			Remember, simple parables 

			like this are the stock in trade 

			of grandiose prophecies. 

			

			But don’t you worry about me, 

			I am but a chicken-hearted city-dweller, 

			who likes to attribute his 

			temper tantrums to 

			sunspot activity, and 

			I lug my pound of grapes 

			dumped into a plastic bag 

			like a gift from heaven 

			in this squinting early fall. 

			1968 

			

			TIPSY MUTTERINGS 

			(Részeg motyogó) 

			

			Suppose I say it 

			but to whom 

			suppose I don’t 

			and to whom 

			

			it’s my problem 

			your problem 

			our problem 

			a problem 

			..........................

			The shoe hurts 

			my toes 

			your toes 

			our toes 

			our shoes 

			..........................

			Don’t look a gift horse 

			in the mouth 

			I’m not saying 

			only mumbling 

			only humming 

			I’m the white pariah 

			it’s not my skin but my tongue 

			Sly little ditty 

			true little ditty 

			ditty 

			..........................

			This ain’t the horse 

			I had-in-mind 

			and-you-find 

			left-behind 

			

			

			what I’m saying a pariah 

			the way I say it a pariah 

			it hurts like hell 

			to hell to hell to hell 

			it’s got no front 

			got no back 

			we’ll never yet 

			see its back 

			what the hell 

			is it then? 

			

			a broken window 

			1969 

			

			TRIANGLE AFTERNOON 

			(Délután) 

			

			Towering over a pitched roof line 

			the triangle tip of a pine 

			Nothing but brown 

			but green 

			but blue 

			but 

			A butterfly carries off 

			the sky on its wings 

			and a dandelion seed 

			ruffles the sunshine 

			with its parachute 

			

			In the playful hands 

			of a child 

			a bouquet of snowdrops 

			tinkles 

			answering her smile 

			1969 

			

			BALLAD 

			(Ballada) 

			

			The wind is whistling lead pellets 

			the engines are puffing 

			out gunpowder 

			blood sprays on 

			the swirling leaves 

			while a bushy reed with 

			a broken ankle is drooping 

			out of an abandoned tin 

			waste basket 

			like a young rabbit 

			out of a hunter’s haversack 

			1969 

			

			WINTER LANDSCAPE FROM THE TRAIN 

			(Téli táj vonatból) 

			

			Brueghel had been hard at work all night, 

			that’s how the picture is preserved, 

			the bright rays of memory could never 

			thaw the frost-fettered 

			seedling rows nor the severity 

			of the crow’s-feet branches. 

			These crows will 

			never take off 

			from the ice-bearded power lines. 

			I glimpse the breath of bristly peasants 

			on a village station platform whizzing by 

			and clamorous children 

			cheering the ice in a ditch. 

			Then a hand – maybe 

			the master’s – pulls down the shade 

			over the window. 

			1969 

			PENNY 

			(Fillér) 

			

			All of a sudden in the metro the thought 

			of my scythe stabbed me in the chest, I had left it 

			on a mulberry branch, must have turned to rust: 

			frozen on the spot I 

			tossed a ten-centime piece 

			to the blind accordion player, 

			by the click a crow was scared up from a branch 

			and melted soon into the tunnel’s dark. 

			1969 

			

			UNDER OCCUPATION 

			(Panta rhei) 

			

			Even the immortals knuckled under: Zeus accepted 

			Jupiter as his new name as long as he could keep his rank 

			and dignity but especially his job. After that, who can blame 

			the simple goat-herds, the seafarers, the craftsmen, 

			the tradesmen who went on with business as usual, paying taxes 

			and offering sacrifices just like before? A few hot-headed 

			clerics and poets kept up the bravado at the beginning, 

			but then even they were bought off by the clever Romans 

			who managed to buy up history and get a lease on mythology. 

			That’s how, out of Greek, Etruscan, and nameless other scattered 

			stones, there was created the great pastiche: Rome. Jupiter tonat 

			(thunders, as we learned in Latin class), and then Aphrodite under the new 

			name Venus became a star in Cinecittà, and the pretty but mute 

			maid of the Etruscan vase took a job smiling as a model in a 

			fancy department store. (She can do well there without the 

			command of the language.) Poseidon alone will not make 

			peace even though he’s got a new statue in every town erected under 

			his new name, the purling water-fountains can’t seem to soothe his 

			wrath. On his more relaxed days he takes a stand in front of the 

			commanding ruins of his temple in Paestum and, leaning on his trident, 

			he watches the ox herd graze among the laurels of the sacred grove 

			while the gaping tourists gather for an enactment of the Greek rites: 

			wunderbar, beautiful, merveilleuse – the shutters are clicking, the 

			camcorders are humming; an old war veteran is putting on a big 

			show of pointing out the monuments and at the end he humbly 

			holds out his hand, groveling with a grin: thank you, 

			danke schön, merci, grazie, grazie tante. 

			1969 

			

			ZOLTÁN KODÁLY 

			(Kodály) 

			

			endlessly it can’t 

			just cloud over 

			

			his arms swing out and the sky 

			opens wide with beams 

			

			a dove is on its way 

			with an olive branch 

			happiness is to bounce 

			a whole nation on one’s knees 

			1974 

			

			THE ANNUNCIATION 

			To a fresco by Fra Angelico 

			(A hírhozó angyal ) 

			

			The Angel sweeps in 

			and dropping to her knees 

			she announces 

			the secret 

			

			And a heaven is born 

			from Mary’s bashful-blissful smile 

			Isn’t it great 

			Now the angel will 

			have a place to fly home to 

			

			Mary stays behind 

			under the open renaissance 

			arches 

			without looking after the angel 

			

			She just sits there 

			her hands dropped in her lap 

			till the end of time 

			in plaintive silence 

			My mother 

			1969 

			

			CAPTION TO THE PORTRAIT OF ARCHITECT KÁROLY KÓS 

			(Kós Károly arcképe alá) 

			

			You built 

			shelter for God, 

			shelter for man 

			out of lumber and stones, 

			but you used words, 

			harder than stones or oak, 

			to build a fort 

			for the soul. 

			

			May God bless your art, 

			may man bless you too; 

			may they both 

			do their part. 

			Walls may tumble, 

			stones may crumble, 

			but a personal example 

			never fails to grow. 




			Time cascades down 

			on your furrowed face, 

			as from Mount Magura 

			the slowly melting snow. 

			1968 

			

			AFTER THE FORAY 

			(Portya után) 

			

			as I lingered at the fork in the road 

			dizzying avenues not quite earthly 

			were tempting me 

			

			so it was a good idea to fly up 

			and survey from heavens 

			that hand’s-breadth piece of land 

			where I’d have to beat my own track 

			from one steeple to the next 

			1974 

			

			THE WAY THE RIVER 

			(Ahogy a folyó) 

			

			The way the river flows under 

			the eternally embracing 

			shadows of willow twigs, 

			my spirit meanders 

			with its one-note hiss, 

			flashing silver-bellied fish 

			into the sky 

			whenever the sun 

			breaks through the chinks.

			1974 

			

			THREE POEMS TO THE MEMORY OF PÉTER VERES

			(Három vers Veres Péter emlékének)


			

			1. REAPERS 

			(Ahogy az aratók) 

			

			seeing reapers stagger home from the fields 

			back to the village at dusk 

			with a bail of wheat on the back 

			sheaves culled in a hurry 

			and a basket clinging to one arm 

			in it shifting shiftless glances of 

			caution rustle 

			and at the bottom a piece of leftover bread 

			baked from last year’s flour 

			in good company with salt 

			onion and bacon skin 

			something still worth chewing 

			if the cat and the dog have lost their gums 

			it’s worth bringing back home in the evening 

			in a word seeing reapers stagger home 

			stretched into slinking shadows at dusk 

			and listening to their bare feet hit the path 

			as if in a film made two or five thousand years ago 

			that flickers on the canvas screen of sunset 

			flapped by its generator engine’s put-puts 

			yet seeing the way the reapers stagger home at dusk 

			

			what can I say to them 

			when even the evening bell 

			cuts itself short after one or two 

			peals 

			

			

			2. LEFT OUT OF THE PICTURE 

			(Akik a képből mindig)

			

			some folks always end up left out of 

			the group picture or never have the time to get into it 

			for by the time they wipe their hands clean 

			and fix their hats or kerchiefs 

			to make themselves worthy of the lens 

			the film runs out or the sun sets 

			and the opportunity has passed 

			even though we all know well 

			how essential light conditions are 

			for the photograph to come out right 

			and to show in its best light 

			what it is supposed to show 

			

			3. RAIN 

			(Eső) 

			

			after a long drought when finally 

			it starts to pour drumming on the roof 

			the ancient toiler of the land stretches out in me to anatolia 

			time and space crackle in my bones 

			my happiness reaches the splendid 

			equinox of love 

			my heart picks up the subtly 

			varying beat of the rain 

			and I feel the thirst-drunk soil 

			slowly relax 

			1976 

[Note: Péter Veres was a peasant writer and political activist]


			

			

			MEMORY WAKE 

			To Playwright András Sütő 

			(Emlék-virrasztó) 

			

			to the frozen fire 

			in the duskless 

			dawnless 

			whitenight 

			

			we have no moon 

			we have no stars 

			

			there’s no place 

			to hide our see-through 

			silent-secret 

			when a branch breaks 

			it’s without a crack or snap 

			as in silent films 

			

			your bundle 

			my bundle 

			a dog and its puppy 

			a prowler biting on his knife 

			

			let there be moon and stars 

			and even sun 

			in the hat-size heaven 

			

			the whitenight 

			cast upon the shore 

			gaping voiceless 

			the seagull of 

			immortality at times 

			swoops out over the lake 

			

			to snatch something 

			for nourishment 

			1976 

			BLACK-AND-RED

			(Fekete-piros) 

				a descriptive poem which I penned about the 

				traffic island located between Kolozsvár’s 

				Telephone Center and the old Millrace 

				in the nineteen-sixties and seventies on 

				Thursday and Sunday afternoons. 

			

			On Thursdays when it’s black and red 

			and on Sunday afternoons 

			– the girls have time off from the spoons – 

			the sidewalk curb begins to tread 

			to dance steps in slow 

			black and red. 

			A hand clenched into a true-blue fist. 

			A tune without a lyricist. 

			Girls in pairs, more and more, 

			Swirl inside a red-and-black 

			dancing corps. 

			

			The phone center of Kolozsvár 

			has window panes but not one bar, 

			through them the whole world can careen 

			without it ever being seen. 

			

			Girls in pairs, more and more, 

			swirl within a red-and-black 

			dancing corps. 

			

			A tape deck whirs on just like this, 

			when it dubs in fast advance. 

			

			Weep or not, the boots must prance, 

			stomping to the dizzy dance: 

			Magyar woe and Tartar game, 

			they stole away my only flame. 

			Let the winner take her sack! 

			The corner curb now starts to tread 

			to dance steps in fast 

			black and red. 

			

			It’s like dancing on a raft 

			or a roof about to skid, 

			reeling on a sinking isle, 

			on a floating coffin lid. 

			

			Neon branches overhead 

			a sea of light on light pools shed! 

			The lamp is lit with vinegar, 

			the lamp is lit with vi–ne–gar. 

			

			Listen mother, mother dear, 

			Why did you ever leave me here? 

			Flares up to croon 

			a wandering tune 

			– that maybe I alone, 

			the tone-deaf can hear 

			whose songs can only point 

			but lips can never clear – 

			flares up to croon 

			a wandering tune, 

			a candle in the draft, 

			snuffed out soon. 

			On the banks of Szamos 

			almonds bloom; 

			the corner curbstones love to tread 

			to dance steps in smooth 

			black and red. 

			

			Round and round 

			and around 

			on rebound 

			from the ground 

			to the sky 

			eye-to-eye 

			not aside: 

			girls in pairs, more and more, 

			swirling in a red-and-black 

			dancing corps. 

			

			Where are they from, whose brain, whose hand, 

			wherefrom is this motion-land? 

			

			From the marts of bombed-out forts, 

			from far pastures’ swine cohorts, 

			were they sent up from campfires 

			of yurts and tents and shacks 

			by the catapulting of 

			wrists and hips and backs? 

			Or sent by ancient era’s folks? 

			From some prehistoric foggy ink 

			re-created by – instinct? 

			Like almond eyelids’ glory 

			in mother-womb’s 

			hallowed laboratory? 

			

			Where are they from, whose brain, whose hand, 

			wherefrom is this motion-land? 

			What kind of hidden mobile phones 

			receive it and transmit it here 

			on the matching wavelengths that 

			the brain and blood can commandeer? 

			

			A hand clenched into a true-blue fist. 

			A tune without a lyricist. 

			

			Girls in pairs, more and more, 

			swirl within a red-and-black 

			dancing corps. 

			

			And on and on the tape deck whirs. 

			You get it when you play it back: 

			the manger’s bliss, the coffin’s curse. 

			1972 

			

			[In addition to the poet’s introductory remarks at the top it may be noted that black and red – besides the ubiquitous white – make up the color scheme of the folk costume popular in the Kolozsvár area.] 

			

			THE WOOLEN BLANKET 

			(Takaróruha) 

			your laughter is as big and hearty as a woolen blanket 

			said a young fellow to another one day 

			some thirty years ago and ever since then 

			every time I hear that kind of laughter I can see it too 

			and to keep the left-over crumbs of my high spirit 

			from drying out I always wrap them up 

			in the woolen blanket I heard in that barn 

			1977 

			

			EPIGRAMS IN MEMORY OF JANUS PANNONIUS 

			

			I. 

			the poets of today may live to see an era

			pregnant with murderous epigrams

			provided they refrain from writing

			the murderous epigrams 

			

			II 

			shirts and footwear were tailored out of 

			the flags of freedom on the tyrant’s orders 

			in the hope that with frequent washings 

			their colors would completely fade away 

			

			III 

			you smile at me for still marching 

			under the flare-flags of revolution 

			while others jet about on business trips 

			

			hear my answer and carve it in your brain: 

			look in front of your own feet and be glad 

			that no one has examined your finger nails 

			1974–1975 

			

			

			IN MEMORIAM SZILÁGYI DOMOKOS 

			(Fellow poet, suicide at the age of 38) 

			

			a gap eternal 

			enshrines a presence 

			forever vital 

			

			to set out without a stick 

			toward infinity 

			

			among the bushes 

			at the fall forest’s edge 

			the page boy in armor 

			skips the winter campaign 

			to fossilize 

			into the startled look 

			of a tiny salamander 

			

			the bated breath 

			of the winds above 

			the orphaned valley 

			

			the forever repeated fugues 

			on a muted organ 

			

			words imprisoned in the frost 

			

			why did we deserve this 

			why 

			1976 

			

			 

			EVENING CONFESSION 

			(Esti gyónás) 

			

			you led me not into temptation 

			today either mea culpa 

			mea magna culpa 

			mea maxima culpa 

			poetry foiled by laziness 

			1977 

			

			THEY TAKE OFF... 

			(Felröppen olykor...) 

			

			once in a while a dove-winged 

			verse or two 

			still take off 

			they don’t venture far 

			only circle around the nest 

			if they exchange a word 

			it’s only for old-time’s sake 

			the decent thing to do 

			they preen themselves 

			fussing on a branch 

			content to stay quiet 

			when the young ones 

			begin to squeak 

			1977 

			

			I WONDER 

			(Vajon) 

			

			I wonder if instead of mother’s milk 

			if instead of my dear mother’s teats 

			I had grown up 

			on the bottle or a wet nurse 

			to take my first steps and then 

			stretched out tall to be a man 

			I wonder if I’d still be ready 

			to bite for what’s rightfully mine 

			for what’s rightfully ours 

			I wonder 

			1977 

			

			BEHIND SMILES 

			(Mosolyok mögött) 

			

			We reside behind smiles, 

			meager little public 

			staircase smiles, 

			we snap on the padlock 

			of a polite nod 

			sanctioned world-wide, 

			and we are safe at home; 

			we can slip our souls 

			into bathrobes 

			and slippers, and no one will 

			bother us till the morning 

			except perhaps on the phone. 

			

			I grew up in a village 

			with one single street where 

			I never saw the inside of one other house; 

			when we started studying geography 

			it seemed to me that Africa, Asia, America, 

			and even far-off Australia 

			stretched out from the church 

			to the end of the street, 

			over all of four or five houses. 

			

			This horizontal mystery has 

			turned vertical in forty years; 

			therefore, even the latest techniques 

			of semiotics can not 

			possibly 

			find fault with me, 

			even though there is no elevator, and we 

			have to hike up three flights of stairs. 

			1977 

			

			ALMOST PASSED US BY 

			(Lassan eltelik) 

			

			the first half of our allotted time has almost 

			passed us by while we were feverishly getting ready 

			and the second half is likely to involve 

			more getting ready for something that 

			has lost its timeliness in the meantime 

			until finally with the nausea of hurriedly-fried 

			gristle painting our palate we apologetically 

			flap our arms in the only gesture they’re capable of 

			very sorry but we’ve been busy just getting by 

			sorry but that’s what life is like 

			1976 

			

			HOW MUCH LONGER 

			(Mert addig tart) 

			

			this non-conformist fever will burn 

			only until it shapes up as 

			a cozy tenured position 

			with all benefits paid 

			

			and from the back seats of power 

			it will look like dissent when 

			someone tries to keep warm by 

			blowing on his fingers or shuffling 

			

				out of his row 

				drifting off 

				toward the back 

			1977 

			

			 

			ADVENTURE 

			(Kaland) 

			

			if a gorgeous angel of death 

			were to come for me 

			she who’s used to having people 

			kowtow at her sight 

			in awe and tongue-tied 

			fibbing: it’s been too long waiting 

			

			if a gorgeous angel of death 

			were to come by 

			to take my arm holding me fast 

			with her eyes modestly downcast 

			and dragged me off – I’d be the one to take her 

			swirling through the mob of swarming dancers 

			

			if a gorgeous angel of death – 

			and by the time 

			you folks caught on we’d be fine 

			faraway with loving dew to veil 

			forever our long cold trail 

			if a gorgeous angel of death – 

			

			have you heard people would say 

			that sly old nut 

			would you believe it 

			ran away with that brazen slut 

			1975 

			

			

			AFTER THE FIRST BLOW 

			(Az első ütés után) 

			

			not to worry let it trickle 

			once it sprang a leak let the blood form rivulets 

			let it wash out a ravine on the face to proclaim 

			the place where whacks and kicks are welcome 

			it’s much too late now 

			the blood-red flags of shame should have been 

			flown much earlier and from inside 

			1974 

			

			ON MY DEATHBED 

			(Úgy fogok meghalni) 

			

			by my deathbed 

			someone will be there 

			to hold back my last gasp 

			until he can tape it 

			and play it back 

			for editing 

			so that it sounds 

			appropriate 

			or else he may erase it 

			so as to leave behind 

			nothing but this gentle smile 

			but of course without its bitter aftertaste 

			it was so characteristic 

			that gentle smile 

			will someone say 

			without a gasp 

			someone whose choking grip 

			on my throat I have felt 

			all my wretched life 

			1977 

			

			ALL NIGHT LONG IN FRONT 

			(A ház előtt egész éjszaka) 

			

			all night long in front of our 

			apartment house an all-terrain jeep sat 

			there with the brake lights on 

			maybe it had just pulled up 

			or was just about to 

			pull out from the curb again 

			I always air out the room 

			before turning in and lean out 

			when closing the windows 

			and that’s exactly what I was doing 

			when I caught sight of 

			the jeep with the brake lights on 

			what the hell I let it slip 

			something wrong asked my wife 

			nothing at all just a jeep 

			what kind of a jeep some kind of a jeep 

			I said fixing 

			the curtain maybe you can take 

			a look from here I said shrinking to 

			the other corner of the window 

			from behind the curtain 

			if you must 

			for the windows across the street 

			don’t have to see everything I said 

			with a little maneuver we can 

			find an angle 

			even behind the closed window 

			that will afford a view 

			of the sidewalk or a 

			hand’s-breath portion of it 

			we even welcomed this 

			measly little discovery 

			for we had been living here 

			on the third floor for two decades 

			without realizing 

			how easily and without detection 

			we could spy on the sidewalk 

			I wonder if it’s still there she asked 

			a little later under the comforter 

			and she kept wondering 

			maybe I’d better take a look and 

			I did and it was still there I said 

			with the brake lights on 

			looking like it had just pulled up 

			or was about 

			to pull out into the street 

			interesting I said and went 

			out to the bathroom fussed 

			with this and that and even started 

			to gargle because my throat 

			felt a little scratchy or who 

			knows what the hell 

			it’s still there my wife whispered 

			giving me a start as she 

			whispered from behind 

			the curtain on my return 

			I squeezed beside her 

			and we both felt ashamed of 

			our audible heartbeat it’ll go away 

			when it gets bored and back in bed 

			I waited and waited for her 

			to fall asleep so that then 

			I could stealthily 

			steal up to the window 

			well is it still there my wife 

			asked and in my distress 

			I said I was only 

			inspecting at the sky 

			it sounded like it 

			might be raining 

			is it raining she asked 

			no it isn’t I said and 

			well is it still there 

			it was standing there 

			with the brake lights on 

			looking like it had just pulled up 

			or was about to pull out from the curb 

			yes it’s still standing there even 

			though dawn is breaking yes it’s still 

			there even while I am 

			knocking off this poem for what else 

			could I be doing now that 

			falling asleep is hopeless 

			1977 

			

			BY THEIR NAMES 

			(Nevükön kellene) 

			

			call them all by their names 

			and sketch their hands curled 

			in fist around a glass 

			a fork or an ax handle and paint the life of those 

			fingers and the long stretches of keeping quiet 

			also the days of blue and gold halved by the noontime bells 

			and it’s time to put to use some stakes 

			chasing out the carousing good-for-nothings 

			wheat fields are not for sleeping 

			and the afternoons not for hoot and holler 

			but for quiet joy before the majestic descent of twilight 

			the sadness of being human 

			1974 

			

			OSTINATO 

			

			I was there when the poet 

			was pushed around like a thief 

			

			I was there when the poet 

			was humiliated like a thief 

			

			I was there when the poet 

			was convicted as a thief 

			

			I was there and I who’d never stolen 

			began to tremble like a thief 

			1972 

			

			THE SEA IN SLUMBER 

			(Szunnyadó tenger) 

			

			the sea is not asleep 

			only in slumber like a horse 

			that whips its tail at times 

			and then shakes its mane 

			on her feet the sea slumbers 

			just like a horse 

			from under her half-closed 

			eyelids the white of 

			the curving horizon gleams 

			1971 

			

			

			LAMENTATION 

			(Lamentáció) 

			

			I hang a lifetime in a northern land 

			where moss hangs on to cliffs like strings of beads 

			

			where the blissful smile of the sun 

			against the darkness never quite succeeds 

			

			on my crawling goose-bumps the lead-laced 

			flog of dampish horror daily feeds 

			

			too dumb to flee I linger here as 

			a biped cousin of spry centipedes 

			1975 

			

			

			LEFT BEHIND AGAIN 

			(Hát itt maradunk megint) 

			

			so we’re left behind again stuck in the mud 

			lucky thing we have these rubber boots 

			and plastic rain-gear for we too are blessed 

			by civilization with a few things and as it is we’re left here 

			with a pocket radio and the evening TV 

			but we’re left behind here while culture sails off 

			in the distance like a giant luxury liner 

			for it’s not the daily bread-and-lard nor the 

			bread-and-bacon-and-jeremiad it’s not that 

			we could afford more except that the books 

			turn up their noses with a start 

			even though they seemed friendly at first 

			and eager for the candy from our hands 

			but then the alphabet almost got up on stilts 

			being so embarrassed by the poor relations 

			its nose is up in the air so embarrassed is 

			the alphabet by the poor relations 

			

			the helicopter sent to our rescue is still 

			circling over us but it’s only for a show 

			retracted is already the rope-ladder 

			

			the late descendants of Prometheus would 

			have become fire-eaters 

					such creatures and their ilk 

			are hopping from one theory to the next like 

			the sparrows with frozen feet on 

			the frosty branches of a naked walnut tree 

			1975 

			

			AFTER RESURRECTION 

			(Föltámadás után) 

			

			having the whole thing behind me with the feeling 

			of a job well done I set out for home from my place of 

			execution on the hill of skulls – Golgotha they call it – 

			halting now and then to catch my breath and to feel the scabs 

			growing over my wounds thinking it was something I’d have to do 

			from then on till the ends of time with the changing of weather 

			and that was when I caught sight of some old friends 

			trudging in the opposite direction 

			slipping and sliding in the mud amidst crude curses 

			sorry folks about that 

			let me add to the already published text of my teachings 

			it’s too bad that even I could not pave the road under your feet 

			1972 

			

			ABOUT THAT LONGEST WEEK 

			(A leghosszabb hétről) 

			

			if you could only 

			spend a week reading 

			the chronicle of that 

			longest week whose 

			every minute I spent 

			thirsting for you with the kind 

			of thirst that drives a man insane 

			first before killing him of thirst 

			1976 

			

			AN EXCHANGE OF WORDS 

			(Szóváltás) 

			

			I carried you on my back 

			when you lost your legs 

			and you instead of thanking me 

			decided to grow wings 

			

			you carried me on your back 

			when I lost my legs 

			and just so I wouldn’t have to thank you 

			I decided to grow wings 

			1977 

			

			MEDIUM LIGHT 

			(Félárnyék) 

			

			a pearl-gray dove preening itself 

			on the railing of the balcony with 

			a begonia-laden green-painted 

			flower box behind it 

			

			light-speckled shade; 

			medium light 

			

			its gizzard filled 

			the dove’s warbling 

			for a mate 

			

			the picture of pecking happiness 

			pure heraldry motif 

			

			forgetting the slingshot 

			I sprinkle crumbs out there 

			sweetened with kind words 

			1975 

			

			VISITING ME 

			(Jönnek hozzám) 

			

			visiting me every dawn 

			from the folds of fog they’re drawn 

			visiting in me the dawn 

			visiting but from where and why 

			how come my bones naked lie 

			they undress my bones but why 

			

			in my chest a birch they plant 

			tie to it an orphan lamb 

			why in my chest is this plant 

			

			my innards have to share the lot 

			of children who are whacked a lot 

			whether need to be or not 

			

			why is my heart taken out 

			why are my guts strewn about 

			thrown to all the dogs about 

			

			I wish they wrapped me in plain white 

			that should only be my right 

			in plain linen clean and white 

			

			through my eyes they come and go 

			on their way out they let go 

			more dung as they come and go 

			

			stuff my mouth with dirt-dough 

			1976 

			

			BECAUSE I’M AFRAID 

			(Mert félek) 

			

			that someday someone 

			may turn off the spring 

			the creek cascading from it 

			may just turn it off 

			out of habit like a faucet 

			and steadily the rivers will run dry 

			the seas will turn into salt flats 

			and the sky will fly off rattling 

			1972 

			

			IN PREVIEW 

			(Majd) 

			

			this silence will prove 

			to be 

			a deaf and heavy 

			tongueless bell 

			that someone will 

			

			slowly lower over us 

			1977 

			

			PLAYING WITH WORDS 

			(Játszva magyarul) 

			

			get the truth

			get it across

			save your people

			from total loss

			1974 

			

			SHINING THE THIN VENEER 

			(Verniszázs) 

			

			they hung their paintings on the walls 

			read from their collected verses 

			offered to play a string quartet 

			even though there were only three of them 

			

			and then they stood around 

			waiting among the rest of us 

			with hat in hand 

			just like at a funeral 

			1976 

			

			IT’S ONLY NOW 

			(Még csak ezután) 

			

			it’s only now when the ticker and the eyes wear out 

			it’s only now when the hand gets heavier and 

			the sentence has more to hide behind its back 

			offering a bigger target to barbs even as every day 

			it rushes into its deliberate final steps 

			it’s only now and only from now on 

			that the agony of agonizing starts – 

			the scale will take your measure as a chronicler 

			and you’ll be cast into the purgatory of your doubts 

			1974 

			

			THE BOARDED-UP FOUNTAINS 

			(Bedeszkázott szökőkutak) 

			

			listen winter’s on its way 

			board up all your fountains well 

			let no ice bloom in your blood 

			board up all your fountains well 

			

			the town will do just fine without 

			the splash and gurgle of the spray 

			board up all the fountains well 

			winter’s fist is on its way 

			1973 

			

			SMOKY 

			(Purdé) 

			

			once more I know he’ll howl at the moon 

			he’ll howl for me my bare-foot childhood’s 

			smoke-colored pal and lick my hands whether 

			they’re dangling or already laid out across my chest 

			and he’ll even sprinkle some tears from his faithful eyes 

			just like I did for him crying for days 

			he’ll leap aside helplessly from the feet 

			of my black-draped wooden horse my bier 

			and with tail tucked in he’ll lead the way 

			he already knows just where 

			1975 

			

			 

			I’VE SEEN ENOUGH 

			(Láttam én már) 

			

			I’ve seen enough 

			anarchists with 

			their eyes on a pension 

			penny-pinching 

			revolutionaries 

			faithless priests 

			– the tippling landlord of a pub 

			would soon go broke – 

			I’ve been schooled 

			by the unschooled 

			– their wisely wagging fingers 

			even now can loom 

			like gallows before my eyes – 

			they spawned mice 

			in the nest of my dreams 

			but I remain grateful 

			and humble 

			after all I get treated 

			for my back pain almost gratis 

			at world-famous 

			spas 

			and my muse was 

			

			given a job as a ticket taker 

			in a museum where 

			eventually a picture of me 

			might be hung 

			without any hassle 

			ex officio so to speak 

			1975 

			

			WEAThERVANESCARECROW 

			(Időmadárijesztő) 

			Drama in three minutes 

			

			(Two men enter with heads held high) 

			

			– Weathervanescarecrow. 

			– What’s that? 

			– Weathervanescarecrow. 

			– Weathervanescarecrow? 

			– Exactly. 

			– Is this a riddle? 

			(shakes his head) 

			– What’s it supposed to be? What does it mean? 

			– Weathervanescarecrow. 

			(hesitantly) – A political figure? 

			(shakes his head) 

			(they both laugh) 

			– What then? 

			– A poem. 

			– A poem? Maybe a title for a poem. 

			– A poem. A poem by itself. 

			– Weathervanescarecrow. Do you call that a poem, sir? 

			– A poem. Weathervanescarecrow. 

			– A one liner. More precisely: a one-word poem. There is such a thing, sir. 

			– And what else? 

			– Mute. 

			– Mute? 

			– Yes. 

			– A mute poem? 

			– A mute poem. But it appears only in the 

			inside pages. Sometimes in large numbers. 

			Usually as a counter-poem for one-word poems 

			such as mentioned above. 

			(silence) 

			– Thank you for this little essay on poetry. 

			– Sir. 

			– It should work as consolation, too. From now on, 

			when they’re about to form blood clots inside me, 

			words that are not to be uttered, I’ll try to fancy myself 

			a great poet. Thank you. 

			– Don’t mention it, my fellow poet. 

			


(With heads hanging low, they exit) 

			


Curtain 

			1975 

			

			TO KEEP ON THE MOVE 

			To Romanian Poet A. E. Baconsky 

			(Menni csak) 

			

			to keep on the move 

			with a sight-thirsty 

			unquenchable gaze 

			across impassable kingdoms 

			beyond the fabled 

			crystal sea 

			searching for the moment 

			held just for you in innsbruck 

			by a horseradish- and 

			mustard-flavored midnight 

			in front of the palace 

			with the golden dome 

			and by the hugely panting night 

			of pennsylvania 

			by the translucent silence 

			of the finnish forests 

			and by a sunset 

			in venice where 

			finally you can feel 

			in your hands 

			napoleon too 

			traipsing on the terrace 

			of the cathedral 

			and the plunder-inducing 

			rumps of the four 

			splendid egyptian 

			stallions 

			1976

			

			 

			THE GYPSY CARAVAN 

			(Olykor átvonul) 

			

			 Now and then my childhood’s 

			smoke-smelling 

			covered wagon caravan 

			rumbles on to the scene 

			to pass before my eyes 

			 the tale is told about a gaping child 

			who got snatched 

			from here and there 

			who had his 

			tongue ripped out 

			with glowing hot pincers 

			and turned into a mangy dog 

			tied by chain under the wagon so he would 

			never stick his tongue out at gypsies again 

			 and perhaps they never 

			did move on but are 

			still camping out here 

			even now at the edge of the village 

			they are the ones who 

			at dusk 

			shake out the night 

			from their huge soiled sacks 

			1976 

			

			WORK SONG 

			(Dal) 

			

			a pair of oxen with their weight 

			put to work could show their worth 

			a pair of stubborn oxen could 

			pull this overloaded earth 

			

			so their weight was put to work 

			with all their might they went for broke 

			the pair of oxen put their weight 

			cracking creaking in the yoke 

			

			let the yoke frame shatter into 

			exploding constellation signs 

			through the fog and smoke the word 

			shows itself to us and shines 

			

			on the rising new horizon 

			where the dying wheezes greet 

			the hoola-hooping cracks of whips 

			footprints left by naked feet 

			1976 

			

			SUMERIAN SONNET 

			(Sumér szonett) 

			

			the sumerian priest appears 

			and takes possession of the city 

			I gave it to you folks he says 

			and now I’ll repossess it 

			

			and he carries it away tucked 

			under an arm like a baked 

			clay tablet but first he dusts 

			it off with a handkerchief 

			

			and there’s no way of 

			telling who’s going to 

			hang on and who’s not 

			

			even on his way back 

			he may end up spilling some 

			more of us 

			1974 

			

			REQUIEM FOR A FOREST 

			(Rekviem egy erdőért) 

			

			The gaze is still trained 

			to seek 

			to seek out 

			the forest 

			

			the dispossessed 

			wildfowl 

			

			the sun and the moon 

			can now behold 

			what was to be seen 

			only by death or love 

			

			the denuded valleys 

			and the slopes 

			

			the unshaded 

			sadness 

			

			sprout new foliage 

			only in remembrance 

			shed their old foliage 

			only in remembrance 

			

			and I don’t have the guts 

			to refuse to kiss 

			the ax 

			1974 

			

			BARTÓK 

			

			a single violin 

			out on the high sea 

			the past and present and 

			the things we can’t yet see 

			

			are about to sink 

			we are at the brink 

			

			nothing’s wrong 

			but the captain’s eyes 

			paused to blink 

			just a second long 

			

			can’t be too bad while 

			with us is the song 

			1974 

			

			FOR ZITHER 

			(Citerára) 

			

			if I could have anything 

			I would have a balmy spring 

			nothing would then bug me 

			not a single thing 

			

			I’d let a tired cloud 

			rest on me its load 

			if I were the forest 

			asleep across the road 

			

			

			but I don’t feel like having 

			a damned thing all alone 

			I cover myself with dark 

			shadows of my own 

			1974 

			

			THE ROPE 

			(Kötél) 

			

			something always holds me back 

			a word left unsaid 

			a face suddenly flashing by 

			a hand clenched into a fist 

			a daisy 

			– loves me or loves me not – 

			and the shame 

			two little boys 

			and a woman would 

			have to live with 

			

			

			but is there anyone who hasn’t 

			felt in his feet 

			the pleasant tingle 

			of the final weightlessness 

			1972 

			

			

			FALL FLOWER 

			(Őszike) 

			

			embers with white lashes 

			ready to flare up 

			into fire 

			that’s how I stare 

			

			into the severe-faced 

			squinting night: 

			on every heavenly body 

			it is you I seek 

			1973

			

			 

			SHORT SUPPLICATION  ABOARD A SINKING LIFEBOAT 

			(Rövid könyörgés kettétört hajón) 

			

			My poems disgust me my lord 

			like self-inflicted wounds 

			did medieval monks 

			please give them 

			eternal unrest 

			and to me 

			a good 

			night 

			amen 

			1975 

			

			SIGH I.

