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The Ackerman Center
for Holocaust Studies

TRANSLATION WORKSHOPS

The work in this collection is the outcome of several translation
workshops hosted at the Ackerman Center at the University of
Texas of Dallas.
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DEATH FUGUE

Paul Celan

Translated from the German by Zsuzsanna Ozsvath and
Fred
Turner

Black Milk of daybreak we drink it in at evening

We drink it at noon and at morning we drink it at night

We drink it we drink it

We shovel a grave into winds where we lie unconfined

A man dwells in the house he plays with the snakes he is writing

he writes when it darkens to Deutschland your soft golden hair Margarete

he writes it and walks to the house in the glittering starlight he whistles his hounds to him
whistles his Jews to him has them shovel a grave in the earth there

he tells us to strike up the dance

Black milk of daybreak we drink you at night

we drink you at morning and noonday we drink you at evening

we drink you we drink you

A man dwells in the house he plays with the snakes he’s writing

he writes when it darkens to Deutschland your soft golden hair Margarete

your ashen gray hair Shulamith we shovel a grave to the winds where you lie unconfined

He’s calling out you over there dig deeper you others start singing and play

he seizes the iron in his belt he swings it his eye is bright blue

you with the shovels stick them down deeper you others plays up for the dance
Black milk of daybreak we drink you at night

we drink you at noon and at morning we drink you at evening

we drink you we drink

a man dwells in the house your soft golden hair Margarete

your ashen gray hair Shulamith he plays with the snakes

he orders them play death more sweetly death is a master from Deutschland
he orders the violins play it more darkly and then you will rise as the smoke in the winds
and then you will have you a grave in the clouds where you lie unconfined



Black milk of daybreak we drink you at night

we drink you at noonday death is a master from Deutschland
we drink you at evening and morning we drink and we drink
death is a master from Deutschland his eye is bright blue
with his bullet of lead he hits you he hits and his bullet

flies true

a man dwells in the house your soft golden hair Margarete
he’s setting his hounds on us grants us a grave in the winds
he plays with his snakes and dreams that death is a master from
Deutschland

your soft golden hair Margarete

your ashen gray hair Shulamith
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AND THUS PERHAPS | WILL
REFLECT...?

Miklos Radnoti

Translated from the Hungarian by Zsuzsanna Ozsvath and Fred
Turner

| lived, but as for the living | was shiftless in my life,

knew always I'd be buried here when all was done,

that year layers itself upon year, cold on cold, stone on stone,
that in the chill and wormy dark the body swells,

and cold too, lies the fathom-deep and naked bone.

That up there scurrying time is ransacking my

poems,

that down, down, down, my mortal heaviness must drive;

all this I knew. But tell me--did the work survive?
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LETTERS TO MY WIFE
Miklos Radnoti

Translated from the Hungarian by Zsuzsanna Ozsvath and Fred
Turner

Beneath, the nether worlds, deep, still, and mute.
Silence howls in my ears, and | cry out.

No answer could come back, it is so far

from the sad Serbia swooned into war.

And you're so distant. But my heart redeems
your voice all day, entangled in my dreams.

So | am still, while close about me sough

the great cold ferns, that slowly stir and bow.

When I'll see you, | don’t know. You whose calm
is as the weight and sureness of a psalm,
whose beauty’s like the shadow and the light,
whom | could find if | were blind and mute,

hide in the landscape now, and from within

leap to my eye, as if cast by my brain.

You were real once; now you have fallen in

to that deep well of teenage dreams again.

Jealous interrogations; tell me; speak.

Do you still love me? Will you on that peak

of my past youth become my future wife?

---But now | fall awake to real life

and know that’'s what you are: wife, friend of years,
---just far away. Beyond three wild frontiers.

And Fall comes. Will it also leave with me?

Kisses are sharper in the memory.

Daylight and miracles seemed different things.
Above, the echelons of bombers’ wings:

skies once amazing blue with your eyes’ glow
are darkened now. Tight with desire to blow,
the bombs must fall. | live in spite of these,

a prisoner. All of my fantasies

| measure out. And I will find you still;

for you I've walked the full length of the soul,



the highways of countries!---on coals of fire,
if needs must, in the falling of the pyre,

if all I have is magic, I'll come back;

I'll stick as fast as bark upon an oak!

And now that calm, whose habit is a power
and weapon to the savage, in the hour

of fate and danger, falls as cool and true

as does a wave: the sober two times two.
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