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Hradéany od Strahova

Robert Kessner







perhaps it is a bird
that hangs suspended on

the line drawn between
the earth and sky or just

a shade of darkness that
has broken off to pause

but a moment there
declaring this to be

the edge where all that is
grows thin as air without

the certainty to tell
where light begins or dark

4 Praha



moznd je to jen ptak
visici na vlasci

napnutém mezi nebem
a zemi nejspi$ vSak

pouhy stin temnoty
ktery se ods$tipnul

aby znovu nabral dech
s tim Ze je na hrané

na niz ve co existuje
zjemni nahle jak vzduch

a nelze s jistotou rici
kde zacind svétlo a kde tma

5 Praha



the castle walls are bare
where nothing but the rain
washes over them

or shadows of the trees
move without a trace
upon them and depart

echoes scatter through
the streets of horses that
have come this way and gone

years and years of steps
that wore against the stone
bearing without complaint

all that passes all
that disappears into
the edges of the night

what remembers but
the moon its light upon
the naked walls beside

the trace of shadows that
touch upon them as
someone breathing might

without a mind for stone
the brevity of night
or where the moon goes out

6 Castle



strmé holé hradby
déavaji na odiv mista
kde bicoval je dést

a drasaly stiny stromd

aniz po sob¢ nechaly
§ramy nez odesly

ozvéna klokota
ulicemi koni
co tudy klusavali

roky a roky krok
tepajicich dlazbu
snadejici bez narku
vSechno co pomiji
co nendvratné mizi
v zakoutich noci

nikdo si nevzpomene
jen mésic laskajici

svym svitem holé hradby
spolu s nadechem stint
co se jich dotykaji

jak ten kdo taji dech

aniz rozumi kameni
kratké noci ¢i mésici
odkud a kam se ubira

7 Hrad



as fine as early snow
the pomp of kings comes down
to settle in the hair

of women unperceived
sitting on the square
gathering birds at dusk

fly in circles through
it calling out in their
untranslatable cries

across the silence of
the slowly falling snow
a flowerpot alone

upon a window sill
replies to all the birds
exhaling emptiness

8 Pomp



hebka jak prvni snih
snasi se vzne$enost krald
a pomalu doseda

do vlast nenapadnych Zen
sedicich na namésti
ve spole¢nosti ptaki

krouzicich za soumraku
protinaném jejich
neprelozitelnym kfikem
néhle ticho snéhu
snasejiciho se k zemi
prerusi v odpovéd ptakim
opustény kvétnik

stojici na parapetu
vzdychaje prazdnotou

9 Pompa



the cemeteries are
all asleep beneath
the shade of ancient trees

only the birds among
their leaves appear awake
and women scattered here

and there among the tombs
flowers here are not
as flowers that are seen

growing along the roads
these are flowers that
appear to nod among

themselves passing such
secrets that only flowers have
of what is theirs beneath

the ground of who they are
entwined among the dead
for those bending near

the perfume they give off
is how time might smell
if time rose with the sun

10 Cemeteries



hrbitovy oddychuji
v hlubokém spanku
ve stinu prastarych stroma

budou to nejspis jen ptaci
kdo uprostted jejich listi
bdi a zeny roztrousené

sem tam mezi hroby
zdejsi kvétiny nejsou
jako ty kytky co rostou

bézné podél cest
zda se Ze tyhle kvéty
si navzajem pokyvuji

a svéruji tajemstvi

znama jen kvétinam

o tom co patfi jen jim

pod zemi a o tom ¢im
jsou s mrtvymi propletené
tém co se skloni bliz
jejich viiné pripada

ze tak by mohl vonét cas
kdyby rostl se sluncem

11 Hibitovy



when the bells began
to peal among the clouds

pigeons burst against
the sky as if it were

music no human hand
could make taking flight

12 Bells



kdyz zvony nahle
zaduni v oblacich

holubi vystreli
k obloze za hudbou

jakou lidské ruce
v uprku nesvedou

13 Zvony



and so like pigeons we
find ourselves alone
in streets that move without

knowing where they began
through labyrinths that are
known only to

the moon that is of all
beginning genesis
declaring all that is

to come and how it came

to be rising through
the night arriving here

and how it moves away
as pigeons that depart
their wakes invisible

14 Pigeons



podobni holubiim

se citime osaméli

v ulicich co jsou v pohybu
aniz tusi kde zacinaji
spletené v labyrinty

v nichz se dokonale vyznd

jen mésic co stal u zrodu
veskerych zacatkti a
hlasi v§e co mad prijit

a jak k tomu dochazi

ze se po nocich tould
aby pak doplul az sem

a zas plul dal a za sebou
nechal podobné holubim
neviditelnou brazdu

15 Holubi



after all the feet
have stepped across the stones
emptiness remains

as light that oozes from
the air and down the walls
to settle at your feet

16 Emptiness



kdyz vSechny nohy presly
pres dlazebni kostky
zbyla jen prazdnota

ktera jak svétlo prosakuje
vzduchem a kane po zdech
aby ti k nohdm usedla

17 Prazdnota



music opens in
the twilight of the heart
between departures of

the sun and waiting for
the rising of the moon
music has no dawn

no sudden fall of dark
its arrival is
unnoticed in

the heart that it appears
to be what listens as
flowers that before

they open listen for
a passage of the air
a darkness giving up

18 Opening



hudba se otvira
v soumraku srdce
mezi skonem slunce

a dlouhym ¢ekdnim
na vychod mésice
hudba nezn4 tsvit

ani nahly soumrak
jenz by se dostavil
nepozorované

do srdce které vypada
jakoby naslouchalo
kvétim co cekaji

dfiv nez se rozeviou
na zdvan vzduchu
rezignujici tmy

19 Otevirani



the light that falls in late
autumn through linden trees
that line the alleys of

the parks is harvest light
a light that bears all
the summer in its warmth

spreading the fullness of
its large divinity
upon statues of

gods and goddesses
beneath the linden trees
and in the stillness each

of them seems to dissolve
in that light which they
in coming to birth had borne

20 Light



svétlo jez padd pouze
v pozdnim podzimu
skrz vétve starych lip

lemujicich parky
je svétlem sklizné
svétlem hyckajicim

v svém teple celé 1éto
rozsévajicim hojnost
velkolepé bozskosti

na sochy bohti a bohyn
stojicich pod lipami

a kazda z nich se zda byt
tom tichu rozpusténa

v tom svétle které pti zrodu
chovala na rukou

21 Svétlo



behind the house the trees
are tall and straight and thin
at night the stars upon

their branches pause as if
it were the sky that they
have fallen from and so

a sky that seems to be
the surface of a jar
that age has overcome

no one believes in ghosts
or they would see them there
in low relief upon

the broken stillness of
the sky that spreads across
the branches of trees that if

they moved beneath the wind
a small apocalypse
would change us all to stars

22 Trees



za domem stoji stromy
vysoké rovné a holé
ve vétvich se jim v noci

tise uvelebuji hvézdy
a troufale predstiraji
ze popadaly z nebe

z nebe co vypada
jako sklo zaglé banky
s niZ ¢as nemél slitovani

na duchy nikdo nevéri
jinak bychom je spatfili
notit se z reliéfu
rozttisténého ticha
oblohy ktera prosakuje

