L DARS - EmE
EEARNER

e lee a Black Bird |

George Szirtes

5 ﬁyﬂ—z\%—snl
(] A - REH
REIL

N anmgzgﬁwﬁg :

PUBLISHING, TD
-



E—

Like g Hlack Bird
e L L
HHE-AR5

T
10 d




Ri—RED
(3] 78 - B2
RFIT #

Like a Black Bird
George Szirtes

L RUBLSCE ARt

Gl JiANGSU PHOENIX LITERATURE AND
ART PUBLISHING, LTD



EHERBE (CIP) MR

Min—RBY, FPOHHR / (F) TriE - Bl
(George Szirtes) #: RTFILF. — BR: LHFAE
LZ AR, 2018.1

(LIPS, 8T AR

ISBN 978-7-5594-1382-6

1. Ot 1. OFf- @F- . OiFE—
FEEBAR—XE. V. DI561.25

b [ R A B 4 CIP B % 7(2017)56 272941 5

N« EE AR Mn—HRS

it &

() Frif « B

KT

REHRBE TEW THRIE

BRI B N

% WiR it Ak

H R & T AR AR

HERAt b BT R 165 5, HE%E: 210009
HAEFE MU http://www jswenyi.com

Ep Rl LR RELIE A BRI AG PR 2 =

7 A 787X1092 ZH 1/32

ED 3k 1.5

F 20 FF

BR 2018 4E 1 A 1AR 2018 47 1 ASE 1 IKEIR
tr P S ISBN 978-7-5594-1382-6

iE Mt 60.00 7t (A=A

CT 35 U ST 20 P 4 LR . T 858 T e p A BT 1 48

Fomg M|
b o FH | R




Contents

Lilac

Like a Black Bird

No Sooner Can a Child

Sudek: Tree

Pride

Some Sayings About the Snake

Minimenta: Postcards to Anselm Kiefer

In the City

What She Told Me About Beauty

Boy

n

13

15

19

25

29

33



B x

ETHE

Hin—RRG

BTR—FE-

HiEw. W

L3is

X TFHERIZE

Minimenta: # Anselm Kiefer {98315/
e

xF%E, pEFE2

BB

12

14

17

22

27

N

36



Lilac

Early morning the lilac
quivered, threw out a track
of fragrance to the street,
pervasive, watery-sweet.

The choreography of water,
the drift of scent caught at,
swirling away and blown back,
was the cunning of the lilac.

She bristled sweetness arched
like a girl. A bullfinch perched
on her crown, immaculate
in his feathers. His weight

bothered the lilac, she bent
a little, her small tent

of pleasure collapsing
inward with the swaying.

from Short Wave (1984)
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Like a Black Bird

Like a black bird against snow, he flapped
Over the path, his overcoat billowing
In the cold wind as if he had trapped

The whole sky in it. We watched trees swing
Behind him, lurching drunkenly, blurred
Bare twigs and branches, scrawny bits of string,

And as we gazed ahead the snowflakes purred
In our ears, whispering the afternoon
Which grew steadily darker and more furred.

His face was in shadow, but we'd see it soon.
As he approached it slowly gathered shape:
His nose, in profile, was a broken moon,

His hat a soft black hill bound round with tape,
His raised lapels held his enormous eyes
Between them. The winter seemed to drape



Itself about him as if to apologise
For its own fierceness, hoping to grow warm
Through physical contact, and we, likewise,

Ran towards him, against a grainy storm
Of light and damp. It was so long ago
And life was then in quite another form,

When there were blacker days and thicker snow.

from Reel (2004)



Rin—REE

HKmn—RRSFEEL, #18
Fid/M2, RRRAEASNT
BER, HHHIERIXZ

HHAERE. BRMNBERA
EhEER, BREK
WL EH, RIEMD

HMNEETEEE, THEWR
Hih, WiFXTTF
EHEER, FHEL

R NEREZE, BRRMESR
i@ BT, WHRRERES
BYHNEERBE—RRANAR

B FRMENEE R, BBBERE
A B EE, EEEXAIRE
KRBTSR FF T B 7



faSis, hHBEHBCSHRS
B, HEBRL S KRR
AR, MmN, th—FF

EfbiE %, TEXE
MRBEHRRR, BERFEHRT
LETERA B
HYER, THEE

(RFIiF)



No Sooner Can a Child

No sooner can a child walk and make out his letters

Than he is surrendered to the hard pavement

Of any ill-built street where others are skipping

In squares among grids that are numbered

Or leaping through ropes, screaming incoherencies,

Under systems of stars that are inexplicable,

Past policemen with batons and revolvers in their holsters,

In the stern light of midday between short hard-edged shadows

That cut them in two so that half is invisible

Or else dazzled and no one can make out the letters

Of street signs, of names on shop windows, of notices in
the park

Or even begin to discriminate between delicate shades

Of small print in the sheet of newspaper blown along the gutter.

No sooner can a child walk than he has to start running

And bones that are brittle get broken so that he must read

The harsh rules of the body, its blood, flesh and skin,

The codes inscribed in the nerve-cells he has inherited

From nameless uncles, from fly-by-night affairs

That establish the book of his being, the fool's idiolect

He must speak all his life. deas are eternal



And even the match | hold to this page is impotent
Because this very moment someone is remembering

The syntax and rhythm of phrases that have detached themselves
From flammable editions, and the grammar keeps reforming
Hurtling down the street where the child plays

And stumbles, blowing in his face like a paper bag
Adhering to his features, so when he peels it away

The face remains there, its features encrypted

Then flies past him into libraries, into volumes of speech
No one can hear or pronounce.

from The Burning of the Books (2009)



BT R —FF e

BF R — R ERFIAT

S RNEIE LG E T
RERME. AT
FRERFESHNAR
FRdBF, KN, $EEE
EXERBENTHERREZ T,
HENER, ERNFREXREE
EFFENBXE, BNEHNY
REMNTIRRF, FAREERR
MEARR. RAABRBEHELNF
#ER. EHEEE LT ARET
EERABFAHLBEKLSE CARAL
GNFHRZ EEERAAR

BRI —FRERRTETBEENR
HEEMRSNE L, AMbAIIRE
FENSEAE, eam. AR
RUEmAME EHER, BRER
LREHRARM, RENME
SEtNTFEZH, BLAME
AT EE—4E. BESREKIEN



BIERBIERERG Eth LA
HAMELZ, BALEEICE
BHERAEIEF TR M T REIRRA R
B, IBETENR
KRPEET IR
MEFNEE L, KB
B ERZERR. LER TR
RkIBHFE, BRNE

Filfh CHEBRUIESESE
EAHR, TAEMH

10

(RFiLE)



Sudek: Tree

The visionary moment comes
just as it is raining, just as bombs
are falling, just as atoms

burst like a sneeze in a city park
and enter the dark
as if it were the waiting ark.

You open your hand and blow
the dust. You pick and throw
the stone. You make the round O

of your mouth perfect as light
and the tree bends and stands upright
in the stolid night.

from The Burning of the Books (2009)
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