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Petréczi Eva: Brodsky triptych (Brodszkij-triptichon Angol
nyelven)

PeTrOCZI EvAa

Brodszkij-triptichon (Magyar)

Joszif Brodszkij és Baka Istvan emiékére

I

Mobel-dijas, macskaval
{Joszif Brodszkif portréjara)

Megkaptad a dijat,

de annyi sebet |atott
szegeny tenyered

kérget nem a hirnév
bharsonyozta Ojra be, nem;
csak az a stockholmi képeden
szomord arccal dajkalt
kicsi macska,

aki ujjaid dhlébe
Murjonka-madra simult,
(mintha orosz cica volna,
egeszen olyan!)

mondom, 4 egyedil
lehetett a te sorsosod,

ott, a hideg, frakkos diadal
illékony napjaiban.

I
Dido utolso lizenete

=Mellettern alszik mar Lavinia,
keményebhb hisd, iffabb, mint te voltal,
de a tiiz, amely a3 hushdl oltart
varazsol, benne nem langolt soha. ™
Baka Istvan: Aeneas s Dido

Latom, eluntad mar Laviniat,
es minden sejted értem,
Didoért kialt.

Ertem, ki nem vagyok mar

elsdfll csika, de vagyok
a megerkezes,

s vagyok a bucsizas,
vagyok, ki Ogy szerettem

Trajanak fiat,

hogy sosviz-marta sZepséges szemeéet
tavolbal is meggydtri még,

ha latni tébbeé nem fog engem.

A maglya sir alattam,

te velem &gsz, szerelmem.

Te velem €gsz, bar tested itt marad;
dnmagad Ures, hideg héja vagy.

11
Elégia Joszif Brodszkijért

«John Donne aludni tért. Alszik a vers,
Kép, ritmus. Fel sem izzik, meg se dobban,
Mind elcsituiva...™

Joszif Brodszkij: Elégia John Donne-ért
{Gergely Agnes forditsa)

Joszif Brodszkij aludni tért.

bélcsdje szélmarta, kétnevd varos,

a Néva megcsufolt leanya,

nyughelye habmarta dazsei székhely.

Vandorldsok-lyugnatta csipke-szivvel
(gydnydrd szivvel, akar a velencei racsok!)
hagyta el - gyorsan - a vilagot,

de im, két poétand-angyal, Anna, s Marina
kezdte rdgwest dajkaini, tilnan, ott,

(Igen, ajkukon angyalok nyelve az orosz!)
Majd megjdtt kéltd-batyja, Auden,

s kezében égszinkek encian-vigaszt hozott.

Legvegiil Rilke érkezett,

Pityer élettdl koran megkopott szildttet
Hadész tajain hogy illén kiszdntse.

(Ha & beszél, a német ugyancsak angyalos,
lagy dikcioba valt!)

Joszif Brodszkij aludni tért.

De ebresztgették négyen odaat,
tanitgatvan, hogy feledjen haldlt,
tanuljon tdlik jo feltamadast.

Joszif Brodszkij aludni tért.

De nem nyelte be kopar sir-torok,

mert ok fogadtak, négyen.

Mégyen, kiket - neveltjik,d - e fildi [&the,
hivan-hitetlenill, szépséges &s konok
szavakkal annyiszor visszavont.

Feltdlta P. T.
Az idézet forrasa Szerzo

Brodsky triptych (Angol)

In memoriam Joseph Brodsky and Istvan Baka

I

Mobel-laureate with a cat
{on the portrait of Joseph Brodsky)

The prize is now yours,

but it is not fame

that brings the velvet touch
back to your calloused hand
marked by so many wounds, no:
it is that little kitten

that you are fondling, sad faced,
on your Stockholm portrait,

she who nestled like Muryonka
in the cradle of yvour fingers,
(exactly like 2 Russian kitten,
definitely sol}

I tell you, she, she alone,

could share with vou there
those fleeting days

of cold evening-dressed triumph.

II
Didi's last words

Our bed. Lavinia slumbers. Not a stir.

She's younger, firmer-fleshed than you could claim,
ves, but flames that turn the human frame

into an altar, hawe never burnt in her.

Istwvan Baka: Aeneas and Dido

Lavinia bores you, this is ocbvious.
With every desirous cell

vou want your Dido,

me, who is no longer

a yvoung-eyed filly, but vou want
me, who is arrival,

me, who is farewell,

me, who had loved you so deeply,

son of distant Troy,

that your brine-bitten beauteous eyes
will be in tears, when they realize
that they will never see me again.

The funeral pyre weeps beneath me,

and you burn with me, my love.

You burn with me although your body will
survive you as your own cold empty shell.

111
Elegy for Joseph Brodsky

~John Donne has sunk in sleep. His verses sleep
His images, his rhiymes, and his strong lines
fade out of view... "

Joseph Brodsky, Elegy for John Donne

(transi. by George L. Kline)

Joseph Brodsky retired to rest.

His cradle was a windy, two-named city,

debased daughter of the river Neva.

His resting place is the doges' sea-girt residence.

Warn threadbare by wanderings, his lace-like heart
(beautiful heart, like Venetian railings)

took leave - in great haste — from this world,

but soon two poetess-angels, Anna and Marina

began to mother him there, on the other side,

(Yes, their lips curled in Russian, the language of angels),
followed by his poet-uncle, Auden

with a gentian-blue bunch of solace in his hand.

Finally Rilke came to greet

the son of Petersburg becomingly in Hades,
the son worn out by life so soon.

(When Rilke speaks, German transmutes
into a soft angelic tongue.)

Joseph Brodsky retired to rest

but those four kept rousing him.

They tutored him to think no more of death
and learn from them the art of resurrection.

Joseph Brodsky retired to rest.

But he was not silenced by the grave,

for he had his friends, the four

He was their ward and, believing or disbelieving,
with beauteous and indomitable lines, he gave
each a new lease of life on this earth.

Zoliman, Peter

Feltdlto P.T.
Az idézet forrasa Author
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