			(Sóhaj) 

			

			oh if only one could have for 

			home and homeland that 

			jetliner with foreign markings 

			hovering almost standing still 

			above the ocean of ice floes 

			somewhere between canada 

			and iceland 

			1974 

			

			AN EMOTIONAL POEM 

			(Érzelmes költemény) 

			

			think about me at least once 

			you dear goatherd 

			of the twenty-first century 

			while lying propped up on an elbow as 

			you carve off bits of bacon for your lunch 

			a whole book could be filled with 

			the names of byways I’ve taken 

			and springs too 

			that have since filled 

			if not an ocean 

			but at least a good-size pond 

			I used to know the names of 

			streets and villages and towns 

			and bridges too 

			the continents where I had traveled 

			

			I stood at the foothills of mount ararat 

			atop vesuvius and the empire 

			state building 

			a whole village could be heated 

			with the warmth of the handshakes 

			I received and distributed 

			if bioenergetics 

			ever catches up with it 

			

			think about me too once 

			you honest goatherd 

			of the twenty-first century 

			when having put away the knife 

			you lie down on the ground by the spring 

			to slurp up the fresh spring water 

			1974 

			 

			

			POETRY READING IN THE NUDE 

			(Félfüllel délről) 

			

			in a room of improbably perfect proportions 

			at an improbably long table 

			the poet is hard at work 

			writing her improbably long poems 

			a yellowing picture is behind 

			her on the wall facing us 

			can’t say more about it than it’s mostly yellow 

			and it’s not important 

			the poet is engaged in a boringly 

			sluggish discourse about 

			the creative spirit liberated 

			when reading poetry in the nude 

			but when the honorable 

			city fathers learned the event would involve 

			only some artsy-fartsy verses sans the stripping 

			they canceled the fee they had so 

			generously offered earlier and demanded 

			rent for the hall, yessir, no matter 

			how loudly the poet screamed, cajoled and cooed 

			playing the cello with her fingers 

			holding her locks for strings 

			the “little red bulldozers” were left without 

			gasoline and public order 

			immediately snapped back to attention 

			public morality was stroking its beard 

			yes our jowls were grabbed by responsibility 

			even though it would have been so nice to have a go 

			at this newfangled thing called gruppensex 

			the rhymes followed us for a while 

			like stray dogs but then dropped back 

			sniffing at telephone poles 

			and garbage containers 

			can’t even hear their yelp any more 

			yet the caravan 

			keeps moving on 

			1974 

			

			FRAGMENT 

			(Töredék) 

			

			... perhaps some patches 

			of jungle or taiga 

			or hardy loners such as cedars 

			– unless early on we annihilate them 

			to the last as rivals 

			who can stand erect – 

			perhaps some lower form 

			of life or plant or microbe 

			will try to adapt to 

			the post-human environment 

			and this planet stewed in 

			toxic waste and loose subatomic 

			particles and subsisting 

			under the sign of cancer 

			will preserve for ages 

			our footprints and our smell 

			on this speck of the universe... 

			1972 

			

			PICTURE POSTCARD 

			(Képeslap) 

			

			the winter we’re having is old fashioned hard 

			raises the ground level by almost a yard 

			

			the evenings have mammoth-size nothing to say 

			more silence is what one digs up by day 

			

			under the ice-shield of tough solitude 

			for the fish we save some leftover food 

			

			the land is by winter winds steadily scraped 

			the wind is its monster-sized huge razor blade 

			

			with brueghel’s perfection the ripening frost 

			on creek-hugging willow twigs gets itself mossed 

			

			white patches grow out of all things around 

			white blood cells filtering out of the ground 

			1973 

			

			HEARSAY 

			(Hallomásból) 

			

			and we were not exactly plagued 

			by peccadilloes except perhaps 

			for a local priest or minister 

			before he got married 

			and a gym teacher too who 

			after the may day festivities 

			or on a new year’s eve 

			when the lights were turned off briefly 

			attempted and perhaps even managed 

			to steal a kiss 

					but the children are 

			all grown now thank god 

			all five of them decently 

			married off and already 

			grandchildren are appearing 

			it wasn’t easy to marry off five girls 

			even in these days 

			five girls 

					so our time 

			is almost up but somehow 

			the holidays have eluded us and 

			come to think of it 

			so have the weekdays 

			1973 

			

			PROMETHEUS 

			(Prométheusz) 

			

			it’s not the chain 

			nor the clockwork 

			visits of the eagle’s 

			beak and talons 

			

			it’s the betrayal’s smoke that smarts 

			the shame of suffocation 

			why did you people have to set 

			the woods on fire all around me 

			1974 

			THE TREE 

			(Fa) 

			

			an apocalyptic storm 

			broke over the fields 

			everyone dropped the hoe 

			in panic 

			started to run 

			with arrows whizzing 

			from behind 

			stumbling and slipping 

			falling flat 

			glued to the mud 

			while the sky 

			fired its cannons 

			

			I too was running 

			but my fear 

			made me take root 

			numbed by lightning 

			to stand still 

			

			all you on the run 

			keep on running 

			flee the storm 

			do not seek shelter 

			under my limbs 

			1974 

			

			UNVARIED VARIATION 

			(Változatlan változat) 

			

			although the thunder has rolled on 

			and the lightning bolts have fizzled out 

			the evening still can make a child of 

			this old man with autumn hair and gout 

			

			standing in the same old hollow tree 

			where I was at the age of five 

			when I spent a long night crying 

			and shouting songs to stay alive 

			1976 

			

			HOMEBOUND

			(Mikor szülőföldje határát megpillantja) 

			

			my heart is a sailor with columbus 

			crying out in the crow’s nest when 

			my homeland comes up on a border sign 

			

			all other parts where I travel are but ocean 

			only this is land to me 

			this homeland of mine 

			1975 

			

			DEAD DOLPHIN ON A MEDITERRANEAN SHORE 

			(Halott delfin) 

			

			its head’s been gnawed off 

			by the carrion of the shore or the sea 

			the dolphin hasn’t found a way 

			to bury itself in three days 

			

			seagulls are 

			screeching 

			above it 

			around it 

			

			conjuring tricks are played 

			by chaplinesque time 

			the water makes somersaults 

			and the chewed-up head grows out 

			

			sirens 

			chanteuses 

			muezzin 

			

			the imam calls to prayer 

			

			the mace of myths is banging 

			on the pearly gates of the horizon 

			

			waves are tumbling 

			with thunder on waves 

			and a human head is 

			projected on the mind 

			already in 

			the frothing wave 

			

			the sea goes berserk flooding 

			our tiny sand castles one by one 

			the carrion of both the shore 

			and the deep are watching us 

			a funeral march groans 

			its woes under the sea 

			a cast-off paper crown 

			is limping perhaps 

			toward eternity 

			and the sun 

			slips 

			through the muezzin’s arms 

			1972 

			

			SENIOR CITIZENS 

			(Öregek) 

			

			seated under the barren branches 

			as if in a staged production 

			or a painting 

			between each pair of knees a twig 

			(that will never grow into a rod 

			it may at most be swished 

			toward a mangy dog or a 

			prankster kid with the result that 

			the dog will growl even meaner 

			and the kid will pull new tricks 

			dodging with snickers and making 

			silly faces – tiny little taps 

			will quarrel with toothless grunts 

			and then the sagging trousers will 

			sink down on the bench to rest 

			with a twig between the knees 

			as if they had never moved from the picture) 

			as if forever and ever 

			

			far above the barren branches 

			a jet plane arches over 

			the echoing sky and by the time 

			the faces crunch slowly in its direction 

			only the long vapor-trail torch 

			shows where it has fled 

			

			it’s another flight that’s taking off now 

			under drooping eyelids at speeds faster than light 

			to someplace where the fall was a donkey 

			lazily nibbling on hay 

			and where dawn rose as a gentle butcher 

			with the screams of chain saws 

			and pigs ready for the knife 

			1972 

			

			SNOWFLAKE 

			(Pehely) 

			

			indefinitely postponed is now 

			for sure that magical winter night 

			I once dreamt about 

			a night in a dreamland shelter 

			with that girl who has 

			always tempted me 

			landing on my eyelid 

			with the first flake of snow 

			1975 

			

			THERE’S MORE 

			(Volna még) 

			

			sure there’s a lot 

			more I’d like to 

			talk about 

			like the fields 

			of daffodils 

			the mountain grass 

			fluttering with fright 

			in the sunset wind 

			the mountains and the rivers 

			the sky and the ground 

			the distant seas 

			the writhing of volcanoes 

			under the oceans 

			the eternal equinoxes 

			of love 

			when even time 

			peters out like a creek 

			where the deer come 

			to slake their thirst 

			in short there’s more 

			to talk about 

			in behalf of humanity 

			when it comes to the two of us 

			1976 

			

			CONTINUITY 

			(Folytonosság) 

			

			a sacrificial place this was 

			to pagan gods and then to christ 

			scattered mossy stones now mark 

			the shrine where priests once sacrificed 

			

			a place where trees and bushes sink 

			their roots but in the silent loam 

			your feet detect an ancient path 

			and always find a god at home 

			1972 

			

			INTO NOAH’S ARK 

			(Noé bárkája felé) 

			

			We must gather, round up everything. 

			Even words. Not a single word, 

			nor expression, should be left behind. 

			Nothing is superfluous. 

			

			Let it pour for forty thousand days 

			and forty thousand nights, if not 

			one single conscience-stricken bubble 

			is to ride on the ark’s wake. 

			

			For at last the water will ebb. 

			And the mud will dry. 

			

			And then from the well-preserved 

			well-guarded words we’ll 

			re-create the first 

			wheat kernel of our own, 

			when we can no longer 

			live by the word alone. 

			1973 

			

			THE TWO OF US ALONE IN THE EVENING 

			(Négyszemközt estefelé) 

			

			the vanishing ritual of married couples 

			makes the good folks of my village get up and dance 

			with vigor but without the hollers 

			listening more to their memories 

			than to the heat of the music 

			they say things with stumbling tongues 

			and I too would like to say something 

			when looking into your ever-rekindled eyes 

			I’d like to say what one hand on the shoulder 

			and the other on the hip have been saying from 

			the beginning of time 

			yes that’s what I’d like to say whenever 

			you and I find ourselves alone on this earth 

			1976 

			

			THE SOCCER BALL 

			(Ahogy a labda) 

			

			once a day it hits me 

			I want to fly over the high 

			chicken-wire fence 

			like a soccer ball 

			and lose myself 

			in the sumac-infested 

			lot among the debris 

			

			I’d take refuge under a meek 

			skunk cabbage where 

			the lucky kid finding me 

			might kick me out 

			into the open again 

			1973 

			

			HORSE AND RIDER 

			(Ló és lovas) 

			

			nostril and sinews shaking 

			the horse snorts now and then 

			a predator he smells 

			

			like the blind he seeks out every step 

			the ground caves in under him 

			and then again it swells 

			

			without reins or spurs 

			reined only by a lean rope and two 

			desperately clutching knees 

			

			he may hear the babbling brook 

			or the blood in his 

			arteries 

			

			he needs to leap across but the brook

			has no other side 

			1973 

			

			NOMADS 

			(Nomádok) 

			

			the pudgy little lad astride the bearded 

			young man’s shoulders sways his gaze from side to side 

			the two-handled moses-basket forms a bridge rocking 

			between the father in jeans and wooden clogs with a proud stride 

			and the pretty little mother in jeans and wooden clogs with brisk short steps 

			from them hang bags and sacks bulging with thermos bottle and cans 

			of baby food but the two firm wrists hold on to the bridge 

			where the smaller one’s asleep 

			as safely as within his mother’s womb 

			underneath the asphalt swooshes with all the debris of migrations 

			and from a pocket of the knapsack gleams 

			the white passport of happy peace time 

			a pack of paper diapers 

			1978

			

			 

			PARAPHRASING 
POET JÁNOS ARANY 

			(Arany Jánosra gondolva) 

			

			my loaf I’ve eaten to a morsel 

			I’ve covered most of my planned route 

			by the roadside in the thinning 

			fall shade I am lying mute 

			

			between my teeth a wild rose 

			in my eyes the sky’s blue zest 

			I’ll soon be bundled up by god 

			kneeling heavy on my chest 

			1975 

			

			DUSK 

			(Szürkület) 

			

			dusk has stepped over the airport 

			the sky is a colorless parachute 

			dropping down to earth 

			the wind tosses the smell of faded 

			rocket roses back and forth 

			odes are landing into elegies 

			1976 

			

			

			CHANCE ENCOUNTER 

			(Félszeg ballada) 

			

			yet as a boy he was so good with his hands 

			said the artist as if offering an apology 

			he even fabricated an actual 

			full-size airplane out of scrap lumber 

			spent the whole summer tinkering with it 

			

			we kids on the block 

			helped him push to get it rolling 

			it didn’t take off 

			but it could have 

			later on for sure  

			counting the years backwards I figure 

			he was no more than fifteen or fourteen 

			and I was part of the crew 

			with the starting pistol 

			

			you remember the airplane 

			asked the artist 

			can you still 

			

			let’s toss down a quick one 

			just a shot of brandy and then you can 

			go about your urgent business 

			

			you remember the airplane 

			can you still 

			

			just another shot I swear 

			just another ounce to make it bounce 

			and round it out to five he-he-he 

			what’s your hurry always 

			

			you remember the airplane 

			can you still 

			

			I remember the last time too you were in such a hurry 

			always in a hurry even though you used to be a good 

			boy back then when you 

			didn’t have to hurry so much so see you around 

			and my best regards to you sir 

			

			got around to a lot of places 

			somehow he got away 

			got into something 

			something got into him 

			it’s been a long time since he designed anything 

			doesn’t even pick up his tools any more 

			although as I say he even built and airplane 

			what a beauty it was 

			

			art oh yes but my paintings are not meant to hang on walls 

			he started speaking again after 

			keeping quiet for three blocks 

			an artist should paint something to lift the spirit 

			if he wants to paint at all 

			you know how it is 

			with poetry 

			

			yes I should know 

			how it is with poetry 

			

			if only that plane had taken off 

			said neither of us 

			but the plane was buzzing in our minds 

			1977 

			

			A PAINTING 

			(Festmény) 

			

			a maiden with sunshine 

			on her auburn hair 

			and a single yellow 

			flower in her hand 

			

			she just stands there in the light 

			without a shadow or backdrop 

			stands there smiling 

			needing no shadow or backdrop 

			1974 

			

		


		
			POEMS ABOUT POETRY

			(Versek a vers körül) 



A NOTE ON THE MARGIN WITH A FOOTNOTE 

			(Széljegyzet lábjegyzettel) 

			

			Sinuous steps and sinuous gestures 

			in sinuous interviews 

			the hallowed happy poets of europe 

			are jostling for position 

			in various poses trying 

			to impress the still impressionable 

			with their creative quirks 

			they waddle in twaddle 

			bumping into each other 

			

			their winged stallions are but 

			so many barnyard beasts 

			and for me it’s sour grapes 

			

			FROM THE UNRECORDED SERVICE REGULATIONS OF POETRY 

			(A költészet íratlan szolgálati szabályzatából) 

			

			on a foray the forward observers 

			reconnoiter with sharp bayonets stuck on their rifles 

			with live grenades hung on their belts 

			and even their tracer bullets are filled with lead 

			

			because what matters to the avant-garde is the ammo 

			* 

			(anarchist interjection:) 

			ban the first person singular 

			down with words lacking public spirit 

			* 

			pass the drum to the back of the parade 

			but even there it must be muffled 

			

			FROM THE DIARY OF A PILGRIM 

			(Egy zarándok naplójából) 

			

			I’ve been stunned by the truly 

			stunning beauty 

			of the great cathedrals abroad 

			but to pray I could be moved 

			only in my childhood’s old 

			village church 

			if so I could be moved 

			

			STILL GOING STRONG 

			(Még mindig) 

			

			poetry-magistrates 

			hustle and bustle 

			make it look like 

			they’re keeping busy 

			

			smoothing things out 

			doing dance steps 

			slapping their hands 

			on their brows 

			

			with heads dropped on the table 

			still bidding the fiddlers 

			to keep up the fiddle-faddle 

			graced not with taste 

			the plastic feathers in their caps 

			don’t do much for them 

			

			PLEDGE OF ALLEGIANCE ON COMMAND 

			(Vezényelt eskü) 

			

			that even at the cost of our lives 

			and to the last drop of blood 

			that even at the cost of our lives 

			and to the last drop of blood 

			to the last breath 

			to the last breath 

			

			we shall play 

			soldiers at war 

			even as 

			grown-up men 

			

			and then we shall play the injured too 

			the flesh-and-blood casualties 

			and the dead 

			the flesh-and-blood dead soldiers 

			1978

			

			SONG LYRICS 

			(Kuplé) 

			

			so many things are now called poems 

			houses bridges planes and ships at sea 

			that I find myself often wondering 

			why we bother writing poetry 

			

			and is there still poetry in verse 

			or perhaps it sought home somewhere else 

			escaping long ago the chains of rhymes 

			and leaving verse as bare prison cells 

			

			where only pious museum goers 

			go to take a look on holidays 

			they ooh and aah about the old-gold 

			ornate meter of an empty phrase 

			

			true poetry’s now alive and well and living 

			in the hands of scientists and engineers 

			who build it of facts and figures up to the sky 

			and that’s how today’s new poetry appears 

			

			so many things are called now poems 

			houses bridges planes and ships at sea 

			that it’s high time to start wondering 

			if we should keep on writing poetry 

			

			of course now both the poet and his muse 

			work for wages at the gallery of verse 

			the snow-haired muse the ticket-taker but 

			who cares what purpose a poet serves 

			

			To Posterity: 

			you too have a say in whether 

			my poems will blossom into petals 

			or well-timed shrapnel shards 

			

			1974–1977 

			

			 

			

			COUNTERPOEM 

			(Ellenvers avagy folytatás) 

			

			please don’t let the endless winter 

			rattle my jaws and jowls 

			the lone wolf whimpers only and 

			no longer ever howls 

			

			some just froze to death while some 

			deserted the family heep 

			and it’s in a snowbank where the last 

			wolf sits and tries to sleep 

			

			he wouldn’t worry if a shotgun 

			put an end to this 

			where is now that summertime 

			freedom-loving bliss 

			

			freedom frozen into bones can’t foil 

			lonely hunger pains 

			you seek a friend whose back to bite but 

			not one of them remains 

			

			[A Variation on Petőfi’s “Wolves’ Song”]

			1978 

			

		


		
			ALL SOULS’ DAY IN VIENNA

			(Halottak Napja Bécsben) 

			



			They will braid you too some day 

			in a wreath with pomp replete 

			but the world will feel as cold and 

			strange as this vienna street 

			you’ll go off wheeling like a tram 

			leaving behind you curled-up tracks 

			with dandelion packs 

			stalking sidewalk cracks 

			

			but no footprints anyone would read 

			

			In the whitewashed cathedral of 

			the augustine order I got to pass 

			an evening with my back against a pillar 

			listening to mozart’s requiem mass 

			

			An orphan even lacks a lone 

			Departed loved one of his own 

			his tears and wine are vinegar 

			his candle grows long sooty fur 

			he’s got his own self only and 

			an orphan flower in his hand 

			for the truest orphan lacks a lone 

			departed loved one of his own 

			

			The weather was fit for the end of the world 

			in unceasing showers the graveyard sky hurled 

			a flood that engulfed every road in the place 

			the pallbearers could not see each other’s face 

			waist-deep in water and losing their hold 

			the scene wasn’t seen yet the tale is still told 

			about the crypts dancing like barques loosely bound 

			and tossing their dancing rumps up and around 

			all mouse-holes gurgled like throats with a cough 

			

			and that’s how the coffin then could’ve sailed off 

			

			on the danube out to sea 

			to oceans faraway 

			on the danube out to sea 

			to oceans faraway 

			

			floats off a pine coffin 

			far out to ocean waves 

			floats off a pine coffin 

			with music for its sails 

			

			Get out of here you pudgy redhead jerk 

			kicked her heels the bratty chorus girl 

			and wolfgang amadeus mozart 

			from the humiliation even redder now 

			slunk out of the dressing room 

			the gnädige frau had tired of waiting 

			the coach was soon to return 

			the czech doorman was bowing to the cobble stones 

			as wolfgang amadeus mozart 

			stumbled out to the street 

			just in time to catch a glimpse 

			of the naked stars as they started to bathe 

			in waves of music surging up there 

			and wolfgang amadeus mozart 

			dabbed his damp forehead and chin 

			and set out on foot for home 

			

			on the danube out to sea 

			far out to ocean waves 

			floats off a pine coffin 

			with music for its sails 

			

			Does god like to hear his praises sung 

			by men who’ve had their balls cut off 

			all neutral voices neutrum 

			neutrum neutru-u-um 

			

			It is said and even recorded in the histoire de la 

			musique encyclopedie de la pleiade but also 

			in kolozsvár at number ten vasile alecsandri street 

			my friend dr rudi schuller will happily translate 

			into hungarian german or romanian for those who 

			don’t speak french the part about the grand 

			travelers les grands voyageurs who claimed 

			that the inhabitants of the most godforsaken 

			les plus lointaines civilizations who were totally 

			indifferent to the tom-toms of neighboring tribes 

			would prick up their ears only on hearing 

			mozart’s symphonies 

			

			Inside whitewashed churches 

			a prayer very white 

			my cryptic rhyme of old 

			

			inside blackened churches 

			a prayer very black 

			my cryptic rhyme of old 

			

			inside whitewashed churches 

			a prayer very black 

			my cryptic rhyme of old 

			

			inside blackened churches 

			a prayer very white 

			my cryptic rhyme of old 

			may that too be granted 

			by our great good lord 

			

			With gaggling geese 

			quacking ducks 

			lice-ridden chickens 

			scab-covered piglets 

			from a shared little yard 

			filthy little brats 

			conceived in boozy haze 

			in a mob are gaping 

			at the sky streaked by jets 

			faster than the speed of sound 

			

			stop the world 

			let it land 

			let us catch up with it now 

			

			In the whitewashed cathedral of 

			the augustine order I got to pass 

			an evening with my back against a pillar 

			listening to mozart’s requiem mass 

			

			Dies irae dies illa 

			they will burn the last scintilla 

			of heaven in your earthly villa 

			

			dig   fire  cover it up 

			dig   fire  cover it up 

			dig   fire  cover it up 

			

			should that morning ever break 

			the sky will be a burning lake 

			on their feet the trees will bake 

			

			fires we have all admired 

			towns in flaming dances mired 

			but hell’s chic is now rather tired 

			

			dig   fire   cover it up 

			dig   fire   cover it up 

			dig   fire   cover it up 

			

			

			a judge’s the only missing player 

			as sins inside sins new sins bear 

			the end alone says how we’ll fare 

			

			but our atonement might betray 

			some ancient sins on judgment day 

			forcing us again to pay 

			

			dig   fire   cover it up

dig   fire   cover it up

dig   fire   cover it up

			

			look how doubt makes us mope 

			for can we truly trust the hope 

			that none escapes the whipping rope 

			

			On june second nineteen-forty-four 

			the carpet bombing of nagyvárad left a 

			mother’s four fair children under the debris 

			two four six eight 

			years old they were when killed 

			tells the story my wife every year 

			when she tears that day’s leaf off the calendar 

			this is her poem of peace 

			

			who fears hell for that – the one 

			who lost or the one who won? 

			sin is finish and square one 

			

			I’m now getting used to seeing that 

			the hand cannot stir easily to touch 

			forgetting its own merry shake 

			and the gaze had better not see much 

			

			the words at first appear so harmless 

			but then the sentence starts to scratch 

			hinting at a red alarm with 

			trouble enough for all of us to catch 

			

			brother come and let’s embrace 

			just once more now let’s shake hands 

			before I fall flat on my face 

			before you fall flat on your face 

			

			My good king my avatar 

			who was born in kolozsvár 

			I come to light my candle’s flame 

			and bring my flower in your name 

			

			a spokesman in heaven and in hell 

			speak up for us so much to tell 

			

			My good king my sire 

			should high heaven’s choir 

			allow you to be heard 

			please put in a word 

			

			for us to have this grand 

			protocol here banned 

			things are getting worse 

			surely for its curse 

			

			protect us with your cloak 

			in our fear we choke 

			on our tongues that we must 

			bite off in self-disgust 

			

			Küküllő becomes angara 

			maros mississippi 

			küküllő-angara 

			maros-mississippi 

			

			headed for home I am – but he 

			doesn’t believe his own ditty 

			headed for home I am – but he 

			doesn’t believe his own ditty 

			

			crumbling to dust like sifting snow 

			that’s how we live like dusting snow 

			from our small villages to san francisco 

			from our mountain hamlets to montevideo 

			

			Lord whoever you are or are not 

			don’t leave us here alone to rot 

			at your door on tiny wings 

			a timid prayer shyly zings 

			in a baby whine but not that dumb 

			praise be to your kingdom come 

			

			What’s so wrong with our name 

			why be shocked so red with shame 

			who can say we have transgressed 

			more than those hailed as the best 

			

			maybe we should arm our lungs 

			with the ancient prophets’ tongues 

			all we do is mutely nod 

			daring not dispute with god 

			

			beat it bartók beat the drum 

			your fleeing tails will soon succumb 

			to the worldwide firing match 

			burning hut and crackling thatch 

			

			I was thirty-eight years old when 

			kristina the almost naked fair 

			maid from steyrmark invited me for a glass 

			of whisky to the corner of singerstrasse 

			I’m poor my dear and a foreigner 

			macht nichts she said it’s all souls’ day 

			we finished off two shots each 

			and susanna the pretty german girl 

			lives in vienna on tiefengrab street 

			was für ein gedicht 

			vier jahrhunderte alt 

			in her cheeks red roses bloom 

			the poet says her coral lips can doom 

			a knight inhaling her perfume 

			

			to seek her in every lodging room 

			but it’s in vain though that they seek her 

			yes I would be your susanna free of charge 

			but it’s a time of mourning all souls’ day 

			there’s no need to go into more details 

			she gave me a kiss a real smacker 

			saying it was enough to leave two schillings 

			on the cloak room counter. 

			

			In the whitewashed cathedral of 

			the augustine order I got to pass 

			an evening with my back against a pillar 

			listening to mozart’s requiem mass 

			

			Indeed our farm was no big deal 

			not even god could make us kneel 

			by hook or crook we managed fine 

			complaining was not our line 

			we said our prayers every day 

			to keep the grim reaper away 

			

			Remember me too this old man 

			the shirt on my back is a soggy mess 

			like on the fugitive lajos kossuth 

			when he applied to the turks for political asylum 

			the shirt on my back is a soggy mess 

			I ad-libbed such a fine speech 

			with my bad foot firmly planted in the door 

			so that he could not slam it in my face 

			for then the long vigil would have been for nothing 

			the morning star 

			had still been up in the sky 

			when I’d parked myself in his doorway 

			lest I miss him again today 

			the shirt on my back is a soggy mess 

			like on poor old lajos kossuth 

			one hand on the door latch and the other 

			clutching my cane as tightly as the swallowed 

			words gripped my throat 

			I had to be diplomatic 

			otherwise I was not to achieve my objective 

			and my small stack of hay might rot 

			like it did last year that wretched 

			little hay I scythed by the roadsides of the collective 

			farm for my share of one-third the same 

			portion the sexton used to get from the village 

			in the old days along with a stein of wheat 

			from every household for the job of 

			tolling of the bells in case of emergency 

			the shirt on my back is a soggy mess 

			while I ask the manager please 

			let me have a horse and wagon 

			the harvest is on 

			all the hands are out in the field 

			only the harnessed horse stands still 

			and gets fed for no work in return 

			it’s for the good of the collective that the small 

			stack of wretched hay should be brought under a roof 

			only one-third is mine 

			one-third 

			hey-you-hey not so fast my good man 

			we’ll see about that by noon or so 

			he swished the words towards me 

			by noon or so 

			how well the cane would have swished in reply 

			but then there goes the objective and the small stack 

			of wretched hay hey-you-hey the shirt on my back 

			was ready to be wrung 

			like the one on the poor fugitive lajos kossuth 

			let it burn down where it is 

			or rot there till judgment day 

			

			this aged man my dear old father 

			now well over seventy and 

			mortally humiliated 

			is carried around by a cane 

			instead of feet 

			

			Please remember him thus 

			it was for him you came among us 

			don’t forget him our jesus 

			

			let him come to a good end 

			

			but ask him first before you intend 

			to have the angels blow the horn 

			

			Blaring brassy flower horns 

			grow big drops of diamond dew 

			slapping cherubs on the fanny 

			the conductor gives the cue 

			

			The mass and myth just keep on purling 

			the soprano leaps from trill to trill 

			the balm she sprinkles on my soul is 

			an otherworldly eden pill 

			

			The corn meal’s halo steams 

			the hungry children’s dreams 

			

			whispers the milk 

			gurgles the milk 

			splashes the milk 

			the velvety 

			and the sweet 

			

			that’s all we need 

			something to eat 

			that’s all we need 

			to make the blissful 

			evening complete 

			

			The mass and myth just keep on churning 

			the distant chatter of crock pots 

			and clay pitchers can be heard 

			while dreaming of kindly cows 

			the milk slowly 

			ripens to curd 

			

			Tu esti vapaie fara grai 

			de dincolo de matca mumii 

			past the blessed mother’s womb 

			you’re the wordless flame who whips 

			a blinding blaze up with the angel 

			wings of an apocalypse 

			

			let me have the strength to stay here 

			and feel my endless blessings fizz 

			where the nights are painted black 

			by murderous futilities 

			

			but neither an eye nor any scope 

			can see the nest where a firefly 

			helps me safely to elope 

			the moment when I am to die 

			

			They will braid you too some day 

			in a wreath with pomp replete 

			but the world will feel as cold 

			and strange as this vienna street 

			wie die glocken ihren schall verloren 

			you will so soon forget your joy 

			

			Willy-nilly we must stop 

			here the sky has turned to tar 

			something up there casts a dark 

			shadow on our guiding star 

			

			even though there’s not one cloud 

			to the skyless sky now sewn 

			the moon when rises will be starless 

			as it plows the darkness all alone 

			

			cliffs and towers will be falling 

			voiceless in each other’s arms 

			smooth and happy will become 

			all the wrinkles of the farms 

			

			whoever started all this mess 

			will see it through its final phase 

			under our careless feet we 

			feel the ocean’s rounded face 

			

			Like the bell its ringing 

			I fast forget my joy 

			

			drop off more wine ye angels on my doorstep 

			I’m all set to part with this world now 

			and ascend to join those already free 

			

			After all this nothing else can follow 

			save a levitation as beggarly 

			as that of a hydrogen atom 

			but even then I may be pestered by the fear 

			that they could decide to confiscate 

			the one electron left to us 

			which today 

			still grants us hope projected 

			into the next few billion years 

			and faith in even resurrection 

			or whatever other myths one hears 

			Kolozsvár 1976 

			

			[Notes: The funeral in the rainstorm describes one version of how Mozart’s body was buried and lost in a paupers’ grave. 

			The “good king” referred to in the text is Matthias Corvinus of the Hunyadi family who ruled over the last flowering of Hungary between 1458 and 1490 before the Turkish invasion. 

			Kolozsvár is the largest city in Transylvania. 

