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THE TAP DANCERS

Tap tap tapping is sounding on the pavement
tapping and laughing is coming down our way
we hear laughing and tapping in the distance
with all the promise of a happiness day.

The tap tap tapping sound is coming closer
and also the sound of laughter starts to swell
the tap tap tapping is a marching drumbeat
and is drawing our attention like a spell.

Suddenly three young men appear together

with one who’s leading the rhythm of their walk
they saunter in a sort of dance formation

they’re always tapping and laughing as they talk.

First we see the faces and then the bodies
captivating all the passers with the sound
everybody steps aside to let them by

with their white canes tapping smartly on the ground.

One of these three young men is fully sighted
and is telling to the others what they pass

one who is blind from birth is tapping strongly
and the one who’s newly-blind is learning fast.
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Tap tap tapping passes along the pavement

as they take a learning curve so very steep

with their walking and tapping always laughing

but when he’s home again I wonder—does he weep?

BUDAPEST

From prehistoric early morning mists

To midnight’s futuristic lights

Pulsating silent Danube flows

Through history’s, city’s, people’s days and nights.

Descending from surrounding hills and plains
Seven wandering tribes conclude nomadic ways
And in a beaker’s blood a contract make—

A Carpathian Plain of Paradise.

Kaleidoscope of princes and palaces

Heroes and horses, castles and kings,

Byzantine, Asiatic, Jewish, Christian and Muslim,
Arpad and Stephen—an awesome confusion of things...

Two million people piled high, snaked long,
Ten thousand tenemented palaces unfold,
With lines and cables, metros, trams and trains
Interleaved with lives untold.

A seething mass of movement, innumerable individuals,
Anonymous and indistinguishable

Dividing into human elements—then coming to life
Through personal encounter.
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BUDAPEST

A foldtorténet pirkadatakor mar itt
csobogott a csdndes Duna,

s a jovo fényei pulzalnak most szinén,
tikkroznek torténelmet, varost s arcokat.

A marton leereszkedett s lepihent

hét vandorlo térzs — vége a nomad életnek!
Kehelybe vért fogtak, s szerzédtek:

a nagy alfold legyen Kanaan!

Urak és szolgak, lovak és lovasok,

kiralyok és kiralyi népek forgataga,

g0rog és romai, kun, zsido6 és boszormény,

pogany Arpad és szent Istvan — micsoda, micsoda kavarodas!

Most kétmillié ember, bolyokba csédiilve és kigy6zo sorokban;
ezer meg ezer bérhaz — csovek, drotok, vezetékek
feltarva-kitarva; metrd, vonat, villamos

sinek hal6jaban: dzsumbujba veszett életek.

Zajg6, mozgo aradat,
névtelen, arctalan, aztan
kivalik egy, vonasai
tisztulnak — rad ismerek.

Toltessy Zoltan forditisa
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TRAVELING NORTH

There is no end to the white fog

and freezing mists of winter time

which link the drifting snows and heavy skies
from late November until the middle of March.

Incredible incidents of nature

crack the ghostly shroud of frozen scenes

as a white hare struggles in slow loping movements
across our view, extending a mirage of action

in the eerily silent surroundings.

Storks’ nests, abandoned temporarily,
survive the rigors of gale-force winds,
snow-storms and blizzards,

like sentries perched on high,

waiting for the end of bitter purgatory.

The dogs which guard the isolated houses

bark hoarse and feeble signals of our passing,

then muster up the strength to nourish their weak frames
with a few mouthfuls from their bowls of freezing scraps
before retreating to what comfort they can find

against the most sheltered gable wall.

The snowdrops of earlier years are distant memories

of new life which came and went, now lost in forgetfulness,
like lines of sparsely vegetated trees

pointing to dim and hazy paths,

leading uncertainly towards nothingness.

The long slow coldness numbs body, mind and soul,
reflecting nature’s rote in human pain.

Patiently we await the end of this unliving

until the world from which we came revives again.

But there is no certainty that it will ever come.
Expectation is absent and hope an alien thought
as in the mind there is no end

to the white fog and freezing mists of winter time.
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ESZAKNAK TARTVA

Meélyiil-mélyiil a tejfehér para,

mindent atjar a zazos kod,

hoforgeteg szakad fellegtdl terhes égbdl
télbe hajlo novembertdl friss marciusig.