korunami stromu

a stacil by zavan vétru
aby nas mala apokalypsa
vSechny proménila v hvézdy

23 Stromy



these are houses that
even before they might

have seen the light are blind
their windows without dreams

war was not needed to
take them so apart

just shells that stand upon
the place where nothing is

remembered like stones
that uncomplaining bear

the cold rain that falls
and all that darkness brings

horses gaze at them
and seeing nothing pass

24 Houses



tyhle domy byly slepé
jesté nez dostaly Sanci

spatfit svétlo které mély
jejich okna nikdy nesni

a nebylo zapotiebi valky
aby se zacaly rozpadat

v misté které ztratilo pamét
stoji jen prazdné skofdpky

co podobny kamentiim
snaseji bez postesku

ledové proudy desté
a vSe co prinasi tma

kon¢ na né dlouze hledi a
nic nevidouce odchazeji

25 Domy



it is the crying in
the dark that stones bear
rising through the walls

across the courtyards and
releases into the wind
clothing the naked air

silence is all they have
to give and gladly they
offer it to unseen

eternities that they
fill beneath the sky
but silence that bears up

all unnamed lament
until lament resides
wherever silence is

lying upon the stone
the speechless ground where breath
gives itself to earth

26 Stones



to co zaznivd tmou je
plac neseny kameny
jenz prostupuje zdmi

rozléha se dvorky
a vléva se do vétru
aby oblékl nahy vzduch

kameny nemohou dat nez
ticho a rady ho nabizeji
neviditelné vé¢nosti

aby ji naplnily
pod nebem pouhym
tichem co podporuje

vSechny bezejmenné narky
dokud se narky nerozhosti

vSude kde panuje ticho

leZici na kamenech
na onémélé ptidé kde dech
se odevzdava zemi

27 Kameny



along the lanes there are
lamps upon the walls
to light the way of all

who make their way across
the city going home
beneath the rain and dark

and when they disappear
only trees remain
and rain and dark and lamps

when they are gone from mind
trees remember them
and opening of leaves

where light fleeting appears
the dark dispelled and rain
suspended on the walls

28 Lamps



v postrannich ulickach
stoji pfi zdech lampy
aby svitily na cestu

v§em co se ubiraji
pres mésto domi
v desti a potmé

a kdyz jsou ti tam
zUstavaji jen stromy

a dést a tma a lampy
kdyz jiz vyvanou z mysli
stromy na né vzpominaji

a skrze otvory v listi

kudy letmo prorazi svétlo
je zazehndvana tma a dést
je rozvésovan po zdech

29 Lampy



Novy svet

Robert Kessner







through the night it was
possible to hear

the sounds of horses in
their sleep exhaling dreams

invisible they float
above the cobbled streets

among the orchards that
near the castle walls

surrender flowers to
the early summer nights

and as they slowly fall
they fall into the dreams

of horses standing there
dreams that open to

become what summer in
its fading glory gives

32 Dreams



v prabéhu celé noci
se tichem rozléhaly

zvuky spicich koni
vydechujicich sny

neviditelné plujici
nad dlazdénim ulic

mezi zahradami
které pobliz hradeb

odevzdavaji kvéty
nocim raného léta

a jak pomalu klesaji
propadaji se do sntt

koni ktef{ tam stoji
do sni které se otviraji

jak posledni dar léta
v jeho blednouci nadhere

33 Sny



you might have thought that all
the kings died with the sound
of wind that has passed

fitfully through leaves
and under skies that have
looked the other way

children hear it and
lift their eyes toward
the barely moving trees

they are not moved to kneel
if anything they clap
their hands in cadences

that they alone know
taking in the air of death
to us invisible

to them a slow march
of wind departing through
their hands autumnal and

so precise with dark commands
as each of them turns
away and into night

34 Kings



mozna si myslite
ze v$ichni krélové umreli
za zvuku vétru jenz

$tkavé odvanul listim
a dole pod oblohou
ktera se odvratila

ten vitr zaslechly déti
a pozvedly zrak
k pokyvujicim vétvim

le¢ dojetim neklekly
kdy? tak jen zatleskaly
v rytmu zndmém

jen jim samotnym
vdechujice pro nas
neviditelny vzduch smrti

pro né pomaly pochod vétru
prchajiciho jejich rukama
podzimniho a razného

s temnymi pokyny takze

se kazdé z nich odvraci

a odchazi do noci

35 Krélové



like someone who has lost
the way walking through rain
and sees familiar things

almost as they are
and somehow transformed
unable to believe

that they are what they are
the towers seem to scream
but scream inaudibly

and birds with knowing eyes
illuminate the air
with a bright and knowing gaze

if distance were a star
shaped to rise and fall
his hands would take it in

perhaps it was a dream
or like a dream that seems
to pass fleetingly

where everything remains
all the towers in place
the dreamer in the rain

fading before the end
gazing upon himself
in the distance gone

36 Rain



jak nékdo kdo zabloudil
na prochazce v desti
a vidi povédomé véci

témeér jak vypadaji
a pfece k nepoznani
neschopen uvérit

Ze jsou tim ¢im jsou
véze jakoby kricely
kti¢i véak nesly$né

a ptaci s moudryma ocima
osvétluji vzduch
jasnym a védoucim zrakem

kdyby dalka byla hvézdou
stvofenou pro vzestup a pad
jeho ruce by ji uchopily

snad to byl pouhy sen
¢isen co se zda
prchavé prochazet kolem

kde vSechno ztistava
vSechny véze na svém misté
snilek bloumajici v desti

na konci vybledne
kdyz sleduje sam sebe
jak mizi v délce

37 Dést



the great cathedrals stand
like open vessels that
wait for the dark to fill

them with the silence of
the breathless air and words
that lift departing where

a bird hovering above
without the slightest thought
takes in what comes its way

suspended in the gift
of what eternity
moving on the walls

sets forth into the dark
of syllables that have
drifted away from mouths

to float aimlessly
as if it were just air
murmuring music of

a language no one knows
shades of words that rise
from old abandoned wells

38 Cathedrals



skvostné katedraly
¢ni jak prazdné lodé
v o¢ekavani tmy

aby je plnila tichem
bezdechého vzduchu
a slov odplouvajicich

vzhtiru kde plachti ptak
jenz vnimd odevzdané
v$echno co potkavd

visici uvnitt daru
ktery sama vé¢nost
bloumajici po zdech

predava temnoté
neztetelnych slabik
stoupajicich od ust

aby bezcilné vzlétly
jak by slo pouze o vzduch
zurc¢ici hudbou feci

kterou nikdo nezna
stiny slov stoupajicich
ze starych opusténych studni

39 Katedraly



what the river knows
it slowly bears away
to bury in the sea

everyone gazes on
its silent surface as
they pass beneath the trees

thieves and lovers all
who leave the histories
of lives in fire lived

but unlike stars at night
floating placid there
their coming back is not

eternal in the dark
mirror that without
distinction holds them all

before drifting from sight
ethereal upon
the air without a name

40 River



feka vSechno co vi
odnasi pomalu pry¢
pochovat do more

kazdy kdo jde po bfehu
pod stromy podél feky
hledi na tichou hladinu

zlodéji milenci vsichni
kdo zanechavaji ptibéhy
zivotu Zitych v plamenech

avsak na rozdil od hvézd
pokojné unasenych noci
se nevraceji vécné zpét
do temného zrcadla

které je v sobé vSechny
bez rozdilu sevie

nez odplynou z dohledu
étericky vzduchem
uz docela anonymni

41 Reka



one enters certain rooms
that have been closed for years
where dust lies on the dust

the windows cloud the light
and all the objects that
were saved have grown old

as one might say the chairs
are sixty years of age
just as the air that fills

the space seems to have died
and turns to see
exactly where one is

the gravity that has
held whatever one is
grows older too

and one cannot be sure
if light across the soul
bears the same dust

42 Rooms



kdyz vstoupite do pokoju
po léta uzamcenych
kde prach pokryva prach

kde okna zkalila svétlo
a véechny schované véci
co jsou tam uvnitt zestarly

jako kdyz odhadnete
vék zidli na Sedesat

o vzduchu v tomhle misté
vite Ze neZije

a ¢lovék kdyz otodi se
aby zjistil kde se ocitl
zemska tiz ktera drzela
to ¢im ¢lovék vlastné je
zestarne nahle také

