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I do think the poet's growth comes through encounters with the alien, the foreign, the strange, and the unloown.

And one of the simplest and most creative ways of considering the act of translation is to regard it as a mimimal,
perhaps vestigial, but still exemplary encounter with the other.
Christopher Middleton

The history of the different civilizations is the history of their translations. Each civilization, as each soul, is

different, unique. Translation is owr way to face this otherness of the universe and history.
Octavio Paz
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Preface

In the mid-seventies, a symposium on poetic translation was concetved at Brown University. It was to have been a three-day
public affair and the participants were to be poets and writers distinguished for thewr long practice and commitment to the art of
translation. When funding for the project proved madequate, the hope for some public interchange as a vivid in-the-flesh
occasion fell through. Any semblance of the idea might have vanished had not a grant from the National Endowment for the
Humanities become available, enabling me to readapt the ongmnal possibility by seeking out many of the same persons
privately. I would go to where each lived, and there instigate unrehearsed conversations on translation. Whatever special news
[ might pick up would be conveved from one mnterlocutor to the next. Later participants could respond to what the others had

offered earlier. In effect. it would become a traveling symposmm until everything said was finallv edited and put together in
book form.

As an mveterate practitioner and teacher of literary translation_ I was eager to engage those similarly committed, especially
those writers not used to commenting widely on their pran:tu:e For convenience' sake, I chose the ones most gengrapm:a]lv
accessible whose work I admired and who had some notion of my own translating efforts. That w ay the fraternal nature of the
enterprise permitted me to follow personal, even
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idiosyncratic paths bevond the lair of the craftsman's secrets [ was pryving into. And so perhaps new ground was occasionally
broken, with unlooked-for results. If I was not unifformly successful in drawing forth richer material than what a translator was
momentarily willing to share, the limitations of my open methodor lack of methodmay be partly to blame. These are not
unrelated to the notorious disadv antages of the spontaneous taped interview: the impossibility of much studied preparation; the
lack of time in which to follow through on complex questions; and the sometimes apparent thinness of the artifice of
conversational exchange as compared to the single-author text. Disadvantages such as these are inherent in any project
seeking extemporarily for otherwise unobtainable insights from highly diverse temperaments.

Other difficulties arose from the partial or total unavailability of some of the translators. For one, there was W. 5. Merwin,
with whom I had had a rewarding public conversation at Brown University. the tape of which was subsequently lost. Other
translators were unable to complete the necessary arrangements for pre]xmmaﬂ talk to develop fruitfully. In such ways I lost
the chance to include the polylingual Estonian poet Aleksis Rannit, the Isracli poet T. Carmi. and the four Americans, William
J. Smith, Ruth Whitman_ Constance Carrier, and Ruth Feldman Nevertheless, all of them responded generously to queries
about their craft. and so helped me to point my questions to the poet-translators who were available. [ would have been

pleased to engage such translators as Robert Bly, Richard Howard, Willis Barnstone, Allen Mandelbaum, and William
Arrowsmith, but conditions proved unfavorable for conversation according to the format [ had set up.

Obviously my aimm could not have been to present a camprahmm e or even a judiciously selective account of the subject.
Rather. and more likely, it was to uncover certain of the unperceived dynamics of poetic translation at work among the
practitioners themselves. And the pran:tu:e as might be expected. proved varied enough. Willard Trask had been a published
translator for smty vears. Besides his versions of novels and philo sophical works from the Spam&h German, and French, he
had done into English over five hundred medieval Portuguese poems. The poet John Hollander is a trained critical theorist as
well as a translator of Yiddish. Poet-novelist and scholar of Islamic hterature, Herbert Mason is noted for a remarlcable verse
imitation from Gilgamesh, the Akkadian epic. Pablo Neruda's poetry and Federico Garcia Lorca's Poer in New

< previous page page xii next page >



< previous page page Xxiii next page >

Page xii

York are as well known in English through Ben Belitt's translations as are the plays of Moliere through Richard Wilbur's.
Robert Fitzgerald's versions of Homer's and Vergil's epin:& are standard texts in American colleges. Though contemporary
Fussian fiction, including Docror Zhivago, was the main province of Max Hayward, he also served as principal informant to
British and American poets translating their Russian counterparts into English. The novelist-critic Edmund Keeley is a skilled
and assiduous translator of the contemporary Greek poets. And Latin America's celebrated poet Octavio Paz is distinguished
for his theories of translation as well as for his bilingual editions of Portuguese, French, and American poets. The British poets
Michael Hamburger and Christopher Middleton are responsible, between them, for continuing and quite different engagements
with Friedrich Hélderlin and the modern German poets and fiction writers. The gamut of approaches represented here can be
taken as typical of the poet-translator alert to the always beckoning possibilities of new poetic transformations.

