Attila Jozsef’s poem ‘Hopelessly’ ends with the lines “..the heart aches &
bleeds. / But who to talk to anyway’. Piette & Lehdczky’s translations in
The Song of the Cosmos answer that question. A member of the great line
of European poeétes maudits stretching from Frangois Villon through to
Sean Bonney, readers will find an author who lived and wrote as if they
were missing a warm enough coat and their top layer of skin. Jozsef’s
poems - raw, tender, desperate, and despairing — explore a landscape
that is alternatively homely, blasted and overwhelming. J6zsef’s also an
important poet in how successfully he depicts the decades between the
first and second world wars in Central-Eastern Europe when it seemed that
the whole of the populace were holding their breath — there is an inten-
sity and dread in so many of his poems. Finally, Hungarian is a fiendishly
difficult language to bring across into English. The translators’ handling
of Jozsef’s electric language in their brilliant translations have produced
a fully-realised collection in English. To his ators — kudos! Attila

Jozsef lives!
Tim Atkins @

Attila Jozsef is no stranger t, ishxgad his poems have appeared
in quite a few translationsaln neo collections was named Book

of the Year by Seamus H Times Literary Supplement. Each new
translation not only he range of his poems available in
English, but also/ ectives to them. The works of Attila
Jozsef deserve th of poetry readers on both sides of the Atlantic.
He was a ¢gnte e Leftist group of poets in the 1930s. With

W. H. Auflén, Lou eice and others their poetry shared a vibrant
sensitivity sgues and expressed committed anti-fascist views
during the ‘low, dighonest decade’. Attila Jozsef was strongly influenced by

the psychology bfSigmund Freud, his self-analytical poems - and his tragic
suicide - can be read as an early Eastern European variant of the post-war
American confessional poetry, above all that of Sylvia Plath. The selection
by Adam Piette and Agnes Lehoczky faithfully represents the impressive
integrity and formal virtuosity of Attila J6zsef’s poetry. But the volume is
more than just a selection. Accompanying essays introduce the reader to
Attila Jozsef’s oeuvre, and transcriptions-pastiches by contemporary poets
indicate the lasting vitality of his work. The contemporaneous illustrations
for the title poem by Gyodrgy Békeffi, the graphic artist who was killed as
ayoung man in the Nazi concentration camp in Bergen-Belsen, make this
book a real curiosity.

Gp6z6 Ferencz



Like Attila Jozsef’s glassblowers, Adam Piette and Agnes Lehoczky free-
blow the molten gather of this Hungarian poetry into viscous spheres
within fragile spheres: elegies within elegies, odes within odes, songs
within songs. In their book-within-a-book, the structural instability, akin to
glass’s liquid state, renders transparent Jozsef’s ‘working in this cosmos’ -
for us to also ‘stare into the glass darkly’ to see our faces and constellations.

Elzbieta Wajcik-Leese

For Walter Benjamin the work of art finds its translator and these trans-
lations are the embodiment of that task. This new book of translations
discovers the English in Attila Jozsef’s poetry, embodying.ts afterlife, to

cast a remarkable light across the shadows of its origi <~‘
this reader, the sonnet sequence ‘The Song of the Cgs &

revelation to
eg its place

and tragedy of J6zsef’s poems in
and bitterness. Two of our finest
Lehoczky, make the impossi
This brilliant book is a w

Simon Smith
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A foreword to the Cosmos

Attila Jozsef (1905-1937), a celebrated 20th-century Hungarian poet of
working-class origin, endured a tragic childhood marked by the early loss
of both parents. Born to an unskilled worker and a washerwoman, he was
orphaned and spent his formative years in foster care, even working as a
swineherd from the age of three before being reunited with his mother.
Despite these hardships, he pursued higher education, studying Hungarian
and French literature at the University of Szeged. However, his academic
career was cut short in 1925 after a disagreement over his poem ‘with a
pure heart’ (‘Tiszta szivvel’), leading him to continue his studies in Vienna
and Paris. In the 1920s, he sympathised with anarchist and anarcho-syn-
dicalist ideals, and from 1930 to 1933, he actively participated in the illegal
Hue to disillusionment