a ¢lovék si neni jist

zda svétlo proudici dusi
nenese stejny prach

43 Pokoje



a bird flew through the mind
now the trees refuse
to flower but exhale

and rocks from underneath
the castle slowly emerge
their gravity a wake

the river empties itself
of everything but slow
passage that imitates

birds in their fullness in
the mind casting their shade
upon the world that is

not water tree or rock
but breath at liberty
the ebbing of the mind

and knowing as a road
curving beyond sight
and in the curve a light

that falls on memory
its colour asking to
be breath against the sun

44 Bird



mysli se mihnul ptak
stromy odmitly kvést
jen zhluboka oddychuji

zpod hradu se zvolna nofi
balvany které za sebou
zanechdavaji brazdu

feka se vSeho zbavuje
az na pomaly proud
napodobujici

objemné ptaky vrhajici
v nasi mysli stiny
na svét ktery neni

vodou stromem kamenem
jen vydechem volnosti
odlivem mysli a védénim

které je jak cesta
mizici z dohledu
v zatacce je pak svétlo

dopadajici na pamét
jehoz barva skemra
o $anci dychat proti slunci

45 Ptak



so the desire not
to fly but to unfold
becomes paramount

acacia trees that cast
their shadows on the walls
along the boulevards

the small flowers that fall
through the silent nights
of such music is

the spring composed that in
its opening appears
no resistance to

the shade the falling of
the flowers and the night
that all the stars bring down

46 Unfolding



tim nejdulezitéjsim
ted neni touha létat
le¢ touha rozvinout se

akaty rozkladaji
své dlouhé stiny po zdech
vroubicich bulvary

7

drobné kvéty se snaseji
tichymi nocemi
pravé takovou hudbou

je komponovano jaro
takze kdyz zaveli
k rozvijeni nenarazi

na odpor vuci stinim
padani kvéta ¢i noci
snasené dolt hvézdami

47 Rozvijeni



silence filled the air
as of a sentence that
is about to speak

what follows but without
warning hesitates

as birds that in their flight

pause above the spires
shaped into a curve
that rests eternally

everything tends into
what will not speak again
moments that are left

inexorably behind
as if we did not wait
for what follows but

for what already has
been said and left to fall
where irretrievable

all silence falls
the spires reaching toward
the sky without a sound

48 Museum



ticho plnilo vzduch
jakousi vétou kterou
se teprve chysta pronést

0 nécem co se stane
avsak bez varovani
vaha jak ptaci v letu

kdyz strnou nad vézemi
v hejnu ve tvaru ktivky
ktera tu zstane navéky

vSechno sméfuje k tomu
co uz vic nepromluvi
k momenttim ponechanym

bez smilovani vzadu
jak bychom neéekali
na vSechno co nds ¢eka

le¢ na to kdys vyrcené
a ponechané klesnout
tam kam nenavratné

se propada v$echno ticho
véZze se vzpinaji k nebi
bez sebemensiho hlesu

49 Muzeum



and so the lilacs that
no one thought would fall
began to fall upon

the hill that in its slow
descent makes its way
down to the river where

the petals like afterthoughts
of snow are carried off
upon the surface just

long enough to be
a memory that has
so many shapes its sense

cannot be understood
gazing into god

is what it seems to be
or into semblances

of what divinity
might dream itself to be

if it were lilacs that
were falling on a slope
to float upon a stream

50 Lilacs



z ni¢eho nic Sefiky
povazované vSemi
za neopadatelné

se zacaly nahle sypat
na kopec sbihajici
pozvolna doli k fece

jak opozdéné napady
snéhu jsou drobné kvéty
neseny na hladinu feky

jen po tak dlouhou dobu
nez stanou se vzpominkou
majici tolik podob

ze smysl neuchopi$
pouze to pripomina
vhled do boziho nitra

¢i do podoby toho

o ¢em tajné sni bozskost
ze by tim mohla byti

byt témi Sefiky co by
padaly na vlidny svah

a pak splynuly s proudem

51 Setiky



a girl was standing in
the middle of the square
the sunlight in her hair

it was an aureole
of light that made her seem
a silhouette but turned

as if inside out
so had it wished a flock
of birds might fly into

the light she made and pass
into the air beyond
no twinkling of an eye

could move with such ease
that coming through it seemed
eternity began to fall

through the light across
the square like distant rain
that fills the breathless air

52 Girl



uprostfed namésti
stala cizi divka
se sluncem ve vlasech

kouzlicim svatozar
diky niz vypadala
pouze jak silueta

docela naruby
takze ptaci hejno
by klidné prolétlo

tou zari a vplulo

do vzduchu v délce
ten priilet by v8ak byl
néznéjsi oka mziku

a mohlo by se zdat

ze vécnost zacla klesat

svétlem pres namésti
jak dést co kdesi v dalce
plni tiSe nehybny vzduch

53 Divka



it might have been the sun
that setting cast its rays
in level light against

the towers where the clouds
fallen across the day
stood as if they had

turned upon them since
time itself had turned
and as the light began

to pour over the clouds
the churches seemed to reach
into a fire that

without moving seemed
to turn slowly into
itself and come to rest

before turning back
the heavens where they lay
a hand invisible

that was what holds them up
taking in the light
to guard it from the night

54 Clouds



slunce kdyz zapadalo
nejspis vrhlo své paprsky
vodorovné smérem

k vézim kde mraky
ktizujici den

strnuly jako by Celily
vézim od okamziku

kdy ¢as pretocil sam sebe
kdyz svétlo zacalo

pretékat pres mraky
kostely vypadaly
ze dosahly ohné

co vypadal nehybné
jak sto¢eny do klubicka
aby znovu nabral dech

nez odesle nebesa
nazpét kde polozila
neviditelnou pazi

co drzi je nahote
a pohlcuje svétlo
aby uniklo noci

55 Mraky



it is like sitting beside
the river under trees
the leaves about to fall

a hill rises behind
and there a castle stands
not far away a bridge

and on the bridge there are
statues of the saints
and people who spend the day

gazing on the stream
where clouds slip away
from themselves and disappear

everything flows down
until it meets the sea
and on the sea the sun

drawing all that is
like homing birds that turn
as one toward the light

departing only to
return into itself
upon the farthest wave

56 Sun



jako bys jen tak sedél
u feky pod stromy
listi na spadnuti

vzadu je vidét kopec
tamhle zas stoji hrad
o kousek dal pak most

a na starém mosté
stoji sochy svatych
a lidé marnici dny

sledovanim proudu
po némz klouzou mraky
co loudi se a mizi

vSechno pluje k mori
na ném?z slunce vabi
vsecicko pod sluncem
jak hnizdisté ptaky

mirici svorné

za svétlem pak mizi

aby se vratili
do sebe samotnych
na nejvzdalenéjsi viné

57 Slunce



some there are who leave
their lives like water nymphs
that have wandered too far

to find a way back
and so they flit without
a word in trackless woods

and all that can be seen
of them beneath the moon
is what they have of souls

tremulous as silk
against the gathering dusk
unable to touch ground

the air that follows them
gives up eternity for them
to be the breath they breathe

the silence of the moon
singing inaudibly
inside the empty dark

58 Rusalka



néktefi z nas mizi z Ziti
v podobé rusalek které
zabredly prilis daleko

nez aby nasly cestu zpét
a tak bez hlesu poletuji
temnymi lesy bez pésin

jediné co z nich lze spattit
v mési¢nim svétle je to
co zbylo z jejich dusi

chvéjicich se jak hedvabi
proti houstnoucimu Seru
neschopnych dosahnout zemé

vzduch proudici za nimi
jim odevzdava vécnost
aby byl jimi dychanym
dechem a tichem mésice
nesly$né prozpévujiciho
uvnitt prazdné temnoty