			Küküllő and Maros are rivers in Transylvania, Angara in Siberia, Mississippi in North America. 

			The fugitive Lajos Kossuth was the prime minister of the short-lived Hungarian Republic during an unsuccessful revolution against the Habsburg rule in 1848-1849. 

			The “poet” of Susanna’s charms is Bálint Balassa (1554-1594), a Hungarian poet and soldiering knight; his three lines are quoted with poetic license. 

			The two lines in Romanian starting with “Tu esti…” are from a poem (“Logos”) by Ioan Alexandru, and are rendered in English from the author’s Hungarian translation here in the following lines. 

			Verbatim quotes from Hungarian folk songs also form some of the lines. The quotes from Transylvanian Saxon folk songs are given in literary German version. 

			“Dies irae…” Latin for “day of wrath”. 

			The section in free verse starting with the line „Remember me too this old man“ is in the voice of the author’s father.] 

			

		


		
			UNADORNED SONGS

			(Dísztelen dalok)

			

			A BELL INSCRIPTION 

			(Harangfölirat) 

			

			a bronze bell is a bell 

			to summon the living 

			to bury the dead and 

			at times of danger 

			like fire or flood 

			or approaching hordes 

			to be rung like hell 

			1986 

			

			SITUATION SONG 

			(Helyzetdal) 

			

			how am I any better 

			we are civil service 

			employees all of us 

			

			they tell you what 

			you have to accomplish 

			they tell me what 

			I have to write 

			

			that pays the rent 

			clothing shoes groceries 

			and if we budget it 

			for entertainment too 

			

			you do moonlighting 

			for a car and condo 

			I do it for dew drips 

			of immortality 

			yours is a better bet 

			1980

			

			 

			THE POET ZOLTÁN ZELK DIED 

			(Zelk Zoltán meghalt) 

			

			words moved up 

			to heaven 

			silence prevails 

			only the lord’s footsteps 

			clap in outer space 

			

			breaking down railings and fence 

			wearing black ribbons 

			horses are galloping 

			toward the poet’s 

			old hometown 

			

			there’s no one 

			to tame them now 

			1981 

			

			THE ARTIST 

			(A festő) 

			

			I can’t forget the artist whose 

			easel I helped hold steady 

			against the playful wind on a late 

			summer afternoon by a riverside 

			an idyllic landscape was born on the canvass 

			with a cow ambling peacefully toward the water 

			

			but by the morning I was astonished 

			to see no trace of the cow and 

			the earlier vivacious green of the hillside 

			now singed by the artist 

			with the rusty brown of drought 

			

			where has the cow gone I asked 

			I had to sell it he said 

			we have nothing for the winter 

			1981 

			

			THE LUCKY ONE 

			(Szerencsés ember) 

			

			They see him as the lucky one 

			my dear old dad now approaching eighty 

			had his left foot blown off 

			by a land mine which qualifies him 

			as a handicapped war veteran for a pension 

			above and over the social security 

			as it’s told by the other villagers 

			able-bodied but bent over the years 

			and not without some envy 

			yes he had his foot blown off yes he did 

			but at least he gets paid for it doesn’t he 

			what’s true is true and he too 

			is a war profiteer 

			just like the major powers 

			and the arms manufacturers 

			1983 

			

			FOR THE SCHOOL'S 400th ANNIVERSARY 

			(Öreg iskola ünnepére) 

			

			inside us too the steps wear down

			the walls keep growing old

			and getting restored

			

			to the end of our days we hear the school bell

			on the solitary shore

			of our native tongue’s foreign Marble Sea

			and find our birthplace reflected in every Rodostó 

			in every place of exile

			

			plundered 

			cindered walls 

			quarantined 

			bibliotheca 

			orphaned without books 

			

			god’s and man’s scourge 

			the things we have seen 

			and what we are yet to see 

			

			before and after 

			the festivities

			we shall keep going-trudging

			so long as the steps inside us too

			keep wearing down/growing old

			and the walls keep getting restored

			so long as we can hear the school bell

			over the sea

			and we can take our birthplace

			with us to every place of exile

			1981 

			

			[The minority school is the guardian of the native tongue; this one was named after  Kelemen Mikes, a political exile in Rodostó, Turkey, in the 18th century.]

			

			DOSSIER LYRICS 

			(Dokumentumlíra) 

			

			with youthful fury 

			I used to versify about the wheat 

			left unharvested and the hay burning up 

			from some people 

			I got tsk-tsk for my pains 

			they put coded marks against my name 

			like my math teacher used to 

			with a red pencil stub 

			the hay keeps burning up and the wheat 

			is left unharvested even now 

			who would have expected 

			a lifetime of immortality 

			for my verse 

			and the coded marks 

			no one has erased yet 

			in front of my name 

			1989 

			

			SILLYSONG 

			(Dilidal) 

			

			a well-behaved man I am 

			if you please and well-mannered 

			beyond what’s called for 

			by all manner of means 

			I know what’s proper and what’s not 

			and I respect the difference 

			and for a good reason of mine 

			even on leaving a room 

			I knock on the door 

			1984 

			

			EVENSONG 

			(Esti dal) 

			

			happiness accessible 

			and real when 

			at rush hour 

			in sub-zero weather 

			having been stamping 

			your feet to keep warm 

			you manage to 

			fight your way up 

			into a bus 

			and you may even have 

			something 

			in your plastic 

			shopping bag 

			1983

			

			 

			SWAN SONG 

			(Hattyúdal)

			

			the shivering couple 

			taking refuge 

			on an 

			ice floe 

			broadcast 

			xmas 

			music 

			on every 

			wavelength 

			1984 

			

			THE NEXT MOVE 

			(Lépnek még) 

			

			Spring is here now finally, they say, 

			the buds are curling new green leaves once more, 

			the lark is whistling a new branch; but who 

			can recall the ancient sycamore? 

			

			The winds of time have long retired it, 

			does anybody miss it any more? 

			Only the old folks at the chessboard 

			can recall the ancient sycamore. 

			

			In their eyes its shade is lingering, 

			in their hearts the terror-stricken shock 

			with the next move they still try to block; 

			though this game they can’t win any more. 

			What’s the use of budding leaves’ green smock, 

			doomed to fall down like the sycamore? 

			1984 

			

			UNADORNED SONG 

			(Dísztelen dal) 

			

			I will not speak of 

			the unspeakable for 

			fear that it might come 

			crashing down on me 

			I am no hero 

			heroes are not 

			hired help 

			like us and 

			the air traffic controllers 

			who can be dismissed 

			with a stroke of the pen 

			the way lackeys were 

			with a wave of the hand 

			in the old days yes 

			hired help we are 

			of our own free will for 

			no one forced us 

			it’s only the force of circumstances 

			which we all know are immutable 

			and of course 

			the hope of a fixed income 

			and retirement benefits too oh yes 

			freedom if you please 

			as a noted critic and prominent 

			figure remarked 

			is an eighteenth century ideal 

			isn’t it if you think about it 

			our century dreams of retirement benefits 

			if we live to see it 

			that’s the way it is isn’t it 

			all around the globe 

			and perhaps other places too 

			where civilization 

			reaches out 

			1982 

			

			TO A COLLEAGUE 

			(Egy pályatársra) 

			

			I’d be glad to read your writings 

			but every word of yours seems to 

			have a neuter sound even though 

			it’s quite well known that our language 

			grammar etcetera have no gender 

			let alone a word that in the role 

			of a step-and-fetch-it harem guard 

			would willingly get neutered 

			in exchange for a chickenshit life 

			1984 

			
		


		
		


		
			UNDER THE SOUTHERN CROSS

			To My South-American Compatriots with Love 

			(Dél keresztje alatt)



			INVOCATION

			(Invokáció) 

			

			Holy mother, our country’s only hope 

			turn your gaze to the southern hemisphere 

			a tiny fraction of your nation 

			condemned to orphan status here 

			are beseeching you as hard as they can 

			like the hebrews in the desert flung 

			begging you to lead and save them 

			help these folks exiled from their tongue 

			and lead this wandering bard by the hand 

			


			BETWEEN FOREIGN RIVERS 

			(A folyók között – Entre Rios) 

			

			1. 

			In this foreign  land only the wind,

			the sunset wind, feels familiar to me

			the way it lets itself fly by the road

			and then lies flat on the watery

			canal banks, but the way the sedge

			or some other sedge-like plants 

			keep whistling  in tune with the wind is 

			unlike what a meadow back home chants;

			I cannot name here one tree or flower,

			stars whose names I cannot invoke

			stare down at me in this evening hour;

			I’m standing here in the baroque 

			southern night like someone who lives

			without having his own dead relatives. 

			

			2. 

			I wonder if you’ll judge me my god,

			but despite doubts my hope never dies

			that one day I’ll stand before someone 

			examining me not with earthly eyes;

			no cop or customs official will say 

			persona non or grata at the end, 

			because there are things I cannot share

			even with a brother or a friend. 

			With heaven clearly open to my view

			in this strange land where I travel now,

			I’d like to hear it directly from you

			how my life stacks up so far and how

			it will in the future, because I greatly fear

			you’ll forget I ever existed once I disappear. 

			

			3.

			Someone who’s been through hell on earth, 

			how can I believe in the world beyond? 

			I’m whining from horrible tortures, 

			and yet the worst of it is bound 

			to come later, tortures meted out to me 

			not after death but well before, 

			from the ruthless fists of goaded Cains 

			my face feels already mighty sore. 

			You lamb of God, it was a waste for you 

			to take upon yourself the sins of the world, 

			a waste indeed, if love cannot imbue 

			its roses and they wilt before they bloom; 

			wasted is my sacrifice if you 

			pick me out for damnation’s doom, 

			

			4. 

			and not only me but my language, too, 

			that for a thousand years in one accord 

			sang your praises. But if it transgressed, 

			consider still its virtues, too, my lord; 

			let it not be separated out with chaff 

			from those chosen for deliverance. 

			Let us hope this amputated body part 

			will not end up in the garbage cans. 

			Having studied history I understand 

			how things can wither in a few centuries; 

			mark me, if you must, with damnation’s brand 

			rather than that of submission’s hurts 

			like the Natives Americans here, 

			now deprived of their native words. 

			

			5. 

			A curtain of white butterflies 

			surrounds the campfire; 

			a nearby waterfall is in a roar 

			like a battle in heaven’s choir. 

			Serenity that calms the faces 

			of old men about to depart 

			smoothes the surface of the pond 

			and touches my brow with a start. 

			We should begin from the beginning, 

			but remembering the past 

			without forgetting anything, 

			and live a life that never ends 

			in the Edenic company of 

			innocent elements. 

			

			6. 

			Christmas at Home 1985 

			(1985 karácsony) 

			

			A curtain of white butterflies

			stokes the font of frisky flames,

			it’s snowing as it had to come

			the with-you or without-you games.

			An outsider like the moon,

			that’s what I have always been,

			but I don’t care about the past

			or how the future will  be seen;

			dirty words surpass my strength

			and prayers in me do not hide.

			I’m lying on clean linen like

			I used to by my mother’s side;

			 something rips or so it seems,

			 its bloom is silence hailing dreams. 

			


			

			BOGOTA BAGATELLES

			(Bogotai bagatellek) 

			1. 

			

			We’d barely walked a half a block when 

			we were stopped by two morose gentlemen. 

			What language is that? They thundered at us. 

			I told them Hungarian. 

			

			Thereupon a great ruckus erupted. 

			It was no use for me to search for words. 

			If we didn’t speak Spanish, 

			what were we doing in Bogota? 

			

			Handguns bulged their back pockets, 

			tin badges stared us in the face. 

			It was no use for me to stutter 

			in any other well-known tongue. 

			

			They demanded our papers, jumping 

			up and down like beans on a drum, 

			and then the two conquistador-blooded 

			Spaniards grabbed us by the arms. 

			

			I slapped their hands; 

			if they needed two prisoners so bad, 

			they should put shackles on our wrists 

			and not our tongues – I stuck mine out 

			

			and cursed them out like a hussar. 

			That made them leave us in peace, 

			but all evening I was haunted by 

			the shadows of the two horrid cops. 

			

			The Native Inca grape vendor 

			who had witnessed the scene 

			added a nice, extra bunch 

			to the pound we’d already bought. 

			

			2. 

			

			the city’s central dome 

			a baroque cathedral 

			encrusted with precious stones 

			with a crèche inside 

			a manger of pure gold 

			the money-changers 

			no longer fear the flog 

			the gentle-voiced jesus wields 

			to teach them piety 

			rise up little baby jesus 

			from the golden straw 

			switch off the electric 

			eternal flame in there 

			come outside to kneel 

			under the cathedral eaves 

			right next to the poncho-shrouded 

			shivering 

			old Inca woman 

			and warm up by her thin campfire 

			


			 

			WREATH 

			(In Memoriam Simon Bolívar and San Martin)

			(Koszorú)

			

			Someone has picked me out 

			with a purpose in mind 

			

			wanted me to shed my sweat 

			and my blood when so assigned 

			

			my destiny is a secret to me 

			my purpose is just a guess 

			

			I came unsuspecting like Simon 

			of Cerene I came directionless 

			

			they placed it on my shoulders 

			and I bear it no point asking me why 

			

			some laugh with envy and a gun in my back 

			but there are many others who fear for me 

			

			I detest all laurel wreaths given 

			by the state in a ceremony 

			

			I spit out the lukewarm and 

			the indifferent if it touches my tongue 

			

			if they loathe me let them jeer me 

			nothing bugs me no matter how wrong 

			

			oh you freedom that songs celebrate 

			but our hopes tend to deny 

			

			wipe the blood off my lips 

			with your cotton swab when I die 

			


			THE CHRIST OF CORCOVADO (RIO) 

			(A Corcovado Krisztusa) 

			

			you’re not free my lord to move 

			and step off your chapel-pedestal 

			tiny birds and huge airliners feel at home 

			circling in your arms’ benediction 

			without you the birds would lose direction and 

			the planes would hesitate about landing or taking off 

			you’re duty bound to stand there at your lit-up 

			sun-baked or cloud-covered post 

			no matter how much you’d like to 

			take a seat in the overflowing 

			soccer stadium 

			and mingle with the exultant fans 

			                  but once 

			– it’s told by the miracle-prone people of rio – 

			only once in the course of a crucial match 

			the ball slid off the foot 

			of the star player about to score 

			he looked for you in vain in your place 

			because you were standing behind 

			the losing team’s goal line 

			


			THE VIEW LEAVING RIO 

			(Látkép) 

			

			lots of things come into view 

			at ten-twelve thousand meters above ground 

			the blue and green of continent-size rainforests 

			overgrown by the brown lianas of rivers 

			that slip under the plane or seem to stand still 

			as seen from ten-twelve thousand 

			meters above ground 

			and even more things come into 

			the view of an eye firmly shut 

			like the – cemetery that can hardly breathe 

			in this hot and stuffy afternoon 

			and the parched wreathes 

			providing scant relief 

			to the sickly-pale but unstoppable blades of grass 

			and one can also view a tiny little ant 

			trying over and over again to climb 

			to the top of the blade that breaks under it 

			letting the brave 

			little 

			critter 

			fall back on the gave 

			where father rosarios’s spinster niece is waiting 

			now for the resurrection of the dead 

			

			BRIEF ENCOUNTER WITH CARTAGENA 

			(Románc)

			Composed by a Hungarian traveling singer 

			on a broken string of Federico Garcia Lorca 

			

			Plowing water with one wing 

			the airplane started flying low 

			till among lagoons it came 

			upon a landing strip aglow; 

			the sky was brightly bubbling blue, 

			the ground became a green concave 

			when the plane bumped down to land 

			letting its engines roar and rave, 

			the tiny little huts on stilts 

			tucked their scanty shadows in, 

			rattling like flea-market toys, 

			wind-up frogs made out of tin, 

			earth in sky and blue in green, 

			each lived in the other’s face 

			with a drunken-love embrace, 

			and the sign said: Cartagena. 

			A noon like that I’d never seen, 

			fired by a flaming sun, 

			in it bushes, bays, and huts 

			mingled in erotic fun; 

			the plane stopped there a half an hour, 

			the time it takes to birth a child 

			or inter an unknown dead 

			found abandoned in the wild, 

			but in that time you seduced me 

			and since then kept me in your thrall, 

			I dream of life in one of your huts, 

			forgotten by and forgetting all; 

			atop the staircase rolled up to 

			the stranded plane I plainly saw 

			that your earth and sky, green and blue, 

			were mine to drink, oh, Cartagena. 

			

			Taking off I felt quite sure 

			the vibration of each hut 

			had a loving couple in it, 

			belly to belly, butt to butt. 

			Oh, why did we have to part, 

			why didn’t you tighten your embrace?

			Now every season is a winter 

			and snow surrounds me every place. 

			I’d give my soul, my salvation, 

			for just one of your sultry nights, 

			I’d gladly exchange eternity 

			for one moment of your delights! 

			This love has made a fool of me, 

			a loving fool who sobbingly writes 

			about his fear he’ll never see 

			his love again, oh, Cartagena. 

			

			But one gulp of your light and color 

			will be plentiful enough 

			in the icy Carpathians 

			to gild my remaining years with love; 

			what we have is but a pale 

			imitation of your sun, 

			it rises and sets reminding me 

			of the brightness now long gone. 

			Oh, your blue and green, you Siren 

			of the Caribbean Sea, 

			your blinding light has forever 

			etched your magic name in me; 

			to gringos you’re a travel poster 

			but to me a love come true, 

			I often catch me calling you, 

			Cartagena, Cartagena. 

			


			

			IF 

			(Man’s-Eye View of Rio’s Corcovado Christ) 

			(Ha) 

			

			if we squander this canaan too 

			if we again fail to build that 

			much-touted new jerusalem 

			if we cut down the last forests 

			and drunk on our power 

			we dance around the scented 

			eucalyptus pyres 

			then the microprocessors will cave in 

			like labyrinths dug by groundhogs 

			everything will be swallowed up again 

					by the womb of our plundered earth 

			supersonic booms will fossilize in the sky 

			condense clouds will blind 

			the splendid mirror of the sea 

			and not even buzzards will glide 

			from the arms of corcovado christ 

			spread out in a gesture of helplessness 

			a vision rising as the most monumental 

			blind-beggar’s cane of all times 

			


			UNDER THE SOUTHERN CROSS IN HARGITA

			(Dél keresztje alatt) 

			

			The natives of South America build 

			their fire kneeling in the same way 

			as the shepherds of Hargita and 

			count by what their fingers say, 

			the difference is merely gloss; 

			the Big Dipper sails our night sky, 

			above them glows the Southern Cross. 

			

			The poncho’s got no sleeves, but still 

			it’s not so easy to invest 

			in a new one while it frays 

			the same way as a Szekler vest, 

			the difference is merely gloss; 

			the Big Dipper sails our night sky, 

			above them glows the Southern Cross. 

			

			Perhaps a state of bliss descended 

			on me in a roadside inn, 

			inside me ring the echoes of 

			the guitar and the mandolin; 

			two different tunes may well emboss 

			the same song under the Big Dipper 

			and the distant Southern Cross. 

			

			Oh you blessed continent, 

			down south so far – my soul can view 

			your gold banana crescent moon, 

			bright like a scythe when it is new, 

			engulfing me with pangs of loss; 

			I may behold the Big Dipper but 

			what I see is the Southern Cross. 

			

			[Under the Southern Cross poetry cycle was written between 1983 and 1985, during and subsequent to a visit to the Hungarian diaspora in South America. Entre Rios is a region in the eastern part of Argentina bounded by four rivers, Parana River, Urugray River, Mesoreta River and the Guayquisano River. Hargita is a mountain range in Transylvania, Romania.]

		


		
			FINGERNAIL VERSES

			(Körömversek) 

			

			Rocket roses popped 

			from the cartridge: haiku. 

			Live ammo for you. 

			     * 

			Let’s have a flower 

			garden all seeded with words. 

			Nothing else will bloom. 

			     * 

			Showers of barbed wire. 

			Even heaven has lowered 

			itself to our plane. 

			     * 

			Pull it in and let 

			it out; a lark on a leash. 

			Its sing-song tells me. 

			     * 

			Will there be a throat 

			to shout to the world all the things 

			we now keep suppressed? 

			     * 

			Fine, swallow your tongue! 

			You can get your fill of it 

			once, but only once. 

			     * 

			Let the sky be daubed 

			by old Fra Angelico 

			and I’ll be redeemed. 

			     * 

			Palm Sunday is here. 

			We may scrounge up a donkey 

			But not Christ’s standing. 

			     * 

			Are you held hostage? 

			At least you know exactly 

			which side you are on. 

			     * 

			The no-man’s land is 

			carefully cultivated 

			while ours lies fallow. 

			     * 

			Is there a war on? 

			All our muses are busy 

			with cross-word puzzles. 

			     * 

			What of country hicks? 

			Mephisto’s a flatfooted 

			civil service hack. 

			     * 

			Small nips of the past! 

			One can get drunk on it but 

			never quite sated. 

			     * 

			God, you let it pass, 

			let the executioners 

			outlive the poet; 

			     * 

			they will arrest you, 

			hang you up first and then raise 

			you up from the dead. 

			    

			VIRUSES 

			

			viruses are like 

			yearning for freedom, 

			they crystallize and 

			

			become impervious 

			they come alive as a plague 

			given half a chance 

			

			ON HAIKU THEMES 

			

			Why do you remind 

			me of a clean line from a 

			Japanese poem? 

			     * 

			Why couldn’t I be the 

			one to pluck you off the tree, 

			oh, Cherry Blossom? 

			     * 

			Only flower scent 

			was what you gave me, your fruits 

			belong to others. 

			1983 

			

			 

		


		
			GRAY SONNETS

			(Szürke szonettek) 



			ON FABLE THEMES 

			THE CRICKET AND THE ANT 

			(A tücsök és a hangya) 

			

			According to the tales of centuries 

			one day a cricket started to despair 

			of the long wintertime hunger spells 

			and the shame they forced her to bear. 

			

			So she studied the lifestyle of ants, 

			and discovered the awful thing 

			about them having to turn over the food 

			they gathered to the hill and the king; 

			

			a person there is but a slave and free 

			to work heroically only for the anthill. 

			Let the freed slave Aesop laugh at me, 

			

			and you too my friends who have long 

			believed yourselves free to tell the fable, but 

			while starving I can freely sing my song. 

			1983 

			

			THE VIPER AND THE FOX 

			(A vipera és a róka) 

			

			“Be on your guard, Aesop, the power- 

			hungry sophist and the scatterbrain 

			sycophant are roaming the agora, 

			slandering and blackening your name, 

			

			they were seen walking arm in arm, 

			and their scheme may put you under ground.” 

			But Aesop just shrugged and told 

			another fable to those standing around. 

			

			“There they go, arm in arm, the strolling pair, 

			the tide tossed the viper into bramble; 

			if bad brings good, why should I care? 

			

			The seaman gets the boat he deserves,” 

			observed the fox, watching the scene 

			without wasting his breath on a curse. 

			1983 

			

			 

			THE WOLF AND THE LAMB 

			(A farkas és a bárány) 

			

			Everything’s been increasing in worth, 

			especially precious stones and gold. 

			Only the value of dwindling tribes 

			and endangered cultures doesn’t hold. 

			

			The strange thing is that we could 

			easily save many of those who remain 

			for the price of an artificial satellite 

			or a new supersonic bomber plane; 

			

			the survivors could revive their tongue 

			like embers can be blown back to flames. 

			A strange species to which we belong; 

			

			filled with fairy tales, we fail to damn 

			the wolf who still uses his power at 

			every chance to blame the lamb. 

			1983 

			

			

			THE PUFFED-UP TOAD AND THE OX 

			(A fölfuvalkodott béka és az ökör) 

			

			I confess to be more and more troubled, 

			more and more in pain about the tale 

			of the toad with grandiose illusions and 

			the thirsty ox, now that it appears to fail. 

			

			In the good old days we used to have 

			a good laugh at the burst of the puffed-up toad, 

			but now we’re no longer in the mood to laugh; 

			the ox is barely a full-sized fist in our episode, 




			the toad is reaching now the size of the ox 

			and still keeps blowing himself and his horn, 

			becoming grander daily than the rival he mocks. 

			

			The old tale is proven wrong now by the toad; 

			at the end the ox remains thirsty and forlorn, 

			and there’s no hope the toad will ever explode. 

			1983 

			

			THE PINE AND THE REED 

			(A fenyőfa és a nád) 

			

			The reed kept bending in the wind 

			while the proud pine would not concede; 

			that’s how it broke in half, and the tale 

			always praised the weakling reed. 

			

			But the rest of the story is only 

			whispered or rarely ever told: 

			after the storm a tramp came by 

			and changed the moral from the old. 

			

			Weather-beaten as he was but sound, 

			experienced in the ways of the spine, 

			he slashed the reed just above the ground, 

			

			and used it to carve a flute and play 

			his song about the broken but unbent pine, 

			his back against the stump in the waning day. 

			1983 

			

			THE TREE AND THE AX 

			(A favágó és a fejsze) 

			

			An ax does only what it’s made for, 

			it’s so easy to rationalize; 

			trees are meant to be harvested 

			when they grow into forest size. 

			

			I don’t mind when an ax gets going 

			and goes into its crazy screams, 

			my saplings are to take my place 

			the way I see them in my dreams. 

			

			Let axes blunt their brutal blades, 

			let them get sharpened, let them be 

			the lumbermen’s whoops and mates; 

			

			I don’t hate them, don’t take this to heart, 

			but I loathe the wedge they make of me 

			and use to split my trunk apart. 

			1983 

			

			 

			

			DOVES AND RATS 

			(A galambok és a patkányok) 

			

			I was watching playful rats 

			soaking in the autumn sun 

			in a dwindling riverbed 

			barely wet with a trickle’s run; 

			

			on their backs though pigeons floated, 

			primly picking something there 

			like the soldier’s wife in the ballad 

			delousing her husband’s hair. 

			

			Standing frozen, a pillar of salt, 

			my feet rooted to the bridge, 

			I found my soul and body stalled, 

			

			watching the peaceful harmony 

			of two such different worlds together, 

			the underworld and the heavenly. 

			1983 

			

			THE COTTON WEAVER 
AND THE CHARCOAL BURNER 

			(A kelmekészítő és a szénégető) 

			

			I’ve given up trying to share 

			the shed the charcoal burner has to use; 

			even his sun comes up bringing soot 

			on the bleached white linen I produce, 

			

			the cloth I weave tying together broken 

			fabric strands all day and all night. 

			The fruits of my loom, clothing worthy 

			of human wear is everyone’s right, 

			

			and so is the bandage gauze for the care 

			of wounds that keep tearing open. 

			I’ve given up trying to share 

			

			the shed the charcoal burner has to use; 

			even his sun comes up bringing soot 

			and blackening the linen I produce. 

			1983 

			

			


			OFF-THE-RECORD HISTORICAL MOMENTS 

			1. THE IDES OF MARCH 

			(Históriai pillanatok 1.) 

			

			Caesar could have easily avoided 

			his bloody end on the Ides of March, 

			by doing what his modern-day clones do, 

			if instead of the venal body guards 

			

			he had enlisted two well-trained 

			dogs with a good sense of smell 

			for whom Brutus’ welcoming smile 

			would have been easy to dispel; 

			

			they would’ve sniffed out the blade 

			under the toga immediately 

			to the Forum’s roaring accolade, 

			

			and Brutus, not knowing enough 

			of dog ethology, would still disgrace 

			the Forum with his hands chewed off. 

			

			2. CALIGULA’S HORSE 

			(Históriai pillanatok 2.) 

			

			The tale is not without foundation, 

			not just another lurid Roman fable 

			about Caligula’s plan to appoint his horse 

			a consul of Rome and not just the stable. 

			

			The idea had been tickling his mind, 

			and in time would have born fruit, 

			had his mentioning it to a Greek slave 

			philosopher not rendered it moot. 

			

			“My lord, a horse is even worse than man, 

			more stubborn and unpredictable, 

			it kicks and bites whomever he can.” 

			

			“You’re right, but we don’t want this to leak 

			to the Senate,” said Caius, and one thrust of 

			his sword impaled the last gasp of the Greek. 

			1984 

			

			

			POSTCARDS FROM DACHAU 

			(Dachaui képeslapokra) 

			

			1. 

			appellplatz is soaked in silence 

			and so are the exhibit halls 

			the tourists are now wintering 

			

			where the southern climate calls 

			someone’s punctured one of hitler’s 

			fervid eyes, perhaps a child, 

			as I leave the guard puts up a 

			new photo yet undefiled 

			

			I sit down for a movie showing 

			the boredom of the holocaust 

			as efficient as the looped- 

			reel film: not a moment lost 

			

			Silence. Keeps drizzling. The wind relents. 

			Appellplatz. Ruhe! A season ends. 

			

			2. 

			you can almost see the same old smoke 

			rise when a dense black fog attacks 

			the cleverly constructed 

			crematory stacks 

			

			maybe spring’s fresh colors can distract 

			you from the workshop of the deadly storm 

			when the poplars guarding the fence 

			put on their bright new uniform 

			

			but now the fog imbues the row 

			of trees with plaintive danger signs 

			and the smokestacks with wet snow 

			

			where the fledgling flakes appear 

			to melt as if some dark designs 

			still kept a fire burning here 

			

			3. 

			in a barrack restored in every 

			detail (or as a model room?) 

			I pick out an almost comfy-looking 

			bunk and could almost assume 

			

			possession of it in my mind 

			as a für alle fälle ace 

			a sonnet-sized 

			sleeping space 

			

			where ideas can winter 

			shut off from snow or shine or rain 

			even if they beat me to a pulp 

			these ideas can come alive again 

			

			beyond all common sense 

			and serve my heirs as recompense 

			1984 

			

			FOR PARCHMENT SCROLLS 

			(Pergamentekercsekre) 

			

			1. 

			as the pharaoh’s faithful scribe 

			I hereby solemnly declare 

			I never gilded the truth though 

			was often urged to do my share 

			

			I hated the job and the daily 

			routine that was assigned to me 

			by a cowardly boss with 

			high-handed cold acerbity 

			

			The law is not for me to flout 

			although it does not protect me 

			from having my tongue cut out 

			

			so I wrote down beside the terse 

			accounts all that I was supposed 

			to swallow in my cryptic verse 

			

			2. 

			the pharaoh did not listen to 

			his geometers’ advice 

			and enlarged the structure without 

			regard to the foundation size 

			

			everyone who could escaped 

			no matter how hard the slave 

			slave-drivers drove the other 

			slaves to work and early grave 

			

			the great work is not shaping up 

			and the deadline is way past 

			but a big show of building is 

			put on by everyone in the cast 

			

			sun-baked parchment is their skin 

			the same kind here that bears my hymn 

			

			3. 

			to rest my soul I fool around 

			with something no one is to see 

			because it’s halfway between the 

			miraculous and reality 

			

			involving a very unhappy 

			and wingless bird in love 

			with a legless mate who has 

			to stay up in the sky above 

			

			and also a flower I never saw and 

			know only by its drunken scent 

			which I’ll savor neither here 

			nor upon my soul’s ascent 

			

			something that is already love 

			but not yet a painful sentiment 

			

			4. 

			I’ll lay down my writing reed 

			before I fabricate a cliff 

			out of mere mud for the king 

			and let him turn a blind eye if 

			

			he wants reports on his pet project 

			and no matter how insane 

			let him trust his eunuch band 

			who seek pleasure in others’ pain 

			

			let him listen throughout the night 

			how others pass it sobbing hard 

			let him listen in his eternal light 

			

			let him listen to the screams 

			of mothers ordered to bear children 

			who’ll finish the work of his dreams 

			

			5. 

			having laid down my writing reed 

			and snuffed out my oil flame 

			I bide my time staggering out 

			camelback to the desert plain 

			

			what can be measured of that plain 

			I measured as best as I could 

			but time now wanders off and leaves 

			me and so it does no good 

			

			for me to cite merit or smarts 

			nothing can bring back again 

			what on camelback departs 

			

			this dead obeys the sunrays’ bid 

			dessicating in the shadow 

			of a messed-up pyramid 

			1985 

			

			NOMADIC SONNETS 

			(Barbár szonettek) 

			

			1. 

			The Khan’s in rage, wrath wrings foam from his face, 

			it’s been a month now, 

			and that tiny fort on the opposite hill 

			still refuses to bow. 

			

			No use are the Chinese cannons, siege engines, 

			and of little use 

			was piling up around it everything from 

			the area, whether nailed-down or loose; 

			

			the fort still holds out. 

			“Kurgan!” the Khan lets out a shout, 

			getting his horse to rear. 

			

			The field swells, the Golden Horde 

			starts rolling in waves untold, 

			man trampling over man and fear; 

			

			2. 

			spines are cracked, testes pulverized, 

			livers creamed and limbs twisted out of shape 

			into an apocalyptic howl so wide 

			the camp follower hounds yowlingly escape; 

			

			brain marrow slops over, eyeballs swing 

			to naked nerve-strings bound… 

			Then nothing but hoarse rattle, dying storm, 

			and there stands the kurgan, the burial mound. 

			

			The Khan though doesn’t stop, 

			but whipping his horse 

			he rides up to the top. 

			Oh, the happy eyeballs without a mate, 

			and skulls and spines and testes that 

			receive a merciful fate 

			

			3. 

			from a splendid stallion that 

			stomps them into the ground! 

			But silence! The Khan reaches 

			the crest of the mound. 

			

			Looks around, already bored, 

			shrugs without a glance 

			at the scene that no longer fires the lord. 

