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Siamo come le foglie nate alla stagione florida
— crescono cosi rapide nel sole —

godiamo per un tempo gramo i fiori dell’eta,
dagli dei non sapendo il bene, il male.

Rigide accanto stanno due parvenze brune:
I'una ha un destino di vecchiezza atroce,

I'altra di morte. E il frutto di giovinezza é un attimo,
quanto dilaga sulla terra il sole.

Ma come varca la stagione il suo confine, allora
essere morti & meglio che la vita:

il cuore sperimenta tanti guai; la casa a volte
si strugge e viene la miseria amara;

uno e privo di figli: li desidera, e scende
nell’aldila con quell’accoramento;

un altro ha un morbo che lo strema. Non ¢’e uomo
che da Zeus non riceva guai su guai.

(Filippo Maria Pontani)

But we are like the leaves that the flowery season of spring springs,

as they are quick to grow in the rays of the sun.

Like them we enjoy the flowers of youth for an arm’s length of time,

unaware of what comes from the gods, bad or good.

But the black Dooms stand just aside:
one holds an end of miserable old age,

the other, death. The fruit of youth is just for a moment —

as long as the sunlight that floods the earth.
But when the end of the season is over,

already it is better to be dead than live on:
many miseries arise in the heart; sometimes

the estate wastes away and leaves behind the painful works of poverty;

or another has no children and longs for them

more than anything, and away he goes to Hades under the earth;

another has an illness that destroys his heart. There is no human being -

none — who does not get many miseries from Zeus.
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Some say an army of horsemen, others
say foot-soldiers, still others say a fleet
is the finest thing on the dark earth.

I say it is whatever one loves.

Everyone can understand this — consider
that Helen, far surpassing the beauty

of mortals, left behind

the best man of all

to sail away to Troy. She remembered
neither daughter nor dear parents,
as [Aphrodite] led her away

... [un]bending ... mind

... lightly ... thinks.
... reminding me now
of Anaktoria gone.

I would rather see her lovely step

and the radiant sparkle of her face

than all the war chariots in Lydia

and soldiers battling in arms. (Diane Rayor)

Chi dice uno stuolo di cavalieri, chi di fanti,
chi di navi sia la cosa piut bella
sopra la terra nera. Io?

Quel che si ama.

Facile assai farlo capire a chiunque,

questo. Quella che superava il genere umano

in bellezza, e di molto — Elena — abbandono il marito,
il migliore di tutti,

e se ne ando fino a Troia per nave,
e la figlia e i genitori amati
non ricordo per nulla; ma la svio

.. inflessibile ... pensiero

.. vanamente ... pensi

.. ora mi ha fatto tornare in mente Anattoria
che non c’e.

E il suo passo seducente che vorrei
vedere, e il bagliore splendente del suo viso,
altro che i carri di Lidia e i fanti

che combattono armati.
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... 1bei doni delle Muse dal seno di viola, o ragazze,
... I’amica del canto, la lira dal suono armonioso,

... il corpo che un tempo era ... ormai la vecchiaia,

e divennero bianchi i capelli da neri,

e I’animo mi s’é fatto pesante, non reggono piu le
ginocchia

che un tempo erano agili a danzare, come cerbiatte:
cosl io piango, e spesso: ma che ci potrei fare?

Se si e esseri umani non si puo sfuggire alla vecchiaia.
E infatti un tempo dicono che Aurora dalle braccia di
rosa

struggendosi d’amore, ando a portar Titono ai confini
della terra,

lui ch’era bello e giovane, e tuttavia lo colse

col tempo la canuta vecchiaia, benché sposa immortale
egli avesse. (Federico Cinti)

The gifts of the Muses are violet-threaded,
rare: follow their path, my daughters, pursue
the lyre’s clear-voiced, enthralling song.
Once [, too, was in tender bud. Now old age
is wrinkling my skin and my hair is turning
from black to grey; my heart is weighted,
knees buckle where I danced like a deer.

Yet what else can I do but complain?

To be human is to grow old. They say

Eos, the rosy-fingered dawn, whispered,

of love to Tithonus, whirled him away

to the very edge of the world, beguiled

by his youth and beauty. Yet still he aged,
still he withered, despite his immortal wife.
(Josephine Balmer)
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Ti ho dato io le ali con cui volerai sopra il mare infinito,
librandoti per tutta la terra,

senza sforzo. Sarai a tutte le feste, ai banchetti,
posando sulla bocca di molti,

e giovani attraenti canteranno di te melodiosamente
canzoni belle, squillanti, sulle note acute degli auloi.