wandered, living as a bohemian, poet, t
and lover. Despite his talent, he r
his lifetime, even his work as me
review Szép Szo and his fina

to translate a signi
from his oeuvre.
His poetry is s

observatio
gaze into the unc
ical focus on di

{Ve of the people, by his psychoanalytically inflected
cious, into the mind and body of lovers, his philosoph-
tic and social injustice. The lyrics, free verse and formal,
in an astonishing number of experimental forms, range from the metaphys-
ical to the memoir, have filiations to French medieval, post-symbolist and
surrealist poetry, fuse Nietzsche, Marx, Hegel and Freud in daring raids
on the inarticulate, sing with haunting vernacular and ancient beauty and
rise to extraordinary heights and flights of the imagination, yet are always
grounded in the real, in the concrete particulars of the metropolis, the dark
streets of the underclasses of this world.

This collaborative book, born from several research trips to Budapest,
is the result of a unique partnership between the translators Piette &
Lehéczky. Long-time friends and colleagues, they are also fellow poets,



their creative minds intertwined in a way that makes them inseparable.
Perhaps the most fruitful collaboration occurs when a sculptor meets an
anatomist on the surgical slab. One’s vibrant, reconstructive architectural
sculpting could only emerge after the other’s precise, anatomical dissec-
tion of the poems through a rigorous textual autopsy. And vice versa. The
poems, stripped bare to their essence through neurosurgical obsession and
contextual analysis, were then resurrected in a new language, into a new
linguistic milieu and into, therefore, a completely new life. This symbiotic
process required intensive exchange, a dynamic interplay across linguistic
and historical-cultural boundaries within a translingual zone. It unfolded
within a liminal space of transcreation, a continuous dialogue until the
final draft emerged on the page. Adam’s ‘Endnotes: on translating Jozsef’
offers a lens into the sensitive and symbiotic process of how translators
navigate this linguistic interplay between texts and trans-languages,

reader to navigate themselves and to create the g themes,
motifs, and narratives. They also come i

verse and final period of his
selection of the poems h
what the canon considerg

s one; we have included here
ms as much as ‘fragments’ and early,

vols. 1916-1927; 192
accepted as the most co
Jozsef Attila Studies.

The collaborative work on this book significantly expanded beyond its
initial scope. Instead of simply involving two translators, it evolved into a
multifaceted project. Through intensive dialogue, various dramatic turns
and U-turns and collaboration with literary institutions in Budapest and
Balatonszarszo between 2024 and 2025, the project gained depth and
complexity. Key contributors included Aranka Kemény, senior museolo-
gist and literary historian at Petéfi Literary Museum (MNMKK-PIM), and
Gyorgy Tverdota, a leading scholar of Attila J6zsef and President of the
Attila Jozsef Society. Psychogeographical trips to significant sites like
Petdfi Literary Museum, the Fiume Road National Graveyard, the two Attila

9137, published in 2005. This edition is widely
porary and authoritative critical edition in
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Jozsef Memorial Houses — in Gat Street, Budapest and at Balatonszarszo
— further enriched the research. The collaborative research and archival
work not only deepened the project but also profoundly and rather dramat-
ically influenced the book’s design. Therefore, this collection of poems in
translation aims to recreate ‘“The Song of the Cosmos’ / ‘A Kozmosz éneke’,
an unpublished sequence of sonnets that Jozsef intended to publish in
the early 1920s. We have selected the title of Jozsef’s unpublished 1920s
collection for this book, as it aptly captures Jozsef’s original vision.

What does the song of the cosmos refer to? Who sings to whom and about
what? The original concept of the sonnet sequence, the ‘song of the cosmos’
may have been to explore the powerful scope of human consciousness
and its connection to a larger, universal dimension. ‘Cosmos’ here isn’t
the physical universe but rather the soul expanded to cosmic proportions,
a ‘universe imbued with a political subject’. In the sonnet cycle, Jozsef
5 a lyrical outpouring
of the cosmos and as a song of the human,spegy shannelling cosmic

