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&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&
nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspNo 18
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&
nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspDidergés
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspE földet el kell hagyni végleg,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspBacchusnak búcsút mondhatok,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspIsten hozzátok, jó borok,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspNektár, mit a szüret kipréselt
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspÉpp mostan, éltem alkonyán.
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspJöjj, hívlak, kétségbeesésem!
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspKorsóm tekerd körül kötéllel,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspS akassz fel rá! egy korty csupán.

&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspÜres kupám, mely egykor éltet
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspS derűt csöpögtetett belém,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspMost síromon hever szegény,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspMiközben más szuszog, pöfékel,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspHol én csücsültem, éppen ott.
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&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspMint színpadon, a cimborákat
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspÚgy látom: tűz körül pipáznak,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspS a kampón más kalapja lóg.

&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspRémlik, kupát ürít az Elnök
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspA kocsmaasztal túlfelén,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspS babéros kancsót nyújt felém
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspRőt parazsas pipája mellől,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspÁm kancsi, vak, mint jómagam.
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspDe már nem érzek ízt a számon,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspAkár frissen sült kalácson,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspA légy, mivel melege van.

&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspA négyes számú krigli őre,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspRózsás pofáju cimborám,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspMint ánglius matróz, vidám,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspAkárha tíz font vón a bére –
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspKüld ám a poklok mélyire,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspÉs menten kétfelé hasítna
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n



bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspHa lelkem égő kínjait ma
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspFeledve, nem iszom vele.

&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspDe nem: nem ízleli a nyelvem
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspTöbbé az óbor csöppjeit:
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspMég anniyt nyög ki tán: proszit,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspS a vér megáll az ereimben;
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspMár zsibbatag, nehéz a comb,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspKarom jeges, fagyott a lábam,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspOrrom csöpög, s az éjszakában
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspA lelkem rémülten bolyong.

&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspIgen, ahol Bacchus mosolygott
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspSzuszékomról is egykoron,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspMivel kecsegtetsz még, csehóm?
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspÚtravalóm sovány savó most
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspÉs zabpehelyleves csupán,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspHashajtópor papírtasakja,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspDoktorköpeny, sok száraz flaska:
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspCsak ezt hagyom magam után.



&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspBaka István fordítása
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