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THE SEVEN AGES

In my first dream the world appeared
the salt, the bitter, the forbidden, the sweet
In my second I descended

I was human, I couldn’t just see a thing
beast that I am

I had to touch, to contain it

I hid in the groves,
I worked in the fields until the fields were bare —

time

that will never come again—
the dry wheat bound, caskets
of figs and olives

I even loved a few times in my disgusting human way
and like everyone I called that accomplishment
erotic freedom,

absurd as it seems

The wheat gathered and stored, the last
fruit dried: time

that is hoarded, that is never used
does it also end?

In my first dream the world appeared
the sweet, the forbidden
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AS SETE IDADES

No meu primeiro sonho, o mundo apareceu
o salgado, o amargo, o proibido, o doce
No meu segundo, desci

era humana, ndo podia s6 ver,
animal que sou

tinha de tocar, de conter as coisas

Escondi-me nos arvoredos,
trabalhei nos campos até os campos ficarem desertos —

um tempo

que nunca voltard —

o trigo seco e atado, caixas
de figos e azeitonas

Cheguei a amar algumas vezes a minha repugnante maneira
humana

e, como todos, chamei a esse feito
liberdade erdtica,

por mais absurdo que pareca

O trigo colhido e armazenado, o ultimo
fruto seco: o tempo

que se acumula, que nunca se usa
também acaba?

No meu primeiro sonho, o mundo apareceu
o doce, o proibido
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but there was no garden, only
raw elements

I was human:
I had to beg to descend

the salt, the bitter, the demanding, the preemptive

And like everyone, I took, I was taken
I dreamed

I was betrayed:

Earth was given to me in a dream
In a dream I possessed it
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mas ndo havia nenhum jardim, apenas
elementos em bruto

Era humana:
tive de implorar para descer

o salgado, o amargo, o exigente, o preventivo

E, como todos, tomeli, fui tomada
sonhei

fui traida:

A terra foi-me dada num sonho
Foi num sonho que a possui
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MOONBEAM

The mist rose with a little sound. Like a thud.

Which was the heart beating. And the sun rose, briefly diluted.
And after what seemed years, it sank again

and twilight washed over the shore and deepened there.

And from out of nowhere lovers came,

people who still had bodies and hearts. Who still had

arms, legs, mouths, although by day they might be
housewives and businessmen.

The same night also produced people like ourselves.

You are like me, whether or not you admit it.

Unsatisfied, meticulous. And your hunger is not for experience
but for understanding, as though it could be had in the abstract.

Then it’s daylight again and the world goes back to normal.

The lovers smooth their hair; the moon resumes its hollow
existence.

And the beach belongs again to mysterious birds

soon to appear on postage stamps.

But what of our memories, the memories of those who depend
on images?

Do they count for nothing?

The mist rose, taking back proof of love.
Without which we have only the mirror, you and I.
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RAIO DE LUA

A névoa despontou com um som abafado. Uma espécie de
pancada.

Que era o coragdo a bater. E o Sol despontou, brevemente
diluido.

E, ap6s o que pareceram anos, afundou-se outra vez

e o crepusculo banhou a costa e foi escurecendo.

E do nada chegaram os amantes,

pessoas que ainda tinham corpos e coragdes. Que ainda tinham

bragos, pernas, bocas, embora de dia pudessem ser

donas de casa e homens de negdcios.

A mesma noite também gerou pessoas semelhantes a nos.

Tu és semelhante a mim, quer o admitas ou nao.

Insatisfeito, meticuloso. E a tua sede ndo € de experiéncia

mas de compreensdo, como se esta fosse possivel em abstracto.

Depois € outra vez dia e o mundo volta ao normal.

Os amantes compdem o cabelo; a Lua retoma a sua existéncia
oca.

E a praia pertence outra vez a misteriosas aves

prestes a surgir em selos de correio.

Mas as nossas memdrias, entdo, as memorias dos que dependem
de imagens?

N3o tém nenhuma importancia?

A névoa despontou, levando consigo as provas do amor.
Sem as quais s6 temos o espelho, tu e eu.
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