59 Rusalka



the bridge at midnight stands
perfectly empty where
the saints lie in their dreams

draped in light that falls
upon them from the moon
their shadows floating on

the stream unable to
be carried to the sea
and so of seas they dream

of shores that stare into
eternities that are
not given to their eyes

birds that have lost their way
gazing upon them in
the water certain they

have never seen these saints
before who lie below
dreaming in a dark

deeper than that abyss
that god is thought to be
and through their wings the air

moves almost as if
it were a river that
fell from infinity

60 Saints



pulno¢ni mosty se hali
v uplnou prazdnotu jen
ve sny pohrouzeni svati

odéni bledym svétlem
dopadajicim z mésice
hledi na vlastni stiny

v Fi¢nim proudu bez $ance
nechat se odnést k moti
proto o motich jen sni

o pobtezich zirajicich
zasnéné k vé¢nostem
jejich zraktim odepfenym

ptaci ztrativsi cestu
je sleduji ve vodé
s jistotou Ze ty svaté

nikdy predtim nevidéli
lezet v hloubce pod sebou
zasnéné v temnoté kterd

je mnohem hlubsi neZ propast
za niz je povazovan bih

a skrz pefi jejich kridel

se prodira dravy vzduch

jako by byl fekou

jez se line z vé¢nosti

61 Svati



who remembers now
the women walking so
across the gardens where

the roses were in bloom
everywhere they turned
their dresses trailing on

the gravel strewn paths
and from a room that was
shadowed with curtains sounds

of muted music fell
careful music that
hid in roses and

the slow fall of feet
and in the distance birds
that used to sing were now

overcome by dusk
and farther yet from sight
the men that they had known

were falling into that
silence that does not give
replies that will be heard

and rain began to fall

as if invisibly

tears were falling on

the paths that music could

not overcome and so
they lingered in the air

from which the women have
all departed one
by one without a word

62 Gardens



vzpomene si nékdo
na zeny co kdysi
prochazely sady

kde rozkvétaly rtize
kamkoli pohlédly
jejich Saty vlaly

po Stérkové cesté

a z pokoje kanuly
zpoza zaclon tény

onémélé hudby
opatrné hudby
jez skryla se v rizich

a lind echa krokt
a kdesi v dali ptaci
pted lety zpivajici

ted zmozeni Serem
déle v nedohlednu
muzi kdysi blizci

se hroutili do ticha
které ndm nenabizi
ztetelnou odpovéd

pak zacal padat dést
jakoby kanuly
neviditelné slzy

na cesty které hudbou
zustaly nezdoldny
a tak bloumaji vzduchem

cesty z nichz Zeny sesly
zvolna jedna po druhé
bez jediného slova

63 Sady



breathless on the stream
without explaining why

all the faces stare
up toward the sky

never moving away
upon a river that

in its eternity
glides relentlessly

down toward the sea
and so the faces are

contained upon the still
waters of what appears

to be where death resides
but looking down they see

above them sun and moon
and when they look away

the river never fails
bearing even shades

of what they were upon
its stream engraved there

thin mortalities
unable to depart

64 Faces



tie uprostred proudu
vsechny ty tvare hledi

aniz udaji davod
uprené na oblohu

nikdy neodpluji
po hladiné feky

ktera se ve své vé¢nosti
vytraci nednavné

pry¢ k vzdalenému moti
proto jsou ty tvare

zvé¢néné na poklidnych
vodach toho co zda se

pribytkem smrti avsak
pti pohledu dolu spatfi

nad sebou odvracené
tvare slunce a mésice

feka spolehlivé bere
s sebou dokonce prizraky

toho ¢im kdysi byli
vyryté v jejim proudu

vyzablé smrtelniky
neschopné odejit

65 Tvare



even bearing names
canals cannot but be

always anonymous
their one study the sky

the passing sun and moon
that lie at rest upon

their placid surfaces
unable to be more

than faithful mirrors of
desires where the trees

dapple them with shade
and sometimes horses pause

the ropes of barges taut
against their tired flanks

their eyes open wide
all that lies upon

the water rises up
and they take it in

the stream that seems a sky
lined with dancing trees

and as the day grows dark
what carry it away

but their patient eyes
where all the knowledge of

the world passes on
unnamed alone unseen

66 Canals



ackoli maji jména
kanaly provzdy budou

anonymni s jedinou
starosti studovat nebe

béh slunce a mésice
které nabiraji dech

na jejich klidném kliné
neschopny byt ni¢im vic nez

vérnymi zrcadly tuzeb
v mistech kde je stromy

soustavné grosuji stiny a
obcas se zastavi koné

lana od ¢lunt zafiznuta
do zmozenych boku

v$echno co poselo
hladinu zaéne stoupat

a §iroce oteviené
o¢i koni vée pohlti

i proud ktery vypada
jak obloha lemovana

roztanéenymi stromy
a soumrak odnasi jen

jejich trpélivé oci
v nichz vSechno védéni svéta

kraci dal beze jména
samotno nevidéno

67 Kanaly
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the boulevards are all
drawn up into the night
tranquil among the stars

broken by the echoes of
thousands of steps that have
followed them into

the dark and filling it
with sounds that have no sounds
as if one were to gaze

into a mirror to
discover there was no
reflection possible

as shadows cast by stars
across the night that takes
us after we have gone

70 Boulevards



bulvary byvaji
nadnadeny vzhiru
vstfic poklidné noci

mezi hvézdy rusené
echy tisict krok
jdoucich jim v patach

do temnot dunicich
bezzvuénymi zvuky

jako kdyz nékdo hledi
uptené do zrcadla

a zjisti ze odraz

se neodrazi jak stiny
hvézd metanych noci

jez se nds zmocni
poté co jsme odesli

71 Bulvary



the little light of the moon
shone upon the fence
where the gate was left closed

barely visible
beyond the gate are shapes
of gods and goddesses

that gaze unwavering
at all that passes by
and take it in to their

chiselled divinity
of stone unable to
resist longings unknown

to them that pass through
the gate into the light
of intermittent moons

72 Gate



utly mési¢ni svit
dopada na plot
se zaklapnutou brankou

za niz se rysuji
mlhavé obrysy
bohii a bohyn

uprené hledicich

na vse co je miji

a pak pojimaji

do své tesané bozskosti
kament neschopnych
odolat v§em touhdm
cizim tém co vchézeji
tou brankou do svétla
ptibyvajicich mésicti

73 Branka



the holy ghost is but
a pigeon standing on
the steps that wander down

and staring from the edge
of his eyes toward those
who pass unconcerned

who would know that this
is what this bird might be
a mere pigeon with

eyes as hard as stones
and children run along
the steps hoping they

might take him in their hands
not knowing they are deep
within his eyes that have

seen them already in
their naked infancy
and see them in frailer days

making their way up
the steps intent to reach
the castle or the church

nothing in their hands
to offer him in flight
should he look down on them

74 Steps



duch svaty neni vic
nez holub na schodech
loudajicich se dolil

co upiené pozoruje
koutkem oka mijet
bezstarostné chodce

kdo pozna ze je tim
¢im ptak by mohl byt
pouhym holubem s o¢ima

tvrdyma jak skéla
a déti se rozbéhly
po schodech v nadéji

ze seviou ho do dlani
aniz védi Ze samy
dli v hloubce jeho o¢i

které je kdysi vidély
v jejich utlé nahoté
avidijeikstaru

jak belhaji se vzhtru

po schodech aby dosahly
hradu ¢i kostela

v rukou nic co by nabidly
kdyby na né v letu
blahosklonné shlédnul

75 Schody



many streets are now
in no one’s memory
and weeds spring up behind

neglected fences where
the paint yields to rust
somewhere shouts are heard

of children playing down
the street and out of sight
their voices hanging in

the air like shafts of rain
that fall slowly toward
horizons reaching ground

in other people’s lives
between them sunlight streams
pure transparent and

filling absence with
another absence where
weeds and memory

the children calling through
the solitary rain
and fences disappear

76 Forgetting



dnes uz mnohé ulice
zmizely z lidské paméti
jen plevel se rozbujel

za zanedbanymi ploty
jejichz barva podlehla rzi
jen nékde opodal zni

pokfik dovadéjicich déti
v ulickdch mimo dohled
détské hlasy plni vzduch

jak husté provazce desté
pomalu klesajici
na zem az k horizontim

v zivotech jinych lidi

v tom desti ¢isté a ¢iré
proudy slune¢niho svitu
plni neptitomnost
neptitomnosti v které
plevel a pamét a déti
jejichZ krik rozléha se
zcela osamélym destém
i ploty se rozplynou