forces and singing as global collective, as g diousyéss, a planetary
cosmos speaking about and for itself. FO is an ‘amplified
cosmos’ with an intricate networkaof histo ppliticised algorithms
and disharmonies where huma RES Seek connection, mean-
ing, understanding, empath idax e subject, the solitary self
doesn’t merely reside withi i they actively inhabit it and
seek to establish a hope y between the individual and society

can and will be est
this universal, pé
visionary flaneu
radical and, revol

ophetic, non-conformist wanderer,
assive or an indifferent modus vivendi but a
istential-creative modus operandi, and vice
dwelling/being in the world, deeply engaged
¥ and social vulnerabilities capable of reinforcing
dialogue superiorig authority for a fairer future. Importantly, this poetic
engagement, whete ‘doing’ and ‘being’ can co-exist in the realm of ‘writing’,
transcends introspection, actively seeking interconnections and dialogue
with the other. This collection aims to resurrect ‘“The Song of the Cosmos’,
presenting it as a distinct ‘book within the book’. Therefore, our aim was
twofold: to revive the previously abandoned sonnet sequence within the
book while also creating a new collection encompassing not only the
sonnets but poems carefully selected from the entirety of J6zsef’s oeuvre.

The original graphic illustrations of Gyorgy Békeffi, a young artist of the
1920s Hungarian avant-garde, are central to this book’s impact. A close
friend to the poet, Békeffi’s artistic journey, which continued in Belgium
after his 1931 emigration, was tragically ended in Bergen-Belsen in 1944.



His work largely dispersed, and his name nearly lost. By reuniting these
sonnets with Békeffi’s art, this book seeks to recreate the vibrant, collab-
orative milieu of the 1920s, where Hungarian writers and artists thrived.
Miklos Ferencz’s reimagined cover for “The Song of the Cosmos’ dives
into the concept of cosmic space. By reconfiguring Békeffi’s original
graphics, Ferencz blends drawing with construction-deconstruction,
highlighting the interplay of positive and negative spaces and dynamic
curves. The densely intersecting lines aim to evoke a cosmic web, with
radiating arcs directly echoing the ‘Cosmos arcs’ from the original cover.
Through strategic use of red and black crescendos, Ferencz’s new cover
intends to create a palpable tension, resulting in a composition that is both
chaotic and richly textured, while remaining true to constructivist design
principles. This book within a book also includes Békeffi’s original cover and
the planned graphics for the abandoned sonnet sequence

Tverdota, and Aranka Kemény. Faith
original graphic design, conceive

edition. An additional intro
history of this unpublisi®
unique artistic vision of {

The concluding
George Szirtes, I
‘Variations’ offers

ludes ekphrastic ‘guest poems’ by
Piette and Agnes Lehoczky entitled
gculative scenarios about the life of Attila
Jozsef using his tragic degth at Balatonszarszé in December 1937 as only
one of the many chancéetents. These imaginary accounts explore differ-
ent possibilities surrounding the poet’s demise, inviting readers to consider
the various theories that have been proposed over the years. The poems
create and propose speculative scenarios of what ifs each playing on one
of Jozsef’s final poems ‘There, I've found my home at last...’ / [Ime, hat
megleltem hazamat...]. What if Attila Jozsef had not met his own tragic
end in December 1937, Balatonszarszo?

Agnes Leh6czky
Sheffield-Budapest-Balatonszarszo, April 2025

16






The Glassblowers

The glassblowers stoke up their enormous fires
& with their sweat & with their blood

they stir & mix the molten mass together

boiling in their cauldron to transparency

& pour it then into the marver slabs

& with the draining strength of their strong arms
they roll it out so wonderfully smooth

& when the day dawns,

out to the towns and shacks of farms

they go taking the light with them.

Times you’ll call them day labourers E ;
times you’ll call them poets
though it’s all one to them yes all one

to

for their blood’s draining from them
in equal measure they’re transp
great crystal windows shini ht e

in the future that’s built ffox you.

‘Uvegdntdk’, 1923
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Uvegontdk

Az ivegdntok nagy tiizeket raknak
és vérlikkel meg veritékiikkel
Osszekeverik az anyagot,

mely katlanukban atlatszova forr.
Azutan meg tablakba ontik

s erds karjuk fogyo erejével
egészen simara hengerelik.