A mez6t tablakba tori

embertelen fagy, sz¢€l, ido,

fehér bundas nyul bukdécsol at

a haborgd homezén

— csak latomas — kisérteties a csond.

Golyafészek, iires golyafészek
— cibalja jeges szél,

forgeteg és hofuvas forgatja —
kitart a magashan,

varja a jégverés végeét.

Gazdatlan hazat kutyak 6riznek, jottiinkre
rekedten ugatnak, majd nyiiszitnek,

s majd felbatorodva megindulnak,

kihtilt koncot falnak taljukbdl,

s majd megtorpannak, s meglapulnak
vackukon, a tiizfal tovében.

Uj élet kél, bejarja Gtjat tudatlan, régvolt
tavalyok hoviragja tavoli emlék, multba vész,
mint labaserd6 fai; koztiik paraban

derengd 6svények, bizonytalan

6dongnek a semmibe.

Dermedtségbe hanyatlik test, 1élek s értelem,
belehasit htisunkba, fagyos fajdalom szaggatja.
Tiirelemmel varjuk a léttelenség végét,

mig a vildg, honnan kihulltunk, 4j erére kap.

De kap-¢, bizonyosan, valaha?

Véarhatunk? Csak idegen ideaban reménykedhetiink,
mivel elménkben mar mélyiil-mélyiil a tejfehér para,
mindent atjar a zzos kod.

Toltessy Zoltan forditasa
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A BIG MAN

From the moment we met | admired the man—
cool and decisive and commanding respect

from all whom he met—

except his dog, which refused to respond

to any order he barked (not the dog but the man).

The first meal that we shared with two interpreters,
—although I often wondered how much

he actually understood without them—

was punctuated by many stories of

the tough life on a farm in the country

fifty years before.

The most vivid description | recall quite clearly
as he enjoyed watching me squirm

at the intricate details of a family occasion
when everyone gathered to watch

the ritual slaughter

of a pig that was almost a pet.

And others I will not mention at all.
The simple city boy under the spell of the country giant.

Years later when we met for the annual meal
I recounted the episodes of that first occasion
as | clearly remembered them all—

the pig that was almost a pet

and others | will not mention at all.

Some he remembered and others not—
at least he said that was so.

The pig story was true, others perhaps,
and one he denied to have happened.

Was the simple city boy under the spell of the giant once more?
Was the palinka playing tricks on the mind?

Who was imagining the stories denied—

and rats | will not mention at all?
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A NAGY EMBER

Talalkozasunk pillanatatol csodaltam ezt a férfit —

hiivos €s hatarozott és tiszteletet kovetel

mindenkitdl, akivel csak talalkozik —

kivéve a kutyajat, mert 6 nem hajlandé semmiféle

parancsra ugrani, barmit is ugat (nem az eb, hanem az ember).

Az els6 k6z06s vacsorankon két tolmacs is volt
— bar gyakran toprengtem, mennyit

értett meg nélkiiliik is —

és sokat mesélt

a tanyasi élet nehézségeirdl —

Otven évvel ezelbtt.

A torténetre, melyet leginkabb ecsetelt, viligosan emlékszem,
mikozben élvezte vergddésem:

csaladi esemény kusza részletei,

mindenki 6sszegyiilt, hogy tantja

legyen kedvenciik, a malac

ritualis lemészarlasanak.

Es a tobbir6l mar nem is beszélnék.
Az egyszer(i varosi fiti a vidéki 6rias markaban.

Evek mulva, mikor az esztendei vacsorara dsszeiiltiink,
felhoztam az els6 talalkozas jeleneteit,

mivel vilagosan emlékeztem mindegyikre —

a malacra, a hazikedvencre —

és a tobbirdl mar nem is beszélnék.

Valamire emlékezett, valamire nem —
legalabbis azt mondta.

A malacmese igaz volt, mas torténetek talan,
és egyrdl azt mondta, sosem tortént meg.

Vajon az egyszerli varosi fiti a vidéki orids markaba kertilt Gjra?
Vagy csak a palinka volt az?
Ki képzelgett letagadott torténetekrol?

Es a patkanyokrol mar nem is beszélnék.
Leénart Emese forditasa