			He makes the horse do a little dance 

			

			and then clamber off the mountain of meat; 

			he gives a good whack 

			with the whip into the effete 

			

			faces of his servants, meekly bent; 

			he pats the rump of his stallion and kicks 

			the shaman huddled by the royal tent. 

			1966 

			

			

			HUNGARIAN HISTORICAL MOMENTS 

			(Magyar históriai pillanatokra) 

			1. PAGAN KOPPÁNY VS. VAJK/ST. STEPHEN 

			

			Perhaps a victorious Koppány wouldn’t 

			have quartered Vajk who let’s suppose 

			had married a Hungarian maiden 

			instead of deciding to impose 

			

			Europe over Pannonia, 

			a change that turned out so serious; 

			didn’t we waste our faith on a god 

			who has so little faith in us? 

			

			As it is we must start anew 

			every time relying only on ourselves, 

			and no amount of sacrifice will do. 

			

			Suppose St. Stephen/Vajk had changed his mind, 

			would we still be crucified or 

			is there a mission for us to find? 

			1993

			

			 

			2. FIRST RECORDED HUNGARIAN WORDS: WE’RE DUST AND ASHES 

			

			Blessed are those even as dust 

			but even more so who stopped the start 

			and turned against the foreign cult 

			like armor that protects the heart. 

			

			This nation was redeemed and 

			her mission received and blessed 

			when earth was cast on the dead 

			with Magyar words to let them rest; 

			

			that was when this land became 

			our home though it lacks a sky above 

			the sod, and its mangled tongue is lame. 

			

			We stepped on history’s first rung 

			stepping over an open grave and saying 

			we’re dust and ashes in our native tongue. 

			1993 

			

			

			GRAY SONNET 

			(Szürke szonett) 

			

			let no one be deceived by 

			the smile I like to pretend 

			I stopped fooling myself long 

			ago and you too my friend 

			

			why torture you with my fears 

			when I can give them a new twist 

			by putting on the easy smile 

			of a circus aerialist 

			

			our star is on the wane 

			on this rickety cupola 

			and I avert my eyes in pain 

			

			it’s a wonder we’re still around 

			so smile back at me my friend 

			the wonder hasn’t run aground 

			1989 

			

			 

			

		


		
			SPACE-CROSSING GATE

			(Űrsorompó)



			FACING GOD’S BACK 

			(Isten háta mögött) 

			

			empty mangers empty stalls 

			christmas here no longer calls 

			no use waiting for 

			the wisemen at the door 

			

			the creator’s got a lot to do 

			can’t see to all those in the queue 

			far star is that sun 

			to shine on everyone 

			

			we know we must have faith in him 

			but the evenings are so dim 

			and the lack of loving care 

			leaves us feeling cold and bare 

			

			in foresight oh lord you don’t lack 

			but take a look behind your back 

			we’ve been stuck here for a while 

			waiting for your blessing smile 

			1985 

			

			

			SHOULD BE ABOLISHED 

			(El kellene) 

			

			not only punctuation marks 

			but capital letters basking 

			in class distinction 

			should be abolished 

			words should be stripped 

			naked just like 

			those deported 

			1980 

			

			I CONFESS 

			(Elmondhatom) 

			

			yes I confess I belong to that small portion 

			of mankind who without regard to 

			race religion or even nationality 

			happen to live or reside 

			on the top floor 

			there’s no pitter-patter clatter 

			from anybody overhead 

			only the rain drums on the roof 

			taking me back into my childhood 

			back into our hay-filled hay loft now 

			tilting empty 

					the sun shines on us with 

			more heat and the stars are closer to us 

			our prayers get a head start 

			over those said below us 

						yes but what if 

			the building decided to stand on its head 

			that’s what wakes me up at dawn and 

			as quietly as I can I steal out 

			into the bathroom and as 

			gingerly as I can I flush the toilet 

			I sure don’t want to incur the ire 

			of that old insomniac – 

			history 

			1983 

			

			TO MY FRIEND KÁROLY KIRÁLY 

			(K. barátomnak) 

			

			I too am capable of contemporary heroics 

			as I walk with you maybe not 

			all the way to the town square 

			but along this busy boulevard 

			a bahnhoffstrasse by european standards 

			exposing myself to inquisitive eagle eyes 

			or to the even more predatory 

			hidden cameras and I 

			manage to nod or wink at familiar 

			faces sidling past us 

			as I keep commanding the whiny fear 

			inside me to sit and simmer down 

			but after all it’s about 

			the almost guaranteed future 

			and present and even past of 

			two children and a wife 

			but what a depraved wretch I’d be 

			if I didn’t have the guts 

			to walk with you at least part of the way 

			to the town square yes how 

			laughable even ludicrous my heroic 

			stroll alongside a fellow human being seems 

			I remember seeing – I start a story 

			just to make us look more natural – 

			I remember seeing the deposed statue 

			of a hero lying around in the mud of a barnyard 

			how laughable even ludicrous 

			was the way the rooster strutted 

			up and down the statue’s corpse 

			and did his cock-a-doodle-doo 

			dumping in spurts on the decapitated head 

			how laughable even ludicrous was the 

			hero’s outstretched arm leading an attack 

			in the mud of the barnyard but 

			should they ever spruce up 

			the broken limbs and 

			the decapitated head 

			and put them together on a pedestal 

			in the proper place 

			then the hero will be regarded with awe and respect 

			by all the passers-by 

			1980 

			

			THE LARK 

			(Pacsirta) 

			

			A lark trill soars into the sky, 

			the air is rippling from its notes; 

			pulsating rings are plucking the taut 

			rays of the sun. 

			

			The lark keeps sending out its trills, 

			a pirate broadcaster safe out at sea; 

			the tirelessly trilled message says 

			how terrifying it is to spend 

			sleepless nights beneath 

			the lonely shivers of a sassafras. 

			

			POWER 

			(Hatalom) 

			

			having spread out our applications 

			I started to explain my problem 

			our problem and he just squinted 

			with narrow eyes and a morsel of a smile 

			watching the sisyphean struggle 

			of a tiny little bee caught on the 

			wrong side of the glass pane and 

			banging its head against it 

			only to fall back down as I kept explaining 

			drenched with humiliation 

			I felt my shirt and 

			underwear get soggy wet 

			at least if the window 

			could be opened only a crack 

			so that wretched little bee could succeed 

			but as if he had read 

			my thoughts he suddenly 

			answered: no! 

			1983

			

			 

			ADJUSTMENT 

			(Megszokás) 

			

			the eye gets 

			adjusted to the dark 

			no use of this dying sun 

			squinting at me 

			with head hung low 

			I trudge on like a one-time 

			coal-mine horse 

			put out to pasture 

			1981 

			

			

			WHEN SOME DAY 

			(Ha majd) 

			

			when some day all the walls are 

			crammed with books and pictures and you 

			my loved ones are all immersed in reading 

			slumped in armchairs or 

			prone with chin propped up 

			oblivious to the world 

			then I’ll sneak out and head 

			for the depths of our garden – 

			by the time you resurface 

			rubbing your eyes 

			it might seem that I never did exist 

			except as a figure you 

			read about in one of your books 

			one of the many books 

			1983 

			

			INSTEAD OF DREAMS IN DEEP FREEZE 

			(Mélyhűtött álmok helyett) 

			

			it might occur to them 

			to let me out 

			of this neon what-you-call-it 

			cage of light rays 

			where I am condemned 

			to live out my measly 

			little existence 

			to the benefit of society 

			like chickens condemned to be 

			frozen for consumption or 

			to lay eggs 

			the purpose is sublime 

			and in its service I walk 

			up and down in a sanitized chicken-wire 

			chute 

			blinking in stupid 

			stupor with eternal 

			alarm that 

			it might occur to them to let me out 

			and the first worm or slug 

			still extant 

			might poison me and 

			the mycinest streptomycin 

			will not save me 

			so you’ll have to throw me out of here 

			instead of neon lights let me look up at the sun 

			before it’s too late 

			let me inhale the fragrance 

			of the freshly turned soil 

			let me feast – my eyes on the clumsy steps 

			of the furrow-picking titmouse 

			let the flapping wings 

			of larks and doves 

			escort me to my grave 

			waiting for me at the far end of our garden 

			something still human on a human scale 

			1983 

			

			IF HE HAD AN INKLING 

			(Ha sejtené) 

			

			if our great leader had an inkling 

			how much electricity buzzes in 

			my practically paralyzed right 

			arm and what voltage 

			throbs in my numb 

			fingertips in stabs 

			he would have me 

			light up this provincial 

			main street and hook 

			me up to assembly plants 

			and perhaps as a generous 

			reward for my productive 

			contributions 

			he would give me leave 

			on sundays and officially 

			sanctioned holidays 

			even during daylight hours 

			to write some poetry 

			in his praise 

			1985 

			

			PRIVILEGE 

			(Kiváltság) 

			

			sure we hustle for the privilege especially 

			at the gala shooting parties 

			given during the wintertime hunger spells 

			sure we hustle to be the first 

			to get our chests slashed open 

			so that the VIP hunters can 

			warm up their frozen fingers by 

			dipping them into our steaming 

			innards and boiling blood 

			1987 

			

			SHADOWPLAY 

			(Árnykép) 

			

			the alarm is raised in the 

			bureau of shadows 

			when it is discovered 

			

			there is still one person 

			who is not afraid 

			of his own shadow 

			

			the administrators hold a quick 

			brainstorm and decide unanimously 

			to withdraw 

			the suspect’s shadow 

			

			

			and after a lapse of time 

			they issue to him 

			a double shadow 

			

			which at first brews 

			anxiety slowly growing 

			into terror 

			

			they even shadow 

			my own shadow 

			mutters the wretched soul 

			besieged by fear that 

			even his own shadow 

			may not be his own 

			1985 

			

			MAY 

			(Május) 

			

			my eyes smart from the smoke 

			of campfires trampled down in scuffles 

			my throat corrodes from the smoke of fires 

			doused by the showers of judgment day 

			

			with a pair of clumsy hands 

			look how pitifully I smudged 

			hesitant timidity 

			on my once determined face 

			1979 

			

			(TRUE) TALE ABOUT THE TYPEWRITER 

			(Mese az írógépről) 

			

			when the typewriter gets 

			wind of the fact 

			that its owner’s permit to operate it 

			has expired 

			it turns in the keys 

			the levers get sticky 

			the ribbon dries out 

			the carriage gets stuck in the rut 

			

			

			

			it reacts just like 

			a law-abiding 

			self-respecting prostitute 

			whose health-tag has lapsed 

			she stops plying her trade 

			refusing to expose herself 

			to the unpleasantness 

			of possible raids 

			

			that’s how well it takes to heart 

			what was drummed into it 

			over a lifetime 

			1985 

			 

			SCREWED-UP RONDEAU 

			(Elrontott rondó) 

			

			zero zero sixty-five seventy-three 

			I mumble like a convict who’s tattooed 

			with a number on his arm and memory 

			the number to my typewriter screwed 

			

			this machine providing me with food 

			is a license-plated yoke to me 

			illusions don’t attack my solitude 

			zero zero sixty-five seventy-three 

			

			words can get my lips all blued 

			fall over themselves escaping me 

			even father time has skewed 

			its human face we used to see 




			spring’s tail is by winter chewed 

			springs and brooks are ocean’s brood 

			I’d wait but there is none to wait for me 

			zero zero sixty-five seventy-three 

			1988 

			PROGRESS 

			(Már alapozzák...) 

			

			the new roadbed is all prepared 

			they’re already piecing together 

			the new tracks and the long delayed 

			streetcar will soon be rolling 

			but will it ever make a barricade 

			1987 

			

			PRECIOUS STONE 

			(Begykő) 

			

			toy with words the way 

			you toy with precious stones 

			toss them high and catch them again 

			show one off in your open palm 

			but do not trade it even for a flute 

			

			bare your knuckles for it grab a throat 

			but keep it safe between your teeth 

			and if they throw you to the ground 

			and pry it from you loose 

			mourn it till you can weep no more 

			1981 

			

			HEXAMETERS CLAPPED TO DEATH

			(Széttapsolt hexameterek) 

			

			we’re almost at the point 

			when even funeral orations 

			trigger our well-trained 

			cowardly hands to applaud 

			1982 

			

			SUBJUGATED: FROM THE BOOK OF THE PREACHER 

			(A prédikátor könyve) 

			

				“What has been is what will be, and what has been done is 

				what will be done; there is no new thing under the sun” 

			Ecclesiastics, Chap.1, verse 9. 

			

			what does it mean to be subjugated 

			asked my younger son at dinner 

			the food got stuck in my throat 

			I must have looked startled for the 

			thirteen-year old little boy almost 

			apologetically started to explain 

			that in the street a lady and a gentlemen 

			and the latter was cursing which the boy 

			understood but don’t you repeat it 

			his mother interjected you seem to overhear 

			everything you’re not supposed to 

			indeed I said but the boy went on 

			didn’t you tell me to ask you everything 

			I don’t understand yes indeed I said 

			standing up automatically to swing shut 

			the kitchen window facing the street 

			and then I fastened it properly 

			and the look on my wife’s face sent me 

			to the door by the staircase and she even 

			followed me there to make sure I close it tight 

			I get it now you don’t have to explain thanks 

			and the gentleman even howled that 

			we’re about to suffer the fate of the jews thanks 

			thank you for the nice dinner the boy was sorry for us 

			he went into the other room while we kept 

			wordlessly puttering in the third-floor kitchen 

			whose air had suddenly soured with the windows shut 

			and from the history of families 

			living in a ghetto or occupied lands 

			1984 

			

			THE EMPTY ROPE RONDEAU 

			(Rondó) 

			

			Like someone holding in his hand 

			a rope untied to anything 

			I look back at the years I’ve spanned 

			without a trace now vanishing. 

			

			To listen hard I stop to stand 

			still while bells or leaves may ring 

			and try truly to understand 

			the wind that makes my ballad sing 

			

			among the branches of the grand 

			old ash tree where birds can bring 

			no offspring to the empty and 

			

			cold nests held by the age-pruned king 

			like someone holding in his hand 

			a rope untied to anything. 

			1985 

			

			

			STONE CARVINGS 

			(Kőnyomat) 

			

			it was indeed wise of the lord 

			to have his laws carved into stone 

			

			temples can be demolished 

			cemeteries plowed under 

			

			but what can happen to stones 

			once already handled 

			worked over 

			carved with words 

			

			stones can be re-used in walls 

			pulverized 

			and milled into dust 

			

			but stones will be stones 

			the dust will clog the windpipes 

			settle in the lungs 

			

			a stone defeated even 

			the struggles of Sisyphus 

			

			that’s why I say it was wise of the lord 

			to have his laws carved into stone 

			

			stones can of course be buried 

			with other hazardous waste material 

			

			but stones don’t have a half-life 

			all it takes is a natural calamity 

			god forbid a huge upheaval 

			

			stones can always pop out of the ground 

			and then verily I say unto you 

			

			no stone shall be left unturned 

			1988 

			

			SPACE-CROSSING GATE 

			(Űrsorompó) 

			

			when the news got around in 

			ever increasing circles 

			that infinity has no borders 

			that a world can be imagined 

			without axioms and postulates 

			parading as fundamental truths 

			that through a point several straight lines 

			can be drawn parallel 

			to the straight lines drawn around the point 

			in an imaginary circle 

			and that circle of imagination 

			can increase in size to infinite 

			proportions without borders 

			they decided for the sake of public safety 

			to close off infinite space 

			with a plain pine-beam 

			crossing gate 

			1988 

			

			AN OLD MAN’S LAST SUPPLICATION 

			(Egy öreg ember utolsó fohásza) 

			

			Give me courage to slip 

			the rope around my neck 

			and the strength, oh Lord, 

			to shove off, 

					amen. 

			1988 

			

			MASS GRAVE SONG 

			(Tömegsír-vers) 

			

			when they started burying 

			the long vowels executed with 

			silencer-mounted fire arms 

			it turned out there was a shortage of shovels 

			

			a clever subaltern sent for 

			more infantry spades and the long 

			minutes of awkward delay 

			served as an opportunity 

			for a few of the more literate soldiers 

			to express their condolences with 

			mute handshakes eyes downcast 

			psalms could only be hummed in silence 

			by the close relatives 

			of the executed long vowels 

			

			god was standing with his back turned 

			

			because to him a thousand-year stretch 

			is no more than the passing of yesterday 

			or a short night’s vigil 

			1988 

			

			FREEDOM OF ASSEMBLY WITH PARENTHESES 

			(Gyülekezési szabadság zárójelekkel) 

			

			they may attend 

			their theaters ( while still open) 

				for shows approved by the censors 

			

			their churches (while still standing) 

				regardless of faith or denomination 

			

			their funerals (while still performed) 

				till the end of their days in an orderly manner 

			

			yes they may attend 

				WITHOUT ANY SPECIAL PERMISSION 

			1988 

			

			BARRACKS BALLAD 

			(Ballada) 

			

			a thin little ray of light 

			once in a while flashes 

			our eyes begin to see stars 

			and slowly we’re infested 

			with the tingle of 

			a hope that perhaps 

			it’s not an illusion to expect 

			something a little more humane 

			something with a human face 

			but then it turns out 

			that the jailer’s little son 

			was playing with a mirror 

			a birthday present or perhaps 

			the guard in the watchtower 

			out of zealous devotion 

			or just boredom 

			started to scan an unscheduled 

			beam of light 

			over the carefully 

			plowed and raked 

			no-man’s land and 

			that’s how our now almost 

			livable barracks got teased with 

			the playful little ray of light 

			1984 

			

			BALLAD AD NOTAM VILLON I. 

			(Kettős ballada) 

			

			On the crumbling railroad station 

			splashes a phlegmatic rain, 

			petty thieves & black marketeers are 

			counting their ill-gotten gain, 

			on the front the deaf-mute writing 

			has it graying hair to show; 

			huge paintbrushes are in secret 

			nurturing their beards to grow. 

			

			To steal is virtue, and to score 

			you have to lie, and honesty 

			is turning dumb without a word, 

			the power failure is fine with me, 

			winks the one who asks for light 

			and gives your chest a playful blow; 

			huge paintbrushes are in secret 

			nurturing their beards to grow. 

			

			You must be blind if you don’t see, 

			you must be deaf if you don’t hear 

			what’s true and what is only said, 

			the meter-tall letters you might smear 

			will again be sloughed off by 

			every brick front, high or low; 

			huge paintbrushes are in secret 

			nurturing their beards to grow. 

			

			Life is typed in lower case, 

			nothing will forever last, 

			not even the scare within, 

			laws and rules in vain are passed, 

			things can add up in the long run, 

			some will stand against the flow; 

			huge paintbrushes are in secret 

			nurturing their beards to grow. 

			

			A pair of glasses would do better, 

			and no matter what the price, 

			helping you see things more clearly 

			than the letters’ increased size, 

			with the losing of your sight 

			crashes mount up in a row; 

			huge paintbrushes are in secret 

			nurturing their beards to grow. 

			

			We were thrown in vain as fodder, 

			the hunger of such multitude 

			is not so easy to appease 

			with us as its bone and food, 

			hate no matter how hard fanned 

			cannot make the clocks run slow; 

			huge paintbrushes are in secret 

			nurturing their beards to grow. 

			

			Your highness, glasses don’t help him 

			who’s blinded by his haughty glow; 

			huge paintbrushes are in secret 

			nurturing their beards to grow. 

			1986 

			

			BALLAD AD NOTAM VILLON (II.) 

			(Ballada) 

			

			More seasons have I marked than lived 

			like a brook that turns to ice, 

			picked the strings in winter helping 

			frozen branches harmonize, 

			clang to falling autumn leaves, 

			making each a warning note; 

			happiness must never be 

			shoved down anybody’s throat. 

			

			In drought I hee-hawed for the rain, 

			so well I played the stubborn mule, 

			I listened with my feet dug in 

			to neither wiseman nor a fool, 

			neither whip nor lash – could have 

			set me from my course afloat; 

			not for me the force-fed pulp of 

			happiness shoved down my throat. 

			

			I take a stand as Don Quixote, 

			a belligerent whiny jerk 

			wiping shock sparks from my eyes, 

			not the sunshine’s handy work 

			but the limelight singed the scream 

			on the brain of this old goat – 

			happiness is now again 

			being shoved down our throat. 

			

			Will things, oh Prince, ever change? 

			How much bigger must we bloat 

			from this pulp of happiness 

			being shoved down our throat? 

			1991 

			

			

			POET STĂNESCU’S FAREWELL 

			(N. Stănescu búcsúja) 

			

			I’ve been chewing the words for your mouths 

			as in the old days mothers used to chew 

			the first few bites still tasting of mother’s 

			milk for the babes-in-arms 

			but now you’ve sprouted into grownups 

			so go ahead and scratch for yourselves 

			bite and chew that’s what your teeth are for 

			speak up that’s what your tongue is for 

			shout out loud that’s what your throat is for 

			fall in love that’s what your heart is for 

			face the fact that in no tongue 

			does life ever rhyme with death 

			

			the bird that laid the moon now weaves her flight 

			in haste to hatch her brood tonight 

			1984 

			

			A MISSED MEETING WITH POET PILINSZKY 

			(Elmaradt találkozás Pilinszky Jánossal) 

			

			once I almost managed to climb on 

			the cassock rope of a poetic line 

			of yours all the way up 

			like an acrobat to the trapeze 

			but seeing you busy with the unfinished 

			details of deliverance plagued 

			by minor glitches for the past 

			two thousand years 

			I slowly descended with bashful respect 

			back into the sand of the circus ring 

			1984 

			

			VAE VICTIS: ON A THEME BY POET BACONSKY 

			(Vae Victis) 

			

			fewer and fewer are those who listen 

			even fewer those who understand and more

			and more Jacob-minded schemers

			are peeling poplar bark 

			while spying on silenced 

			preachers of futility 

			born of 

					purposely wasted words 

			as his warnings turned out to be 

			parables work themselves into raucous laughter 

			brothers are swinging high sticks 

			voiceless flutes are hiding out 

			at the bottom of old shoulder bags 

			triumphant knives are being whetted 

			to tearfully cut the lamb’s throat 

			1984 

			

			THE KOSSUTH STATUE OF CLEVELAND 

			(A clevelandi Kossuth-szobor) 

			

			Did he too just get here 

			coming to greet us, or are we 

			walking toward him? I can almost 

			hear his breathing as he stops 

			in his embarrassingly 

			old-fashioned suit; 

			he swings out one scrawny 

			unhappy arm while the other 

			fumbles with the sword 

			instead of gripping the hilt – he stands 

			as the scarecrow of his own ideals 

			in the midst of traffic moving 

			at break-neck speed. 

			Maybe he’s yelling something, but I 

			can’t hear what. I’d like to 

			wave to him, but I can already feel our car 

			speed on. My cheeks are 

			burning from shame: I ought to 

			do something: send in a relief column! 

			– Oh, sure! or at least 

			a brave squadron – oh, sure! 

			a squad of crack volunteers – oh, sure! 

			just one squadron at least, 

			he’s the father of our country, the one to lead us, 

			– oh, sure! oh, sure! 

			a hero, a flare in the night... 

			But now, even a thousand other heroes – oh, no! – 

			could not cut a trail 

			even at the cost of their lives 

			to this pedestal shaking 

			from the traffic noise. 

			Oh, no! 

			Never. 

			1979 

			

			THE ELECTRONIC BOOMERANG 

			(Elektronikus bumeráng) 

			

			Crafted from dull gray 

			silica deposits 

			by busy scientists 

			in the same way as 

			Adam was by the Lord, 

			the microprocessor 

			is now testing its might 

			trying to decide between 

			power and compassion; 

			should it play at war games 

			or at children’s welfare 

			in day-care centers and schools, 

			should it set off 

			all the ammo of the world, 

			should it fire 

			all the rockets of the world 

			or, instead, teach 

			all the languages of the world 

			in all the languages of the world 

			to all those who want to learn, 

			should it clothe the naked 

			and feed the hungry? 

			In short, should it do 

			God’s work on earth 

			or else… 

			1985 

			

			SPACESHIELD 

			(Űrpajzs) 

			they found a way to deal 

			with injustices crying out 

			to heaven 

			by slathering the sky 

			with the plaster 

			of indifference 

			and resignation 

			but first 

			for safety reasons 

			they propped it up with boards and studs 

			at stand-up height 

			

			above that 

			the buzzing rumble 

			of supersonic carrion-flies 

			and the screeching of 

			remote-controlled buzzards 

			drown out 

			the plaintive sighs 

			straying up there 

			1985 

			CHRONICLE SONG 

			(Krónikás ének) 

			

			the wagon circle is in flames 

			there’s no cavalry on its way 

				the ground is on fire 

				don’t these soldiers tire 

			of the smoldering dismay 

			of the last big come what may 

				but don’t you go stage 

				heroics in this 

				unheroic age 

			of missing heroes it isn’t worth it 

				nor a choice you get 

				but don’t surrender yet 

			

				some just mope 

				awaiting the rope 

			empty is the spirit’s cup 

			the wagon circle is in flames 

			god that’s how we’re ending up 

				some just weep 

				some give birth 

				voices fail 

				yet more wail 

			


the mercenaries can only bray 

			for their overdue back pay 

				while the officers’ corps 

				is weighing once more 

			the chances of now changing sides 

			they tighten up the saddle strap 

				and ride out through a gap 

			in the wrecked defensive line 

				some just weep 

				voices fail 

			those who chose to leave the camp 

			did not belong in here with us 

			for if they had belonged with us 

				they would not had left 

			we pass out the host 

			our last piece of bread 

				all the voices fail 




			the wagon circle is in flames 

			the wagon circle is in flames 

				the ground is on fire 

				its smoke is a spire 

			painting dark the once blue sky 

				the rest is bagatelle 

				someone else will cry 

			as our chronicle is sealed 

			and sibilation scurries through 

				our one-time old 

				and yet to unfold 

				corn-stalk field 

			1988 





[Note: The last days of the unsuccessful war for independence in1849, and the disappearance of the dying poet Petőfi in the battlefield; his last word was “bagatelle”.]

			
			MANE AND SKULL 

			(Sörény és koponya) 

			

			on the third day nothing but the mane and skull 

			the gnawed-on ribcage and spine in disarray 

			like derailed boxcars one on another piled 

			nature does its cleanup job without delay 

			

			on the third day the reek of rot and wild 

			buzz of flies around the bloated belly split 

			open while up on the chasm’s edge 

			careless droppings speak of a hasty feast 

			the silent grass knows nothing of the shame of it 

			why should this happen to a helpless beast 

			

			on the third day only the mane and skull 

			the gnawed-on ribcage and spine in disarray 

			the tired sun trails an empty halter strap and rein 

			when it skims over the foliage with its final ray 

			like someone witnessing his own demise 

			I feel inside me a solemn evening rise 

			wolves around the scene now gather in a pack 

			licking their chops as weeping shakes my back 

			1981 

			

			CONJUGATION IN CONTEMPORARY TENSE 

			(Egy ige…) 

			

			I fear him 

			you fear him 

			he fears 

			we fear him 

			you fear him 

			they fear 

			

			FOUR LITTLE LINES OF ALARM 

			(Négy riadt sorocska) 

			

			the thirst for blood is growing and 

			so is the need for odes 

			what is to become of you 

			you tracker of lost roads 

			

			

			GOOD WISHES FOR EARLY FALL 

			(Őszeleji kívánság) 

			

				Dedicated to those Hungarians who are compelled 

				to emigrate from Transylvania and also to those 

				who choose to persist in their ancestral homeland. 

			

			The wild geese and ducks are wedging 

			in the sky a sharp mirage; 

			indian summer to those who stay, 

			to those departing bon voyage. 

			

			The swallows are lining up 

			on telephone wires along their way; 

			to those departing bon voyage, 

			indian summer to those who stay. 

			

			The creeks are cooling to the touch, 

			the shadows break up their menage; 

			indian summer to those who stay, 

			to those departing bon voyage. 

			

			The fawns are thickening their coat, 

			the setting sun is one red ray; 

			to those departing bon voyage, 

			indian summer to those who stay. 

			

			FAREWELL TO FROGS 

			(Béka-bucsúztató) 

			

			You frogs, my faithful friends, you croakers 

			who sing while taking in the air in bites, 

			I’d like to thank you, my old chumms, 

			for all the lovely summer evenings, nights, 

			and for turning all the autumn sunsets 

			with your singing into festive evening rites. 

			

			But now the autumn concert, too, has ended, 

			reeds now shiver and goose bumps dance across the pond 

			and in the mornings on the brookside willows 

			a sumptuous crop of silver frost is found. 

			The moon and stars are taking foggy shelter: 

			why shouldn’t you be also safe and sound? 

			

			So what if you dig yourself deep in the mud 

			to weather the winter till the spring? 

			Just to make your dreams a little sweeter 

			I will let your frog-songs teach me sing, 

			with spring fever I will do your croak 

			till my throat can’t chant another thing. 

			

		


		
			THERE ARE REGIONS

			(Vannak vidékek) 

	 

			THERE ARE REGIONS 

			(Vannak vidékek) 

			 

			there are regions where excess 

			newborn puppies and kittens 

			are drowned in a bucket of water 

			or buried alive 

			but only before their eyes 

			come open 

			but only before their eyes 

			come open 

			1974 

			 

			PROLOGUE 

			 

			there are regions beauty-laced 

			landscapes where the bitter taste 

			and sweetness on my tongue collide 

			there are regions deep inside 

			on their meadows phrases sprout 

			flower words gush blooming out 

			words hang on to words on peaks 

			my blood is cousin to all creaks 

			in my heart it comes and flees 

			to save it in winter I have to freeze 

			under ice armor it squeaks and sings 

			plucking crystal melody flings 

			my springs and summers turn to fall 

			my heirs and forebears are they all 

			there are regions that I live in 

			wearing them just like my skin 

			tortured though they’re beauty-laced 

			landscapes where the bitter taste 

			and sweetness on my tongue collide 

			there are regions deep inside 

			1982 

			 

			A PLUNGING WALNUT LEAF FOR SÁNDOR CSOÓRI 

			(Alázuhanó diólevélre) 

			 

			there are regions where even a summer 

			dawn can find the water frozen 

			at the bottom of the well-side trough 

			its colors hardened 

			like memory 

			on top of aging words 

			 

			with a snort the unsuspecting 

			young spring colt 

			backs off 

			to bolt back to his mother 

			sniffling scales 

			 

			squawking about an early fall 

			and long hard winter 

			the jays leap far into the sky 

			 

			down the first 

			walnut leaf plunges 

			to land as a wing 

			on the shoulders 

			of a man with 

			frost-infested temples 

			 

			 

			NATIVE INDIAN SONG 

			(Indián ének) 

			 

			there are regions where 

			songs do not help bear 

			the daily life’s dull load 

			and the only place you see 

			a faint activity 

			is on the graveyard road 

			 

			yet the song lives on 

			protected by a ton 

			of rubble way down deep 

			in a guarded nook 

			of nature’s silent book 

			where it’s fast asleep 

			 

			there are regions where 

			the common people bear 

			their silence as a norm 

			afraid of human talk 

			let signals only squawk 

			waiting for the storm 

			1982 

			 

			 

			AFTER-MIDNIGHT LANGUAGE 

			(Éjfél utáni nyelv) 

			 

				there are regions where at night

			the station has the only light

			in waiting rooms as if the smoke

			had sparked a flame and from the damp

			miasma an after-midnight language

			sets up a dim nomadic camp

				in grunts and yowls it flaps around

			the horse-laugh of the kicked-in gold-capped teeth

			it climbs the walls to mount the rafters

			throttling the rattle of the railroad fleet

				shooing away the startled engine whistles

			it spreads its flexing muscles to bust a breach

			in the ceiling while from beneath your hood

			you watch a scene this party is to reach  

			in a couple of quick centuries: perched 

			with dangling feet in a the empty window frame

			of saint michael’s cathedral these congregants

			chalice in hand will toast each other with the same

			bold gusto that now makes them bite off the bottle cap 

				 my romani brothers let’s have another drink

			and there goes the alcohol gurgling while

			you’re still looking for a chance to slink

			to a corner with only John’s wakeful vision 

			to guide you plus a baby whose cry starts to race

				until he’s smothered with a gorgeous breast

			of life bubblingly bursting in his face

			he sucks it as if wine or beer and then the fest

			behind your eyelids brings him up gigantic

			like the bristled after-midnight language spiced

			with its all-devouring big christ

			 

			1982 

			 

			OIL PRINT 

			(Metszet) 

			 

			There are regions beauty-laced

			where the verdure’s bitter taste

			sours people’s features and

			smothers the last flame of hope 

			that flickers in their eyes as they

			gaze at the frayed end of their rope

			a dream can fray and flounder even

			as a better end it seeks

			mourning kerchiefs and black hats 

			shadow parched and sallow cheeks

			that sit around uneasy-like         

			hands dropped on the bony knees

			on rickety benches eaten by

			the same dry-rot disease

			sit around like in an oil print

			down in mexico or far

			up north in a vancouver park

			where I saw how natives are

			apt to sit around and daze

			at the last flickerings of hope

			hands dropped on their knees they hold

			with us the same end of the rope

			I was in those distant lands 

			so sad and shocked to realize

			how our vacant gaze had turned 

			us into indians with eyes  

			that a funeral could’ve hewn

			on a sunday afternoon

			1982 

			 

			ARMENIAN TOMBSTONES OF TRANSYLVANIA 

			(Örmény sírkövek) 

			 

			There are regions where but ruined churches

			and forgotten place names point the way

			to armenian helmets or jewish streets

			or szekler lands the homes only yesterday

			homed these people but now it’s hard to find

			anyone who remembers his own kind

			 

			there are regions where the grassy mound

			alone knows who it is below that chews

			the roots because the wooden cross has rotted out

			and don’t look for the ashes of the jews

			here or try to read the armenian text

			that the moss-covered marble once possessed 

			 

			there are regions where the covering slab

			with four-leafed clovers in reverse relief

			in all four corners which for centuries has

			refused to ever crack or cleave

			so these old armenian stone crypts

			can collect the rain by drops and drips

			 

			there are regions where songbirds migrate

			to cemeteries to slake their thirst

			at times of drought from pools collected

			in tombstone crevices where they’re nursed

			to soar back in the sky and gratefully spread  

			their song for the souls of the forgotten dead

			 

			1982 

			 

			WITH WELL-WORN WORDS 

			(Viseltes szókkal) 

			 

			there are regions where love can invade 

			the dew to linger there in cool and hidden shade 

			it can preserve itself from spring into fall 

			a meager metaphor but it can fit us all 

			clumsy too like the words I use to rhyme 

			like facial wrinkles show the passing time 

			 

			there are regions where people are not so bent 

			on the protection of the environment 

			with your salts leached out scythes can turn on you 

			your roots are nourished only by the hidden dew 

			the north edges of clearings are washed out flat 

			let this be a confession if you take it like that 

			 

			there are regions that we can only stand 

			by standing close to each other hand in hand 

			and even well-worn words can turn to dust 

			partly shaded where happiness is not a must 

			dried by winds and baked by a relentless sun 

			a drop of dew can remain when the rest is gone 

			1982 

			 

			REBUTTAL 

			(Cáfolat) 

			 

			there are regions where a select few 

			use fictitious marriages 

			or even convertible currency 

			to exercise their right 

			to travel freely 

			in and out of their country 

			without suffering 

			any consequences 

			as guaranteed 

			to everybody 

			by a paragraph in the human rights 

			declaration 

			but of course these fabrications are 

			part of a malicious indeed malignant 

			smear campaign 

			similar to the allegations 

			about the abuses of power 

			rumored to prevail 

			in the customs office 

			such as the horror story about 

			the works of Anton Pavlovich 

			Chekhov having been denied exit visa. 