77 Zapomnéni



no one can explain
how along the streets
acacias cast a wake

of petals through the air
to settle near the curbs
waiting for the wind

a world stands against
the doorways holding its breath
unable to begin

as if the light of day
were like a box that has
closed upon itself

like a mind that waits
forever in the dark
not knowing where the streets

it knew now make their way
beneath what trees
and petals in the air

78 Petals



nikdo nevysvétli
pro¢ akaty v ulicich
mavaji ve vzduchu

zavojem kvéth
co klesaji na chodnik
v touze po vétru

svét stoji proti dverim
plase zadrzuje dech
neschopen rozvinout se

jako by denni svétlo
bylo jen krabici
ktera se sama zavre

jak mysl co otali
navzdy vnorena do tmy
nevédouc kam ulice

které kdys znévala vedou
pod jaké stromy a jaké
chumelici okvétni listky

79 Okvétni listky



fountains gather round
them worlds that are constrained
by silence and deep awe

as if each were a sun
whose light came forth in pure
transparent instants of

itself given without
the slightest thought of where
they might fall away

and in the shadow of
their music children
barely listening

carry their gifts away
and birds passing through
the courtyards and the squares

cannot forbear to yield
not to water but
to grace falling in fire

80 Fountains



fontdny hali se
do svéti sviranych
tichem a posvatnou uctou

kde kazda4 je sluncem
jehoz svétlo proudi

v kristalové ¢istych
vtefinach sebe sama

aniz zavahaji

kam mohly by dopadnout

a ve stinu jejich hudby
déti co ji nevnimaji

si odnageji darky

a ptaci krizujici
dvorky a namésti

se nemohou ubrdnit

a vzdavaji se nikoli
vodé ale milosti
klesajici do ohné

81 Fontany



there’s nothing like the fall
of light through old trees
in late summer where

parks beneath the sun
seem to hold their breath
and everyone begins

to walk as if in deep
thought enclosed inside
themselves like the blind

only music can
falling from a room
along another street

enter the strange sleep
that has settled upon
those who linger there

music composed of light
that lies inside the eyes
surrounded by the dark

82 Parks



nic se nevyrovna svétlu
v korunach starych stromi
na samém sklonku léta

kdy parky v slune¢ni zari
nejspis zatajuji dech
a v8ichni za¢nou kracet

po cestach v rozjimani
hluboko do sebe sama
pohrouzeni jak slepci

pouze hudba je schopna
kdy? line se z pokoje
do sousednich ulic oknem

vstoupit do zvldstniho spanku
co tady padl na vSechny
bezcilné bloumajici

hudba tvorend svétlem
lezicim uvnitf oéi
zcela obklopenych tmou

83 Parky



as one might turn and say
farewell almost and turn
again to hear the sound

of what was not said
falling like a leaf
in some autumn square

anyone who passed
might have thought it was
the wind among the trees

a kind of emptiness
that fills the stones that lie
unmoving on the square

and almost draws a breath
almost answering
as leaves passing might

84 Leaf



jako kdyz se otocite
a malem reknete sbohem
a znovu se otocite

abyste zachytili zvuk
¢ehosi nevyréeného co
pada jak podzimni list

naméstim po némz kazdého
kdo tudy kraci napadne
ze to byl vitr ve stromech

a jakasi prazdnota plnici
kameny spocivajici
nehybné na namésti

uz skoro nabira dech

aby poskytla odpovéd
jako kdyz se mihne listi

85 List



night lifting above
the city leaves the sky
for just a moment bare

too early for the flocks
of pigeons to ascend
into firmaments

that seem a page where words
retreat like stars before
the coming of the sun

without warning all
the towers lie across
the bare heavens which had

waited only for this
impossible without
such signs of holiness

86 Towers



plujici nad mésto
noc nechava oblohu
jen na okamzik nahou

pro hejna holubu
moc brzy aby vzlétla
k nebeské klenbé

co vypada jak stranka
se slovy na ustupu
jak hvézdy pred rozbieskem

vSechny véze se nachyli
bez varovani na nebi
holém a dychticim

po tom jediném okamziku
nemyslitelném
bez znameni svatosti

87 Véze



only the moon stirs
the sleeping windows to
awaken in the night

to catch the passage of
the stars floating on glass
ephemeral yet near

enough to nearly touch
bestowing on silence light
and gravity as if

someone invisible
moving beyond the glass
hour after hour

and coming close to clouds
passing over the moon
where stars seem to surpass

what they in heaven are
someone so close to clouds
it seems an offering

that no one can receive
other than solitudes
of glass awaiting dark

88 Windows



jen mésic rozechviva
po nocich spici okna
ve snaze probudit je

aby stihla defilé
hvézd plujicich po skle
docela pomijivych

avsak na dosah ruky
propujcujicich tichu
svétlo a vahu jak by se
nékdo neviditelny

pohybujici se za sklem
dlouhé a dlouhé hodiny

ptiblizil k mrakim
kfizujicim mésic tam

kde se hvézdy nejspis svari

s tim ¢im byvaji v nebi

tim nékym blizkym mrakim
vypada to jak obét

jiz nikdo nesmi prijmout
krom sklenénych samot
¢ekajicich aZ padne tma

89 Okna



perhaps only the rain
falling barely heard
upon the sleeping ground

is more unnoticed than
the play of shadows on
the walls of houses at

the close of afternoon
no more than margins of
the eyes and come from an

eternity of small
regrets that cannot be
moved from where they are

dancing over stone
holding those who pass
no one knowing what

has entered them of dark
that has not yet arrived
and light soon to withdraw

90 Chiaroscuro



snad jen dést skrapéjici
zem ponorenou v spanek
témér nesly$né

zlstava nepovSimnut
vic nez stinohra
vlajici po zdech domut

v pozdnim odpoledni
ne v$ak vic nez lem o¢i
a prichdzi z nekonec¢na

drobnych litosti které
jiz nelze vratit zpét
tam odkud dotancily
po kamenech drzice

kolemjdouci aniz ti
tusi co do nich vniklo

cos temného co dosud
neptislo a cos svétlého
co se uz brzy vzdali

91 Serosvit



nothing more sober than
the winter sun that hangs
momentarily

upon the pale sky
and seems to disappear
before the day arrives

upon the drowsy spires
the squares where the dust lies
undisturbed beside

enchanted statues and
all the trees that are
enclosed inside their skin

sometimes silence is
only known as a play
of light on old stone

whispering in the dark
syllables that rise
careless in the air

how much history
floats at ease in these
scarcely audible strains

where all that passed here
is now dispelled into
echoes of the light

92 Winter



nic nenf stizlivéjsi
nez slunce které v zimé
jen na okamzik visi

nad pobledlym nebem
a vypada ze zmizi
nez dorazi den

nad rozespalé véze
a namésti pod prachem
lezicim nerusené

ve spolecnosti krasnych
soch a stromil v pasti
jejich vlastnich kuzi
nékdy se ticho jevi
pouze jak mihotani

na starém kameni

jako Septani do tmy
slabik stoupajicich
bezstarostné vzduchem

kolik historie
se uvolnéné vznasi
v té sotva slysitelné hudbé

kde se v$e co tudy proslo
jiz davno rozplynulo
jak ozvéna svétla

93 Zima



as if silence were
a flower no one had
perceived opened and

the narrow courtyard stood
within the light of its
unveiling through the fall

of night and where there were
walls and stones strewn
along the gravel paths

there were but shadows left
and rising from the throat
of that flower came

stars that took the shape
of water falling from
a fountain still as glass

nothing remembered of
the squares that disappear
in such transparency

94 Flower



jako by ticho bylo
kvétinou kterou nikdo
nikdy nespatfil rozkvést

a uzky dvorek by stal
ve svétle rozlévaném
jejim odhalovanim

v soumraku a kde by ze zdi
a kament rozsetych
po cestach sypanych $térkem

zustaly pouze stiny
a z hrdla toho kvétu
by zacaly prystit hvézdy

které na sebe vzaly
podobu vody co tryska
z kasny ztichla jak sklo

v paméti nezbylo nic
ze ¢tvercll mizejicich
v takové priizraénosti

95 Kveét



sleep does not begin
to overcome the high
towers until one

by one the birds in dark
circles gather near
filling the dusky air

with prayers that close the day
then the towers have
no more to do but ring

an angelus for night
descending slowly through
the space that holds the stars

an angelus of one
embrace of nodding bells
where birds in smaller turns

return the music to
silence and the night
inside the sleeping towers

96 Angelus



ztepilé véze
nezmtize spanek
dokud ptéci jeden

po druhém neslétnou
bliz temnou spiralou
aby plnili soumrak
modlitbami jimiz
pohtbi den a vézim
nezbude neZ zvonit