E quando te ne andrai nel profondo della terra buia,
fin dentro al palazzo di Ade pieno di gemiti,

mai — neppure morto — perderai la tua fama, ma resterai nel

cuore

degli uomini: il tuo nome sara per sempre, inesauribile,
Cirno. Andrai girando per la terra di Grecia e da un’isola

all’altra,
traversando il mare pescoso dove non si miete,

non seduto in groppa ai cavalli: saranno i doni splendenti

delle Muse coronate di viole a farti da scorta,
e per chi le ha a cuore tu sarai canto,

anche in futuro, finché esisteranno la terra e il sole.
Eppure da parte tua non mi viene nemmeno un po’ di
rispetto,

anzi: mi prendi in giro a forza di parole, come un
bambino piccolo.

I have given you wings with which you will fly,
soaring easily, over the boundless sea and all the
land. You will be present at every dinner and feast,
lying on the lips of many, and lovely youths
accompanied by the clear sound of pipes will sing
of you in orderly fashion with beautiful, clear
voices. And whenever you go to Hades’ house of
wailing, down in the dark earth’s depths, never
even in death will you lose your fame, but you will
be in men’s thoughts, your name ever immortal,
Cyrus, as you roam throughout the land of Greece
and among the islands, crossing over the fish-
filled, undraining sea, not riding on the backs of
horses, but it is the splendid gifts of the violet-
wreathed Muses that will escort you. For all who
care about their gifts, even for future generations,
you will be alike the subject of song, as long as
earth and sun exist. And yet I do not meet with a
slight respect from you, but you deceive me with
your words, as if I were a small child.

(Douglas E. Gerber)
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One should cull love, my heart,
as appropriate during youth,
but whoever has seen those rays
flashing from Theoxenos’ eyes
and is not flooded with desire

has a black heart forged from adamant or steel

with a cold flame, and is dishonoured
by bright-eyed Aphrodite,
or toils compulsively for money
or with womanly courage
is carried in service to an utterly cold path.
But I, because of her, melt like the wax

of holy bees bitten by the sun’s heat, whenever I look

upon the new-limbed youth of boys. (William H. Race)

Dovevi mio cuore nel giusto momento,
in giovinezza cogliere gli amori;

ma chi dalle pupille di Teosseno
scintillanti i raggi mira

e non tumultui nel desiderio,
nell’acciaio o nel ferro ha temprato

il nero cuore con fredda fiamma;

non I’onora Afrodite dagli occhi lucenti,
o con violenza si affanna nel lucro

o servo a impudenza di femmina

si trascina per freddo sentiero.

Ma per volere di lei

io mi struggo al morso dei raggi
come la cera delle sacre api,
quando vedo nelle fresche membra
dei giovinetti I'amorosa grazia.
(Bruno Gentili)
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GRAY

While looking at a half-gray opal
I remembered two lovely gray eyes—
it must be twenty years ago I saw them...

We were lovers for a month.
Then he went away to work, I think in Smyrna,
and we never met again.

Those gray eyes will have lost their beauty —if he’s still alive;

that lovely face will have spoiled.

Memory, keep them the way they were.

And, memory, whatever of that love you can bring back,

whatever you can, bring back tonight.
(Edmund Kelley / Philip Sherrard)

GRIGI

Contemplando un opale bigiastro
ho ricordato due begli occhi perlacei
che vidi un giorno, forse vent’anni fa...

Ci amammo per tutto un mese.
Poi se ne ando, a Smirne, credo,
a lavorare laggiti, e pili non ci siamo rivisti.

Si saranno imbruttiti — se vive — i suoi occhi grigi:
si sara sfiorito il suo bel viso.

Conservali tu, mia memoria, cosi com’erano.

E riportami pit1 che puoi, mia memoria,

riportami stasera pili che puoi di questo mio amore.
(Tino Sangiglio)
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I'VE LOOKED SO MUCH

I've looked on beauty so much
that my vision overflows with it.

The body’s lines. Red lips. Sensual limbs.
Hair as though stolen from Greek statues,
always lovely, even uncombed,

and falling slightly over pale foreheads.
Figures of love, as my poetry desired them
.... in the nights when I was young,

MOLTO HO GUARDATO

Molto ho guardato la bellezza,
e ne e piena la vista.

Linee del corpo. Rosse labbra. Corpo voluttuoso.
Capelli come presi da statua greca:

sempre belli, anche spettinati,

che ricadono appena sulla candida fronte.