			1982 

			 

			ASHALCHI OKI’S UDMURT BALLAD 

			(Oki Asalcsi balladája) 

			 

			there are regions out of the way 

			behind the setting sun’s last ray 

			regions of ancient beliefs 

			where no roads or roadsign leans 

			but the soul is transported there 

			even with eyes closed it knows where 

			songs too can come upon its tracks 

			because the tie is never lax 

			Ashalchi Oki a sister to me 

			more Csango than Csango are we 

			my blood flows in the poet who 

			to her people remained true 

			writing for them two books of verse 

			and then put away that pen of hers 

			taking up scalpel in its place 

			stethoscope and every patient’s case 

			remaining a silent friend 

			to those locked up till the end 

			accepting Kuzebai Gerd silently 

			but not the rule of tyranny 

			 

			all her life she sought to defy 

			oppression with a silent sigh 

			navel-gazing Europe never heard 

			of her never even a word 

			it did not make headline news 

			a Votiak lass gave up the muse 

			only those who shared her fate 

			her people about to dissipate 

			only they knew as we know 

			and even in our sleep we crow 

			only she herself could silence her 

			cared for the conquered and conqueror 

			all her life she sought to defy 

			oppression with a silent sigh 

			at more Csango than Csango price 

			my sister Ashalchi Oki survives 

			in photos and poems by some luck 

			and just about enough of her pluck 

			in me to tell her tale at least 

			to family before I’m deceased 

			1982 

			 

			[Note: Ashalchi Oki (1898-1973) Udmurt (or Votiak in Russian) poet and physician; she stopped writing poetry when she was accused of Udmurt nationalism in 1933. Kuzebai Gerd a contemporary of hers and Udmurt writer. Udmurt is a tiny Finn-Ugric nation related to Hungarians in Siberia. Csángos form a group of Hungarians in Moldavia whose ethnic identity has been almost completely submerged into the Romanian majority with the connivance of the Vatican.] 

			 

		


		
			MISMATCHED AUTUMN SONGS

			(Felemás őszi énekek)



			MISMATCHED AUTUMN LOVESONG 

			(Felemás őszi ének) 

			

			Every night you must rebuild 

			everything that’s easy prey 

			inside you to the wreckage wreaked 

			by the battles of the day 

			

			don’t let the fire go out no matter 

			how many times it’s trampled down 

			because without you rekindling them 

			the remaining embers too will drown 

			

			what I’m saying is old news 

			it’s all been televised and aired 

			the dry and stingy summer has left us 

			facing winter unprepared 

			

			I only try to save myself 

			in you and also you in me 

			as long as heaven wants us to play 

			this mortal human comedy 

			1992 

			

			THE BALLAD OF THE RED TROLLEY CAR 

			(Kuplé a vörös villamosról) 

			Rhymes for eight wheels and two spares 

			

			They shunted off the old red trolley car 

			without a conductor or a motorman 

			to a track not going very far 

			the battered old red trolley car 

			has rattled off without a motorman 

			

			unlike the time when at first it rolled 

			with a peopled garland all decked out 

			with bright red homilies and speeches told 

			back at the time when at first it rolled 

			with peopled garlands all decked out 

			

			As it turned out much later though 

			the radiant red color was not due 

			to the rising sun’s warm glow 

			but to blood shed in its making as 

			it turned out much later though 

			

			like in an ancient greek tragedy 

			the main events took place off stage 

			it was only the tears that we could see 

			like in an ancient greek tragedy 

			the main events took place off stage 

			

			All greatness passes just like snow 

			so let sic transit gloria mundi 

			but how were we back then to know 

			its greatness too would pass like snow 

			that sic transit gloria mundi 

			

			Now we stand around here like a sore thumb 

			faithless believers newly dispossessed 

			mistakes can teach us no matter how dumb 

			so we stand around here like a sore thumb 

			faithless believers newly dispossessed 

			

			and we’ll start pushing and shoving anew 

			should that same goddam trolley car 

			come rolling whether painted green or blue 

			and we’ll start pushing and shoving anew 

			to get on that same goddam trolley car 

			

			don’t get me wrong, what the ballad tells 

			about is not true grief but sad distress 

			don’t go get trapped in something else 

			don’t get me wrong again the ballad tells 

			about a lesson learned to our distress 

			

			Spare song for the spare wheels 

			

			But did the old red trolley car indeed 

			roll off rattling to a junkyard where 

			it’ll only have red rust to feed 

			did the old red trolley car indeed 

			roll off among the other junk back there 

			

			sad for those who live to see it mount 

			a comeback if it ever comes to that 

			the dead are massing still on its account 

			better not live to see it mount 

			a comeback if it ever comes to that 

			1992 

			

			HE PUNISHES THOSE HE LOVES 

			(Azt bünteti akit szeret) 

			

			like the one jew in the pogrom 

			of the synagogue 

			who by chance just happened 

			to escape the flog 

			

			I don’t weep with gratitude 

			dropping on a knee 

			I don’t even try to question 

			why them and why not me 

			

			because so well I know by now 

			you love me oh my god 

			when the next time comes around 

			you won’t spare the rod 

			1991 

			

			A BRIEF INVOCATION 

			(Rövid fohász) 

			

			Let me lie fallow, oh Lord, for now, 

			do not put me to work but let 

			me rest like wheat fields used to 

			by the farmers’ prudent alphabet. 

			

			Not only weeds grow there but peace; 

			it takes a great deal of time to tame 

			miracles, oh Lord, and it matters 

			to me how my heirs will speak my name. 

			1991

			

			 

			PUT-ON ARS POETICA 

			(Affektált ars poetica) 

			

			metaphors have ripped open 

			like worn-out old comforters 

			the down inside is feed for moths 

			and fluff for wind sqalls to disperse 

			

			even though winter’s coming 

			verse displays her tricks undressed 

			offering herself like someone who 

			makes her living baring her best 

			

			I used to play the friendly moon 

			to verbs condemned to die 

			I’m too old to be the nourishing sun 

			to those who trade words for a lie 

			

			relax and feast your eyes on snow 

			to pour it pure is winter’s chore 

			you’re nursed and cursed and worked 

			and bedded by the timeless metaphor 

			Hargita, 1994 

			

			LEAD SKETCH 

			(Ólomrajz) 

			

			here everything’s regressed back 

			into the time I was a child 

			everything at least by fifty years 

			here seems to lag behind 

			

			even the hoes have been blunted 

			by the very same chip and cut 

			in every barnyard shed and 

			in every dilapidated hut 

			

			old playmates are the spitting image 

			of their grandfathers long ago 

			conversing with them is like 

			a well-rehearsed annual show 

			

			as if everything that’s happened 

			had become wiped away 

			for a shovel’s worth of land 

			two brothers are ready to slay 

			

			time seems to stand still here 

			and the evening TV news 

			seems to come from another planet 

			for some other people’s use 

			2000 

			

			UNEXPECTED YELLOW 

			(Váratlan sárga) 

			

				A note to go under a painting entitled 

				Unerwartetes Gelb by András Markos 

			

			the unexpected yellow 

			showed up unexpectedly 

			and yellowed into the mint- 

			mellow and curdled blood 

			of unexpectedness 

			all black lines wiggled into 

			worms and then a mess of cocoons 

			a capital T fell flat on its back 

			turning blacker than black when 

			someone called me a dirty jew 

			and if I’d walked bent under the weight 

			of just one millennium before then 

			unexpectedly I aged by 

			four thousand years more 

			1993 

			

			

			THE WAY… 

			(Ahogy) 

			

			the way you make a visor of your hand 

			on your forehead stopping every now and then 

			the way you wander into loneliness 

			and pass the night not caring where and when 

			

			the way you gape at the empty bookshelves 

			no longer missing the march of books 

			the way the bed entraps you in the morning 

			you linger there not caring how it looks 

			

			the way your thoughts wander back home sometimes 

			for did you ever really have a home 

			the way the very word becomes outworn 

			in the homes now flats are free to roam 

			

			the way your tongue still treads by habit on 

			the steps of rhymes like fingers on the keys 

			the way your face gets coated and it’s just 

			another mirror that your mirror sees 

			

			the way the flame gives nothing but its soot 

			and no one owes a thing to no one else 

			even sonnets start to paint their faces 

			from door to door the muse goes ringing bells 

			

			the way the glyphs once carved into your brain 

			now vanish and the unknown is your friend 

			and secret treasures hidden long inside 

			are aging with you waiting for the end 

			

			the way god claims his place inside you 

			just as if he were the real thing 

			like you’re the dwelling and its tenant 

			yes indeed the castle and its king 

			

			the way your veins stretch into twanging strings 

			the soul sneaks out and who knows where it goes 

			perhaps a volley fired at the sky 

			will shoo it from here like a bunch of crows 

			1994 

			

			

			THE DOGS OF GROZNY 

			(Untitled from ms.) 

			

			the dogs of grozny have all gone deaf and pace 

			the streets in peace or stand inspecting empty space 

			

			above them shriek a thousand rockets and detonator caps 

			but they just stand there watching silent walls collapse 

			

			the clatter of tanks cannot scare them out of the way 

			they calmly keep on lapping up the blood pools of the day 

			

			when a bullet or a shrapnel finds in them its mark 

			they cannot hear the pain no matter how loudly they bark 

			1999 

			

			

			AS WINTER WOOD… 

			(Téli erdő vagyok) 

			

			As winter wood I hear 

			deep inside me starving 

			wolves and deer. 

			

			The bony fingers of 

			tornadoes torture 

			me from above; 

			

			cracking of branches floods 

			my bowels: time for me 

			to redesign my buds. 

			

			A LEAF ALIGHTS... 

			(Levél röppen...) 

			

			A leaf alights on a barren branch, 

			milk is splattered on the sky. 

			Look, how a bustling breeze grows 

			out of the woods’ waking sigh. 

			

			And butterflies are butterflying, 

			songs are showered by the larks, 

			bees are buzzing to the grand 

			opening of dandelion stars. 

			

			A brand-new polka-dot cape 

			covers the spry lady bug, 

			colts bolt, swallows swell the sky, 

			the sun spreads out its springtime rug. 

			

			The tiny sprigs of winter wheat 

			stretch as if pulled up by strings, 

			and from the flowers of the park 

			a font of children’s laughter springs. 

			1998 

			

			READING THE PAPERS 

			(Újságolvasás közben) 

			

			Associations and clubs, 

			even academies are formed 

			and join forces to save 

			some trees or 

			flowers or maybe bugs 

			from extinction; 

			I’d like to see us Szeklers belong 

			to such a species, 

			be they trees or flowers 

			or just bugs. 

			1992 

			

			AND THEN 

			(Aztán) 

			

			The shadows are growing longer and white 

			like birch trunks and the beginning starts 

			to curl around to the end just the way 

			it was written in the ancient charts, 

			

			but first the light solidifies in frost- 

			flowers planted on the window pane, 

			and it’s no use for a child to try 

			and breathe a hole in it again and again; 

			

			the clock’s face hangs limp, melted, 

			and both of its hands have now eloped, 

			wish wilts over wan reality. 

			Will it all turn out the way you hoped? 

			1994 

			

			THE PLAINTS OF AN OLD WOMAN 

			(Sirám) 

			

			they tossed me on the street where 

			now this old hag forbidden limps 

			the hounds of death are busily 

			divvying up my tired limbs 

			

			and the grandchildren the house 

			the neighbors too will take a stab 

			they’ll pillage the place and gone will be 

			even the foundation slab 

			

			the soul comes home to slumber only 

			in this ravaged vessel and 

			I no longer fear what most 

			of us can not yet understand 

			

			at least my lord I’d like you to 

			finally here let me know 

			why you made me live and now 

			why you will not let me go 

			1993

			

			 

			THE JOKE OF REGIME CHANGES 

			(Mintha csak tréfa) 

			

			could’ve been just a joke 

			a practical joke the kind they pull at winter carnivals 

			sometimes somewhat crude or plain rustic 

			as an aesthete would say 

			we laughed with a pure heart 

			and also worried seeing 

			its heart-wrenching brutality 

			or feeling it on our own hide 

			that it was no joke at all 

			we didn’t play for beans 

			but our lives as country-fair monkeys 

			on display and someone behind us 

			heroically snickered while raising his hand 

			with two fingers extended in the sign of horns 

			someone whose life was not 

			entangled with ours 

			in the what-d’you-call-it mess 

			and all were in on the joke 

			especially those marching in the front ranks 

			who cleverly started falling back 

			mingling with the average joes till 

			they became stragglers so that when 

			the great turn-about came 

			they could be in the leading ranks again 

			by virtue of their position 

			of course they’d been in on the joke 

			all along a big life-long joke that 

			had involved the fall and demise of some 

			who went to their graves for the joke and now 

			here we stand where we started from 

			blindfolded 

			we arrived back haw-haw haw-haw here 

			right back where we started from 

			except our lives are now spent 

			that mountain wasn’t a mountain 

			only a cloud because 

			from behind every mountain peak 

			other ones come out to peek 

			isn’t this a funny ditty 

			Dated 1994 

			

			RE-PRIVATIZATION 

			(Reprivatizáció) 

			

			she returned her soul to her maker and had 

			a grave-size plot of land returned to her 

			the neighbors too helped themselves to compensation 

			by slaughtering the old woman’s 

			now unclaimed goat for the memorial banquet 

			after the funeral 

			paid for by public contributions 

				at least this way 

			that beast will do no more damage 

			it’ll stop eating its way through the gardens 

			said the neighbors serenely 

			licking their chops 

			

			and then they went to her hut 

			at the edge of the village and had 

			its two windows boarded up 

			1994 

			

			THE CITY 

			(A város) 

			To the memory of Yehuda Amichai 

			

			Jerusalem is a ship run aground on 

			the reefs of our dreams 

			Jerusalem can prove, disprove and 

			improve everything 

			Jerusalem is a city of peace 

			only ex officio 

			Jerusalem has never seen a day 

			of peace 

			Jerusalem’s time-tree never loses 

			a single leaf 

			Jerusalem is never visited 

			by accidental tourists 

			1995 

			

			 

			LONGING 

			(Vágy) 

			

			for sunset river’s fragrant breath 

			at ripening harvest time 

			for küküllő river’s sunset breath 

			at redolent harvest time 

			for one scoop of fresh water in my hands to wash 

			my face and get back the one I used to have 

			

			 

			THE DOORWAY WHERE 

			(A kapu alatt ahová…) 

			

			the doorway where I was taking 

			refuge from a passing shower storm 

			(the rattling raindrops hit the hard 

			pavement almost in the form 

			

			of machinegun fire from above) 

			was filling up quickly with more 

			awkwardly cheerful strangers 

			and quasi strangers by the door 

			as if we had gathered there for 

			a much-anticipated and well- 

			planned meeting for the express 

			

			purpose of re-affirming in that 

			vaulted doorway our tart- 

			smelling human togetherness 

			

			1988 

			

			AT NIGHT I’D LIKE TO 

			(Éjszaka szeretnék...) 

			

			let it be at night when I reach the end 

			let it be among familiar stars 

			of the high-flying night skies where 

			I already know my way home 

			

			SPRING INVOCATION 

			(Tavaszvárás) 

			

			in spite of the calendar showing its arrival 

			in spite of the radio announcing 

				the usual time-table of the seasons 

			in spite of the pretty meteorologist 

				dressed in a single green leaf 

				luring it on tv 

			

				spring is still tardy in arriving 

			

			the migrating birds must be 

				held hostage somewhere 

			

			FOR CLIPPED AND CLIPPED-OFF FINGERNAILS 

			(Nyesett és lehullott körmökre) 

			

			even the lark knows 

			what is allowed and what is 

			inappropriate 

			* 

			don’t let it get lost, 

			it’s up to you too why you should 

			not let it get lost 

			* 

			not only faithful 

			swords can secure a homeland 

			but faithful sheaths too 

			* 

			it is not wings and 

			flying you dream about but 

			only the feathers 

			* 

			we’ll find much to smooth 

			out yet if we can take note 

			of all the rough spots 

			* 

			there’s no point in this 

			there’s no point in any of this 

			there’s no point at all 

			* 

			the brave new world puts 

			on a feedbag as it turns 

			like horses of old 

			* 

			they deny any 

			knowledge of the sun – and then 

			lie about the denial, too 

			

			FOR FIVE FINGERNAILS 

			(Ötkörömre) 

				to my friend Ernő Kemenes 

				in memory of an evening’s chat 

			there is still a bold(?) 

			way open to everyone 

			to move up the end 

			* 

			shan’t debase myself 

			in old age after a life 

			of resisting it 

			* 

			let the flesh collapse 

			under the soul if it 

			wearies of the ride 

			* 

			may a merciful 

			lightning bolt set fire 

			to a worthy home 

			* 

			in this century 

			it’s mercy, too, if they don’t 

			make you dig your own 

			Budapest, Nov 2, 1997 

			FOR CHEWED-OFF FINGERNAILS 

			(Lerágott körmökre) 

			

			my typewriter is 

			tapping out fingernail poems 

			hard times are coming 

			* 

			new year new century 

			a whole new millennium 

			from the time corral 

			* 

			we have food and drink 

			we have a roof over our head 

			living much too well 

			* 

			our language too has 

			become a source of shame like 

			a country cousin 

			* 

			lift up the hem of 

			your skirts, girls, and not the ends 

			of your sentences 

			* 

			a dog a horse or 

			a book will come with us all 

			the way to the grave 

			* 

			I’ve seen the ocean 

			now I have some idea 

			what god may be like 

			* 

			would be nice of course 

			I would’ve liked it of course 

			of course it’s too late 

			* 

			I am on a trip 

			now while writing these lines 

			there’s no turning back 

			* 

			the candle burning 

			my fingertips is flickering 

			let us go to sleep 

			Kolozsvár (Cluj), 2001. Jan. 3–6.  

			

			FOUR SEASONS 

			(Négy évszak) 

			

			Autumn 

			blunted old moon scythe 

			you harvested unleavened 

			rice and wheat for us 

			* 

			your violin weeps 

			like wet logs in the fireplace 

			a rain-soaked cricket 

			* 

			fog curtains the steeple 

			the peals arrive dripping wet 

			into our kitchen 

			Winter 

			the world is all white 

			just like our own conscience 

			a false metaphor 

			* 

			I hear the anvils 

			of deceased smiths from under 

			the four-foot-deep snow 

			* 

			if we could only 

			live through this winter – we kept 

			saying the same last year 

			Spring 

			one finch starts to chirp 

			and every berry bush is 

			aflame with flowers 

			* 

			one berry bush bursts 

			into flames with flowers and 

			every finch starts to chirp 

			* 

			eaves-dropping silence 

			stalks a cloud of may bees 

			murmuring their psalms 

			Summer 

			say it coo-coo bird 

			but perhaps no – they’d only 

			forget it at once 

			* 

			cover it up well 

			cover it whispered the girl 

			cover up the moon 

			* 

			shady walnut tree 

			what I wouldn’t give for just 

			half of your kingdom 

			

			ISSZA’S VERSES 

			(Issa versei) 

			from Mrs. Denise Zollman’s Japanese notebooks 

			

			the sunset-swallows 

			with their wings plow tomorrow 

			clear out of my grasp 

			* 

			the church bell’s faint peals 

			sink into the snow on the 

			way down from the hill 

			* 

			the lotus flowers 

			give shelter to snipped-off 

			and scattered lice 

			* 

			the petals falling 

			from the primrose drizzle the 

			rain of yesterday 

			* 

			Dusk becomes autumn. 

			The hurried wanderer mends 

			the rips in his cape. 

			* 

			A New Year’s Day dream. 

			On visiting my hometown 

			I wake up weeping. 

			* 

			I put on summer clothes 

			but the lice of last winter 

			remain with me 

			* 

			how did you manage 

			to crawl in front of my feet 

			you spry little snail 

			* 

			the day is breaking 

			tell me if you too delight 

			in my little snail 

			* 

			creepers climb the trees 

			inviting the rain to drench 

			the helpless branches 

			* 

			A bell sounds a clang. 

			Morning glory is the first 

			to glance up at the sky. 

			* 

			the only thing I feel 

			in this unending snowfall 

			is I’m still around 

			* 

			spring is in the wind 

			chopsticks between the fingers 

			of sleeping children 

			* 

			even the suomo 

			wrestler minds the flowers when 

			crouching in the field 

			* 

			it’s always creepers 

			that cover up the bareness 

			of barren regions 

			* 

			the primrose is about 

			to bloom according to the 

			loquacious sparrow 

			* 

			before my doorstep 

			spring is shuffling its feet in 

			sopping wooden shoes 

			* 

			this is my land where 

			even the grass can be used 

			to bake a rice cake 

			* 

			you gorgeous moon lady 

			where are you off to in such 

			a hurry tonight 

			* 

			relax you worms – you’ll 

			have them all present themselves 

			to you at the end 

			* 

			when it thunders even 

			the screeching of peacocks can 

			sound monotonous 

			* 

			even at low tide 

			the fair sex exudes a flood 

			of maddening dusk 

			* 

			don’t hurt the fly 

			it’ll beg your pardon 

			wringing its hands and feet 

			* 

			robin fledglings in 

			the plum tree with gaping beaks 

			this is their prayer 

			* 

			in my village if 

			I can’t see the lark I can 

			still hear where it is 

			* 

			violets perfume 

			the air around the gate post 

			sending me to sleep 

			* 

			whoever lived here 

			before left me violets 

			as my legacy 

			* 

			mister cricket you 

			are playing for me although 

			you’re fiddling next door 

			* 

			you little dragonfly 

			I see you also prefer 

			the evening breezes 

			

			THE BOTTOM 
OF OUR GARDEN... 

			(Kertünk végében...) 

			

			The bottom of our garden holds 

			a tiny graveyard’s tilting stones; 

			a hundred paces or maybe less 

			– if I pace it fast much less – 

			from the spot where my baby bed 

			used to stand in the old homestead 

			there’s a gravesite where my dad 

			and all the forebears he had had 

			are waiting by a brook for me 

			beneath an old plum-bearing tree. 

			Nagygalambfalva 1983 

			

			MY SPIRIT 

			(Az én kedvem) 

			

			at the edge of the forest 

			where dew is slow to dry 

			that’s where all summer long 

			my spirit loves to lie 

			

			and linger through fall in 

			still herb gardens like a gay 

			old shepherd who hangs on 

			to life without regular pay 

			

			you just keep your wintry pity 

			because he’s got the manger while 

			waiting for spring and surviving 

			on a nazareth-born smile 

			Budapest, Jan 2002

			

			PROPHECY 

			(Jövendőmondás) 

			

			today’s con games only yield 

			new ones in a fog that would test 

			even the vision of a prophet, 

			however divinely possessed, 

			

			there’s no electronic wonder, 

			no immortal god that could bust 

			this deception and cleanse our 

			mouths of the drool of disgust; 

			

			put out to pasture or in hiding, 

			those with courage cannot go on, 

			cannot face the con men’s claim that 

			the days of the revolution are gone 

			

			Kolozsvár 2000, Jan 13 

			

			

			THREE WISHES 

			(Három kívánság) 

			

			to be a wild goose would be nice 

			or else an egret that freely flies 

			on its journey through the clouds 

			

			to be next year’s crop that still lies 

			in seedbed under snow would be nice 

			to be a growing wheat field 

			

			and when spring melts the snow and ice 

			to be a creek would be nice 

			to be a mountain creek 

			

			NOT ONLY... 

			(Mert nemcsak...) 

			

			not only the sweat-inspired 

			verses of a pushy versifier 

			but typos and misprints also 

			manage to arouse my ire 

			

			as if the hangover feeling 

			of the inability to act 

			and the power of futility 

			had formed a pernicious pact 

			

			it’s nothing I say to myself 

			nothing compared to the schemes 

			for a garbage dump to be built 

			on the landing field of my dreams 

			1994 

			

			A GENTLE PRAYER 

			(Szelíd fohász) 

			

			this one is a gentle prayer 

			partly thanks and partly a plea 

			thanking you and begging you 

			for keeping me out of pillory 

			

			but will my invocation reach you 

			and tell you what I want to say? 

			rituals block every turn 

			in my prayer’s twisting way 

			

			or will at the end my words prove 

			fruitless and wastefully sown 

			like seeds scattered on parched soil 

			clothed with only barren stone? 

			

			yes in life I’ve squandered much 

			of what you gave me for the ride 

			but let me keep on getting your 

			blessings even on the other side 

			2001 

			

			 FOR A PINE 

			(Egy fenyőfára) 

			

			at a younger age it stood like 

			a christmas tree exulting in the scent 

			of the stars and its own 

			

			as an adult it stood on guard 

			with benediction like 

			Christ’s statue on Corcovado 

			

			aging though it was worn down 

			into a state of pieta 

			by the steep slope of Golgotha 

			

			felled on the ground now it lies 

			on a bed of it own wood chips 

			completely undressed 

			1991

			

			 

			

			HOLY THURSDAY 

			(Nagycsütörtökön) 

			

			on Thursday of the Holy Week some of them wander off 

			and have dinner with not necessarily their own family 

			that’s how it goes on Thursday of the Holy week 

			early afternoon already everyone who can slips away 

			they have no stomach for the communal anxiety 

			for the common but individual humiliations 

			nor for the ceremony of the Calvary execution 

			wishing it were put on live like every evening 

			in the redeemed and the unredeemed worlds 

			every newscast features thousands of malefactors 

			daily gaining acquittal while legions of Pilates 

			wash their hands in public and smile directly 

			and with great contentment into the rolling news 

			cameras and on the night of Thursday going into 

			the dawn of Good Friday only answering machines 

			listen to those racked by doubts about redemption 

			that sort of thing needs to be given a weekend rest 

			those heads need to be freed of the burden 

			of sacrifice and all that depressing stuff 

			give them eternal weekend rest well see you around 

			who’s got the time for the traditional springtime rites 

			in this fast-changing world of ours they’re passé folklore 

			starting Monday everybody will hope for and seek 

			his own personal resurrection 

			1994 

			

			MEMORIAL ROOM TO THE UNKNOWN POET 

			(Az ismeretlen költő emlékszobája) 

			

			the memorial room to the unknown poet was the brainchild borne to the lease-holder of a country inn inspired by and patterned on the well-known and well-tended tradition of the unknown soldier let it be said to his credit that this shrewd busybody loud-mouth who came up with the idea made no 

			secret of it at the dedication ceremony it’s hard to believe how many 

			unknown heroes our district has given to this or that homeland depending on 

			the repositioning of the border therefore it must’ve produced poets too the 

			applause rose like a storm even teardrops glistened here and there yes the number of heroes is beyond belief so why not remember poets too the renewed ovation was deafening that’s why we members of this ad-hoc committee thought and you thought it right broke into the speech the one single but unfortunately not unknown versifier of the district who also happened to be a shoe repairman the authorities closed their eyes to this peculiar new fad in the interest of possible increase in tourism but they did not decline the invitation to the free dinner of tarragon soup and mutton steak that was part of the festivities 

			1990 

			

			LITANY OF THE DANUBE BASIN 

			(Duna menti mondóka) 

			

			my forbears are forbearer 

			than your forbears 

			my heroes are more heroic 

			than your heroes 

			my clan is clanner 

			than your clan 

			my native sod is sodder 

			than your soil 

			my bones are bonier 

			than your bones 

			my fate is more fated 

			then your fate 

			my blood is redder 

			than your blood 

			my people are peopler 

			than your people 

			

			your guilt is guiltier 

			than my guilt 

			Kolozsvár 1987

			

			 

			DOUR DITTY 

			(Dalocska) 

			

			upon a bed of straw 

			cooled-off embraces sound 

			the hiss of a long love song 

			in rainy november tones 

			

			the night has come to a halt 

			but will not turn around 

			with every stranded minute 

			it strips me to my bones 

			1978

			

			TO ME THE SKY... 

			(Nekem az ég...) 

			

			to me the sky was always blue 

			when it was blue 

			why would I now call it murky brown 

			when with all my heart I love 

			this now-unlovable town 

			

			to me the good was always good 

			when it was good 

			why should I now call it bad in retrospect? 

			why should I turn into a zealous 

			protestor who’s too late to protest? 

			

			to me the bad was always bad 

			when it was bad 

			and I would simply spit it out 

			and the belated speakers of the truth 

			are heroes I can do without 

			

			to me faith was always faith 

			because it was built on faith 

			fueling me both in joy and grief 

			so let me live the rest of my life 

			in that innocent belief 

			1996 

			

			PREFAB LINES FOR SWAN-SONGS 

			(Előregyártott elemek hattyúdalokhoz) 

			

			we blame each other for the same 

			we pile the same on each other

			we nail it to each other

			no difference between us

			

			we stalk each other

			we fall upon each other

			we strangle each other

			no difference between us

			

			we suck each other’s blood

			we blow each other up

			we devour each other

			no difference between us

			Budapest, 2001 

			

			APPROACHING THE END 

			(Vége felé) 

			

			1. 

			the doors are creaking open and slamming shut

			from already in the seventh hall 

			you keep sneaking back

			into the ever-more mysterious lobby 

			for something you may have mislaid there 

			Budapest, Sept 23, 2003 

			

			2. 

			my mother’s voice is 

			coming closer and closer 

			have no fear my son 

			have no fear 

			3. 

			……… 

			Kolozsvár (Cluj) Jan 1, 2004 

			

			GROWING OLD 

			(Vénülőben) 

			

			the memory of genes improves with age 

			almost every day I come to see 

			a habitual gesture of my father 

			take on a new life now in me 

			

			the way I clear my throat evokes him 

			and the way he used to stare 

			is the way I scan the horizon 

			squinting into empty air 

			

			I cross my legs the very same way 

			I watched him do it as a child 

			it’s his smile that lives in mine 

			never hurried, always mild 

			

			humming-mumbling his old folksongs 

			I am living his life anew 

			it is him that I catch in the act 

			in my joys and sorrows too 

			

			words stripped down to barren rudeness 

			my curses losing their once-fancy suit 

			and the way I stall in talking 

			all make me wish I could turn mute 

			2001 

			

			THE OLD BIRCH OF STUTTGART 

			(Öreg nyírfa) 

			the old birch in front of my window 

			resembles me I resemble it 

			its shoulder area bears the marks of 

			two tremendous storms and numerous minor ones 

			you still cut quite a figure I mumble discreetly 

			a month and a half after we meet 

			in the meantime we’ve been getting to 

			know each other with bashful curiosity 

			on my occasional short trips 

			away from this place 

			I positively miss that old thing 

			and on my return it too seems to 

			be possessed by a pleasurable shiver 

			now when I go away its gaze follows me for a block 

			or two over the tiny one-story baroque gables 

			its worry about me puckers its skin 

			into the same dry cracks as mine 

			at dawn it reaches way up into the sky 

			and picks out a star that’s about to fade 

			and places it in my window 

			that’s what tells me this old birch will 

			keep vigil over my last hours on earth 

			Poet-in-residence in Stuttgart 

			1992 [Poet-in-residence in Stuttgart] 

			

			SOMEONE ROAMS ABOVE THE TREES 

			(Valaki jár a fák hegyén) 

			

			Someone roams above the trees 

			turning on and off your star. 

			Fear haunts all who live unless 

			dispossessed of hope they are. 

			

			Filled with fear and hope I am. 

			This is my sustaining grace; 

			fear that leads me by the hand 

			all along life’s twisting race. 

			

			Someone roams above the trees. 

			I wonder when I start my fall 

			will he light another star 

			with the sparkles of my call, 

			

			or decide to grind me down 

			to a single dingy corn 

			and my soul he will not flash 

			on a new star to be born? 