klekani na pocest
noci klesajici
zvolna prostorem

vzpirajicim hvézdy
klekani v naruci
ptikyvujicich zvont

v némz krouzici ptaci
vraceji hudbu tichu

a noci v spicich vézich

97 Klekani



beside an open gate
voices can be heard

rising in the dark
and through their words it seems

as if a tram goes past
the sound is muffled and

for a moment it
is not certain what

has passed but once gone
the silence in the night

is deeper and the stars
seem to have disappeared

when the voices begin
to open silence again

sounds of the farthest sky
unravel in the dark

98 Tram



od otevfené brany
jsou slySet néci hlasy

vstupujici do tmy
a skrz vyféend slova

nejspis projela tramvaj
s tlumenym fin¢enim

zpocatku se nevi
co se tu vlastné mihlo

kdy?z to v8ak bylo pry¢
noc opanovalo ticho

hlubsi a hlubsi a hvézdy
podle v8eho prchly

kdyz ale ticho za¢nou
znovu rusit hlasy

tma odmotava zvuky
nejvzdalenéjsich nebes

99 Tramvaj



the little lamps that stand
against the walls at night

more fragile than the glass
that is their sole defence

are all that now remains
of children that have been

forgotten after wars
unable to withstand

the darkness of the night
that threatens what light there is

but steadfast they burn on
as small hands for lost

travellers seeking home
children that before

passed so swiftly through
the world now at rest

100  Night



malé lampicky stojici
za noci pti zdech kreh¢ich

nez sklo které je chrani
jsou tim jedinym co nyni

zbylo ze vSech déti
zapomenutych po valkach

neschopnych snaset
temnotu noci kterd

ohrozuje to mélo
co zbyva tu ze svétla

ale neochvéjné hori
jak ru¢ky pro pocestné

smétujici domi
téch deti které kdysi

$ly svétem piili$ rychle
ted uz vsak maji klid

101 Noc
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in the evening streets
that in the afternoon
stand in the sun undressed

assume formalities
that make them seem as if
they are not what they were

certain facades that were
painted to hold the light

upon transparent stone

but coming back it is
an older street without
familiarity

people speaking have
a cadence in their voice
of footsteps coming down

the castle stairs with that
uncertainty of one
unable to discern

what lies beneath his feet
and lost until at last
the river flowing past

lies before his gaze
and in the water sees
what might have been his face

looking back at him
his steps floating in
the air as birds that are

unknown might call with cries
that unresisting fall
into the hollow dark

104 Streets



kdyz se navecer setmi
ulice které staly
v odpolednim slunci nahé

délaji okolky
diky nimz vypadaji
ze nejsou tim ¢im byly

pouhymi fasddami
nali¢enymi proto
aby lakaly svétlo

na prithledny kamen
nybrz starsi ulici

k niZ se nikdo nezna
kdyz lidé hovoii

v hlase intonaci
krokt schazejicich

po zameckych schodech
nejistych jak nékdo
kdo nerozezna

pudu pod nohama
je ztracen dokud reka
konec¢né neodplyne

pred jeho o¢ima
a ve vod¢ vidi
cos jako vlastni tvar

vracejici mu pohled
jeho kroky se vznesou
do vzduchu jak cizi

ptaci snad volajici
kiikem ktery bez vzdoru
pada do duté tmy

105 Ulice



holiness must have walked
beneath these slow arcades

going to and fro
the measure of its pace

unpredictable
and those who bore it for

a century or more
must have whispered their

anonymity
against the stone that took

all that was barely heard
into a silence that

seemed older than
all the age that can

be brought to mind and there
holiness must have gone

106 Cloister



tudy musela kracet svatost
pod klenbou vlidnych arkad

jednou doptedu jindy zpét
rychlosti kterou by nikdo

nikdy neodhad
a ti co ji nosili

jedno stoleti i déle
zde nutné vSeptali svou

anonymitu
do kamene jenz pohltil

vSechno sotva slysitelné
do ticha které

vypadalo starsi nez
celé véky co silze

vubec predstavit a tudy
svatost musela odkracet

107 Klaster



suffering falls along
the walls like snow that falls
through nights that never end

and in the morning leave
not the slightest trace
upon the ground and in

the air no echo stays
of how it passed and where
among the passing kings

and in the course of time
the snow seeps through the walls
nothing is left untouched

and as invisible
as suffering can be
without a breath of air

so into mirrors all
the ceremonies have
returned reflecting on

each other as
the wind reflects upon
the mirrors walls and snow

108 Snow



za nekone¢né noci
hali utrpeni hradby
jak ptikrovy snéhu

rano po ném neni
sebemensi stopy
na zemi ani v povétii

nezbyla ozvéna
té uddlostia tam
kde skrz defilujici

krale spolu s ¢asem
snih prosakuje zdmi
nic neni nedotceno

vse je neviditelné

jak byva utrpeni

bez zavanu vzduchu

a tak vSechny obrady
vklouzly zpét do zrcadel
aby se v nich navzajem
odrazely jak vitr kdyz
odrézi vlastni podobu

v zrcadlech zdech a snéhu

109 Snih



beneath the rain the hills
appear but just sketched in
any erasure might

as quickly take them off
and guiding the roads in their
meandering descents

the trees in flower stand
and underneath the trees
horses in their sleep

come down the roads so
slowly they seem to bring
everything to an end

only the earth beneath
their feet appears to move
carrying the road away

the trees in flower and
the hills lost in rain
and there they find themselves

their heads nodding in sleep
the rain moving past
alone among the stars

110 Horses



kopce se za desté
jevijen v nacrtcich
$lo by je snadno

setfit pouhou gumou
stromy jak privodci
klikatych cest dola

jsou obaleny kvéty
a pod témi stromy
v spanek ponoreni

se loudaji koné
pésinami z kopce
jak by byl véemu konec

jen zemé po niz jdou

zda se byt v pohybu

kdyZz odnasi cestu
kvetouci stromy a kopce
ztracené v desti a kone¢né
tam najdou sami sebe
hlavy klimbajici

v odchazejicim desti
osamélé mezi hvézdami

111 Koné



even the air itself
where music fell was old
bearing dust that had

settled on the heads
of kings buried long
ago their dust too fine

to see and now no more
than echoes of music that
hangs in silence here

what are cathedrals for
other than to hold
the dust that settles here

waiting for all the dust
that falls from time to come
eternities of dust

that whispers through the dark
clinging to music as
a final failing wall

112 Dust



kam dopadala hudba
zestarnul dokonce vzduch
kdyz s sebou prinasel prach

jenz dosedal na hlavy krala
pohibenych pred davnymi véky
jejichz prach je tak jemny

