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      ABOUT THE AUTHOR

      Bohuslav Reynek (1892–1971) was born in the village of Petrkov, in the Czech-Moravian Highlands. He translated widely from French and German literature and began writing poetry in the 1910s, publishing his first book in 1921. During this period he was part of the Roman Catholic apocalyptic sect run by Josef Florian, and while the fervor of these early years would wane, Reynek would remain a Christian to his death. He was also an artist, and his etchings and engravings are remarkable for the manner in which they combine religious themes with detailed observation of his immediate rural surroundings. In 1926 he married the French poet Suzanne Renaud, with whom he had two sons. From the late 1920s to the beginning of World War II, they divided the year between Czechoslovakia and her home town of Grenoble. After the Communist putsch of 1948, Reynek’s farmstead was taken from him, and he and his sons were reassigned to it as day laborers by the authorities. While always well-known as a translator, it was not until the 1960s that his importance as both a poet and artist become more widely recognized. This is the first appearance of Reynek’s work in English in book form.
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      SELECTED POEMS

      
    

  
    
      
      
      A FOOL

      In my village, I’m the fool.

      Sad dogs know me – sad white school

      of sleepy dogs that drift away

      into the distance. They don’t bay.

      They keep me happy from afar –

      cloudish dogs is what they are

      that run about the sky’s massif.

      And we’re all drunk on grief.

      Where we wander we don’t know.

      Ancient shepherd, as I go,

      bless my soul with your great gifts

      of moon and these long wakeful shifts,

      heavy, gashed time and again

      like a bleeding heart. Amen.

    

  
    
      
      
      SIGNS OF AUTUMN

      September’s here again, sweetening my blood

      again like wine. Lament, a quiet flood,

      grows in my heart: rosehips grow ever redder,

      hundreds of hearts. And so my soul can better

      rest when the labour of the harvest’s quit,

      a hazy veil of fire comes down on it

      like a sudarium of spider webs.

      Dawn flames my face in silence, and night ebbs.

      My mouth is parched for it – the wounds deep –

      and begs: O Lord, this late summer will

      my soul, a swallow blue, rise steep

      in air and fly to new lands, dipping its bill

      along the way to sip from seas of peace?

      And with each word my blood is sweetened further.

    

  
    
      
      
      HOAR-FROST

      Weary autumn pastures. Down they sink,

      and butterflies stiff with cold now drink

      dawn’s dew.

      Lifting their wings. They can no longer fly –

      a nacreous green on flowers sealed-up and dry,

      they flame.

      I, too, am tired. A mushroom on the wayside

      crimped white like folds of fabric on a bride –

      I pick

      and peel it. Hand is scented rich and sere.

      My heart is heavier than it was last year,

      with love.

      I peel it. Scent. And then I see white flocks

      in my soul’s eye, and tending this livestock

      is autumn.

      So clean and good and early, autumn stands,

      fixing on its head with icy strands

      a veil.

    

  
    
      
      
      SPRINGTIDE

      A chaffinch in a tree

      of cherry sings merrily

      spring’s introit.

      Its blazing bobble dwells

      in leaves, alive, and swells

      in scarlet.

      The flowers are flares of white.

      The chaffinch has gone quiet

      and turned sky-gazer.

      My eyes close on the day:

      an orb revolves in grey

      and red and azure.

      Russet, it radiates,

      emerging from the straits

      of pain’s blood-tide.

      I want it, here amidst

      these canopies of bliss,

      ungratified.

    

  
    
      
      
      BALLAD

      On my outstretched palm a strange guest has landed.

      A kind of dove? A crystal smoothly sanded?

      Is it some milky quartz? Perhaps a lark

      that has alighted, radiance in this dark?

      An owl that gazes burns, soft plume on plume?

      Bewilderment that streams from poppy bloom?

      No. It is the fruit of the serpent’s tree.

      Eve placed it on the palm, unhappily.

      Fruit of my death, blessed by a cross, this host

      is very hard and Satan fears it most.

    

  
    
      
      
      THE MORNING. . .

      The morning shows a dove in shade,

      white as a new egg, passing fairness.

      And then amidst the lengths of hair-grass

      a hare that hides in the frosted glade,

      master of scent, in misted wold.

      These two have set the blood on fire.

      The wailing of the blood sings higher,

      caught by the heart that ails with cold.

      Two consolations thus colliding,

      like slender mirrors. Figures traded,

      a rose burst from them, and then faded

      in rays of light that scorch and frighten;

      its sparks that fly, that cobwebs catch,

      this rose consumed in air now warm,

      now fire that has no face or form –

      fire, most merciful Jack Ketch.

    

  
    
      
      
      PILGRIMAGE TO LA SALETTE

      Green freshet, happy boon,

      becomes your brother soon;

      the wildlife’s scent in leas;

      haws, black thorns and beech trees;

      small flowers, their names unknown,

      wedged long ago in stone,

      quietly, their flames brightening.

      The sky is chaliced lightning,

      and autumn earth is gold

      and red leaves on the wold.

      Steam rises in the blue.

      The hills below Obiou,

      (now aged and white) are steep.

      With us: the cattle, sheep,

      a dog, two mules, a maid,

      partridges in the glade. . .

      A holy mount for prayer,

      the church door open. Go there,

      the chilling grief, the ache.