			

			Someone roams above the trees 

			who may know every grain of sand, 

			may be nothing more than hope, 

			may hold but fear in his hand. 

			1996 

			

			A SONG FOR THE ROAD 

			(Útravaló ének) 

			

			Come spring just like a tiny mouse 

			the stream skips out and stops a bit 

			and scampers up from underneath 

			the ice to run on top of it 

			Squeaks and sniffs and takes a breath 

			until it seems quite safe to say 

			at last I’ve broken through the ice 

			from night into the bright of day 

			

			Sets out to meander babbling 

			ditties at first no one knows 

			for a mustache mouse-style 

			sticks a straw beneath its nose 

			Twists and turns but singing still 

			the same tune he will reappear: 

			the highest peaks of happiness 

			are reached by living free of fear 

			

			Soon it’s buzzed by spry mosquitoes 

			picked up and blown by the wind 

			to a scavenger-type gale 

			that will quickly have it pinned 

			to every corner of the sky 

			till there’s nothing else to hear: 

			the highest peaks of happiness 

			are reached by living free of fear 

			

			Border crossing gates are stuck 

			in up position and a pair 

			of storks construct a nest on top 

			where they can sit and boldly stare 

			up at the sky and sing the song 

			that every frog just loves to cheer: 

			the very heart of happiness 

			beats in living free of fear 

			

			It’s whistled by the power-lines 

			and the linemen on the poles 

			by the robins on the lines 

			and off the eaves with rain it rolls 

			It’s blasted by the mountain peaks 

			and shrieked with full force by the stark 

			attempt at flight unaided for 

			the first time by a fledgling lark 

			

			The Sun ignores its route at noon 

			to hum the little tune oh dear oh dear 

			the highest peaks of happiness 

			are reached by living free of fear 

			and pours its brightness amply so 

			at least a slender ray can clear 

			its way to shadowed cracks where life 

			is still lived in the grip of fear 

			

			to places where the soul can only 

			dream of living free of fear 

			1995 

			

		


		
			HOMECOMINGS

			(Hazatérések)

 

			MY FRIEND AND FELLOW POET AUREl GURGHIANU 

			(Aurel Gurghianu barátomra emlékezve) 

			 

			a mild man he was who couldn’t look 

			at anyone without one of his smiles 

			a man who could safeguard some good 

			even through the worst winter’s trials 

			 

			he set the potholes of the sidewalk 

			to music with his melodious gait 

			he made a downpour loosen its strings 

			and the brightest rainbow replicate 

			 

			and then on a balmy atumn day he left us 

			on a trip he’d spent a lifetime preparing for 

			he left embarrassed by the prospect of 

			the old priest making the funeral a real bore 

			2001 

			 

			TRIPTYCH TO ROMANIAN POET NICHITA STĂNESCU 

			(Triptichon) 

			 

			1. 

			on the night the angel came for you 

			a dream had me trapped 

			in the subway train system 

			of a major metropolis at closing time 

			the last train had rumbled off 

			in front of my nose 

			the exit doors had all clicked shut 

			the bird that lays the moon was locked outside 

			all the lights were out 

			and all the stairs started 

			to cascade downward 

			down down down 

			2. 

			all night I was listening to 

			“the barking of dogs never born” 

			what’s the point 

			of the pain-racked 

			entrance into this world 

			if it comes with a chain around the neck 

			if the chain lets us go only so far 

			if even to bark we must 

			wait for a command 

			and still get punished for it 

			3.

			a beautiful or perhaps 

			not quite so beautiful girl 

			who had one day crossed the street 

			in front of us beatified by your smile 

			that you’d let linger on her 

			and she sashayed into the park 

			with deer-light steps 

			skirting or skipping over 

			icy puddles on her way 

			and the shivering twigs of december 

			burst into buds 

			1984 

			 

			ETCHING OF CRANES 

			To Romanian Poet Arghezi 

			(Metszet) 

			 

			cranes ready to fly south still keep 

			picking over the harvested field 

			the charcoal burner’s breath warms his hands 

			his mustache has a dewdrop on it sealed 

			 

			wild cascades hold their noise down 

			their edges trimmed with lace 

			ancient freeze snakes into my heart 

			in plastic catheters’ place 

			 

			I stand studded with dew 

			as old rhymes and ingrown wings 

			torture my bones when I see 

			cranes taking off into the winds 

			1991 

			 

			ENDRE ADY BY THE RIVER KÖRÖS 

			(Ment a Körös mentin) 

			 

			Once the poet Ady was trudging along here

			humming an old song beside the autumn wood,

			an old song yet always new, and the kind

			which can make a burning soul feel good,

			 

			the kind which can make a fall branch bloom

			making the river big and its shores too small;

			he clutched his mantle closer to his chest

			watching the flowers on which his steps might fall

			 

			 

			he trudged along the water using not

			his feet but thoughts to feel the river's shape,

			thistles clinging to his woolen mantle,

			the gentle fall sun purring on his nape.

			1977 

			 

			[Endre Ady, 1877–1919, a pivotal figure in modern Hungarian poetry. P.S.] 

			 

			THE HOMECOMING OF MARIN SORESCU 

			(Marin Sorescu hazatérése) 

			 

			the wagon drawn by a pair of oxen came to a halt 

			a not-so-old gentleman got off 

			it’s not you Marin 

			welcome home my dear son 

			the neighbor woman clapped her hands 

			or it could have been a niece 

			could have been even his mother who 

			as a young widow had sent his little son 

			to the big-city school in the same wagon drawn by oxen 

			how much fun they had back then how much they laughed 

			there’s no better medicine for misery 

			there’s no better magic potion than laughter 

			do you remember my boy my dear sir 

			the woman corrected her mode of address 

			giving another occasion for laughter 

			my god my god how time flies 

			it’s as if you’d left here only yesterday 

			you haven’t changed at all except your skin tone 

			its color seems let’s say colorless 

			but the fresh air at home will remedy that 

			yes there’s some stuff to eat in the wagon 

			under the books or on top of them I don’t recall 

			something for everyone 

			there’s fish there’s herring and salmon you’ve never tasted 

			in your life before and leeks too 

			and I brought some eggplants that’s out of season 

			in this region at home 

			the journey’s come to an end 

			my lord my god how many books and in how many languages 

			how many books my god he says 

			my journey’s come to an end and no one wondered 

			no one asked what kind of a journey 

			has come to an end but passed it on like a revelation 

			by mouth the news traveled among the gathering crowd 

			people from the street so if he says so it must have come to an end 

			he was never in the habit of talking just for the sake of talking 

			he allowed himself a smile as much as his paleness allowed 

			he allowed himself a smile about the things he had seen behind his closed eyelids 

			and things prompted by what reached his ears from home 

			he said he would like to go out 

			and when he staggered back to the hospital room 

			it had been rearranged and enlarged 

			there was a king-sized bed between the two windows all made up 

			quotes from world literature were embroidered on his humped pillow 

			and elegant quilt and the rug for his feet on the floor 

			at the feet of the king-sized bed a diko 

			he was glad to recall the words of his home village 

			at the feet of the king-sized bed near the door 

			a crib covered with a handmade coverlet was 

			kneeling to the rush rug on the dirt floor 

			under the huge quilt I could sleep leisurely 

			till judgment day and nothing would bother me but 

			and at this point he ran his hand over the handmade coverlet but 

			here resurrection would come more easily and more often 

			 

			this is the best time to sell the oxen he said already turning 

			toward the wall the rumor has it that it may be alright now but 

			the time is coming again when those in the yoke will have no value 

			Cluj 1995

			 

			[Marin Sorescu, Romanian poet 1936–1995, enjoyed pop star status, also served as a minister in the post-Communist government] 

			 

			 

			A POEM IN A PLAIN WHITE SHIRT 

			(Fehéringes vers)

			To Gyula Illyés (Hungarian poet, 1902–1983)  

			 

			I’ve never lacked in friends and colleagues 

			ready to correct and pooh-pooh me 

			this side of the woods or the other 

			all my life I’ve worn a disguise 

			over my naked nationality 

			 

			I’ve worn it by my own choice and not 

			according to anyone else’s design 

			the pooh-pooh mob has always needed 

			a Hungarian who made an easy target 

			one in a white shirt from a peasant line 

			 

			that’s why even during the week 

			my shirt has always been plain white 

			to give my judges and detractors 

			something to critique and pooh-pooh 

			something on which to throw new light 

			 

			I let them wonder if I celebrated 

			or mourned some deep loss by that tag 

			it was simply my own disguise 

			a bandage for my battle wounds 

			but never used for a surrender flag 

			 

				Side Stanza 

			 

			when Chiron takes me over from here 

			where the sky is high and the land is flat 

			to that beautiful other shore 

			I want you Master to welcome me there 

			wearing your sea-faring captain’s hat 

			Budapest, 2001 

			 

			 

		


		
			EARLY AND/OR UNDATED POEMS



			DIARY ENTRIES 

			(Naplótöredékek) 

			1. 

			Kolozsvár, [Cluj-Napoca], Romania, 
Oct. 25, 1956, late night at home. 

			

			The light, the light 

			on bayonet tips galore. 

			Not the kind of light though 

			I’ve been waiting for. 

			

			The wind, the wind, 

			swirling with soldier smell, 

			don’t you blow away the truth 

			my soul once had to tell. 

			

			The blood, the blood, 

			against my brain it wildly beats. 

			Oh god, if Thou art in heaven, 

			stop the blood flow in the streets. 

			

			2. 

			Leningrad, Soviet Union, 
Hotel Astoria, Nov. 11, 1956 

			

			Along the Danube tanks are trampling 

			over the revolution’s fragile flora, 

			the blood of my blood floods the river; 

			why did you fire at me, Aurora?! 

			

			[The guns of the battleship “Aurora” gave the signal for the start of the Russian Revolution on Nov. 7, 1917, in Saint Petersburg, renamed Leningrad during the Soviet period. The poem consist of actual diary entries made during the 1956 Hungarian Revolution but later burned by the state security police. Luckily, they were preserved in the author’s and a friend’s memory.] 

			

			BEFORE THE DOWNPOUR 

			(Zápor előtt) 

			

			Before a downpour and when it’s past 

			my doggie’s bark is not surpassed: 

			before it, at the clouds up high, 

			and afterwards at the bold blue sky. 

			

			But while the shower really pours, 

			he pulls his tail in between all fours. 

			

			SIGH II. 

			(Sóhajtás) 

			

			A well is what I’d like to be 

			a traveler’s delight 

			a walnut tree or on its branch 

			a lark there to alight 

			

			A lark song too I’d like to be 

			or nothing but its coo 

			it’d be nice to come and go 

			like the morning dew. 

			

			THE THREE LEGS OF A STOOL 

			(Három székláb) 

			

			These three puppets 

			respect no rule, 

			they’re the legs of 

			a three-legged stool. 

			

			One is Teeter 

			the other Totter 

			and the third is 

			Teeter-Totter. 

			

			So the poor stool 

			cannot stand still, 

			scolds the three legs 

			enough to kill. 




			Stop it Teeter! 

			Calm down Totter! 

			Do not wander 

			Teeter-Totter! 

			

			But these puppets 

			don’t go to school, 

			don’t know how to 

			obey the stool. 

			

			Teeter totters, 

			Totter teeters, 

			and Teeter-Totter 

			totters, teeters. 




			That’s the dance 

			these wooden pegs 

			dance as puppets 

			and stool legs. 

			

			That’s the way 

			they please the child 

			sitting on the 

			stool beguiled. 

			

			HEAT SPELL IN THE CITY 

			(Városi kánikula) 

			

			A boiling kettle 

			night and day, 

			the heat spell’s lid is 

			here to stay. 

			

			Every house a 

			fireplace 

			with flames in it to 

			lick your face. 

			

			Not a cloud or a 

			breeze at least, 

			not from the west, 

			nor the east. 

			

			As if the sun got 

			stuck at noon, 

			the night sky has the 

			sun for moon. 

			

			All the roads are 

			dragon tongues 

			sizzling with hot 

			fire songs, 

			

			would dive in the 

			river’s fridge, 

			were they not 

			glued to a bridge. 

			

			STAG AT THE WATERING HOLE 

			(Szarvas-itató) 

			

			When a stag goes to drink, 

			summer and birch stand still; 

			even the leaves of grass salute 

			when a stag has a thirst to kill, 

			even the brook comes to a halt 

			and the water stops its flow, 

			and the stag treads with a swagger, 

			his antlers jeweled branches aglow. 

			

			TRIFLES 

			(Apróságok) 

			

			News Repors 

			

			The fields resound with lambs bleating 

			and violets that spring paints. 

			Plus the roads are mired in mud 

			and the people in complaints. 

			

			Kissing in the Staircase 

			

			We clung together, startled. 

			“Hush, no, no, what if someone looks.” 

			And now, you see, I brag about it to 

			the whole world in my books. 

			

			My wish… 

			

			It’s my wish, although I hope 

			it will not be granted soon – 

			I wish that final dream would wait 

			to shut my eyes and shadow my brow 

			till a warm-voiced evening of June 

			like the one speaking to me now. 

			

			TO VLADIMIR MAYAKOVSKY’S STATUE 

			(From the poem Mayakovsky) 

			

			When he had lost not only his friends 

			but also his voice 

			and got tired of 

			his one true love, 

			this world, 

			he stepped through the window 

			and stayed standing still. 

			

			DIPPING OF THE FLAG 

			(Zászlóhajtás) 

			

			Years fly by, wrinkles flourish, 

			gray hair starts thinning out 

			and so does the rows of comrades of old. 

			

			Only the red of the flag doesn’t fade, 

			only the Party doesn’t age, 

			it remains strong and young; 

			with every passing year 

			it grows in strength and rejuvenates. 

			

			Only the red of banners doesn’t fade, 

			only the Party doesn’t age, 

			it gathers the youth of every generation, 

			the warmth of millions of working hands 

			feeds its youth to spurt and bloom – 

			

			our youth feels immortal in our hands 

			as we hold the red banner of 

			an enormous, eternal spring. 

			

			ALL MY LIFE... 

			(Mióta élek...) 

			

			All my life I’ve been roaming 

			a thick wilderness of wails and woes, 

			treading on an ancient loam of 

			yellowing laments in tearful throes. 

			

			The dead loam is millennial, 

			I trample it down without a care, 

			but freshly fallen leaves do get me 

			and repel my feet from there; 

			

			even if it’s from a no-account 

			small sassafras that they leap, 

			I’d like to rescue every falling leaf. 

			I don’t want my woods to weep. 

			

			TIME 

			(Az idő) 

			

			it’s like a breezy visitor newly arrived 

			and already saying goodbye 

			without waiting for me to put on a tie 

			looks around as if feeling at home 

			usually riffles through my pages at best 

			and drops me like a boring tome 

			there was nothing in you my friend 

			to hold my interest 

			

			THE GLOBE-TROTTING LITTLE MOUSE 

			(Verses from a story book: Világot látott egérke) 

			

			(Sajt, szalonna…) 

			Bacon, cheese and pretzel heel, 

			is there any better meal? 

			Such fine morsels do not plop 

			from an average table top. 

			* 

			

			(Egér-kém, kém egér,) 

			Lousy spy, little louse, 

			you shall die, lousy mouse, 

			the feast you make will be brief, 

			take a bite, sergeant chief. 

			* 

			

			(Ballagi) 

			The trip is short to Kolozsvár, 

			but the highway takes you far, 

			on it often wanders Sir 

			What’s-his-name the Wanderer. 

			* 

			

			Leather warms his head and feet, 

			a swinging snack pouch sets the beat, 

			crooked mustache touched by snow: 

			he won’t miss the evening show. 

			* 

			

			(Képezzünk egy kereket) 

			In a ring, boys, let’s hold hands 

			and invite the mouse to dance, 

			but forget about the cat, 

			he doesn’t know what’s tit-for-tat. 

			

			He grabs the mousekin in a sec, 

			bites the poor thing in the neck, 

			then he drags the little beast 

			to a dark hole for a feast. 

			

			AMBRUS THE BEAR 

			(Verses from a story book: Talpas történetek) 

			

			If your gums are badly stained 

			by blueberries and mulberries, 

			if you have your teeth blackened and 

			don’t know where the toothbrush is, 

			remember, whatever ails a bear, 

			the best cure is a mealy pear. 

			* 

			Carrot, radish, raspberry, 

			the blackbird rarely rises shrieking merrily 

			* 

			

			Little bunnies on the run, 

			off they scatter, one by one. 

			Look what we’ve got up our sleeves, 

			plenty of fresh cabbage leaves. 

			No thanks, you can keep you goods, 

			we like it better in the woods.

			* 

			

			... My coat is world-renowned, because 

			I sewed it with my own ten claws 

			from possums, rabbits, squirrels, hogs, 

			and muskrats, beavers, wolfs and dogs. 

			Bruin, bruin, broomma-bruin.... 

			* 

			

			We are flying, we are flying to Hargita, 

			to a party, to a party over there. 

			Up front sits the little blackbird, 

			in the pilot’s, helicopter pilot’s chair. 

			* 

			

			The long-awaited, best-loved guests are now arriving. 

			Riding in a, flying in a giant bee. 

			Into goodies we’ll be diving, 

			and drowning in a, diving in a honey sea. 

			* 

			

			Raspberries and honeycomb 

			spread on toasted rye-pita, 

			wash it down with sparkling streams of 

			spring-water from Hargita. 

			* 

			

			Come my bosom-buddy, come to my bosom. 

			Let the world see friendship that is truly felt, 

			You are dearer to me then my own dear pelt. 

			* 

			

			Watch out kids and bear cubs, too, 

			too much honey might hurt you. 

			* 

			

			It’s easier for boulders to turn into soft wax 

			than for good friends to each other to turn their backs. 

			When a pair of true-blue hearts are made to part 

			it can make the sweetest honeycomb taste tart. 

			* 

			

			Why did I ever offend 

			my best and truest friend? 

			I feel sad and bad no end. 

			Thump! 

			

			Let mud choke my favourite spring 

			let my honey turn to bane, 

			let the thick raspberry bush 

			give me only thorns and pain. 

			Let them bring 

			me no food or drink, 

			if I ever think 

			of doing such a thing. 

			Thump! 

			

			Let my moss-bed turn to stone, 

			let me find no rest in sleep, 

			let me be left all alone 

			by all bears in the forest deep. 

			Let it be so, 

			if I ever do it again. 

			Sorry, sorry, for the pain.... 

			Thump! 

			

			

			A KNIGHT FOR A FLOWER 

			(Verses from the story book: Virágonvett vitéz) 

			

			The cemetery gate 

			Stays open very late. 

			The village girls feel always free 

			to pick the blooms on top of me. 

			* 

			Clouds upon clouds are 

			slowly on the go 

			from north to south they march 

			row after row 

			

			From south to east they go 

			and from there to west 

			then turning back they 

			head up north to rest 

			

			they cover up the sun 

			and at night the moon 

			the freezing rain they lug 

			will turn to snowfall soon 

			* 

			Snow has covered field and farm, 

			nothing is left bare 

			everything has turned snow white 

			just like grandma’s hair. 

			

			Everything has turned snow white 

			just like grandpa’s beard, 

			only the blackbirds stayed the same, 

			very black and weird. 

			

			

			

		


		
			THE CURIOUS MOON 

			(A kíváncsi hold) 

			 

			The Full Moon wandered in the sky 

			by the same route since her birth 

			until one day she wondered just 

			what it may be like on Earth. 

			 

			“Wouldn’t it be fun to see 

			what a lake’s like from within. 

			I haven’t touched clear water yet, 

			I’d love to take a midnight swim. 

			Maybe I’ll untie a boat 

			and go rowing for a while, 

			or walk if I don‘t want to float. 

			(It’s always my pale moonlight that 

			roams the endless roads earth-style.) 

			Maybe I’ll crawl in a window 

			and straight into a nice soft bed, 

			and there I’ll rest my tired head. 

			I’ve never ever had a sleep and 

			would love to sleep now real late. 

			The stars can do without me while 

			I leave them to their fate.“ 

			 

			Thus the Moon was musing when 

			she rolled out of the heavens’ gate. 

			 

			And as soon as she rolled down, 

			the sky became pitch dark. 

			That’s how it could happen that 

			the Full Moon missed her mark, 

			landing not in lake or town, 

			but it was in a muddy brook 

			that she happened to touch down. 

			A broken nose then broke her flight. 

			She went stumbling for dry ground; 

			no one there to shed some light. 

			 

			There was no town or farm nearby, 

			and the Full Moon got a scare. 

			She tried calling out, but only 

			silence answered her faint prayer. 

			Her golden robe was smeared with mud. 

			“It was the dumbest thing to try 

			to simply leave behind the sky!” 

			She cursed herself as just a freak 

			while washing her face in a creek. 

			 

			And she kept on washing, kept on 

			cursing till the playful stream 

			picked her up and made her partner 

			in a water-dancing team. 

			 

			Dawn was breaking, roosters crowed 

			when our traveler from outer space, 

			bobbing in the creek arrived 

			at some built-up, busy place. 

			 

			A woman came by with her wash 

			in a basket in one arm. 

			“What a pretty yellow ball!” 

			To the Full Moon’s cold alarm, 

			the woman thus began to speak, 

			fishing her out from the creek. 

			 

			The woman smiled but wondered, too, 

			just exactly what to do. 

			 

					*** 

			 

			She was glad but unsure, too, 

			just exactly what to do. 

			She looked at her find, dropping it, 

			like a ball it bounced right back. 

			She caught it and then gingerly 

			wrapped it in her apron’s slack. 

			 

			But the moon was restless there 

			and slipped right back into the creek. 

			“It’s a better hiding place that 

			I must now attempt to seek. 

			Wrapped up like this with no light 

			is not for me, it doesn’t feel right.” 

			 

			But the woman grabbed her by 

			the ear before the Moon could crawl 

			away to safety somewhere else. 

			“Such a funny kind of ball! 

			Somehow you look familiar 

			as if we had met before... 

			Your face looks like the Moon somehow, 

			sure looks like it more and more.” 

			 

			The Moon was frightened by this talk: 

			who knows where it might just lead? 

			What if before she can walk 

			away from there the news of her trip 

			will be thrashed by every lip? 

			 

			She started to feel feverish: 

			“What if I am found to be 

			a dangerous new enemy? 

			There’s no way to satisfy 

			the demons of suspicion and 

			they might arrest me as a spy.” 

			She cursed the hour and the minute 

			when she’d chosen to cross the limit, 

			she cursed the world and her escape, 

			her fright began to tell on her as 

			she slimmed down to a crescent shape. 

			 

			And the woman, too, took notice: 

			“My, my, how it’s getting thin, 

			as if it had sprung a leak.” 

			Grabbing her she pushed her in, 

			and bathed the Full Moon in the creek, 

			her apron served them for a towel; 

			the Moon regained her rounded face 

			just like up there in the sky 

			in her accustomed place, 

			she was beaming like a pie. 

			 

			Refreshed and happy, she flopped down 

			on the grass without a jerk. 

			Resting there with patience, she 

			watched the woman do her work. 

			 

			She watched the busy woman do 

			the wash with vigor and with skill. 

			And she listened to the bird 

			above her go from trill to trill; 

			she didn’t mind the ants’ parade 

			around and on her as they marched, 

			and delighted in the cricket’s leap 

			above her and the way it arched. 

			 

			There was plenty to discover, 

			but then she chanced to turn her gaze 

			into the east end of the sky, 

			from where the sunrise shot its rays. 

			And just then, it’s no surprise 

			that blissful slumber shut her eyes. 

			 

					*** 

			 

			We let our book of stories fall 

			when the Moon became a ball 

			after touching down on earth, 

			and after she fell fast asleep 

			in the soft grass by a woman 

			doing her laundry in the creek. 

			And the Moon continued to sleep 

			as sweetly as never before, 

			she was in a deep-deep sleep, 

			like a fur coat on the floor, 

			like a ditch-digger whose every bone 

			just aches to go to sleep, 

			like the fresh milk in the jug, 

			like the honey in a pantry deep. 

			The Moon just kept on sleeping 

			like a baby in her mother’s arms, 

			sleeping like a tramp who finds 

			a moonlit haystack far from farms. 

			 

			The Moon was woken finally 

			by someone whistling merrily 

			and by the titters of a lass, 

			but inside a laundry basket 

			instead of malleable green grass. 

			“How on earth did I get here?!” 

			Then she saw through heavy eyelids 

			a pair of children’s cheeks appear, 

			a boy and girl embracing her, 

			they couldn’t have been merrier. 

			The Moon had never witnessed such 

			elation, happiness and joy. 

			She was tossed and caught again 

			by the joyous girl and boy. 

			And the Moon would fly and fall 

			cheered on wildly like a ball. 

			 

			Ahead by one 

			now two to two 

			three to three 

			trailed by three 

			at six to nine, 

			they got the knack, 

			and then to twelve, 

			to great applause 

			front and back. 

			 

			The Moon was flying past recall, 

			much farther than a normal ball. 

			She flew well past the tops of trees, 

			past the mighty poplars’ crown, 

			and some began to fear that their 

			guest would never come back down. 

			They counted to ten, then to hundred. 

			“It’s getting to be hard to see,” 

			the boy said blinking back his tears, 

			the girl feared their toy ceased to be. 

			The people in the street gathered, 

			necks all stretched to help them stare 

			at the exit of the ball, 

			to see if it was still up there. 

			 

			The Moon then got a new idea; 

			she did a splendid summersault 

			and fell right back into the girl’s 

			hands smoothly like a pinch of salt. 

			 

			She started to enjoy the flying 

			higher in the deep blue sky, 

			flinging herself ever higher 

			to show them how high she could fly. 

			But she also stopped sometimes, 

			a no-no for an earthly ball, 

			she stopped to listen to a lark, 

			to his lovely mating call, 

			and even let the tired little 

			bird to have a restful ride; 

			she let the bird land on her back 

			and breathe with mouth open wide 

			and thus regaining strength 

			he could resume his song, 

			it was a game the Moon enjoyed 

			and could’ve played all day long, 

			and the pauses at the top 

			got ever longer to her mirth; 

			temptation was growing in the Moon, 

			but fear was growing here on earth. 

			 

			“Up higher!” the larks cheered her on, 

			but down here she was wanted back. 

			The little boy and little girl were 

			beset by a sniveling attack. 

			 

			And the woman didn’t stay 

			on the sidelines, but she set 

			a trap for their alien visitor 

			with a string and fishing net, 

			in case that funny yellow ball 

			should decide again to fall. 

			 

			Indeed the Moon, too, liked the game 

			and came back to it from the sky, 

			not knowing she would become 

			a prisoner here with a sigh; 

			that’s what happened to her next, 

			in a fishnet she was dressed. 

			 

			The good folk had no evil 

			designs on their captive ball; 

			they only wanted to keep the sky 

			from robbing them of their haul. 

			The only thing they had in mind 

			was having fine fun with their find. 

			 

			At first the Moon, too, liked the leash, 

			the new game governed by the string, 

			she liked being tossed and pulled back 

			more than her usual wandering. 

			 

			No wonder then she liked the string, 

			didn’t know what a leash was for, 

			because she had never ever 

			been on a real leash before. 

			 

			She was happy and unsuspecting, 

			dressed in that tight fishing net, 

			her playful plan was just to keep on 

			playing till the sun would set, 

			then pour her strength into the harness 

			to pull it up to heavens’ dome, 

			and she’d never have to roam 

			the nighttime darkness all alone. 

			 

			The three of them would have a ride, 

			the Moon and her two young friends, 

			through the desert of the night. 

			“Let’s just give it a good try!” 

			she yelled out headed for the sky. 

			 

			And by and by, 

			at first just two feet high, 

			the team took off then for the sky. 

			Luckily their mother came, 

			“Quick here, daddy, come and help!” 

			But the big scare brought them running, 

			aunts and uncles with a yelp; 

			 

			the whole neighborhood was soon 

			ready to fight for their Moon. 

			Everyone added his or her 

			weight to the restraining string, 

			either holding on to it 

			or to one another in a ring, 

			until they tied it to an oak. 

			And thus the Moon was finally 

			domesticated nicely, like 

			a watchdog tied up to a tree. 

			 

					***

			 

			The Moon was tied up like a chained dog, 

			so that she would never roam. 

			Noontime bells were ringing and 

			slowly everyone went home. 

			Well-well, they said looking at 

			their captive as they went their way, 

			stroked her, poked her, petted her, 

			they just could not cease to play 

			with this fun-ball prisoner. 

			The two young children couldn’t hold 

			inside their overflowing joy, 

			finding new and newer games 

			to play with their newfound toy, 

			but then, called home to bowls of soup, 

			they left her lying by the coop. 

			 

			The mighty oak shed ample shade 

			on the tired Full Moon’s nest 

			and plenty of leaves for the bed 

			of this stray celestial guest. 

			However, the good old oak 

			soon recognized who it was 

			tethered by a string to its waist 

			like a dog, and without a cause. 

			The oak recognized the Moon by 

			the way she walked and by her scent; 

			the Queen of the Night had always had 

			her cologne by the oak tree sent. 

			The watchdog tied-up to his house 

			also recognized the Moon; 

			many a night he had barked 

			boldly at her with a croon, 

			many a time he had howled 

			at her with the weather change. 

			But now when face to face with her, 

			the dog just mumbled: strange, how strange. 

			He would’ve liked to hotfoot it, 

			barking was not on his brain, 

			you’d better keep your mouth shut 

			if you live tied down by a chain. 

			The Moon also got leery of 

			the nervous watchdog next to her, 

			looking like he might be wanting 

			to taste his fellow prisoner. 

			“I don’t mind him sniffing here, 

			that’s exactly what dogs do, 

			let him sniff, that’s fine, but if 

			he lifts a leg on me, we’re through. 

			I’d rather have him mangle me 

			than bring on me such foul disgrace.” 

			“Hey, mate,” growled the dog softly, 

			“what’ya doing in this place?” 

			“I’m in trouble”, admitted the Moon, 

			“and there’s no one I can turn 

			to for help, but I’m not complaining...” 

			 

			“I’ll help you, I’d just love to earn 

			your friendship but it isn’t far 

			that my chain will let me flee. 

			One good deed deserves another, 

			and you were always nice to me; 

			you hid your light behind a cloud, 

			seeing me chased on shaky feet. 

			Please forgive my barking at you 

			when I felt upset and beat, 

			and I howled cussing you 

			for the collar on my neck.” 

			And he started crawling closer 

			to gnaw the Moon’s leash to a wreck. 

			 

			The dog kept crawling, creeping closer, 

			but all of a sudden from the house 

			out came running both young kids. 

			Whatever happened to arouse 

			the street, the old oak couldn’t tell. 

			The dog though thought it better to 

			retreat into his prison cell. 

			 

			Indeed the TV and the press 

			raised a general alarm; 

			the police was put on high alert 

			and sent to use the law’s long arm 

			to round up every ball from every 

			house and take them all as soon 

			as possible to a lab engaged in 

			the disappearance of the Moon. 

			The Moon had been gone since early dawn; 

			no one could find her again, 

			neither the stargazers nor 

			the police; that much was plain. 

			“A black eye to science,” affirmed 

			the worried scientists’ big team 

			assigned to the search, which was soon 

			joined by astronauts whose scheme 

			for a landing on the Moon 

			now they also had to retune. 

			 

					*** 

			 

			The ancient oak tree was frightened 

			by the general alarm, 

			and the dog, too, lost his courage 

			in the face of possible harm. 

			He slunk back into the doghouse 

			and sat there like an invalid; 

			a magpie landing on the fence 

			spread the news, indeed she did: 

			they’re going from house to house, 

			she saw them with their great big haul, 

			like a dogcatcher the dogs, 

			they’re collecting every ball. 

			 

			Silence sank into the barnyard, 

			much like before an awful storm 

			when crows and blue jays take refuge 

			beneath the oak as in a dorm. 

			The worried hen was collecting 

			her chicks under her sturdy wings; 

			the rooster’s crown just wilted like 

			a bouquet’s helpless whisperings. 

			The gander simply couldn’t cease 

			winking at the blinking geese. 

			Fear struck all: the mild-mannered 

			hundred-year-old mill-stone table, 

			the chimney on the roof and even 

			 

			the ladder leaning on the gable. 

			(It only wished it could retract 

			its long legs safely off the ground.) 

			Fear was in all, but even more so 

			in the Full Moon, now earth-bound; 

			both fear and pain were sinking in, 

			the string was cutting through her skin. 

			 

			The door flung open and everyone 

			was in the barnyard on the run 

			led by the little boy and girl, 

			their eyeballs each a little pearl, 

			because now it was clear to all, 

			the Moon was captured, not a ball. 

			 

			„How many times have I promised 

			to fetch the Moon down here 

			just to please my beloved kids 

			who are to me indeed so dear. 

			And now we’ve got her. Listen Dad, 

			to give her up now would be sad. 

			 

			It would be a shame to let 

			the coppers put her in a jail; 

			let’s hide her in the attic or 

			in the empty milking pail!” 

			 

			“Mother, it’s too late to play 

			dumb and to deny it all, 

			but in her place we can safely 

			produce a plain-old store-bought ball. 

			Our kind but nosy neighbors 

			have already spread the news. 

			If they said there was a ball, 

			then it’s a ball we must produce. 

			But to work now, they’re coming!” 

			The boy and girl put down the spoon 

			and brought in a big yellow ball 

			to replace the captured Moon. 

			But where to hide the real thing, 

			indeed where to hide the Moon? 