ze ho sotva lze postfehnout
takze jen ozvéna hudby
je zde zavésena v tichu

k ¢emu jsou katedraly
nez aby vé¢né nesly
prach co tu na né klesa

a ¢ekaly na vSechen prach

co jesté v budoucnu dosedne
celé véc¢nosti prachu

ktery Septa do tmy
tésné primknuty k hudbé jako
posledni bortici se zdi

113 Prach



as if it were about
to happen in a dream
of slow threnodies

the crows carrying
the death of winter on
their wings came down across

the snow fallen among the trees
that lined the alleys of
the small sleeping park

sometimes they sat among
the trees for hours till
without notice they

exploded in the air
where blackness screamed and light
without reply began

to open as a huge
bowl might break apart
the pieces fragments

of the greater dark
screaming from the beaks
of crows that dream the night

114 Crows



jak mozna epizoda
priplouvajici ve snu
linych Zalozpévi

vrany nesouci skon
zimy na svych ktidlech
klesaji skrz vlo¢ky

ke kofentim stromu
co lemuji alej
proktehlého parku

nékdy mezi kmeny
hovi dlouhé hodiny
pak nahle vystteli

bez varovani vzhiru
kde viiskne ¢erni a svétlo
bez odpovédi poc¢ne

odhalovat v§echno
jako kdyz velka misa
se rozleti na strepy

mnohem hlubsi tmy
skrehotané zobaky
vran jimz se zda o noci

115 Vrany



how many women stood
inside their ancient walls
and gazed upon the world

moving below among the trees
nothing between them and
the air outside but glass

and on the glass they might
have seen not birds but forms
of birds that moved beyond

the frame that squared the world
and if they were to scream
the only sound was glass

unheard inside the room
or anywhere outside
but simply hanging there

as ancient insects cast
into eternities
of glacial amber shapes

116 Ladies



kdo spocita vSechny ty Zeny
co stavaly uvnitt hradeb
a teskné sledovaly svét

pulsujici v hloubce
mezi stromy pouze
sklo mezi nimi a vétrem

a na tabulich oken
mozna nevidély ptaky
jen venkem plujici tvary

za rdmem svirajicim svét

do ¢tverce a kdyby kticely
sklo bylo by jedinym zvukem
nesly$nym v pokoji

ani kdekoli venku

jenz by tam jednoduse visel

jak pravéky hmyz utonuly
v nekone¢nu ledovcovych
jantarovych tvart

117 Pani



all of those who were
strolling through the park

walk as if asleep
and looking up they gaze

into a dream that is
not theirs but enters them

without their knowing how
a dream where faces seem

to float on windows like
clouds across a lake

but these are clouds that have
no other heaven than

panes of glass that rise
into the light and pause

framed by curtains that
winds cannot disturb

and in the dream the glass
seems to carry tears

that are unable to
find a way to fall

the sleepers in the park
stop like men who have

been slain by swords that came
upon them unawares

they do not fall but stand
like heaps of small stones

18 Sleepwalkers



kazdy z téch co se loudaji
pomalu parkem

kradi jak ve snu a pak
pozvedne zrak a hledi

do snu ktery je cizi
nicméné do néj vstoupi

aniz by pochopil jak
tam kde tvare vypadaji

jako by pluly za sklem
jak mraky po jezete

nicméné tyhle mraky
nemaji jiné nebe

nez ¢iré tabulky skla
stoupajici k svétlu

kde strnou zardmovdany
zaclonami jez vitr

si netroufne vyrusit
a sklo ve snu vypada

jako by neslo slzy
co nevédi jak kanout

spaci v parku znehybni
jak muzi proklati me¢em

jenz do nich tal
aniz si toho v§imli

nespadnou jen tam ¢ni
jak hromady kaminkt

119 Ndamésicnici



so slowly did the light
collapse into the dark
it was not possible

if music might have been
where eternity had
cast its shadow or

if sepia were not
a colour but a tone
that glides through the mind

just as it settles on
these old facades and they
momentarily

become walls without
the time when they began
where twilight lingers and

pools within the mind
awash in the dim light
silence lying beneath

the dark eternity
gives up where going apart
the mind soundless falls

120 Eternity



svétlo se hroutilo
pozvolna do tmy az
nepravdépodobné

kdyby hudba mohla
dliti tam kde vé¢nost
vrhala svij stin nebo

sepie nebyla pouhou
barvou nybrz zvukem
ktery plachti mysli

a zvolna doseda
na staré fasady
co by se na chvili

staly hradebnimi zdmi
¢nicimi mimo cas

kde pritmi otali a

tané ukryté v myslich
zaléva bledy svit a

pod temnou vé¢nosti

spici ticho se vzdava
tam kde nezvuéné padd
mysl kdyz chce dojit klidu

121 Vécnost



as if they had not lain
forever on the ground
but fallen from the sky

at random on the graves
for birds in passing they
are nothing more than stones

failing to see that they
falling fall through light
and carry with them nights

that no one could have seen
the measure of their fall
the space eternity

might make if it lay down
across the farthest stars
asleep with silence at

its side and all that’s known
asleep and waiting for
the merest breath to speak

122 Jewish Cemetery



jako by tady na zemi
nelezely od nepaméti
le¢ ztitily se na hroby

zcela nahodile z nebe
pro prolétajici ptaky
jsou pouhymi kameny

nikdy si ani nev§imnou Ze
pti padu prolétly svétlem
a ptinesly s sebou noci
aniz kdo vubec spatfil

jak daleko dopadly

na vzdalenost vé¢nosti
ktera kdyby zalehla

pres nejvzdalenéjsi hvézdy
a spala pfitulena k tichu

a ke vSemu co je znamo

spala a ¢ekala na naznak
dechu aby promluvila

123 Zidovsky hibitov
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their sainthood put away
they gaze with empty eyes
upon the river beneath