Es amikor megvirrad a nap,

a varosokba meg a tanyai viskokba

elviszik vele a vilagossagot.

Néha napszamosnak hivjatok dket,
néha pedig koéltonek mondjatok,
noha nem tébb egyik a masikna

Lassan egyforman elfogy a

a beldletek épiiléfoven
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Lessons

1
There will be those who will laugh you to scorn —

give them no heed.

They’re like those posh kids

in their gabled manor houses

laughing at the pug-nosed pleb

driving his cart full of shit early in the morning

for to leaven the earth unto bread.

And there will be those who, mortified,
spread gossip and rumour amongst the people;
what's he jabbering on about?

He must be off his head, lock him up
A bout of solitary will do him good, hiig bloo creed.

All Isay to all this is

and just as the earth spregds its warmth amongst us all

so do I share my creed with you, my people.
So don’t you listen to them, the mockers & the shocked,
and don’t despise them,

you're all of you my brothers, all of you my sisters.
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Tanitasok

1
Lesznek, akik majd kinevetnek.

Ti ne hallgassatok azokra.

Olyanok 6k, mint a cserepes
Urasagi kastély gyermekei:
Nevetik a durvaorru parasztot,
Mikor tragyas szekerén elindul,

Hogy kenyérré kovaszolja a foldet.

Es lesznek, akik elszornyiilkédvén
Ilyesféléket beszélnek egymasnak:
Miket 6ssze nem fecseg ez az embgk!

Hisz ez bolond, zarjuk el ham

Lazas hitét leh{iti majd a ma sag.

Az én hitemet Gigy osztom szét kdzottetek.

Ti mégse hallgassatok a szérnytlkodokre
Es meg ne vessétek éket:
Mindannyian és egyforman

Testvéreim vagytok.
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2
Every single one of you is so good,

so why would you want to spoil that?

You sometimes dream of a little wrong-doing
like an opium eater with his pipe.
Pleasure sure to last as long as the high,

then, boom, the crash and you hate yourself.

Why drink that poisonous brandy rather than milk?
You mother’s milk was never poison, was it?

Each and every one of you is good

& you rejoice in goodness with open arms,

so listen carefully to what I say:

those who rhapsodise with their pet snakes

have never been bitten by the thing that lafkes.

3

Let not cruelty dwell in your hea

& let there be no mercy amo

its shoots will spo
And since they spread jus
the gardener will tear thém up at their roots
& throw them upon the fire.

Time will tear out of the fat earth

those who are innocently cruel,

if only for their parents’ sake,

and throw them onto the fire, into the wars.

Let not cruelty dwell in your heart

& let there be no mercy among you.
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2
Ti jok vagytok mindannyian,

Miért csinalnatok hat a rosszat?

Néha ugy vagytok a rosszal,

Mint az 6piumot szivo a pipajaval.

Ameddig csak tart a mamor, gyonyoriiséggel telik meg,
Aztan pedig irt6zik 6nnénmagatol is.

Mert miért isztok palinkat tej helyett?

Hisz anyatok teje sose valik palinkava.

Ti jok vagytok mindannyian,

Hisz mindnyajan o6riltok a jonak

S fontoljatok meg amit mondok:
Nem santa az, aki
Egyiitt lelkendezik a csﬁszkélékkxy

3

Ne legyen bennetek keg S

Es irgalmassag se le en k.
Ha kegyetlenek

Fiaitok is KgByetl esgnek

Ha valame is terem,
Sarjadékan is tovjs ferem.

S elszaporodvamtovestiil kitépi
Es kemencére veti a gazda.

gy szakajtja ki kovér féldjébol

Az artatlanul kegyetleneket,

Mar csak sziiléjik miatt is

S tlizre, haboruba veti: az idd.

Ne legyen bennetek kegyetlenség

Es irgalmassag se legyen bennetek.
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The merciful will wait on mercy’s grace,
but you should live your life

expecting no mercy, doing nothing

that might require an other’s mercy,

their rationed pity and power.

4

It’s time now to tell of the men of the future.

They will be men of strength, of gentleness.
They will tear off knowledge’s iron mask

to bask in the soul’s complexion.