			“In here”, the watchdog gave a yelp, 

			the good old hound was full of help. 

			He quickly vacated his home 

			and helped the children roll the Moon 

			into his bed, next to a bone. 

			 

			The oak tree breathed a little freer, 

			the poultry chatter, too, resumed. 

			“Let the law commence its course”, 

			the voices of the yard approved, 

			including the chimney on the gable, 

			the cellar and the mild-mannered 

			hundred-year-old mill-stone table. 

			 

			The dance-fit that possessed the ladder 

			could not have been any gladder. 

			 

					***

			 

			The search was on, and pretty soon 

			the doghouse may not save the Moon. 

			Before his house the dog just froze 

			in a devil-may-care pose. 

			The search for the Moon failed to give 

			a scare to the doghouse fugitive. 

			Out front the dog tried to compose 

			himself in a devil-may-care pose. 

			He feigned to give a cold shoulder 

			to the hunters of the Moon, 

			even though by then their number 

			started to balloon. 

			Two climbed to the attic floor, 

			two broke down the pantry door, 

			two crawled under every bed, 

			two frisked every loaf of bread, 

			two slid under the mild-mannered 

			hundred-year-old mill-stone table, 

			until a flashlight spied a vat 

			of salted cabbage in the stable. 

			 

			And then the battle cry went out: 

			“Found it! Found it!” But the savage 

			invasion only caught a few 

			salty, slimy heads of cabbage. 

			The valiant deed could only bore 

			to tears the sturdy cellar door. 

			 

			From the chimney on the roof 

			a sooty darkish cough burped out. 

			 

			The spectators in the barnyard 

			found a lot to laugh about. 

			The little boy and girl giggled at 

			the capture of the cabbage head. 

			Geese and gander, chickens and ducks 

			were all prepared to peck it dead. 

			Only the roosting hen stayed stern, 

			letting not one hunter near, 

			cussing out and cursing every 

			bloody-minded volunteer. 

			 

			The search resumed soon in the yard, 

			they went about it two by two. 

			There was nothing else left but to 

			climb up on the oak tree, too. 

			They shook the branches and that was how 

			the ancient ladder got knocked down. 

			The poor old thing lost two more rungs 

			looking like a toothless clown. 

			Then the warriors up there, 

			stranded now without a ladder, 

			went on to search the magpie lair. 

			At last, from the lower branches they 

			flopped down to the ground to stay. 

			 

			They flopped down one by one but some 

			came very dangerously close 

			to the doghouse in front of which 

			the dog assumed a laid-back pose, 

			pretending to ignore 

			the hunters’ busy horde 

			(while keeping a wary eye 

			on the events to unfold), 

			but now jumping to his feet, 

			he growled at the landing crew. 

			They tried to sooth his temper with: 

			“To the doghouse back with you, 

			don’t you worry, we are fair, 

			we won’t be going searching there.” 

			 

			The reassured hound scampered back 

			into his house just as soon 

			as he could to reassure 

			the obviously hangdog Moon: 

			 

			“To the last drop of my blood 

			I will defend my honoured guest.” 

			The Moon rubbed her grateful face 

			against her host, now ready to rest, 

			she was all set to go to sleep 

			in that well-defended keep. 

			 

			In the barnyard the crowd 

			was getting ready to call 

			it a day, ignoring now 

			the ordinary store-bought ball. 

			Pages of reports were filed, 

			the job of the authorities. 

			No sign of the Moon was found, 

			as if swallowed by the breeze. 

			 

					*** 

			 

			The Moon dropped off, half asleep, 

			but then a shiver shook the oak, 

			the kind of shiver-shake that only 

			a sense of horror can provoke. 

			Darkness dropped down on the doghouse, 

			fluttered back and forth by wind; 

			the startled oak tree started groaning 

			and moaning like one who has sinned. 

			Geese and gander, chicks and turkeys 

			all ran for cover in the yard. 

			The chimney alone was standing sturdy, 

			its immobility unmarred, 

			unlike the robins taking off 

			to flee the storm that might get rough. 

			Unmoved though, the mild-mannered 

			hundred-year-old millstone table 

			refused to budge and kept watch 

			over the clouds above the gable 

			like a storm-trained weatherman, 

			waiting for a lightning bolt 

			so as to return the greeting 

			of the thunder with a jolt. 

			 

			The Moon was so worn out from all 

			her adventures and delights 

			that she could’ve slept through not just one 

			but a dozen stormy nights, 

			had it not been for the rattle 

			of the poor dog’s rattling bones 

			that could’ve woken skeletons 

			from their graveyard homes; 

			had one been there with them housed 

			it surely would have been aroused. 

			 

			The frightened dog, about to swoon, 

			tried to crawl inside the moon. 

			 

			“Don’t you worry, master dear,” 

			the Moon snuggled up to the dog. 

			„Up there I never see this downpour 

			or lightning in the nighttime fog. 

			Let’s enjoy the concert in the sky, 

			its polyphonic lullaby.” 

			 

			“What? Me worry? Impossible!” The dog’s 

			courage started to balloon, 

			and yelping though, he poked his nose out, 

			still holding on to the Moon. 

			Further and further out they crawled 

			on their elbows in the door. 

			That was how they watched the show 

			she had never seen before. 

			Watched the summer shower dance, 

			raindrops dance like liquid ants. 

			 

			The big old oak shook off the drops, 

			gutters sang a merry tune, 

			the valiant robins showed up again, 

			maybe looking for the Moon. 

			Bathed in water were the mild 

			hundred-year-old millstone table 

			and the yellow store-bought ball 

			in a puddle by the stable. 

			The Moon, too, liked the idea 

			and took a dive, more like a fall, 

			into the refreshing puddle, 

			right next to the store-bought ball 

			where they were splashing merrily. 

			 

			Windows and doors opened up and 

			there appeared the family 

			 

			with the two kids headed straight 

			for the puddle, happily 

			wading in to splash and sprinkle. 

			The dog, too, joined in the dance 

			as much as his chains allowed, 

			but then at last he had a chance 

			to enjoy a real good woof: 

			the woman took his chains off and 

			lay them on the doghouse roof. 

			 

			The little girl danced with the Moon, 

			and the little boy with the ball, 

			but it was the unleashed dog who 

			had the best dance of them all. 

			 

					***

			 

			The storm’s appearance was as fast 

			as its unannounced retreat. 

			The thunder faded as the storm moved 

			on to other drums to beat. 

			The Sun threw back his covers 

			and jumped into all puddle baths, 

			pools collected in the ruts 

			and hoof prints of the unpaved paths. 

			And the Sun began to parch 

			the sky into a rainbow arch. 

			 

			The Moon, the dog and the ball 

			were dried up by a lukewarm breeze, 

			but the children got a scare 

			when the Moon began to sneeze. 

			The girl soon wrapped her in a shawl, 

			she knew exactly what to do, 

			got the patient into bed 

			quickly to prevent a flu, 

			but first with nice dry towels they 

			wiped the shivers off her skin. 

			Then came the hot linden tea, 

			better then in any inn, 

			chicken soup to warm her tummy, 

			heavy blankets for her limbs. 

			They stuffed her full of aspirin 

			and shovelfuls of vitamins. 

			Pretty soon all symptoms left 

			the patiently reclining Moon 

			who started to enjoy the bed’s 

			comforts like a snug cocoon. 

			The bed was very kind and warm 

			to its unaccustomed guest 

			who turned her grateful eyes on her 

			nurses, hosts and all the rest. 

			Outside, while the gracious Moon 

			was holding court in bed, 

			the oak tree was getting ready 

			to rest its heavy, rain soaked head. 

			 

			The raindrops slowly ripened and 

			like fruits they dribbled off the tree. 

			The puddles crawled into the ground 

			and the ditches ran off to sea. 

			Suppertime came to the barnyard, 

			the fowl lined up for their food, 

			geese and gander, chicks and hens, 

			all gathered in a multitude. 

			Slumber soothed the mild-mannered 

			hundred-year-old millstone table, 

			the proud chimney said good night 

			to the heavy-lidded gable. 

			The dog retired to the doghouse 

			where not really so long ago 

			he had the Moon there as a guest. 

			All over peace began to flow. 

			Peering through the trees now dusk 

			sowed the seeds of summer night, 

			stepping from flower to flower 

			it snapped off all these stems of light. 

			 

					***

			 

			In bed the Moon began to muse: 

			“A dream of mine has now come true, 

			a night I could spend sleeping late, 

			but duty calls, a job to do.” 

			She kept examining the sky, 

			feeling it was time to go. 

			The darker the heavens got, 

			the brighter she began to glow. 

			 

			All they talked about was her 

			on TV and the radio. 

			The children wanted to confer, 

			the grown-ups wanted just to know: 

			“Must be lost, that’s why they seek her.” 

			All wanted to believe the guest 

			from space to be the real thing… 

			So they decided it was best 

			to help her get back to her place: 

			“It all comes down to one clear thought, 

			let’s see if the midnight sky 

			still has its Queen gone and still sought, 

			still missing from the shining circle 

			of her stars as their giant pearl, 

			then and only then we must…” 

			“Let’s not wait”, said the little girl, 

			“The stars are all already out 

			and they are blinking back their tears. 

			Our windows obviously 

			attract their eyes as midnight nears.” 

			It was indeed the end for talk 

			 

			and the time for sad good-byes. 

			After hugs they carried the Moon 

			outside with care and great big sighs. 

			 

			The ladder jumped back to it feet 

			offering its back to climb, 

			and the children hoisted on it 

			the Moon way up there one more time. 

			The oak was buzzing with old tales, 

			its foliage turning into sails. 

			“One, two, three, 

			then one more, 

			three plus three, 

			then four plus four 

			and on to six.” 

			Off she flew to the heavens’ floor. 

			 

			And the stars again grew bright 

			like on any moon-lit night. 

			The sad family felt a swoon 

			looking at their friend, the Moon. 

			Standing there they smelt a whiff 

			of freedom only stars come with. 

			 

			But the happiest of them all 

			was the dog because his friend 

			stole his chain before returning 

			to her place in the firmament. 

			 

			 

			 

		


		
			A REALITY POEM 

			(Konkrét költemény) 

			

					A red goose breastbone on Saint Martin’s day 

					foretells a crazy winter, winds with rain to blow. 

					A white goose breastbone on Saint Martin’s day 

					foretells a nourishing winter with plenty of snow. 

					A black goose breastbone on Saint Martin’s day 

					foretells a snowless winter, freezing us with woe.

		(Entry for Nov 11 in an old almanac)

			

			Practically shriveled to worms 

			two homeless spent the night 

			on the third floor of the tenement 

			under the attic stairs 

			on cardboard mattresses 

			just opposite our apartment door 

			I know the story of Saint Martin 

			of Tours and what he did 

			slashed his cloak in half 

			so as to share it with a naked beggar 

			that’s what he did, this captain 

			from Savaria (?) of Pannonia 

			who had been pressed into military service 

			by force at his father’s request 

			and at the Caesar’s command 

			he had been pressed into service by force 

			at first he did not share his orderly’s 

			plain fare – as an officer’s offspring 

			he was entitled to an officer’s slave – but 

			then they became comrades and began 

			to have their meals at the same table 

			which was still unusual during our 

			second world war even in 

			armies fighting for democracy 

			where the black descendants of slaves 

			were not allowed to lunch 

			with their white comrades 

			Martin soon gave up his army career 

			converted, performed miracles, lived 

			as a hermit, started a religious order 

			but the promotion to bishop was 

			also pressed upon him by force 

			he hid from the nominating committee 

			in a coop for geese but the geese 

			gave him away by their gobble-gobble 

			one of them even waddled after him 

			his modern-day namesake Bishop Martin of 

			Transylvania has a goose peeking from his crest 

			and the two Martins say together non recuso 

			non recuso laborem I do not shirk 

			do not shirk my duty and the two of them 

			now share a feast day in the calendar 

			the first having been posthumously transferred 

			into the army of saints he continues to serve 

			probably spending his nights in 

			an ash heap even up there as it was 

			his wont to do down here like 

			the two homeless 

			practically shriveled to worms 

			on the third floor of the tenement 

			under the attic stairs 

			on cardboard mattresses 

			opposite our apartment door 

			and I too have a cloak 

			blankets and even comforters to spare 

			yet I did not cover the two miserable wretches 

			practically shriveled to worms 

			trying to get some sleep 

			that’s all we needed 

			this old lunatic opening the house to the whole 

			world inviting a lice infestation 

			I would’ve heard no end of it 

			if I had done what I should have done 

			especially in light of my talks 

			to packed auditoriums where 

			I often boastingly quote and invoke 

			my dear old dad who had never 

			gotten past the fourth grade yet 

			managed to speak in parables 

			when explaining his saintly deeds: 

				seeing the victims of 

			natural disasters, fires, flood or drought 

			I have learned that we live together 

			with people of all shapes and tongues 

			as in the forest wide-girded beeches live together 

			with hard oak and the ever-quaking birch and 

			virginal poplars stealing glances at pines tall in 

			perpetually green uniform and there’s room 

			left at the edges of clearings for hazelnut 

			bushes guarding dew 

			their sibilance may differ and they may suffer 

			through storms in different ways 

			but woe to all if any one kind or species gets 

			cut down, torn up, used up, displaced from 

			their community because the dirt under them all 

			the very soil composition too changes 

			I noticed already as a child that people 

			tend to treat the beggars of rank better than the plain poor 

			for instance the victims of flood or ice-storm 

			coming in capacious wagons drawn by sturdy draft horses 

			from villages with gothic cathedrals 

			were put up by the village magistrate or 

			the minister or in the guest houses 

			of well-to-do farmers where they had their 

			grain delivered to them by hundred-kilo sacks 

			they were honored by my big-hearted fellow villagers 

			with donations of seed for the next sowing season 

			while the barefoot survivors of floods and 

			the destitute refugees of dust bowls 

			were given a handful of this or that 

			bread and cheese and bacon whatever 

			happened to be on hand but shelter was 

			in short supply as my father used to explain 

			and he backed up his claim 

				one Sunday I will never forget 

			it was toward evening that I saw him 

			hang up his Sunday-best jacket on a plum tree 

			and clutching a bale of hay from the 

			freshly-thrashed haystack he covered 

			the floor of the front room with a thick layer 

			and called to my mother for sheets and blankets 

			and a decent supper to serve 

			to the rag-tag gang he was ushering in 

			a big barefoot family whose 

			only home was the road 

			they said goodbye with profuse thanks 

			in the morning and left us with their lice 

			my mother blamed my father for the infestation 

			and he said as if quoting from the bible 

			the lice can be cleaned up but the traveler 

			must be given shelter for the night 

					the front door of the tenement should be locked 

			for the night and a buzzer installed 

			that should take care of the problem 

			but the ownership of the building is now 

			in dispute and we may soon be evicted 

			by the winner of the ongoing court battle 

			and in the meantime the tenants 

			will not waste money on improvements 

			and so we did not give shelter or cover 

			to the homeless even though there was no need 

			for me to slash my cloak in half 

			we have blankets and comforters to spare 

					although if you can trust the almanac 

			we too may end up shivering like those two 

			up on the third floor of the tenement 

			under the attic stairs 

			on cardboard mattresses 

			across the hall from our apartment door 

			practically shriveled to worms 

			trying to get some sleep 

			on the holy eve preceding 

			the two thousandth birthday of 

			the first recorded homeless in history 

			

			Kolozsvár [Cluj] 2001 

		


		
			HERETIC TELEGRAMS 

			(Eretnek táviratok) 

					To the memory of Zbigniew Herbert with

		gratitude toGyörgy Gömöri who introduced

		the two poetsand whose Hungarian translations

		acquainted the author with Herbert’s poetry

			

			MEETING PAN COGITO 

			(Találkozás) 

			

			Pan Cogito and I were in Rotterdam 

			sitting in the uppermost bleachers of 

			a covered arena sort of watching/listening 

			to and of course applauding poets 

			of the new Hebrew tongue 

			

			and then almost at the same time 

			we leaned toward each other 

			between two poems 

			they restored an ancient tongue 

			to a new life 

			a beautiful life 

			

			remember though we picked up the thread 

			of our conversation in the next pause 

			most of all it’s poetry 

			that brings out the beauty 

			of a language 

			and it’s also true the other way 

			around he said or I said after yet 

			another Ivrit poem for poetry is 

			sculpture formed out of language 

			

			and also the keeper of our consciousness 

			of always lacking something 

			

			the same feeling that must have 

			bothered the One in Heaven 

			on the seventh day 

			when he spotted a few 

			imperfections in his creation 

			

			aber my highly-respected Pan Cogito 

			I tried spinning the slender thread 

			of our conversation free of knots 

			you’ll agree 

			that für Sie the Holy Scriptures were 

			given in your native tongue in Polish 

			yes of course Pan Transsylvanicus 

			the same way as it was written for you 

			in your native Hungarian tongue 

			

			the Lord works in mysterious ways 

			and his holy spirit reveals him to every nation 

			in its own tongue 

			

			because a nation can build its culture 

			only in its own language 

			the Holy Spirit is the most ancient Comenius 

			the Holy Spirit is the most ancient pedagogue 

			before Comenius 

			and we felt touched by a stray breeze and awe 

			as we drank a toast to each other 

			but that was later that night 

			leaning on the counter of a beer hall 

			where the baron of the Rotterdam harbor 

			a businessman with a poetic soul 

			had invited us for a glass of port 

			

			AD HOC MONOLOGUE ABOUT KING BÁTHORY OF POLAND 

			(Rögtönzött monológ) 

			

			he should have beaten him said Pan 

			Cogito raising a critical eyebrow 

			Báthory should have beaten him 

			he should have beaten Ivan 

			the Terrible but refused to 

			humiliate the Tsar the neighbor even 

			though he should have beaten him instead 

			of rescuing the vanquished from total defeat 

			he should have known better as 

			a great wise king he should have 

			especially as the chieftain of Transylvania 

			that the beatable must be beaten because 

			the vanquished never forgive – generosity 

			just as the liberated never forgive – liberation 

			he would have had a better chance against the Turks 

			if he had whipped the pants off the Tsar instead of 

			exercising mercy and extending a friendly hand 

			which was the worst way to humiliate his enemy 

			he would have had a better chance against the Turks 

			as he figured it in consultation with 

			father Possevino the Jesuit 

			(I mention the name of the counselor 

			so as to save the trouble of messing 

			with footnotes for the person who might 

			write or rewrite this ad lib monologue) no 

			matter how great a Polish king he was 

			Stephanus Báthory wore his shirt closer to 

			his heart than his dolman 

			as the old Pravoslav proverb says 

			he was more sensitive to and cognizant of 

			the cares and troubles of his native Transylvania 

			– and let that be counted to his credit– 

			than any other land’s plus his Christianity 

			so much for our often laughable Central 

			European solidarity-unity that no one in this pub 

			would understand besides the two of us 

			and then death his early death 

			death is always early 

			for a single lifespan regardless of how princely it is 

			cannot make a sentence long enough to accommodate 

			a rare and custom-designed course of history like 

			a river is contained between its safe riverbanks 

			

			A TALE OF THE NOVEL 

			(Mese a regényről) 

			

			tales grow up with us little by little 

			till they reach the girth of novels 

			every novel worth its salt is a sad 

			tale overstuffed with overblown 

			stage directions and in the end the good 

			samaritans miss out on their rewards and 

			the bad guys escape their just deserts 

			

			with time we tend to sneak back into tales 

			because we like to see at least the bad guys get 

			their well-deserved punishment in this world yet 

			even if the good guys do not 

			get their share of the bounty 

			

			LEISURE SONNET 

			(Lezser szonett) 

			

				The seventh angel is an 

				altogether different kind 

				––––––––––––––– 

				only respect for the number seven 

				helps him retain his angel rank 

						Zbigniew Herbert 

			

			Pan Cogito had always eschewed 

			formal style but on that day he 

			put on a tuxedo with a formal 

			bow tie for the evening reception 

			

			in the eye of my memory 

			the polished gleam of his 

			patent-leather shoes forever 

			remains a blinding reflection 

			

			thank you dear sir he hailed me 

			thank you for observing 

			form and style with at least a tie 

			

			and with the smile of the seventh 

			archangel he surveyed the grungy 

			princes of poetry passing by 

			

			MEDALS 

			(A kitüntetésekről) 

			

			Pan Cogito was truly fond 

			only of the medals 

			he had never received 

			

			the medals and stars 

			crosses and various orders 

			awarded to him on important occasions 

			anniversaries and birthdays were 

			mounting up and he would’ve gladly 

			pinned them on his suit 

			and worn them in public 

			even during the week 

			

			not to show off 

			how many storms he 

			had weathered 

			and how many rivals he had 

			managed to best 

			not to brag about them 

			

			only 

			

			but since medals never received 

			cannot be worn 

			he refused to display the ones he had received 

			

			and he took special care of the left 

			lapel of his coat above his heart 

			and guarded the area extending from there 

			to the arm pit 

			like a palm-sized homeland 

			an independent kingdom 

			

			whose flag is a neatly folded 

			immaculate handkerchief 

			peeking out of the upper left-hand pocket 

			

			its emblem a single rose 

			inserted in the button hole 

			

			its scepter a stray strand 

			of fragrant feminine hair 

			left lounging there 

			

			IT WOULD’VE BEEN SO EASY 

			(El tudtam volna képzelni) 

			

			it would’ve been so easy for Pan Cogito 

			and me to pick up the disrupted 

			friendship I had used to have 

			with an older boy a young scholar 

			living two doors down the street from us 

			

			I can’t quite recall the young scholar’s features 

			instead I see Pan Cogito’s craggy face 

			on the screen of my memory 

			they were the same age they 

			could have grown old together as one 

			I can see-hear them both as if the young 

			scholar’s voice were haunting my ears 

			as if Pan Cogito were sitting where the boy used to sit 

			on the uppermost step of the stoop leading up to 

			the spacious and well-shaded verandah 

			of their long-demolished home 

			there he used to sit leafing through books 

			talking about writers poets 

			reciting poetry 

			

			sitting on the veranda stoop it would’ve been so 

			easy for Pan Cogito and me to pick up my 

			disrupted friendship with the young scholar 

			

			language barriers disappear in my dreams 

			I carry on long conversations with leading 

			world figures in hungarian of course 

			which is spoken by all in my dreams 

			

			once in my youth even comrade Stalin 

			spoke to me in hungarian 

			

			and in the dialect of my more immediate patria 

			along the Küküllő river probably 

			out of courtesy to me because 

			it was about the deportation of the young 

			scholar’s parent that I had 

			ventured to approach him 

			

			we spent almost the whole night 

			in conversation he even asked about my father’s 

			crippling war wound so well-informed he was 

			this in spite of my father holding the front 

			on the opposite side where he lost part of his 

			left foot and with it the homeland of course 

			Stalin knew all about that but nothing about 

			the deportation of the young scholar’s parents no 

			he had not been informed of that 

							no innocent person 

			is ever deported by our perhaps sometimes tough 

			but humane dictatorship of the proletariat 

			he said smoothing a benevolent smile on 

			his often-celebrated moustache 

			he tested and refilled the world’s 

			most familiar pipe 

			lit it carefully then after a few 

			puffs he rose from his chair 

			to poke with the stem of his pipe 

			at the huge map on the wall facing us 

			right in the middle of our present country 

			exactly at the black dot marking our little village 

			and indeed it was marked with a dot 

			that seemed to glow for a few seconds 

			from the power of the eyes squinting at it 

			

			no innocent person he repeated with a frown 

			no innocent person is ever deported 

			by our perhaps sometimes tough 

			but humane dictatorship of the proletariat 

			with a humane but iron fist 

			there’s no other way 

			inacheh ee neh mozhet bitd he added in Russian too 

			probably just so as to wake me up 

			I begged-beseeched him to come to our village 

			and see for himself what’s going on 

			

			not even in my dreams did he ever 

			visit us as I recall soon after 

			he died 

				but only eight and a half years after the young 

			scholar’s death at the age of twenty in the Uz valley 

			in the middle of our present country 

			

			that’s where we always fall by the hundreds 

			and thousands in the Uz valley 

			in the middle of our present country 

			

			not always heroically like Dénes the young scholar 

			a distant relative bearing the same name who 

			was slated to graduate with honors from 

			the Hungarian ecole normale superieur eötvös college 

			before he was conscripted in to the Szekler border patrol 

			we all waited for him in vain for years to return 

			his name and reputation though 

			managed to beat a path a straight one 

			for me the beginner 

			

			at times thinking about Pan Cogito 

			– who is also but a memory now – 

			I see-hear him with Dénes the young scholar 

			sitting on the uppermost step of the stoop 

			leading up to the spacious and well-shaded 

			verandah of the long-demolished home 

			talking about poets quoting from books 

			reciting poetry 

			

			WREATHS FOR PAN COGITO 

			(Koszorúk pan Cogito úrnak) 

			

			as we stepped out into the deep Dutch night 

			the moon was swaying like a shipboard light 

			as if we had carpentered a ship for us to fly 

			sending poem shavings all the way to the sky 

			and to the sidewalk by our feet in the aid 

			of the moon whose beams there began to fade: 

			

			Jules Supervielle: Vivre 

			

			Pour avoir mis le pied 

			Sur le coeur de la nuit 

			Je suis un homme pris 

			Dans les rets des étoiles. 

			

			Je vis loin de ma main 

			Qui dessine ces mots. 

			Du lit qui me soutient 

			Et me sculpte le dos. 

			

			Parfum de ce beau jour 

			On t’a crucifié, 

			Oiseaux de la forêt 

			Dans l’air tiède, glacés! 

			

			Ah! vous tombez des arbres 

			

			Leben (Translated by Paul Celan)

			

			Ich habe meinen Fuss 

			Aufs Herz der Nacht gesetzt: 

			nun komm ich nicht mehr frei, 

			ich häng in Sternennetz. 

			

			Die Fernen zwischen mir 

			und meiner Hand, die schreibt. 

			Fern leb ich, fern dem Bett, 

			das Form und Stütze bleibt. 

			

			Du und dein Duft, du Tag 

			in Kreuzesnot! Und ihr, 

			ihr Vögel aus dem Wald, 

			ihr lau Umwehten friert! 

			

			Aus dem Bäumen, ach, fallt ihr und fall 

			

			To Live (Translated from the author's Hungarian version)

			

			Once I stepped on the heart 

			of the night, and ever since 

			I’ve been imprisoned in 

			a net of stars for my sins. 

			

			My hand writes these lines 

			while on its way to escape 

			and yet guarding me like 

			a bed guards my body’s shape. 

			

			The scent of this very day 

			too will be crucified 

			and will come raining down 

			like birds that freeze in flight. 

			

			As if falling from the trees. 

			

			

			JOINT COMMUNIQUÈ WITH ZBIGNIEW HERBERT 

			(Közös közlemény) 

			

			Every high-level conference of any significance concludes with a joint communiqué written and vetted by both parties well in advance and released at the closing ceremonies on this occasion too an understanding was reached over ten years ago its release to the public has just now become timely 

			We agreed that poetry like love is the private business of the one in love no one in love has the right to demand love in return a felicitous indeed blissful state of mind comes from having one’s love requited but unrequited love affairs sometimes we could say often result in literary works of great cathartic power no one asks let alone forces anyone to take up the pen if someone does let that writer accept the full burden of the venture but if in return for the resultant intellectual profit the writer’s community fellow citizens readers audience provide the writer with a living then it is to the credit of both sides the poet is not chosen the poet separates out the poet can be neither recalled nor replaced by someone else the poet can be rewarded awarded humiliated ignored silenced wiretapped arrested hanged but – and this is salvation itself – the poet can be resurrected not only after death but while still alive too the poet is the untenured laborer of love without pension benefits and committed to the language beyond the grave otherwise as a physical person the poet is just as fickle vulnerable liable to spoiling and spoilage and perhaps even more intolerable than the fellow human beings around in large part proud but never haughty toward other peoples nations constantly self-critical Basta 

			Written in Rotterdam in june of nineteen hundred and eighty-eight by Z. H. and yours truly. 

			I released this in july of two thousand in the village of Hargitafűrdő for the information of grasses trees birds and other field-forest creatures on my own authority by myself. 

			

			

			HERETIC TELEGRAMS TO PAN COGITO ON THE OTHER SIDE 

			(Eretnek táviratok pán Cogitónak odaátra) 

			

			The First Telegram 

			is it true that the founders of our nation stop were baptized by saint andrew the apostle himself stop the holy father did not refute this claim proposed by our local dignitaries on his visit here at the close of the millennium stop this inspired the founder of the nation to start the mass production of saint andrew’s crosses stop first for local consumption stop but then with an eye on the export market stop and this item was used to mark the dangers of railroad crossings in my childhood stop but now it’s sold for its original purpose stop 

			

			The Second Telegram 

			do they know in the other world stop that jesus christ’s mother tongue stop aramaic has been banned by the authorities stop the language in which he yelled out on the cross stop eli eli lama sabachthani stop it was supposedly still spoken by sixty-seventy thousand but stop it was kept safe by being cultivated and used for rituals in two monasteries but stop existential concerns connected with the tourism industry prohibit its use now stop even in pilgrimage tours stop how will the monks and nuns of the two monasteries manage stop and how about the hordes of those who depend on the holy sites for their livelihood stop we are urging immediate action on the part of the other world in this matter stop 

			

			The Third (Urgent) Telegram 

			we urge immediate action on the part of the other world stop because nothing is working out for us stop it’s no use appealing to the authorities in person or writing stop it’s no use for the Csángo-Hungarians to pour their centuries-old dreams into petitions stop it’s no use for them to beg-beseech those in the shoes of the fisherman stop why not let them worship and praise the Lord in their native tongue stop no use bringing their whining petitions to the eyes of the holy see stop even though if there’s one person stop then it’s he who should know and let the world know stop that the Csángo Hungarians are as much Hungarian as the Poles languishing in Lithuania can remain Polish stop as the Germans assimilating in Poland can remain German stop as the Finns crying into their beer in Norway’s Finnmark can remain Finnish stop as I can go on without though accomplishing a thing 




			The Fourth Telegram 

			and yet and yet we still entertain the hope that the weak and the helpless will not have their questions unanswered stop their appeals and laments will not fall on deaf ears stop balm is on its way for their wounds stop we’d like to believe Christ came back from the dead for their sake too stop and pentecost is not just an amber-crusted fossil to be worn on a necklace as a keepsake from the fair 

			

			The Fifth and Also the Last Telegram 

			für alle fälle I shall try to smuggle the foregoing into the world wide web and ask the honorable pan Cogito to intercede in our behalf but if regular channels fail stop let him use a little celestial gratuity to hammer this home on the heavenly internet stop better yet let him get the almighty’s e-mail address up there and pass this on to Him directly so that God could pull an emergency time-brake if there is such a thing stop on the good thursday of the atrocities now in preparation stop 

			

			[Written in 2000 in Cluj, Kolozsvár,Transylvania, upon hearing of Zbibniew Herbert’s death; they had met at a Poetry International Festival in Rotterdam 12 years earlier. Pan Cogito or Mr. Cogito was Herbert’s alter-ego in his poetry. Comenius was a medieval educator. The two poets recited the poem „Vivre“ by Jules Supervielle to each other in the original and the German translation by Paul Celan at the festival; hence the pastiche in A Wreath for Pan Cogito.] 

			

			 

			

			

		


		
			FRAGMENTS FROM A LETTER TO MY FATHER 

			

			…Out of solidarity with my army comrades who fell in battle and those who never made it back home from POW or forced labor camps, I want a modest funeral… 

			1. I want to be buried in the lap of my dear old dad in the backyard. 

			2. I want no wreaths on my coffin or my grave. 

			3. I want no feast following my funeral; such a thing is appropriate on the demise of a pig but not on mine. 

			4. I want no band playing music by my coffin or my grave. 

			5. I want flowers growing on my grave… 

			(Miklós Kányádi’s last wishes concerning his funeral) 

			“I’d like to have a volley fired, if it can be arranged,” he whispered in his hospital bed. 

