Nine Holderlin
Variations

Anthony Stephens

1

offen die Fenster des Himmels
Und freigelassen der Nachtgeist,
Der himmelstiirmende, der hat unser Land
Beschwdtzet, mit Sprachen viel, embﬁndm
Den Schutt gewalzet '
Bis diese Stunde.

Gaping, their panes thick
with dust, one ﬁnym




II

Auf falbem Laube ruhet

Die Traube, des Weines Hoffnung, also ruhet auf der Wange.
Der Schatten von dem goldenen Schmuck, der hangt

Am Ohre der Jungfrau.

Every shadow

of autumn gold and scarlet, all
patterns of leaves against

running water, all beauty

of mountains resolving slowly

to a winter I shall not see -

every heart-beat of the road

to the deep north, the narrow

one I ended in Hirosaki: —

this I gather, weave it

to a garland that

encircles you, like ripples spreading
through years, past stars.

And hope, gentle

as autumn'’s progress, mimics a shadow
where the wind touches

your cheek. There is

no ornament: what seems

a gold pendant is just memory

of sunlight on water.
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Indessen 1al mich wandeln
Und wilde Beere pfliicken
Zu loschen die Liebe zu dir

An deinen Pfaden, o Erd ...

Fear had to
be learned, and
A




Und daf ich ruhen moge, der Toten
zu denken. Viele sind gestorben,
Feldherrn in alter Zeit

Und schéne Frauen und Dichter
f!&dmm

&z&awaa‘m.

One time, my eyes
will stop at the
window, slide down
the pane, too

weak to push through.
Will I then

see them clearly, the
poets, at rest

“before me? Is ‘
Iswytestmnde"

_f‘ﬁmhavehmmd me
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gegangen
Dem Lemﬂem‘;, in Zweifel und Argernis,
Denn sinnlicher sind Menschen
In dem Brand
Der Wiiste,
Lichttrunken und der ?’mye;st ruhet
Mit thnen. Bald aber wird, wie ein Hund, umgehn
In der Hitze meine Stimme auf den Gassen der Garten,
In denen wohnen Menschen ..

Blood as a beginning, surfeit

of pain — limbs scattered, bones

piercing skin. Yes, we

were drunk on light, and scarcely

noticed. And the abyss? Ignored.

The lions? Pensioned off

from the last circus. The dangling
gardens? Burned. =
I know where blood congeals, encrusts: it is
on coldness, on the heart

of a child unloved. He would
have gladly joined the animals — they
shut h’m.\ out. He tried




VI

Aber
Furchtbar ungastlich windet
Sich durch den Garten die Irre,
Die augenlose, da den Ausgang
Mit reinen Handen kaum
Erfindet ein Mensch.

Through the pain of the unseen,

moving garden she

blunders, her soundless

screams waking not an echo to guide her.

Falls, scrabbles

in the dead azaleas, bruises
herself on tree-trunks

that intercept her.

Blind, mad. Her child

has wished her so,

as payment. He sends her,
blind, mad, falling though his
prisons of invention, his

cold hells carved from
rejection, makes her
stumble, cry out, but never lets her become
audible. If

he heard her voice, the
pay-out might falter. So he
drives her, this

chosen ghost-mother,

blind, mad, soundlessly
screaming, around and around
in the dead garden

of such childhood

she gave him.

Whose hands

are pure? What exit

~ can hands invent?
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und wenn in hetliger Nacht
Der Zukunft einer gedenkt und Sorge fiir
Die sorglos schlafenden trigt,
Die frischaufblihenden Kmder

Die Kémgm

To lay charms on the darkness, to dignify
absence into a shape of blessing, to name
the day’s other, make her female,

august, fit for adoration: stale magic.

It is better that one




Vi

Die Blumen gibt es,
Nicht von der Erde gezeugt. von selber
Aus lockerem Boden sprossen die,
&n W&dazm&!das?w nicht ist

Jam die unbelaubten ...

Your eyes were not
flowers of earth. You
uwmaand my like with
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X

Wo aber allzusehr sich

Das Ungebundene zum Tode sehnet,
Himmlisches einschlift, und die Treue Gottes,
Das Verstandige fehlt.

Our life is built

of absence, from the first
expulsion to the last
missing word in the
defective text.

What is not

invisible in the moment
of its only recognition?

The unbound tends

to death, and years

of useless love, that

worse than none, gave me
the bearing: keeping to it

we would hit the

ice sea. We would extinguish
ourselves in cold. But golden
your coming and your white
splendour lets the wheel spin
handless, unsteered.

We drift to climes where
gods, once intelligible,
get testy, slack, '
unreliable

as both our hearts.
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