They’ll kiss the milk, and kiss the bread,

as their hands caress the head of the child.
They’ll squeeze out iron, they’ll squeeze out me
from the minerals, build cities from the hilis,

With calm & mighty lungs, they’ll suc

in cyclones & storms, cast peace u

They’re ready to welcome the st

laid out just as their hear

o yea they are the loving

So do like them, b
so that your little childre
might one day in their itthocence

pass over the sea of blood that lies ahead.

5
Glassblowers tend giant fires,
& blend their blood & sweat

with the matter that burns
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Az irgalmasok irgalmassagra varnak,
Ti pedig éljetek ugy és ugy tegyetek,
Hogy ne legyen sziikségtek irgalomra

S ne legyen miért irgalmazni nektek.

4

Most a jovendd férfiakrol szolok.

Ok lesznek az erb és szelidség,
Szétszakgatjak a tudas vasalarcat,

Hogy az arcan meglassak a lelkét.
Megcsokoljak a kenyeret, a tejet

S amely keziikkel simogatjak gyermekiik fejé
Ugyanavval kifacsarjak az érckévekbol

A vasat és minden fémeket.

Varosokat raknak a hegyekbdl,

Nyugodt és roppant tiidejiik a

Hogy kisgyereReitek liliomlabaikkal
Artatlanul mehessenek at

Az elottiik allo vértengeren.

5
Az ivegontok nagy tiizeket raknak
Es vériikkel meg veritékiikkel

Osszekeverik az anyagot,
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transparent in the flames

of the furnace, and then

they pour them onto the marver slab
& with their strong arms weakening
they roll them all out flat.

When the sun comes up,

they cast their light upon the cities and farmhouses.

You’ll call them navvies at times,

at others you’ll call them poets,

though it’s even stevens either or.

Blood flows just as slow from them both,
& they’ll turn transparent too.

Great crystal windows sparkling,

the future tremendously there,

built from within you.

6

where you wash o \% dust of the road
from off of those tired li
We the people find thenrtfepulsive,

long for a long soak in our bath,

but maybe they will always humbly bathe

in the crystal blood of many saviours.

For them, though, life is a muddy trench,

and they wash themselves in unhappiness,

and, like fresh laundry in my good mother's hands,

they’re spick & span, spotless, blanched & neat.
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Mely katlanukban atlatszova forr.
Azutan meg tablakba ontik

S erds karjuk fogyo erejével
Egészen simara hengerelik.

Es amikor megvirrad a nap,

A varosokba meg a tanyai viskokba

Elviszik vele a vilagossagot.

Néha napszamosnak hivjatok dket,
Néha pedig koltének mondjatok,
Noha nem tobb egyik a masiknal.
Lassan egyforman elfogy a vérik,

Ok maguk is atlatszova lesznek,
Ragyogo, nagy kristalyablakok
A beldletek épiild jovendon.

6

Elottetek egy ember ment el

S utanatok is jon egy em

S tan alazattal Firédnének mindig
Kristalyvérében a megvaltoknak,
De nékik az élet iszapos godor,
Boldogtalansag oblogeti Oket,

Mig patyolat-fehérré facsarodnak,

Mint a mosott ruha jo anyam kezében.
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They live in terror of the mud of the waters,
& yet, & yet, unclean,
they haven’t the strength to go on.

Unhappy lost ones, know you’re not alone,
there’ll always be someone who goes on before

as there’ll always be someone who comes after you.

Look at your little grandchildren
playing tig with such innocent joy,
then look at your grey old grandfathers,
ambling along also with joy,

like those soldiers after battles won or lost,
hearts longing for peace and so so tired,
whistling their way back home.

7
They wash away their yesterdays & thwjr father

in a bath of caustic cries,

so there’s really no need, yo
or fill desiccated lakes wi
Come along with me, do
from my mouth
dip your bloody m
throw down your weapo
there’s no room in yourtafms for your tools,
chuck them out of the museums too,

so that those I abandoned

40



Reszketnek a vizek iszapjatol
Es mégis, mégis, tisztatalanul

Semmi kedviik sincsen tovabbmenni.