			

			Dear father please forgive this loosely composed 

			informal letter and my temerity 

			addressing you like this but remember 

			I too have passed now fifty three 

			and this is the way I usually speak to 

			the invisible one who lives in heaven too 

			you will never again be seen on earth either 

			and never again show us kindness or spite 

			as a poet long ago so aptly put it 

			your pale-strange smile will never again ignite 

			

			I can report we’re still hanging in there 

			there is heavy traffic in politics 

			politicians keep passing from one another 

			doorknobs, words, and the same old tricks 

			what’ll come of all this no one knows 

			new weapons are developed every day 

			but we can’t scrounge up five old rifles 

			and five peacefully blank shells in order to pay 

			our respect in a manner you wished 

			throughout our blood-and-storm-studded 

			history the friendly power only paid 

			lip service to friendship instead 

			of sending in the cavalry to our aide 

			

			but let’s not fault the false friend because 

			one day he rules as the chief of a major force 

			and the next he cannot command five blanks 

			having been ordered to pick corn out of doors 

			it was sad the way he told his story 

			of woes with eyes dolefully downcast 

			but you’d known that arranging for 

			the five-gun salute would be a difficult task 

			and given a bottle of brandy for down- 

			payment to the sole shotgun owner in town 

			though he fired it out of respect and well aware 

			that his precious hunting permit 

			would be lifted right then and there 

			

			The way the reverend commended your soul 

			to the Lord would make every believer desire 

			to be escorted with the same holy verses 

			to Elijah’s chariot of fire 

			the minister of the brother church also 

			came to thank you for your parables fit 

			for sermons or homilies by a holy man 

			finishing the farewell with your favorite 

			the lord’s prayer recited by us all 

			and then it was time for the lone gun to speak 

			in lieu of a volley for the sake 

			of those fallen on all fronts on all sides 

			and for the deported who could not make 

			it home from the forced labor camps 

			and for you dear departed szekler private 

			a total of two shots were fired in salute 

			a simple good-bye like a last handshake 

			hard but mute 

			tell me any chance of us meeting again 

			I know better but still-still believe 

			that life is infinite in some hidden place 

			

			and infinity can leave 

			lots of room for us to come face to face 

			

			I still hold on to the walking stick 

			with luther’s picture on it you brought back 

			from coburg and I hold it the same way you did 

			at the end when my time’s up I’ll clutch 

			this stick and it’ll surely help me track 

			you down faster than your dead hand’s touch 

			the school sent one and some friends 

			another rather sad-looking wreath 

			and as the occasion demanded they 

			were placed within sight just underneath 

			an old plum tree 

			not on your grave but not too far away 

			

			A nice day it was when we buried you 

			and those buried on a nice day 

			have no regrets about departing as long as 

			the sun can grace their coffin with a ray 

			

			nice day my sister róza whimpered a bit 

			nice day but snow could’ve bettered it 

			

			hard winter rich summer I can just see you 

			nudging your lips to form a gentle smile 

			and from the corner of your eye a tiny bird 

			flies off oh yes it’ll be a trial 

			this summer now coming without you 

			hard winter rich summer you repeat 

			giving your folded glasses a push on 

			the beat-up old table that’s what I read 

			and you point at some faded lines 

			in an old newspaper underlined in red 

			with trembling fingers but we need more snow 

			you quote the old wisdom commonly said 

			suspecting though that next summer will 

			find you in the back garden deep below 

			you groan I’m tired of life and ask nothing of it 

			except a good harvest as the old adage says 

			and then you cross your blown-up leg over 

			the other that’s still alright more or less 

			nice day but we could use more snow 

			he’d like to see gentle flurries fill the air 

			róza whimpers and I know her cross in life 

			is heavier than what christ had to bear 

			nice day but we could use more snow 

			

			Your grave was dug up and open in 

			a dream of mine a while ago 

			I was a child perched on a pear tree 

			and you looked up at me from below 

			with a cry and the dream dissolved 

			

			the dead we dream of cannot rest 

			what’s keeping you awake what concerns 

			what makes you still so duty-obsessed 

			as if heaven too depended on 

			little old grannies’ worm-picking hens 

			and state-enforced free offerings to the state 

			at which you used to take personal offense 

			and don’t forget to thank a wandering turk 

			up there for every inherited turkish word 

			something nowadays we tend to forget 

			

			this letter’s getting much too long but let 

			me go on with the story of how we kept 

			on digging like you’d told us until the men 

			hit the old coffin all that time kidding about 

			the grave like diggers do if it’s not for them 

			but of course among many other things 

			our century is uncommonly rich 

			in cases when the diggers were joking 

			till the bullets felled them into their ditch 

			because now it counts as an act of mercy 

			if they don’t make you dig your own grave 

			and we were joking in yours like in that tragedy 

			I used to read to you about that dane 

			

			until a pickax stopped because its dull 

			edge slid off my grandfather’s skull 

			As someone who’s been aided by my father’s ghost 

			in everything I have achieved in life 

			who am I to seek revenge for the host 

			of horrors visited on us 

			who is there to blame for all that pain 

			and what would my furious 

			revenge accomplish 

			an act of revenge only breeds the next 

			stacking up sins on top of sins 

			and then the soul can have no rest 

			to be or not to be can make one wonder 

			one can act or not act on one’s doubt 

			but if it involves others one has 

			no right to take the easy way out 

			it’s not nobler for the mind to suffer 

			the barbs of misfortune than to fight back 

			like the danish prince did regardless of 

			what may be coming down the track 

			I’ve learned the lesson but I am no prince 

			I rattle no dagger only words at the most 

			against the gangs of troubles 

			what use is now your restless ghost 

			rest old man in eternal peace 

			I must rely on pills to set me free 

			at night without success: the promised land 

			of dreams keeps eluding me 

			

			but do come around sometimes like 

			you used to long ago at autumn dawns 

			when you came driving a wagon where 

			you had to hold the limpness of my yawns 

			and out there in the fields still half-awake 

			I was traipsing merrily in the shine 

			of your smile and the rising sun 

			with wheat kernels buzzing in a line 

			around my feet and now I still carry 

			my ankles inscribed with my life-long toil 

			of walking in front of seed-sowing to 

			make sure there isn’t a square inch of soil 

			left unseeded for even a single blade 

			of vandalizing crabgrass to invade 

			

			I ask you who longed for and 

			accepted death like well-farmed sod 

			accepts the sowed seeds in the fall 

			does it go there by the word of god 

			

			do the dead make peace with the dead 

			or are the earthly leaders still ahead 

			is it a dog-eat-dog world there 

			nations eating nations tongues eating tongues 

			or does death inter our babelic nightmare? 

			was it worth it to long for that other world 

			is there a sacred republic of the dead 

			does the soul find peace without a body 

			or even more excruciating pains instead 

			

			and if your suffering has ended as we hope 

			I ask you how come we seemed to detect 

			on your cooling face the same sadness of

			the mind that preys on living intellect 

			

			P.S.: 

			For a while the power of recall 

			will nurse your dying memory 

			and give it the yearly maintenance 

			that’s the way it always works 

			a few good friends and family 

			will invoke you at the dinner table 

			talk about your habits and your quirks 

			to which everybody had to yield 

			

			but then your quirks will wander off like 

			untended livestock in an open field 

			Kolozsvár – Cluj-Napoca, 2000 

			

			

		


		
			MANE AND SKULL 

			(Sörény és koponya) 

			A Narrative Verse in Two Parts with Two Epilogues and in Repeated Spurts 

			

			PART I. 

			On the third day nothing but the mane and skull 

			the gnawed-on ribcage and spine in disarray 

			like derailed boxcars on one another piled 

			nature does its cleanup job without delay 

			on the third day the reek of rot and wild 

			buzz of flies around the bloated belly split 

			open at the bottom of the chasm while up on rim 

			careless droppings speak of a hasty feast 

			the silent grass knows nothing of the shame of it 

			why should this happen to a helpless beast 

			

			on the third day only the mane and skull 

			the gnawed-on ribcage and spine in disarray 

			the tired sun trails an empty halter strap and rein 

			when it skims over the foliage with its final ray 

			like someone witnessing his own demise 

			I feel inside me a solemn evening rise 

			wolves around the scene now gather in a pack 

			licking their chops as weeping shakes my back 

			

			No use crying for yourself 

			no use crying at all 

			your crumbling forehead 

			a crumbling washout wall 

			

			once there was a clearing 

			where the moon used to shine 

			no use crying for yourself 

			too late now to whine 




			the sun used to stop there

			to drink from the spring

			no use crying for yourself 

			no use sniveling 

			

			the forest sleeps paralyzed 

			the moon is pale and small 

			your washed-out forehead 

			a crumbling washout wall 

			

			A pit stares from the eye sockets 

			in the rotting planks of a fence 

			like willow hollows late at night 

			it stares as if in self-defense 

			from the depths of bottomless wells 

			from tidal fire or foggy skies 

			from miles and miles all around 

			it follows you to find your eyes 

			through the haystacks of the years 

			suddenly it 

				reappears 

			there’s no way of turning away from it 

			wherever you look you see the pit 

			

			By dawn a foot of snow descended 

			on the cherry blossoms of May 

			when you scrambled up on this shore 

			howling with enraged dismay 

			but your very first morning was

			to greet you with a yowling bowl 

			of puppies and a new-born foal 

			

			by old custom all the puppies were 

			allowed to have a merciful demise 

			buried in a shallow backyard pit 

			before they came to open their eyes 

			only that gray one from the whole 

			litter was saved to keep you company 

			and also help you mind the foal 

			

			(The next best thing to not getting born at all is 

			to hurry through life to the gates of Hades fast) 

			

			Maybe it was providence 

			or maybe just an accident 

			why you happened to be born 

			with that morning-snow’s descent 

			why Smoky was the chosen one 

			from a basketful of pups 

			why in ten years he was gone 

			why the foal grew old alone to be 

			devoured by stray wolves in a tragedy 

			why the pups tossed into a pit 

			still whine inside their dust-covered bed 

			why you wish you’d never been born 

			or else born already dead 

mai mă las şi eu câteodată


			între un altfel de plată 

			at times I feel I wouldn’t mind 

			not having ever been born 

not having a life to leave behind


			for other folks to have to mourn 

			but the same enthralling sigh 

			drove me to both of these shores 

both to be born and to die


			both to be born and to die 

			

			Once more I know Smoky will howl at the moon 

			my bare-foot childhood’s smoke-colored friend 

			will howl for me and lick my hands there dangling 

			or already laid out across my chest 

			and he’ll even sprinkle a few tears from his faithful eyes 

			just like I cried too for him for days 

			he’ll leap aside helplessly from the feet 

			of my black-draped wooden horse the bier 

			and with tail tucked in he’ll lead the way 

			he already knows just where 

			

			When I was six I was told 

			by that age a horse was grown 

			and Smoky had had many a 

			litter buried without a moan 

			I hear from the old folks who 

			talk about things of sixty years ago 

			as if they had come down to us 

			with only last year’s snow 

			they must have seen me disappear 

			often in the woods come dark 

			often I still see myself 

			on the same event embark 

			and sing the same songs in my fear 

			I used to sing there or else I cried 

			and they must recall the white horse 

			that got her education free 

			in exchange for a new foal 

			once every two years or three 

			

			No use crying for yourself 

			no use crying at all 

			your crumbling forehead 

			a crumbling washout wall 

			

			lianas choke the clearing 

			where the moon used to call 

			no use crying for yourself 

			no use crying at all 

			

			the spring has petered out

			the sun brings only drought 

			no use crying for yourself

			your eyes are all dried out

			

			cut down lie the trees 

			the moon has a deadly pall 

			your crumbling forehead 

			a washed-out washout wall 

			

			Sometimes they conscript the horses 

			confiscating what is yours 

			they may come and take the horses 

			maybe as a rainy morning pours 

			from a sulking summer sky 

			with her owner already off to war 

			the draft notice arrives for that 

			apple-gray now touched by frost 

			for that aging Senior 

			as the aging homespun memory 

			still remembers her 

			

			we couldn’t believe our eyes 

			but could no longer postpone 

			recognizing her at the gate 

			stomping on the threshold stone 

			deserter she was like the soldiers 

			who could see a hopeless cause 

			with ammo-belt strapped on her 

			one night there she was 

			and she picked up where she’d left 

			she picked up her busy life again 

			a constructive life without a rein 

			it did no good to shake the feedbag 

			she refused to be tied up or cursed 

			she paid no heed if she had a 

			dispute with wolves to settle first 

			

			When she tired of scraping her hooves 

			against the rocks of the bare washout wall 

			she could canter easily enough 

			out of any corral or any stall 

			no lawn was ever off limits to her 

			where she wouldn’t go prancing merrily 

			one minute she was pretending to sleep 

			and the next she was off with her family 

			in collusion with the cloud-clad moon 

			she led them down into a clearing where 

			they were safe from the eyes of the sleepy 

			herders who remained unaware 

			of their absence and the ruse 

			the horses used to sneak away unheard 

			because they were back by dawn 

			slumbering with the rest of the herd 

			

			This time too she wandered off 

			with her daughter and with hers 

			on a dawn excursion to 

			the clearing like loose prisoners 

			and she intended to report 

			back to her herder’s post 

				but three wolves came with a foul 

			and horrifying growl 

			entrapping her with a foul 

			and horrifying growl 

			

			With the foal between their chests 

			the two mares turned their rumps outside 

			their chests protecting and hind legs kicking 

			stepping sideways they bravely tried 

			to form a defensive circle that span around 

			like a washer-wringer basket and thus become 

			a tornado swirling in one place 

			on hooves resounding like a drum 

			the ring of reports rattled on 

			like a machine artillery 

			as if they had spent a lifetime 

			circling like this to break free 

			deepening the trench around them 

			the hind legs went on working hard 

			hooves contacting jaw bones cracking 

			till the bold attack was barred 

			thus the wolves were forced to yield 

			and slink off beaten from the field 

			

			but the horses didn’t linger knowing 

			the time they’d bought would not be long 

			the wolves would be back for the foal 

			before she grew up big and strong 

			so they fell in single file 

			with sinews still tremblingly frail 

			and headed back to the herd 

			on the old well-trodden trail 

			

			The trail led through a gully and 

			around a chasm but there the way 

			was barred by one of the wolves 

			waiting hungry for his prey 

			waiting for his mates to join 

			the fray from the sides in a ring 

			the wind was against them and 

			my heroine was late in noticing 

			what with the old-age cataract 

			veiling her aging faithful eyes 

			that was how the bottom of 

			the chasm witnessed her demise 

			The third day only finds the mane and skull 

			the gnawed-on ribcage and spine in disarray 

			the tired sun trails an empty halter strap and rein 

			when it skims over the foliage with its final ray 

			

			The forest’s grown a mane 

			the moon’s become a skull 

			your washed-out forehead 

			a washout wall 

			

			Epilogue 1. 

			

			My horse now slumbers on the moon’s straw bed 

			her neighs sharpened into oats 

			rain down on me from 

			the star-perforated sieve of the sky 

			

			a shadow of a wind 

			shakes the clouds 

			into feed-bag shape 

			and tries to creep up on her 

			but she cocks her ears flexing her rump 

			and my childhood’s straw hat gets 

			kicked off the shadow’s head 

			and flies off into outer space 

			

			PART II 

			

			On the third day only carrion-scented soot and smoke 

			the dead dog sits there as if ready to stand up and poke 

			around the rickety stable and the soot-covered mare 

			tied to an empty manger by the smell-colored air 

			she’d like to neigh but hasn’t got the energy 

			

			why can’t a stray bomb end her misery 

			

			on the third day only god and spy satellites 

			could if they wanted to have the scene in their sights 

			could see how the dogs have all gone deaf and pace 

			the streets in peace or stand inspecting empty space 

			above them shriek a thousand rockets and detonator caps 

			but they just stand there watching silent walls collapse 

			the clatter of tanks cannot scare them out of the way 

			they calmly keep on lapping up the blood pools of the day 

			when a bullet or a shrapnel finds in them its mark 

			they cannot hear the pain no matter how loudly they bark 

			

			The eyes of the spy satellites disclose 

			hundreds of corpses about to decompose 

			in barely-covered mass graves that respect 

			for the culprits’ rights forbids to inspect 

			

			Mai mă las şi eu câteodată 

			între un altfel de plată 

			nenăscut fiind 

			nimeni nu mă vedea murind 

			

			Dar m-apucă dorul cel mai dor 

			de coasta amânduror 

			să mă nasc ca să şi mor 

			să mă nasc ca să şi mor 




			Suppose I had spurned getting born 

			and taking that first new-born breath 

			I wouldn’t fret about forlorn 

			relations witnessing my death 

			

			it was the mother womb that gave 

			me the twin passions that crave 

			the womb as badly as the grave 

			because the womb sustains the grave 

			

			Perched on the edge of his bed 

			looking too old to be dead 

			the poet’s been there for millennia 

			sitting there before our era 

			a wizened white-haired overgrown 

			babe who can’t stand up alone 

			it’s the left thumb he likes to suck 

			with nose to forefinger stuck 

			elbows anchored on the knees 

			right hand swinging to a beat 

			with a true conductor’s ease 

			he mutters it over and over again 

			until the word itself can feel the pain 

			have you dearest ever heard 

			of an actual war of horses 

			of a true world war of theirs 

			has the wide world ever met 

			with anything like that my pet 

			is there’s anyone who cares 

			

			Sunrise and sunset have their guard 

			sitting there just like the bard 

			Vainamöinen of Kalevala 

			hunched over with his face 

			in his open palms’ embrace 

			like a shaman lost in trance 

			in front of his yurt as his clan’s 

			old chanter of the daily prayer 

			swaying on a cushion there 

			or like the greek poet who was 

			the claim of seven cities because 

			in every sign the hand can make 

			all the past signs come awake 

			but his eyes are open wide 

			to only see what lies inside 

			as if he had seen enough 

			of the this world and shut it off 

			muttering again and again 

			until the word itself can feel the pain 

			have you dearest ever heard 

			of an actual war of dogs 

			of a true world war of theirs 

			has the wide world ever met 

			with anything like that my pet 

			is there anyone who cares 

			

			A flutter ran across the cover followed by a wave 

			and her head emerged first then her shoulders gave 

			a shrug to the bed sheets sending them to the floor 

			and the muse arose from the bed looking more 

			like a vision by Botticelli’s loving hand 

			sketched on rumpled covers that sprang to stand 

			there with her left hand dropped as if to tame 

			her nakedness as she stood there as if in a frame 

			and for a minute stayed there bashful and demure 

			bashfully aware of her unique allure 

			her heavy locks tossed behind her back to rest 

			and right hand gently cupping her left breast 

			until at last as if blown by zephyr’s puffy cheeks 

			into the arms of the blabbering bard she sneaks 

			to say it with him again 

			as if driven by some pain 

			have you dearest ever heard 

			of an actual war of horses 

			of a true world war of theirs 

			has the wide world ever met 

			with a thing like that my pet 

			is there anyone who cares 

			have you dearest ever heard 

			of an actual war of dogs 

			of a true world war of theirs 

			has the wide world ever met 

			with a thing like that my pet 

			is there anyone who cares 

			she blows a half-serious half-playful kiss 

			on his brow with her eyes awash with bliss 

			soon with her a spring-like shower sings 

			a gay tune to the clatter of bathroom things 

			

			The coffee comes on a fragrant leash

			sweetened by a peck and off  she’s sent 

			and where she goes the frosty freeze

			begins to bloom on all the trees

			of all the streets from end to end

			

			Why did you oh lord so primly 

			cover up the eyes of the spy satellites 

			you knew they could very well see 

			what they were not yet supposed to see 

			through the chinks between your fingers 

			why did you oh lord cover them up 

			will you have someone answer for the bloodshed 

			will you remember those 

			with their hands tied behind their backs 

			the cries of the maimed 

			and those shoved into ditches they had to dig 

			or will you go on ignoring the poor 

			and laying their seed-sown land to waste 

			will you bring the bloody hands to justice 

			if you can still put the fear of god into them 

			and let them know they’re only mortal men 

			our wails are thousands of years new 

			you trespass oh lord by using us 

			to do your trespassing for you 

			

			Your arms are just as short as ours 

			when it comes to granting help 

			your ears grow deaf when it comes to 

			listening to us wail and yelp 

			you piously hide your face 

			behind mounds of our sins 

			leaving us without a clue 

			you trespass oh lord by using us 

			to do your trespassing for you 

			

			You’re silent oh lord and on the sly 

			you sink your silence in the sky 

			we listen hard but all in vain 

			and find your silence sunk again 

			

			Why did you oh lord so primly 

			cover up the eyes of the spy satellites 

			and now at times of worst enormity 

			the worst abuse of human rights 

			the entire globe and maybe 

			even the universe become but 

			one huge eyeball primly shut 

			

			You’re silent oh lord and on the sly 

			you sink your silence in the sky 

			we listen hard but all in vain 

			and find your silence sunk again 

			

			Is it oh lord is it right 

			that your day should sneak up on us 

			like a thief in the night 

			when all heavens fade away 

			with their vaults tumbling down 

			and burning nuclear decay 

			consumes this earth and its elements 

			in rays of your purifying light 

			so why must your judgment day 

			sneak up like a thief in the night 

			oh hurry my lord move up that date 

			before this rushing humankind 

			marches on leaving you behind 




			Epilogue 2. 




			A swine herd led into a minefield and horses 

			scythed down near altars blown to bits 

			in forests on fire – how come you lord still bother 

			with this fire-incensed blood-shod rabble who 

			want nothing but their daily murder fix 

			

			your son once already died for them 

			and now the result is plain to see 

			their weapon and their shield is hate 

			why not just get rid of them and create a fresh 

			new world that’s murder- and people-free 

			

			your universe is vast enough to spare 

			a place for all the things that want to live 

			and worth saving where people cannot tread 

			I know this kind of talk is quite unchristian 

			but it’s the only sane alternative 

			

			let them blow to bits all they have erected 

			churches bridges labs and homes 

			and blow away each other as nations and tongues 

			there isn’t a smidgen of compassion or 

			humility in their boisterous bones 

			

			they pray for your help in killing off 

			each other in murderously pious cants 

			extend eternal life instead to creatures 

			whose life is to your greater glory such 

			as humble animals and plants 

			1975—2002 

			

			[In Part I. the poet looks back at his childhood in the waning light of old age; the frequent quotations from earlier poems explain the dating of this otherwise late poem. Part II. was written in the 90’s during or shortly after the Balkan ethnic conflicts and reflect their horrors. The poem quoted in both parts in Romanian and translated from the author’s two slightly different Hungarian versions (the first faithful, the second a paraphrase) is by N. Stănescu, the frail old man described in the subsequent passage in Part II. stands for him if had lived to an old age and also for the author who was fairly old by the writing of this poem. The biblical allusions and (partial) quotations are too numerous to point out.] 

		


		
			AFTERWORD 

			Translator’s Notes about the Author and the Translator 

			

			In 2002 Twisted Spoon Press published Dancing Embers, a selected edition of Sándor Kányádi’s oeuvre, giving samples from every period of his life and from every style and theme he pursued. This new collection accommodates that book with all the poems that were left out of it, in addition to poems written and/or translated since its publication, including “Mane and Skull“, the opus magnum of his more mature years, a summary of his personal as well as creative life. And the life of a concerned citizen of the world. 

			In these late poems he continues to make brilliant use of his very densely packed free verse as well as formal poetry in parallel as he had done throughout his life and to hammer away at the leitmotif of his work as a poet, the struggle for the survival of ethnic and cultural minorities in every part of the world, especially in the Balkans where a civil war (combined with ethnic conflicts) raged, while he was engaged in creating these poems, intended to be his last words. 

When the print edition of this book was in preparation (2013) the poet was still with us, but already living in Budapest, having been evicted from the apartment in Transylvania (Kolozsvár-Cluj) where he had spent forty years and raised his family. At that time this translator was able to report: “His commitment to minority rights is still undiminished just as much as it is to his other cause, poetry. He still goes around giving poetry readings from his own works and the Hungarian classics to packed houses wherever he appears. He graduated from college with a teacher’s certificate in the subject of Hungarian literature, but perhaps no one has ever lived up to that calling to the extent that he has. Whenever he gets too worked up about politics I try to calm him down by asking what this or that poet had said on that issue. The dark clouds immediately lift from his face, and I get a private lesson and poetry recital. May he continue his fight for his causes and also to find mental and spiritual sustenance in the magic of poetry.”


And the Poet maintained this active lifestyle until he passed away in the spring of 2018, just a short time before his 89thbirthday.

			


			The readers of Dancing Embers will greet an old familiar friend in the author of “In Contemporary Tense” but for those new to his work a few biographical data are in order. Sándor Kányádi was born in 1929 in a small Hungarian village in Transylvania, Romania, the son of a small farmer – more commonly called a peasant – and a mother who died when he was but eleven years old. After the fifth grade he got into Protestant parochial boarding schools and eventually graduated from a technical high school. He obtained his teacher’s certificate from the Hungarian University of Kolozsvár in 1954, but he never officially practiced the profession. The following year saw the publication of his first award-winning volume of poetry, and he worked as an editor of Hungarian-language magazines until his retirement. He published his first poem in a newspaper in 1950 and from then on his poems were always welcome in every Hungarian-language publication. Translations of Romanian poetry (done as much for literary reasons as to pave the way toward ethnic reconciliation) soon followed and earned him a prize from the Romanian writers’ association, but contacts with the West were very restricted at that time, and the highlights of his international career came later; 1988 International Poetry Festival in Rotterdam welcomed him as an honored guest. He enjoyed the same status at the Helsinki Art Festival alongside Robert Creeley in 1996, and in 1995 he received the coveted Herder Prize. His poetry now regularly appears in German, Swedish, and Russian literary publications. Paul Sohar, the translator of this volume, has been busy covering the English-speaking world with more than seventy Kányádi translation selections in various publications in the US, UK, and Canada in the past 12 years. In addition, he arranged for the publication of Behind God’s Back, a selection of Kányádi poems in an English-Spanish bilingual edition (Ragged Sky Press, Princeton, 2016).

Paul Sohar was a student refugee from Hungary when he made his way to the US where he got a degree in philosophy, a day job in a chemistry lab and the bug to write. His poetry, prose, and translations have slowly appeared in well over two-hundred literary publications, and eight books of translations, including the above mentioned “Dancing Embers.“ Now a volume of his own poetry (“Homing Poems”) is available from Iniquity Press. He often lectures at MLA conferences and in local colleges. He contributed the lyrics to a musical (“G-d is Something Gorgeous“) that was produced in Scranton, PA in 2007. “True Tales of a Fictitious Spy“ is his creative nonfiction book about the Hungarian gulag– (Synergebooks, 2006). His latest poetry book “Wayward Orchard“ was a prize-winner with Wordrunner Press in 2011. He is also the translator of Zoltán Böszörményi’s Hungarian bestsellers.

The text was checked by Elizabeth Csicsery-Ronay in its entirety and in parts by professors Alan Britt and Helga Lénárt-Cheng; all three of them have earned our undying gratitude. Watchful eyes were also contributed by Magdolna Bege, Rudolf Veres and Farkas Király of Irodalmi Jelen.
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			Swan Song: Dancing Embers 

			The Next Move: Green’s Journal, Canada 

			Unadorned Song: Antigonish Review, Canada 
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			The Viper and the Fox: 7 Circle 

			The Wolf and the Lamb: 7 Circle 

			The Tree and the Ax International Poetry Review 

			The Cotton Weavre and the Charcoal Burner: 7 Circle 

			For Parchment Scrolls: Mantis 

			Gray Sonnet: 7 Circle 

			Facing God’s Back: Maradok-I Remain 

			Should Be Abolished: Frank, Paris, France 

			I Confess: Snake River Review 

			To My Friend Károly Király: Dancing Embers 

			The Lark: Thought Journal 

			Power: Left Curve 

			Adjustment: Winsor Review, Canada 

			When Some Day: Porcupine 

			Instead of Dreams in Deep Freeze: Exit 13 

			If He Han an Inkling: Off the Coast 

			Shadowplay : Dancing Embers 

			May: Illya’s Honey 

			(True) Tale About the Typewriter: Dancing Embers 

			Screwed-up Rondeau: Dancing Embers 

			Progress: Dancing Embers 

			Precious Stone: Dancing Embers 

			Hexameters Clapped to Death: Dancing Embers 

			Subjugated: From the Book of the Preacher: Dancing Embers 

			Rondeau: Untamed Ink 

			Stone Carvings: Dancing Embers 

			Space-Crossing Gate: Partisan Review 

			Freedom of Assembly with Parentheses: Dancing Embers 

			Barracks Ballad: Antigonish Review, Canada 

			Ballad An Notam Villon I.: Peer Poetry Review, UK 

			Ballad An Notam Villon (II): Dancing Embers 

			Poet Stănescu’s Farewell: Folio 

			A Missed Meeting with Pilinszky: Buckle 

			Vae Victis: On a Theme by Poet Baconsky: Dancing Embers 

			The Kossuth Statue of Cleveland: Dancing Embers 

			The Electronic Boomerang: Iconoclast 

			Spaceshield: Red Wheelbarrow 

			Mane and Skull: Illuminations 

			Conjugation in Contemporary Tense: Dancing Embers 

			Four Little Lines of Alarm: Dancing Embers 

			Good Wishes for Early Fall: Neo-Victorian 

			Farewell to Frogs: Neo-Victorian 

			There Are Regions: Maradok – I Remain 

			Prologue: Time for Rhyme, Canada 

			A Plunging Walnut Leaf for Sándor Csoóri: Dancing Embers 

			Native Song: Time for Rhyme, Canada 

			After-Midnight Language: Dancing Embers 

			Oil Print: Dancing Embers 

			Armenian Tombstones of Transylvania: Dancing Embers 

			The Ballad of the Red Trolley Car: Absinthe 

			He Punishes Those He Loves: Dancing Embers 

			A Brief Invocation: Dancing Embers 

			Unexpected Yellow: Dancing Embers 

			The Way...: Dancing Embers 

			The Dogs of Grozny: South Carolina Review 

			A Leaf Alights...: Neo-Victorian 

			Reading the Papers: Cypress Poetry Review 

			And Then: Dancing Embers 

			Re-Privatization: Language & Culture 

			The City: Trajectory 

			The Doorway Where: Hotel Amerika 

			The Bottom of Our Garden...: Ashville Review 

			Prophecy: Center 

			Not Only...: Ezra 

			For a Pine: Dirty Goat 

			Litany of the Danube Basin: Hotel Amerika 

			Dour Ditty: Iconoclast 

			To Me the Sky...: Home Planet News 

			Prefab Lines for Swan Songs: Prague Poetry Review 

			The Old Birch of Stuttgart: Untamed Ink 

			Someone Roams Above the Trees: Time for Rhyme, Canada 

			A Song for The Road: Holnap Kiadó: The Globe-Trotting Little Mouse 

			Triptych to Nichita Stănescu: Rhino 

			Endre Ady by the River Körös: Orbis, UK 

			Diary Entries: International Poetry Review 

			Sigh II.: Maradok – I Remain 

			Stag at the Watering Hole: Ezra 

			To Mayakovsky’s Statue: Dirty Goat 

			The Globe-Trotting Little Mouse: Holnap Kiadó, Budapest, Hungary 

			Ambrus the Bear: Holnap Kiadó 

			A Knight for a Flower: Holnap Kiadó 

			The Curious Moon: Holnap Kiadó (with “Ambrus” in one book); Synergebooks, USA 

			A Reality Poem: Prague Poetry Review 

			Heretic Telegrams 

			A Leisure Sonnet: Marginalia 

			Joint Communiquè: Center 

			Heretic Telegrams to Pan Cogito on the Other Side: To Topos International Poetry Review 

			Fragments from a Letter to My Father: Excerpts in Northwest Florida Review 

			Mane and Skull: Excerpts in Asheville Review, Center, Illuminations, Illya’s Honey, Marginalia, Northwest Florida Review, Off the Coast, South Carolina Review, and To Topos and in two books (Maradok – I Remain, Pro-Print, Romania, 1997 and Dancing Embers, Twisted Spoon Press, Prague, Czech Republic, 2002 

			All Souls’ Day in Vienna was previously published five times in its entirety in somewhat different versions: first in Maradok – I Remain, then in a special edition Sándor Kányádi’s All Souls’ Day in Vienna, a study by Adam Makkai (1999, Atlantis-Centaur, Chicago and László Vincze, Szentendre, Hungary), the second in Archipelago (an early online publication, 1999, USA), the third in the above-mentioned Dancing Embers and the fourth, the version used in this collection, was first published in International Poetry Review (Jan, 2012). 





Since the earlier print publication several Kányádi poems appeared inNational Poetry Monthly, Poetry Salzburg Review,and a mini anthology of Transylvanian poets inLoch Raven Review.





			

		


		
			EPILOGUE 

			Sándor Kányádi: Resident Alien 

			Sándor Kányádi, resident alien urging fellow citizens to pay closer attention to the status of their fleeting lives, or a sad, clear voice among the din? Kányádi in an intelligent, nearly naked language tackles head-on the important issues of our time. Yet through his modest, cultivated lexicon he weaves the cultural with the personal in order to create a vision that is at once accessible, palpable and unassumingly empathetic. His is a profound poetry that echoes social awareness without preaching. When he says, 

			Why did you oh lord so primly 

			cover up the eyes of the spy satellites 

			you knew they could very well see 

			what they were not yet supposed to see 

			through the chinks between your fingers 

			why did you oh lord cover them up 

			will you have someone answer for the bloodshed 

			will you remember those 

			with their hands tied behind their backs 

			the cries of the maimed 

			and those shoved into ditches they had to dig 

			or will you go on ignoring the poor 

			and laying their seed-sown land to waste 

			will you bring the bloody hands to justice 

			if you can still put the fear of god into them 

			and let them know they’re only mortal men 

			our wails are thousands of years new 

			you trespass oh lord by having us 

				do your trespassing for you 

			he confronts a hypocrisy that haunts all earthbound citizens, and he does so with the humility of his father, barely a 4th grade graduate, whom Kánáydi honors throughout his poetry. 

			Translator, Paul Sohar, says “Kányádi especially asked me to convey the music of his lines while producing an English text that did not sound foreign but something that could have been written in English.” Sohar's translation reads as though Kányádi's poems were born in English with a fluidity that rolls effortlessly off the English tongue.An insightful translator, Sohar adds, “Kányádi...defines a poem as having three equally important parts: The title, the body of the poem, and underneath the date and place of its origin.” 

			With the skill and grace of a tapestry maker Sohar weaves Kányádi’s lines blending the cultural and personal into a tapestry that transcends the poet’s life to become our own. Thus, we become beneficiaries of Kányádi’s wizened suffering. And we gain the sense as we read his verses that each of his poems while exalting the momentary, takes a lifetime to write. 

				although if you can trust the almanac 

			we too may end up shivering like those two 

			up on the third floor of the tenement 

			under the attic stairs 

			on cardboard mattresses 

			across the hall from our apartment door 

			practically shriveled to worms 

			trying to get some sleep 

			on the holy eve preceding 

			the two thousandth birthday of 

			the first recorded homeless in history 

			 

			Alan Britt 

			Towson University, Maryland, USA 
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