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TENYTS AND TRAWSLATIONS

A'un giro sol de bell' occhi lucenti

A sincle zlance from vour beautiful, radiant eves,
And lo, nature all around laughs, sea and wind are put to sleen,
And the heavens are adorned with new light!

Draw on, sweet night

NDraw on., sweet night, best friend unto those cares that arise
from melancholy,

life sc ill throuch want of comfort fares, that unto thee
1 consecrate it whollv.

My griefs, when thev bhe told tc shades and darkness,

)

My

find sore ease fror paining.
And while thou all in silence dost enfold, 1 thern shall have
best time ‘or mv complaining.

Thule, the period of cosmographv
b) L

Thule, the period of cosmographyv, doth vaunt cof tecla,

whose sulphureous fire doth melt the frozen clime and thaw the sky;
Trinicrian Etna's flames ascend not higher.

These things seem wondrous, vet more wondrous I,

whose heart with fear doth freeze, with love doth frv!

The Andalusian merchant that returns, laden with cochineal
and China dishes, reports in Spain how strancelv Togo burns
armidst an ocean full of flving fishes.

These things seem wondrous ....

To Daffcdils (Robert Herrick)

Fair da‘7odils, we weep to see vou haste awav sO soon:
As vet the earlv rising sun has not attained his nocon.
Stav, stav, until the hasting day has run but to evensongj
And, having rraved together, we will go with vou along.

e have short time to stav as vou. lle have as short a Spring:
As quick a orowth to meet decav, as vou, or anv thing.

Ve die, as vour hours do, and drv away like to the Sumrer
Or as the pearls of morninc's dew, ne'er to te found agair

's rain:
A

The Succession of the Four Sweet Months (Herrick)

First, spril, siie with mellow showers, opens the wav for early flowers,
Then after her comes smiline Mav in a rmore rich and sweet array,
Next enters June and brings us rnore cers than those two that went before,

Then (lastlv), Julv comes and she more wealth brings in than all those three.
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Marsh Flowers (George Crabbe)

ull nightshade hancs her

ere on hills of dust the hentane's
snd pencilied flower of sickly scent 1
Yere on ity wirv stem, in rigid bloc—,
“rows the salt lavender that

Yere the

ere the strong mallow strikes her
1
i

2aCKs

At the vall's base the “ierv nettle sprinc
it “ruit clobose and fierce with poison'd stines:
n oev'rv chink delichts the fern to zrow,

ith cleossv leaf and tawny bloom helow]

The “ew c¢ull flowers that o'er the place are soread
Partzke the nature of their fennv bed.

These, with our seaweeds rollinc up and cowvn,

“orr the contracted Flora of

N

our touwTm.

The Evening Primrose (John Clare)

“Thern once the sun sinks in the wes Tho, blindfold to its
And cdewdrops pearl the evening's b

Almost as pale as moonbeams are,

C,
£

dr its cempanionatvle star, IThen dav looks out with
Bashed at the gaze it cannot shun,

The evening rrimrose opes anew

fond caresses,
east; Xnows not the keauty he possesses.
Thus it bloorms on while night is by,

open eve,

Its delicate blossoms to the dew It faints and withers and is ccne.

And, hermitlike, shunning the light,
wastes its fair bloom upon the night:

The Eallad of Creen Broom

There was an old man liv'd out in the wood,
And his trade was acuttinge of green troorm,
e had but one son without thcught, without good
“ho lav in his bed till t'was “right noon:
Creen hroom, green brcomrm....

The old man awoke one rorning and spoke

He swore he would fire that roonm

1f his John would not rise and open his eves,
And awav to the wood to cut green bhroom.

