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Poem

Day and night come

hand in hand like a boy and a girl

pausing only to eat wild berries out of a dish
painted with pictures of birds.

They climb the high ice-covered mountain,
then they fly away. But you and I
don’t do such things—

We climb the same mountain,

I say a prayer for the wind to lift us
but it does no good;

you hide your head so as not

to see the end—

Downward and downward and downward and downward
is Where the wind is taking us;

I try to comfort you
but words are not the answer,
I sing to you as mother sang to me—

Your eyes are closed. We pass

the boy and girl we saw at the beginning;
now they are standing on a wooden bridge;
I can see their house behind them;
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Poema

Dia e noite chegam

mao na mao como menino e menina

parando apenas para comer frutinhas silvestres de um prato
pintado com imagens de passaros.

Eles escalam a alta montanha coberta de gelo,
e voam para longe. Mas vocé e eu
nao fazemos esse tipo de coisa —

Nos escalamos a mesma montanha;

eu faco uma prece para que o vento nos leve
mas ele ndo atende;

vocé esconde a cabeca para nao

ver o fim —

Para baixo e para baixo e para baixo e para baixo
¢ aonde o vento esta nos levando;

Me esforco para consolar vocé
mas palavras nao resolvem;
canto para vocé como mamae cantava para mim —

Vocé de olhos fechados. L estdo

0 menino e a menina que vimos no inicio;
agora sobre uma ponte de madeira;

por trds vejo a casa deles;
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How fast you go they call to us,
but no, the wind is in our ears,
that is what we hear—

And then we are simply falling—

And the world goes by,
all the worlds, each more beautiful than the last;

I touch your cheek to protect you—
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Que rapido vocés vao, gritam para nos,
mas nao, ¢ o vento nas nossas orelhas,
é isso 0 que ouvimos —

Depois estamos simplesmente caindo —

E o mundo passa,
todos os mundos, cada um mais belo que o outro;

Toco sua face para protegé-lo —
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The Denial of Death

1. A TRAVEL DIARY

I had left my passport at an inn we stayed at for a night or so
whose name I couldn't remember. This is how it began.

The next hotel would not receive me,

a beautiful hotel, in an orange grove, with a view of the sea.
How casually you accepted

the room that would have been ours,

and, later, how merrily you stood on the balcony,

pelting me with foil-wrapped chocolates. The next day

you resumed the journey we would have taken together.

The concierge procured an old blanket for me.
By day, I sat outside the kitchen. By night, I spread my blanket
among the orange trees. Every day the same, except for the weather.

After a time, the staff took pity on me.

The busboy would bring me food from the evening meal,
the odd potato or bit of lamb. Sometimes a postcard arrived.
On the front, glossy landmarks and works of art.

Once, a mountain covered in snow. After a month or so,
there was a postscript: X sends regards.
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