Ti boldogtalanok, nem egyediil vagytok,
Elottetek egy ember ment el

S utanatok is jon egy ember.

Nézzetek apro unokaitokra:
Boldog 6rommel élik a fogocskat
Es nézzetek 6sz nagyapaitokra:
Boldog 6rommel ballagnak 6k is,

Miként azok a katonak,

Kik akar vesztett, akar nyert csatak utan
Békességet ahito szivekkel

Faradtan, de flityorészve hazafeleghennek.
7

A tegnapiak és atyaitok

A jajok lugjaval probé
S ime, tinéktek n¢

Es nem sziiksége

Az én szamrol firiSs forrasok fakadnak,
Meritsétek bele véres értelmeteket,
Hanyjatok el fegyvereiteket,

Mert a szerszamok nem férnek kezetekbe,
Még a muizeumokbdl is vessétek ki azokat,

Nehogy 0k, akikbdl én elérejottem,

4



can chuck you out too from their midst,
the arms and their arms,

for if you must choose,

I'd choose the death of a brother

over the death of two strangers.

8

Spin a penny to the beggar,

though you also begged for truth,
you’re no different to the murderers

or crooks lavishing their money on girls,

you still lock them away or hang them,

for where has peace vanished to from the earth,

& who’s been wasting brotherly love on lapdogs?

Take my word for it, every last deed

will be inscribed in the book of Time. \y

who dodge my words as if t

for mother’s milk has tur

& our brothers & sisters

as fruit fall from tree hail batters down.
There’ll be no-one; ot one

to gather the basket.

9

I bring you news of the kingdom of god.

His soft breath caresses us,
sweeps prisons & cells aside,
weighs our past suffering with wisdom,

the endless deserts of our pain.
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Titeket vessenek ki majd magukbol,
Mint a fegyverek fegyvereit,

Mert hogyha mar muszaj valasztani,
Inkabb testvéreink kozil hulljon el egy,
Mint két idegen felebarat.

8

A koldusszegénynek krajcart adtok,
Noha ti is igazsagot kértek

S nem vagytok kiilénbek a gyilkosoknal,

A sikkasztoknal, akik lanyra pazarolnak,

Meégis felakasztjatok, becsukjatok oket.

Vagy hova lett a békesség a f6ldrdl?

Es kik pazaroltak Slebekre

A felebarati szeretetet?

Bizony, mindezek a dolgok \y

Meglatszanak az id6 kényvé

0, jaj azoknak, akik

Mint jégzivatarbap A gytimolesok,

Amelyeket senlki;senki, senki

Kosaraba tobbé nem szed Ossze.

9

Isten orszagat hirdetem néktek.

Szelid lehelete megsimogat minket
Es a bortondket elsodorja.
Folméri orokeddigi szenvedésiink

Fajdalmunk végtelen homoksivatagjat.
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With our sweat we sacrificed in vain,

with our blood & tears, & with our thoughts.

He will turn the earth into spices, rich humus,

so that cheerful copse & solemn academy

will guide us home from our sorry wandering.

With his peaceful words he shepherds the disarmed
herd of weapons into factories instead.

Envious machines love his every word,

and the cornfields humbly kiss his hands as he reaps.

I bring you news of the kingdom of god.
He will come among us, here on earth,

he who is feast-day, greater than holiday,

feast-day for every one of us. %
We should prepare for his coming accordi :
bring out the souls we’ve stored away

t.

from the dirt of work and put them t1

Let’s patch up our indifferences,
let women wear their best
let men perfume their foréhea

let children carryAlowers \

with their ancient brothe ‘adheartedness,

eix3mall hands,
make sure they’re Qwartedness.
Let’s rejoice, but wisely, ajid make haste,
make haste, for as soon-das we're ready accordingly,
we who have been expelled by the lieutenants,
shall surely find, calmly & in our secret hearts,

the coming of the kingdom of god.
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Hiaba hullott veritékiinkkel
Koénnytunkkel vérinkkel gondolatunkkal
Televénnyé forgatja majd

Hogy vig erdok és komoly akadémiak
Hazatrallalazzak bujdoso kedviinket.
Megbékelt nyajat a fegyvereknek
Nyugodt szavaval gyarakba tereli

Az irigy gépek szerelemmel magasztaljak
S arat6 kezeit

Alazattal nyalogatjak a buzaféldek.

