Il V A N B L A T N Y

These poems by Ivan Blatny (1919-1990) are taken from his collection
Pomocnd ikola Bixley (Torst, 1994). Because they are macaronic, it was
judged best to print the originals in full, followed by the translations.
Another selection of Blatny’s poems appeared in Matthew Sweney’s
translation in Modern Poetry in Translation 17 (2001L).

—JQ

[ éon-Paul Fargne: Droga

Nemohu zapomenout na pocit jednoho rina v Alexandra Park
kdy jsem byl Glpné spojen s bilymi holuby
byli bili jak snih

On pan vieho tvorstva stvofil drogu zvanou artein
the drug of art
of modest small old surrealistic art.

[ éon-Paul Fargne: The Drug

I can’t forget that feeling one morning in Alexandra Park
when [ was completely joined with the white pigeons
like white snow

Creation’s lord created a drug that’s called artein

the drug of art
of modest small old surrealistic art.
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Big Warehouse Sister

Renesanéni malifi objevili perspektivu
surrealisti¢ti malifi objevili magickou
nevim v ¢em to zilezi ale kolejnice se sbihaji dile nez do daleka

Zas slunce vili zlatou tykev do daleka
Churavy Ortene z Hejnova portrétu sed a naslouchej mi

budeme psit
povidku o hrabénce ze zdmku.

Big Warehouse Sister

Renaissance painters discovered perspective
Surrealist painters discovered the magic of...
I don’t know why but rails run into one another beyond the distance

Once more the sun rolls a golden gourd into the distance
Ailing Orten of Hejnov’s portrait, sit and listen to me

we are going to write a tale,
a tale of a countess from a castle.
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Zivot
Nikde nebyti, 6 nikde ty ma zemi,
chtél jsem byt uvnitf, hluchonémy.

No, I stay here on the gas-pipe line,
surrounded by british policemen.

I won’t ditch my old knife,
I'll stay in the monastery.

Lif

To be nowhere, O country I am from.

I wished to be inside, be deaf and dumb.

No, I stay here on the gas-pipe line,
surrounded by british policemen.

I won’t ditch my old knife,
I'll stay in the monastery.

BLATNY
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v
Svét
Die Musik ist fein und fern

they sing a song of Jerome Kern

Don’t you cry little Jeremy
smi se ted nékdy fici “my”

A nase lod je jedina:
Zahrada, mé&sto, dédina.

The World

Die Musik ist fein und fern
they sing a song of Jerome Kern

Don’t you cry little Jeremy
we’re now allowed to speak as “we”

And our boat—we have only one:
Garden, village, town.

(Translated from the Cgech by Justin Quinn)
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