      And in Our Lady’s wake

      (or rather that of light

      in whose veils flowering white

      a moon in mist’s wide lake),

      tar reeks and blackly blooms;

      clean humble earth resumes

      its shape – her prints are gone.

      To your woe they lead on.

      Eternal, exposed crest,

      this Virgin’s fort be blessed.

    

  
    
      
      
      DAWN IN WINTER

      The gloom. Small light the lamp releases,

      in ash-grey fog, damask and white.

      The rhythm of the silence eases

      the lamp off like a boat, in light.

      My drowsy thought can’t tell at all

      where it might find and have its fill;

      it searches for at least a wall

      to steady itself for a while.

      Here only is the fruit’s light gold,

      and here the strong wall is the frost.

      Mint scents the bread of hope’s each fold –

      the motte, the keep that can’t be lost.

      At this so gently through the glass

      dawn comes. A limpid soul it stands.

      It puts a rose into my vase

      and pours some blood upon my hands.

      We laid out food upon our board

      in praise of what is wildly chaste;

      ironic cloth – its shadow horde

      as cold as lips that have death’s taste.

    

  
    
      
      
      IDYLL, MORNING

      The white ox in the yard

      looks up into the dawn

      (the byre remains bestarred),

      and sees moist florets drawn,

      small dreams, from deepest night,

      from hidden paths, the roll

      of meadows slack with quiet

      that sate and that console,

      across the warm, dark span

      of autumn-time’s oak wolds.

      With him a sloven man

      lights up the place in gold.

      With him a drunk, in age

      (perhaps once sad as well,

      and now these muses’ mage),

      strikes gold – a match’s spell

      of comfort. Cigarette.

      
        Smoke, angels, and lemurs. . .
      

      – Votive, no sheen of sweat,

      the white ox, beaten, stirs.

      And stares skywards, his duty

      to see the lies there laded.

      With him we dream of beauty,

      which held us, and then faded.

    

  
    
      
      
      MID-WINTER LONGING

      A gust sends tremors through my dreams,

      a butterfly in cobweb beams;

      across the waters, longing goes,

      across the fish, the shores, the snows,

      and spears me at this year’s extreme,

      a spider and its cobweb beams.

      I’m woven in this net so deep.

      January gets me drunk with sleep,

      and its ice wine of sleep is worst –

      the shoulders and the head it hurts,

      the heart. . . No tang of wine to it.

      Perhaps it’s dust mixed in with spit,

      to cleanse the soul in Siloam’s dew,

      so it can see and in a new

      light net end up and newly gaze,

      this hard and solitary blaze,

      this lamp a sponge, its every bleb

      is vinegar – cob into its web.

    

  
    
      
      
      THREE GOATS

      White kids rise from the hay,

      like foam upon a play

      of waters; they look round sweetly,

      a triple moon couched neatly

      in heaven green, so bright;

      such tiny cloudlets white,

      or trusting angels fair

      that rise into the air,

      good marvels beautiful. . .

      They frisk, they push and pull,

      then head to hip they lie.

      Tomorrow’s Oculi.

      Their rounds are a retrieval,

      their tenderness primeval –

      the light of Isaac, blind,

      his blessèd seed and kind.

      Great flowering mysteries.

      The lush glow they release

      amidst the gloomy sties

      fills my dim, bleary eyes,

      and now they usher in

      the mundane in a vision.

    

  
    
      
      
      COCKERELS

      Cockerels proudly roam –

      the sun for their heads’ comb.

      They rise from night dew’s rinse

      in purple, fold on fold,

      and strut about the yard –

      speckled, ashen, gold,

      and black – each one a lord

      of daybreak, and with powers

      to bless the dawn, panache

      of paths and gates and towers.

      These wardens – Petrine, brash

      and awful – guard the sties.

      They taunt grand distant ranks,

      cut others down to size –

      such fornicating swanks,

      such evil gold-eyed gods

      on tribunals of trash,

      guffawing at all odds,

      these wardens – Petrine, brash –

      patrons of dawn’s despair,

      with loud and savage airs,

      with bugles and alarums

      of sin they hound so well,

      echoing Satan’s charms

      and laughter when they yell

      across the plains of hell.

    

  
    
      
      
      CARPENTERS IN THE WIND

      Cold wind rakes me with its excess.

      These carpenters with their axes,

      darkly working deeper,

      close-fisted, slender reapers,

      bad jokes and curses even cheaper,

      they cut the tree.

      They lop the head from off the wind.

      It grows once more from its neck;

      just blood comes rushing without check

      from its mouth. Their carpentry

      destroys this beautiful tree,

      this fragrant tree all white,

      and cold wind howls its blight

      in my heart like, again,

      these men

      with their axes.

      I’ve lost one of my own.

      I’m more and more alone.

      These men have finished chopping.

      My bitter heart so rails,

      like a dog that rolls in chippings,

      in chippings purple-flecked, it wails.

    

  
 
HAIR

Lush foliage of skulls

sweet flood of blood that spills,

ashen, blonde and jet,

you robe a woman’s head,

concealing like conceits

that poets’ dreaming breeds.

You primal want in waves

that whips and flaming chafes,

panache of women’s bones.

You smoke that swirls and moans.

You wondrous flowers of flesh





	
	


	
		Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy The Well at Morning.

		Pokud se Vám ukázka líbila, na našem webu si můžete zakoupit celou knihu.
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