Homenaje a Saul Yurkievich
Poemas

Sail Yurkievich

Tranduccion de Cola Franzen

DESDE EL FONDO DEL CAFE
(Vaivén, UNAM, México, 1996)

Desde el fondo del café
una tenue voz
dulcemente
me llama
..Sadl...Sadl...
suave musita alguien
squién?
y no se ve
alguien que fue y estuvo
que estd conmigo
alld
;dénde?
estd
y me convoca
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FROM THE BACK OF THE CAFE

From the back of the café
a thin voice
softly
calls me
..Sadl...Sadl...
someone gently whispers
who?

but is not seen
someone who once was and once was here
who is here with me
there

where?
here

and summons me

LA TREGUA

(Suerio del ojo y del espejo, Galeria Estampa, Madrid, 2002)

Sdbitamente los cuervos
ven y saben.

Abandonando los despojos
dejan que la carrofia se cubra de moscas.
Despliegan sus alas

y remontan
en tumultuosa multitud
los oscuros hacia la noche vuelan.

Ahora todo es blanco
blanco el cerezo en flor
blanca la horripilacién.

Toca a los dngeles velar por los mortales.
Leves los enviados

bajan a tierra

y es la tregua.
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THE TRUCE

Suddenly the crows
see and know.
Abandoning the scraps
they leave the carrion to be covered by flies.
They spread their wings
and ascend
a tumultuous crowd

of black flying toward the night.

Now everything is white
white the cherry tree in bloom
white the horripilation.

It falls to the angels to look after the mortals.

Lightly the envoys
descend to earth
and it is the truce.

MUDANZA
(Vaivén, UNAM, México, 1996)

A la nueva casa
trajeron.

Adn estd vacia.
Tres puertas

ves.
Enfrente,

una pared

(el revoque era claro).
Levantas los ojos.
Arriba,
mids arriba,

un pedazo de cielo.
El escalén separa
la galeria

del patio con baldosas

(borravino).
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Ahf te sientas.

Te acurrucas.

Miras en torno.

Todo parece inmenso,
inmenso,

todo parece ajeno
ajeno.

No temas. Esta vez

no te amedrentes.

Ahora estoy contigo y sé

qué nos espera.

Ahora somos ese mismo nifio

(vuelvo a vivir tu extrafieza).

MOVING

To the new house
they brought you.
I¢s still empty.
Three doors
you see.
In front,
a wall
(the plaster was light).
You lift your eyes.
Up high,
much higher,
a scrap of sky.
The stairway separates
the corridor
from the patio paved with tiles
(burgundy).
There you sit down.
You crouch.
Look around.
Everything seems enormous,
enormous,
everything seems alien,
alien.
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Don’t be afraid. This time

don’t be scared.

Now I am with you and I know
what awaits us.

Now we are that same child
(again I relive your estrangement).

LADRA LO CRUDO
(Suerio del ojo y del espejo, Galeria Estampa, Madrid, 2002).

ese perro ladra de noche
ese perro ladra sin parar

no adlla ni rabia
no ladra por circunstancia
ladra por condicién

ses el ladrido su pesadumbre?
ladra su fundamento
sus himeros ladran sus lagrimales su pdncreas
ladra lo latente
la cifra de su substancia
lo carnal ladra en él
lo desolado
ladra lo crudo
ladra su aténito desamparo
la vaga vasta amenaza
ladra por todo lo hostil

de noche ladra contra lo oscuro
que lo traspasa
contra lo desalmado

ladra.
Por igual

como perro de noche
por parecido desamparo
ante mi{
llora mi amigo Ken
trataba de contener su congoja
y desespera
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convulso el llanto estalla

impudico
allende toda urbanidad
el llanto lo rebasa

el cimulo negro lo abruma
se desmorona su morada
su lengua se deshila

todo se agarrota

el sin sentido lo cerca

lo vacante lo anonada

mi amigo Ken
ya no puede tenerse en pie
estremecedoramente
como perro que ladra de noche
por compulsion
estalla en llanto.

Hay que vivir--le digo.
La vida es un don.

No obstante.
A pesar del pesar.

Es duro, pasmoso, insoportable don.

HE BARKS BLEAKNESS

the dog barks at night
the dog barks without stopping

he neither howls nor rages
he does not bark for circumstance
he barks because of nature

is the bark his sorrow?
he barks his foundation
barks his bone his tears his pancreas
barks the latent
the cipher of his substance
the carnal barks in him
the desolate

VOLUME 21, NUMBER 2

199



bleakness barks
his astounded abandonment barks
the vague vast menace

barks for all hostility

at night he barks against the darkness
that penetrates him
against heartlessness

he barks.

The same way

like a dog at night
because of similar abandonment
before me
my friend Ken weeps
tries to contain his distress
and despairs
convulsed the sobs burst out

without shame

beyond all limits of politeness
the sobs overwhelm him

the heap is too much for him
his homestead crumbles

his tongue comes undone
everything is choked

the senseless surrounds him
emptiness annihilates him

my friend Ken
can no longer stand on his feet
quiveringly
like a dog that barks at night
by compulsion
he bursts into sobs.

One has to live, I tell him.
Life is a gift.
Nevertheless.
Despite the sorrow.
It is a hard, amazing, unbearable gift.
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Dos poemas

(El Huésped Perplejo, disegnodiverso, Turin, 2001).

1-
Sélo el grajo grazna
en la negrura
s6lo la lechuza chista
ni vasos ni botellas tintinean
las mozas fatigadas duermen
los granaderos no bailan ni blasfeman
la pianola enmudecié
ya podemos entrar
para aduefiarnos de la escena

1-
Only the crow croaks
in the blackness
only the owl screeches
neither glasses nor bottles tinkle
the exhausted maids sleep
the pianola fell silent
now we can go in
and take over the stage

2-

Mientras los menhires montan guardia
los délmenes duermen

su suefio de piedra

celebramos a los lacedemonios
en sus esferas ahora

estdn cerca de Aldebardn
hemos formado cortejo
cumplimos con el ceremonial
(podemos ya quitarnos

estos trajes de cartén pintado)
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2-

While the menhires mount guard
the dolmens dream

their reverie of stone

we celebrated the Lacedaemonians
in their spheres now

they are close to Aldebaran

we've formed a cortege

complied with the ceremonies
(now we can take off

these costumes of painted cardboard)

202

CONFLUENCIA, SPRING 2006