All eleven participants were engaged long enough in such transformative processes to articulate their views over a wide
spectrum of achievement. Each translator examined the transcript of his conversation and made appropriate revisionssome
radically. others quite minimally. Several acknowledged that much unvoiced thought and feeling during decades of solitary
practice emerged in ways they would not otherwise have expressed. What shortcomings exist in these exchanges resulting
from limited discernment [ must claim to be of mv own instigating. Whatever virtues and agreeable surprises are contained in
them I hope will be manifest and attributed to the good nature and zealous commitment of the participants.
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Introduction

This is a par&nnal book on a subject whose theory is so wide ranging that it may be mmpossible to locate fully, and vet whose
practice is so universally accepted that casual readers often mistake a translation for its original No one is ever likely to have
the last word about translation when even to ask productive questions requires a predisposition for penetrating its basic
intricacies. Perhaps, then, to take translation personallythat is_ to account for it as a matter of one's particular intentions and
practicemay be the best way of demonstrating its ubiquity and ehistveness. In this spirit [ begin with a brief survey of my
experience with translation over several decades, one that may be matched with the reports of others in the conversations that

follow

Like others with an early multiingual awareness. I recall certain linguistic occasions that seem crucial to my becoming a poet
and a translator. And like others again, [ remember being forced to translate before I knew any foreign language or even had
enough of my own English to write a letter home from camp.

On my mother's side, Yiddish, Polish, and German were spoken; on my father's, Hebrew, Spanish, Arabic, Yiddish, some

[talian, a bit of French. As a child I kept listening to all the jabber. Nona. my paternal grandmother, was illiterate. Barely able
to sign her name, she spoke three languages fluently: Arabic to her children, when she didn't want
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me to understand; Spanish or Ladino, when the immediate family came together; and Yiddish, for the in-laws exchisively. Her
English was virtually nonexistent.

At seven_ in Hebrew school, I picked up enough Hebrew to convert bits of the Bible into stammering Yiddish. Much later, in
Israel, I got along on the same family Yiddish I hadn't spoken for thirty vears. My language capability was always a residual
learmng nonsystematic, preadolescent, half-hatched in the family nest.

The picture had a literary aspect too. At thirteen I gave up Conan Dovyle for Hart Crane and T. 5. Eliot, reading for the magic
of their special language. The curiously evocative sounds and bizarre word pictures were what teachers called poems. In
mouthing them I convinced myself I was mimicking still another foreign language. I saw that one might use words to mnvent
something personal and magical At the same time, [ took to studying French and Spanish with a passion, and continued to
translate Spanish poems and drama sporadically over the vears.

In college I started Attic Greek, Latin, German, and Russian in my freshman vear. Though I never mastered German I learned
enough of it to remove nattves from their homes during World War II and to provide billets for Amenican soldiers. College
German also gave me a start on Kafka and Rilke; of Russian [ retained only what it took to sing "Styenka Fazin" and to direct
deported Russians out of Germany after the war.

My brush with languages seemed part of the business of becoming a poet, a contimual self-renewing act. Head full of intimate-
sounding alien words, [ wrote poems with obscure resonances. The trick, like the ventriloquist's, was to project one's own
voice and have it echoed back through a different though sympathetic other voicethe voice that could be re-created by
imitating or translating another poet. That way [ could assume one alter ego after another, something like voice-masks or
personae, as Pound called them.

[ can offer two nstances of how this game worked for me some vears later. The first concerns the Spanish Eenaissance
dramatist Pedro Calderon de la Barca (16001681); the other, Fernando Pessoa (18881933), Portugal's best poet since

Camoens.