So .Johnnv arose and slipped on his clethes

And awav to the wood to cut green hroom,

te sharpened his knives, and for once he contrives
Te cut a great bundle of green bhroor.

ihen Johnnv passed under a ladv's fine house,
Passed under a ladv's fine roorm,
She called to her maid: "Go fetch re,' she said,

"Go fetch me the bov that sells creen broom.

hen Johnnv came in to the ladv's fine house,
And stood in the Ladv's fine room.
“Young Johnnv' she said, "Will vou «ive up vour trade

And marrv 2 ladv in bloom, in full bloom.
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Johnnyv gave his c¢onsent.,
ind he wedded the ‘ady in bloom,
At market and fair,

and to church theyv he
full blecor,
all folks do declarz,

vent

th

There's none like the bov that sold broor, ereecn broor.

Nunc est Bibendur

k and call,

You splendid drinkers shall have all an endless thirst at bec

And speed which lesser. ren would appal, no bottle shall ‘orgotten fall,
Nor sleep unchanged -eside the wall, hut pass avound,

And with the wittiest iests vour hall shzll ave sbeound.

ile who cann.t drink his share,fcrtl from ocur feast then let hi» fare.
Let none here mocdes v declare, for prucisii wavs we ¢C not care;

'ithin the vild restraint the proof zlcne will wpear 7 “rolish ming

When vou're

Until vou cannot stand upright, nor sirple sentences

forced, to vour delight, to drink alone by
"

day or night,
ndite;

Yet vou shall alwavs have the strength tc rledge the strong,

and anv glass, whatever its length, to drain

Novus Amcr

~q

in one.

Behold the time for joving, vou maidens hear:
Fniov it then together, vouths far and near.

Oh! Oh! Like sorme new flower am I,
Now for
So new,

The flower of womankind, her I adore,

love of maid entrancing, whenc
so new is love, whence I1'l11l surely die.

e I

No fairer rose there grows that e'er I saw.

Oh! Like some new flower.....

Oh.

Thine untouched maidenhood to mock me seems

Thv verv innocence haunts all mv dreams.

Oh! Oh! like some new flower.....
Come my little sweetheart, great jov to me;
Come then, mv lovelv, come, I die fer thee.

Oh! 0h! Like scme new flower.....

Tenera luventa

Call a halt to studving,
Hold on to everv good thing,

for dissipation
the jovs of

is

burn and sigh,

fun.

being voung.

Time enough to ponder on the horrors of old age.

Swiftly the vears pass away lost in study serious,
But for tender vouth 'tis play makes its call imperious.
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The spring of life slips Fast :wav and winter's t reats cleose loom,
Life bears the bruises o° the dav, care wraps the “lesh in gloom.

The blood dries up, the heart crows dull, for a1l delights must face,
And now old age begins to pull the hody down bty placues decaved.

Swiftlv the vears pass awav .....

Imitate the gods above, worthv such an aim must be;

And the sweet demands of lcve maids and men shall surelwv see.

Ve will give our vote fcr this, that's the custom of the voung.

On the streets vou'll “ind veour hliss 'mid the raidens' dancing throng.

Swiftly the vears pass awav .....

You will find life easv there all around so much to see,

Glowing are their limbs so bare,tempting, swirling, fresh and free.
While the girls around us twirl with their gestures so alluring;

As I watch I'm in a whirl and myv heart thev're stealing.

Swiftlyv the years pass awev .....

La Biche (Rainer Maria Rilke)

0 thou doe, what vistas o7 secular forests appear in thine eves reflected!
What confidence serene 29“ected »v transient shades, btv shades of fear.
And all is borne on thyv tounding course, for sc gracile art thou!

Nor comes aught to astound the impassive awareness of thv brow.

Un Cygne

A swan is breasting the low all in himself enfolded like a slow-moving tableau.
And sc, at some time or place, a loved one will be molded to seem like a
migrating space; will near us, floating redoubled as a swan on the river.

Upon our soul so troubled, which swells it bv the addition of a wraith aquiver
with delight and suspicicn.

Puisque tout passe

Since all is passing, retain the melodies that wander by us.
That which assuages when nigh us shall alone remain.

Let us sing what will leave us with our love and art;

Ere it can grieve us, let us the sooner depart.