Isten orszagat hirdetem néktek
AKki eljon hozzank: a foldre
AKki nagyobb tinnep nalunk

Mert mindnyajunk innepe.

Késziiljiink raja illendéképpen;

Igazi lelketek melyet elzarta

Osi testvériségiikkel joszandékaikkal
A gyerekek kezében viragok legyenek
Es gondtalansagot adjatok nékik.
Boles szivekkel 6rvendezzetek

Es siessetek siessetek

Mert alighogy mélton folkésziltiink
Akit eliiztek a hadnagyok

Nyugodtan biztosan észrevétleniil

Isten orszaga hazatalal.
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I'd like to see you put embers in

your almost all-seeing eyes

so they don’t just see

but are glowing too!

Black kids in dungarees will light

the fiery torch in all of our eyes

for now doves doze in the darkness within
should they be flying with bat’s wings?

Because they’re coming those charcoal bats
with their ragged piercing red cries they’ll break
the windows of the ground floor of all of our pasts.
14

I have read in ancient books of wisdom that we ade of ¥yst.
But I who channel the whispering of the ses

& guide the comets’ thunder to your ia

know we are made of more than du
dust of the earth & the dust of g

As we fall back down,
dust blends with dust
as we fall back d ,
god blends with s

Who amongst you has sielt the flowers of heaven?

Who'd stand calmly in front of a thundering train?

Not even those praying day & night.

Yet they bury their soul alive beneath the earth.

Your eyelids should be snipped so you can’t close your eyes.

Who’d bury their muscly working body under ground?
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Mikor raktok parazsakat

Mar-maron latd szemetekbe,

Hogy ne csak lassanak,

Vilagitsanak is!

Szurkos faklyat gyujtanak szemiikben
Immar a hatulgombolds négergyerekek
S benniink még sététben alusznak a galambok.
Denevér-szarnyon ropkodjenek?

Mert eljonnek a kormos fiityalo fickok
Es darabos piros kialtassal behajitjak

A féldszintes mult apro ablakait.

14
Bolcs, vén konyvekben all, hogy por vag
De én, aki a fiivek beszédjét

S a komeétak diiborgését deleld

Tudom, hogy nemcsak por v:

Por és Istenpor vagy

Visszahullvan

Aporap 1 elke
Visszahul
gy keveredik el I nel a lélek.

Ki szagolta meg koziiletek az égi viragokat?

Ki allna nyugodtan robogb vonat el6tt?

Lam, az 6rokké-konyorgok se

S mégis eltemetik a lelkiik elevenen.

Le kéne vagni szemhéjukat, mert mindig lecsukjak,
S akadna-e koziliik is,

AKki él6 izmait elasna?
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So if we must pray, let’s pray like so:

we’re here to create things not to adore them,

our children aren’t here to adore us either,

though we’re your children, Father, nevertheless.

We believe in the goodness of your strength,

we know you are All-Embracing Will,

we know that’s why you willed us and it all into being,
so that when time runs out

& things start ceasing to exist,

you will then perfect yourself as All-Embracing Reason.
And so, therefore, tired and exhausted,

here we kneel before ourselves and say:

deliver us from evil,
amen.
‘Tanitasok’, 1923 \y
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Ha mar nagyon kell imadkozni,

Imadkozzunk:

Alkotni vagyunk, nem dicsérni.
Gyerekeink sem azért vannalk,

Hogy tiszteljenek benniinket

S mi, Atyank, a Te gyerekeid vagyunk.
Hiszlnk az er6 joszandokaban,
Tudjuk, hogy a Teljes Akarat voltal,
Tudjuk, azért akartal benniinket és mindent
Hogy az id6 kifogytaval

Es a dolgok elmultaval

A Teljes Ertelemmé tokéletesed;.

Most mégis megfaradvan
Dicséreteddel aratunk 4j erét

S enmagunk eldtt is térdet haj

Szabadits meg a gonosztol.
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