Visi dell’amore, come li voleva

il mio verso... nelle notti della mia giovinezza,
Nelle mie notti, nascostamente incontrati...
(Tino Sangiglio)

encountered secretly in those nights. (Edmund Kelley / Philip Sherrard)



ELENA PENGA
(Salonicco, 1964 —)
AIAAPOMOI

Ta ayaApata, ot vaol, ta omitia, OAa oTNV apxadtTa NTav Xowpatiotd, Loyoapopéva. H AnAog
NTav TOAVXQWHT]. AKOLT KAL T, HETA ATIO TOOEG EKATOVTADES XQOVLA, OTAV AVAKAAVTITOUY évat
ayaApa, avtd éxet ta xopatda tov. To fydlovv amo ) vy, KAt To XQWHATA AVTOV HEVOUV OTO XWHA, T0
va Byalovv To YAUTTO péoa amd YAvTL.

Awxdoopot. Kat agxatoAoyio. Aiadgopot kot dadgopés. Kot pvrjun. Kat Eevodoyela. Qoaia Eevodoyelo
Yepata ayaApata kat AovAovda. Atoxilels dlaxdoopovs aBoguPa mepvag éEw amo mogtes. ‘Exet Céotn.
[ToAvtéAeia. EEwtiopd. MeyaAa odokiva AovAovdia o€ peydAa mogoeAaviva Pala.

EmiBupeic va priaeis pa oxéon pe tic woaleg ewovec. To mooonabeic kabwg daoyiCets dxdoopovs. H
Puxr) €xeL ToV TEOTO NG Vot LETABOAILEL TIC TANQOPOQLEC TTOL TNG €QXOVTAL ATO TO OWHA KAl TOV é£w
KkoOopo. ‘Exw akovoel mwe vy eL 1) TEQITMTWON Vo KATAOTEAPEL 0OAOKANEOG évag CwVvTavos 0Qyaviopog,
éva HwQO, €vag eVIALKAG, HOVO KL LLOVO YIX Vo OLATONOEL LA TIAQAOTACT] dLaQkoUg Ndovric. ATTOALTHG
gvdatpoviac.

Awxdoopot. EmiBupels va odnynoovv mépa. E€w. Na Byels kat eov oav to YAvTto mov Byalvel and to
XWHO 0TO WG, OA LECA ATIO YAVTL XQOVIX HETA. LE ATTQO0DOKN TN OTLyur). Oa Byels doaye; 1o Qwg;
Eov¥ mov dev eival métoa, aAAa oagka, ov dev etvat vekon, aAAd Covtavn;

Kat émetta etvat kot 100ec AAAeC amMOOTATELS. ALADQOUOL EKATOVIADWV ETWV PWTOGS. AQOUOL TTOV
dlaoxiCet px TETOA Y vax Yivel KUKAQDITIKO eDWALO, Y va yivet pia yovaika tov ITikaoo. Kat va
peivet étot. FAUTITO MoV EKTEUTEL TIC TCUVAVTHOELS TIOV £ixe AAAOTE, OTav AV TETOR, TIOLV YivEL YAUTITO.

PASSAGES

The statues, the temples, the houses, everything in Antiquity was colored, painted. Delos was multicolored.
Even today, after so many thousands of years, when they find a statue, it is covered in paint. They pull it out
of the earth, and the colors stay in the dirt like a sculpture coming out of a glove.

Passages. And archaeology. Passages and routes. And memory. And hotels. Beautiful hotels full of
statues and flowers. You walk through the corridors silently. You pass by closed doors. It is hot. Luxurious.
Exotic. Gigantic fleshy flowers in gigantic porcelain vases.

You want to find a way to relate to the beautiful sights. You try. As you walk through the corridors.
The soul has a way of metabolising information that comes from the body and the outside world. I have
heard that it is possible for a living organism, a baby, an adult, to self-destruct just because it is trying to
keep the illusion of continuous pleasure alive. Of absolute ecstasy.

Corridors. You want them to take you further. Outside. So you can escape like the sculpture from
the dirt. Out into the light. Like coming out of a glove. Years later. Completely unexpectedly. Are you
coming? Out into the light? You who aren’t stone, but flesh? You who aren’t dead, but alive?

And then there are so many other kinds of distance. Passages hundreds of light years away. The
roads a stone takes to become a Cycladic figurine, a Picasso woman. The lengths it goes to stay that way.
Sculpture that still emits the encounters it had back then, when it was a stone, before it became a sculpture.
(Karen Van Dyck)
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Kot 0L AvOQWTOL KATIOTE XAVOVTAL.

PENELOPE III

Penelope knows by now

that it is not the insolent Sirens

who delay him

nor aging Circe

with her funneled-down longing

nor some spoiled Nausicaa

hemmed into the wrong age

with white socks and school-girl skirts

It is not the Laestrygonians, nor the lotuses
which keep him far from her

and not the trade-union tantrums of, perhaps, Poseidon
and the mix-ups with the old companions

It is that in the ancient world
by now it gets dark early

the earth isn’t flat

and men sometimes get lost
(A. E. Stallings)