Printemps

0 song that from the sap art pouring and through the sounding board of all
this greenwood art soaring,

Amplify our brief tone, the dving strains restoring.

"Tis but few measures' duration that we share the fantasy, the endless variation
of thy long ecstacv, o nature, fount of creation.

After our song is ended, others will assume the part, but meanwhile how can 1
tender unto thee all mv heart in full surrender?
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.
n Hiver

"ith the winter,

Death, erislv guest through the doorwayv steals

in,

both the voung and old to auest, and he vlavs them his viciin.

But

ther Death his wayv

Verger

goes flee

ting,

when the Spring's spades are leatinz frozen earth
lightly ereeting passersbhv.

beneath

blue skyv,

-
Lo

The eavth is nowhere so real a presence as mid thv branches, O orchard trig
And nowhere so airv as here in the rleasance of lacv shadows on grassy pond.
There we encounter that which we guested, that which sustzins and nourishes
nc with it the passage manifested of sweetest tenderness undyving.
ut at thy center the spring's lirrid waters, almest asleep in the fountain'
V¢ this strange contrast scarce have taught us, since o7 ther it 1s so truly
Tie Sea (Norothy Parker)
Wne lav against the sea and fled, who lichtly loved the wave,
Shall never know when he is dead & cocl and murmurous grave.
2t in a shallow pit shall rest for all Lternity
Anéd-bear-the-Earth upon the treast that once af worp-the sea-
ir. the 2vine of Anvthing (Brian Patten)
dvina of anvthing there walke a cre: coking for its song
rends down rlanets, that it mignht asxz er the wavs back to life again,
iie quieter now, olcer.
ing of anvthing there valks a creature looking ‘or its song.
Just as the tide was flowing
Ome morning in the month of Mav, down by some relling river,
4 dclliv sailor, I did stray, when beheld = lover.
Ste carelesslv along did stray, apicking of the daisies gav:
ird sweetlv sang her roundelay, just as the tide was flowinz.
5! her dress it was so white as milk, and jewels did acorn her.
Fer shoes were made of the crimson silk, just like some lady o¢ honcour.
Lier cheeks were red, her eves were brown, her hair in rir_le s hanging cown:
Sre'd a lovely brow without a frown just as the tide was ‘lowina
I made a bow and said "Fair maid. how came vou here so early:
Mv heart by vou it is betraved, Tor I do love vou dearl.
T am a sailor come from sea; i° vou will accept of my companvy
Te walk and view the fishes plav.' .Just as the tide was “lowing.
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. meore we said, but on cur - ong togetnher:

' s~al]l birds san2, ard the , anc pleasant was the weather.
vere wearyv we dic si a t with branches rcund;

F-r mv true love at last 1! trhe zide was flowing.

o Promise of Living (Horace Everett)

Tre promise of living
Is born of our loving
~e promise of growing
crn of our sharing

ise of living, the prori

i is owir
rn of our singing in jcv and thanksgiving.

cr manv a vear we've knowm the

\ e d knewm all the work that rakes them vie
Are vou ready to lend a hand! By w

e n
rkine together we'll bring in the harvest.
in

e plant each row with seeds of ¢ , and Provicence sends us the sun and the rain
B~ lending a hand (an arm) btring out fror the farr the blessings of harvest.

let us be jovful, 0O let us he grateful, come “ocin us in thanking the Lord
for His blessing .

Give thanks there was sunshine, give thanks there was rain,
Give thanks we have hands to deliver the grain,
0 let us be jovful to tne Lord for His blessing

Tre premise of living ....

Stomp vour foot

Stomp vecur foot upon the floor, throw the windows open,
Take a breath of fresh June air, and dance arouncd the room.

The air is free, the night is warm,

The music's here, and here's mv home.

Men must labor to be happv, plowing fields and planting rows.
But ladies love a life that's easv, churning butter, milking cows....

Ladies love their fine amusement, putting patches in a quilt,
But men prefer to bend their shoulder to something that will stand when built....

Stomp vour foot .....
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