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Miklós Radnóti
Enchanting
With fluttering eyes
Sitting in the light,
Rose tree's jumping
Through the fence,
The light is leaping,
The clouds gather
Lighting bolt comes
And it's talking to me
[bookmark: _GoBack]Up in the height
With wild thunder
With a thunder.
 
The blue of lakes down
Are fading, and
The surface flooding,
Come into the house,
Take off your clothes,
See, it's raining,
Take off your shirt,
Let the rain wash
Our hearts together.
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Raitsel

Ritsel, wenn sie rauschen recht,
halt ich Wacht dann mirchenhaft.
Du hast mich hineingesteckt

in die schwere Treuetracht.

ftchen singen, Wasser singt,
wirst errdten, wenn’s begreifst.
Blicke springen, Herz erklingt,
die beiden lange reifst.

Sich, ich schreibe auch mein Lied:
Wenn du mein Begehren kennst,

ch mir leicht dann, mach mir lieb
en schweren Treuedienst.
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1’11 Be a Gardener

(Kertesz leszek) by Attila Jozsef, translated from the Hungarian by Paul
Sohar

T'll be a gardener of trees,
with the rising sun I'll rise
and see to it that none of my

pregnant flowers ever dies.

Pregnant loving flowers will
flock around me in a sea,

and I don’t care their kiss can sting
if they're flowers true to me.

T'll drink milk and smoke a pipe,
my good name I will staunchly guard,
no harm can come to me if I

plant myself too in the yard.

There’s a great need for this work
in the east and in the west —
when this world dies it will need

flowers on its grave to rest.