their feet flowing away
the water giving back
their shape in broken form

what would it be without
their standing there above
but just a river that

flowed away into
the sea without a trace
but here it is embraced

before it disappears
and flowing through the eyes
of holiness gone blind

a river that carries ghosts
that lie among clouds
the vestiges of stars

and if rivers spoke
prayers would from their
surfaces untouched

rise inaudibly
toward the spans above
them spilling gratitude

into the shadowed air
hosannas in their wake
murmuring on the banks

126 Bridges



zbaveny veskeré svatosti
hledi prazdnymi o¢nicemi
na feku v hloubce pod sebou

kdyz ztéka jejich nohy
a vodni hladina jim vraci
podobu rozbitou na strepy

jak by dnes asi vypadala
kdyby se nad ni neklenuly
byla by prosté fekou

plynouci kamsi k mori
kde skonci beze stopy
jenze tady je v objeti

nez zmizi docela
a protéka skrze o¢i
svatosti ktera oslepla

feka co undsi duchy
smichané s oblaky
pouhé pozistatky hvézd a

kdyby feky promluvily
pak z nedotcené hladiny
by nahoru vystoupaly

nesly$né modlitby
aby az u obloukt
do prostinéného vzduchu

rozsévaly svou vdé¢nost
a priboj na nabrezi
by Septal hosana

127 Mosty



all sparrows are
the random of the world
the time of horoscopes

and kings unknown to them
keeping no here or there
beneath the shadowed arcades

they fill with music that
is unpredictable
in all its cadences

ecstasy happens so
invisibly that it

is gone before it makes
a sign of having been

its echoes drawn into
the walls around the square

its home a kind of smooth
indifference that is
ruled by the sun alone

128 Ecstasy



vsichni vrabci jsou pouhou
nahodilosti svéta
¢asem horoskopti

a krald jez neznaji
chvilku neposedi
v stinohte podloubi

ktera po okraj plni
ve vSech kadencich
nepredvidatelnou hudbou

extaze nadchdazi
tak nepozorované
ze odvane driv

nez o sobé da védét

jen jeji ozvéna prosakne
prstencem nameésti

sama prebyva v hebké
lhostejnosti jejimz
jedinym vladcem je slunce

129 Extaze



even the trees that line
the still embankment fill
the air with old dreams

falling slowly on
the shoulders of those who stand
beside a river that

seems to pass without
going anywhere
and all of them who are

beneath the dreaming trees
stand unmoving there
as if the stillness of

the trees was all they were
their flesh become dream
and all the waters of

the earth pooling at
their feet that were it seemed
rooted by the shore

if someone were to speak
the sound of it would be
perhaps the falling shade

130 Na Kampé



i stromy lemujici
bezhlesé nabrezi
plni vzduch starymi sny

jez zvolna usedaji
na ramena postav
stojicich u feky

zdanlivé plynouci
aniz by kam tekla
vsichni roztrouseni

pod snicimi stromy
tu stoji nehybné
jakoby klid stromt

byl vlastné v§im ¢im byli
jejich téla taji v sen

a véechno vodstvo zemé
se sbihd k jejich nohdm
jez z dali vypadaji

jak vkofenény v breh
kdyby se nékdo ozval

rozlehl by se tu zvuk
padajiciho Sera

131 Na Kampé



darkness contains them all
the sound of absence as
leaves fall to earth

the murmur of prayers that
rise from mouths that have
nothing more to say

and sparrows that depart
upon the evening light
unable to return

and in that darkness god
who is the shadow of
all prayer and leaf

and silent sparrow exhales
his breath spread out upon
the river floating away

132 God



temnota objima vSechno
zvuk nepfitomnosti jako
kdy?z listi dopada k zemi

tiché mumlani modliteb
stoupajicich od ust ktera
nemaji vic co by fekla

i vrabce odlétajici
za podvecerniho $era
neschopné navratu

a v takové temnoté bith
ktery je stinem v$eho
tichého vrabce listi

i modliteb rozprostira
svij dech po hladiné reky
jejiz proud plyne stale dal

133 Buh



with few turns the stairs
make their way along

an old wall below
the castle till they come

to rest beside a square
the trees next to the steps

wait for rain to fall
and when the rain is gone

a light unsure of where
it is lies over them

some places seem
of all solitudes

to have the clearest lives
what do they do these stairs

but hold against the wall
threads of music that

falls among the trees
from all the places it

had seemed to wander off
forgotten after rain

134 Music



mirnymi meandry
schody pomalu stoupaji

pod hradem pti staré zdi
dokud se nezastavi

kousek od ndmésti
a stromy pobliZ schodu

prahnou po desti
kdyz kone¢né sprchne

zcela zmatené svétlo
se na nich uvelebi

jsou mista ktera maji
z osameélosti co existuji

nejjasnéjsi ziti avsak
ty schody nedélaji nic

nez proti zdi pridrzuji
kiehka vlakna hudby

ktera se pomalu snasi
mezi stromy z vyS$in

kam nejspi$ vystoupala
zapomenuta po desti

135 Hudba



how wonderful the sun
upon the highest spires

that just before the fall
of evening turn to gold

hovering weightless in
the air until the night

turns them into dark
where the birds disappear

and voices that were once
so bright beneath the sun

enter dark’s domain
poised for absence and

other music that
never summoned them

music of birds that are
like gold become the shade

music rising from
the stones the hidden stars

136 Golden Praha



velkolepé slunce
na nejvyssich vézich

které nahle zlatnou
chvili pfed setménim

a vznaseji se vzduchem
ve stavu beztize

potom je noc ztemni
tam kde mizi ptaci

a hlasy pred chvilkou
na slunci tak jasné

vklouznou do fiSe tmy
smifeny s nepfitomnem

i s dalsi hudbou jez je
nikdy nesvolavala

hudbou ptak co jsou
zlatem blednoucim v stin

hudbou vyvérajici
z kament skrytych hvézd

137 Zlatd Praha



chestnuts lie asleep
upon the ground and in

them all crossing is
about to spring apart

and all the saints that lie
beneath their bridges float

in an eternity
of fragments that gaze

toward the heavens with
a rapture that cannot be seen

but rapture where the stars
at night float beside

and through them giving birth
to such holiness

that no paradise
beyond it can be known

where chestnuts in stillness fall
through long and perfect nights

138 Chestnuts



kastany usnuly vleze
na zemi a v jejich nitru

puka mélem v$echno
co prochazi kolem

a v§ichni svati ktef{
lezi pod svymi mosty

pluji vé¢nosti stfepin
civicich vzhtru k nebi

v naprostém vytrzeni
jehoz jsou schopny pouze

hvézdy plujici noci
po jejich boku a skrz né

rodici takovou svatost
ze nad tou svatosti nelze

hledat Zadny dalsi rdj
tam kde kastany padaji

tichem v ném?z se rozhostila
dlouhd dokonalé noc

139 Kastany



chestnuts fall and stars
unnoticed through the night

where darkness and the rain
and birds descend but how

slowly the heart in its
careless majesty

falls as if the one
space that is its home

is that eternity
of falling and like the dark

becomes the air of its
descent falling full

of the open where clouds beside

the towers stand before

they disappear and birds

pass through not knowing that

they into the heart fall
drawing into itself

all that fills the air
itself invisible

the only gravity
of their possession here

140 Heart



kastany s hvézdami
padaji nenapadné

7

noci kterou se sndsi
tma a dést a ptaci

zvolna jak pada srdce
v zbrklém majestatu

jakoby jediny prostor
jenz je mu domovem

byl nekone¢nem padu
a temno se mu stava

vzduchem pro pozvolné
klesani do otevieného

prostoru v némz mraky
strnou vedle vézi nez

zmiz{ a ptaci tudy
prolétnou aniz védi

ze padaji do srdce
které vSe pohlti

v$echno co plni vzduch
samo nespatfeno

ta jedina pritazlivost
ze v§eho ¢emu vladnou

141 Srdce
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Afterword

It would be difficult to say how many, like me, look
upon Prague as a second home. The first time I
went to Prague was before 1989. I was traveling by
train from Munich. I was awakened in the dead of
night by the strange silence trains have when they
are stopped outside normal stations. Suddenly the
compartment doors were thrown open and police
with machine guns and sniffer dogs were every-
where. The border has now been erased, the lines
of the country redrawn, and I have returned many
times since. This brief incident, however, is never
far from the surface of my memory of the country.

Prague today, however, is not the same city, just
as the country is not the same country. Its past—
its long past —is not easily forgotten, and it insinu-
ates itself delicately into everyone who has passed
through the graceful, old city. It has often been
thought of as a magical place, and a large part of
its magic derives from the sense one has that many
centuries of a great culture nestle beside each other,
talking to each other in alanguage hard to discern,
the language the history has —dense, inward-turn-
ing, labyrinthine. This is the genius loci, and it is
not to be seized as whole, but one is always cross-
ing into aspects of it, taken by surprise, and sud-
denly seeing something for a moment.
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These poems are about that Prague and its hid-
den history, crossings that are impossible to count,
but once made seem irrevocable. There is no going
back. Some of this sense of crossing may be found
in the old myth of the founding of the city. Prin-
cess Libuge is said to have had a vision of a man
building the threshold of a house, and there, she
declared, a castle should be built. Playing on the
word for threshold (prdh), the name of the place
became Praha, which I have chosen as the title of
these poems. Once a capital of alchemy, Prague
continues in its ineluctable journeys of transmuta-
tion, living up to the legacy of Libuse's frequently
cited words, “I see a great city whose glory will
touch the stars.”

This book would not have been possible without
the long nurturing of my love for the city provided
by my wife, Irena, who first sent me to discover it.
This book is my gift to her, given to her in the same
spirit for that continuous nurture. My hope was
that it would also appear somehow in the language
that belongs to the city’s long life that has gone
through so many moments of near death. This hope
has been realized in the limpid translation made
by Marzia Paton, with the assistance of her hus-
band, Derek, who helped her with the ambiguities
of poems without punctuation. My deep thanks
goes to them. For the unexpected gift of six ex-
quisite paintings of Prague I can only say to Robert
Kessner, “Dékuji, srde¢né dékuji.” My thanks goes
also to the many Czechs I have had the wonderful
experience of meeting in Canada and the Czech
Republic, whose conversations have lifted me eas-
ily over several thresholds. My final word of thanks
goes to the city of Prague itself, simply for being.
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This book was set in Minion Pro designed
by Robert Slimbach in 1989 and 1Tc Esprit
designed by Jovica Veljovic in 198.
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