While Iving in Mallorca in 1938 I had a letter from Eric Bentley. He was collecting German, French, Spanish, and Italian
classical drama in new translations, and was asking American poetsW. 5. Merwin, Richard Wilbur, Robert Lowell, among
othersto create something
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a bit better than readable versions of the old plays. Would I try Calderon? Bv chance, I had already begun to translate
Calderon's basic honor play. A secrefo agravio, secreta venganza (Secret Vengeance for Secret Insult), working three to
frve hours a dav in a garden of ever-blooming roses and yellow- frmged mimosas. | had been led to Spain in the hope of
recouping my college Spanish by doing translation as a literarv exercise. If I worked well I might eventually be able to answer
the shibboleth of the romance langnage departments that putting classical poetic drama into modern English is untrustworthy, if
not pointless, because it is bound to misrepresent the old language. The effort seemed worth makingto keep alive the classics
at a time when foreign literature was coming to be read more and more by specialists only. If Shakespeare in performance was
far better known in Russia than in England or the United States, B oris Pasternak's translations were the reason why this might
be so.

Implicit in the challenge was the possibility that a good translation could bring what was #replaceable in the original together
with what was missing from it. If [ were successful, the translation would provide a new context in English that had not existed
before. Such a transformation might be generated from the raw materials of the original through the word order natural to
contemporary English. There seemed no use in doing a translation unless [ were going to create a new work. There might be
other translations, but there could not be another like my own. In the end, it would be a work in which the translator's
imagination reflected that of the oniginal author's. Wallace Stevens had said it: "The moon follows the sun like a French
translation of a Russian novel."

Grand amms, superlative intentionsand all chastened by a few mornings' labor on the opening lines of 4 secreto agravie. No
need to rehearse the details here; they are treated at length elsewhere. 1 Essentially [ was learning how wide was the breach
between freedom and necessity. Having to give up trving to imitate the varied verse patterns of the Spanish, [ would have to
invent a new measure to approximate them all. The sinewy, quick-moving, bare quality of langnage was what had fascinated
me in the Spanish; and this was what [ found missing in the general run of English translations. To create such a tonality without
sacrificing verse to prose, | invented a flexible syllabic line, patterned on the octo-syllabic romance. but different from the
model (in which a svllable is sometimes omitted, sometimes added) in that it permitted a regular ac-
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centual beat to emerge: a variety of trimeter, tetrameter, and pentameter lines that does not offend the English ear but is strange
enough to suggest the Spanish norm. This was the measure [ adopted for the next four Calderon plays I translated.

After Secret Vengeance | undertook a miracle play, La devocion de la cruz (Devotion to the Cross). Camus had put it mto
French prose but as far as [ knew no English translation existed. After the war its credo ad absurdiom theme would appeal to
the sensitive reader who might even come to regard it as Calderon's most "contemporary” play. But there were certain inherent
problems in trying to maintain plansibility. The quick pxtapositions of comic exchanges with long soliloquies imposed on one
another by dueling antagonists make tonal credibility 'n:r:rpnﬁﬁible The extreme absurdity ﬁ’arr:ljng the plight of the religious
bandit-hero upsets the balance between comic and serious elements. This awkwardness is especially notable at the end of the
play when the incestuous brother and sister are unexpectedly hauled off to heaven on their totemic cross. But the pathos of the
victim-hero's trimmph after death, his curious attachment to his sister, and his raw confrontations with a tyrannic al father, allow
for sharper conflicts to emerge than in those plays where tone and theme are more deliberately weighted against each other.

If one were seeking unified tone and a self-fulfilling theme, one would go to El alcalde de Zalamea (The Mayvor of Zalamea)
and La dama duende (The Phantom Lady), the plays [ translated subsequently. The intrigue and semicomic tone in both lead
to highly charged dénouements, giving a more mmediate sense of unity than in the other two plays. There is subtler
characterization as well as greater plot mterest; yet the time-bound theme seems to tie up the characters in situations that are
more routine than in the cruder Secrer and the more bizarre Devotion.

To overcome a prolonged siege of asthma in Portugal in 1968, I started on La vida es suefio (Life Is a Dream), a play [ had
admired for many vears. At some point [ must have read through all thirteen English translations, from Archbishop Trench's to
the Raine-Nadal version, which was being published in London just as [ was completing my own. Hill and Wang, who had
published mv Calderon: Four Plays (1961), issued Life Is a Dream in 1970. The play was adapted by BBC -Radio Four in
London for production in September of that vear, and again in February 1971 It 1s Calderon's best-known work and perhaps
his most viable as a dramatic production.
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The language 1s formal and stvlized, though not as complex as the language of Hamlet. Complexities of syntax, diction, and
imagery fall into predictable sequences. Like a many-petaled rose, each petal opens just enough to let out its curious
fragrance. But the rose never opens fully. In spite of its limitations the play contains high eloquence and pirouetting
magniloquence. Virtuosity of this sort, occurring i the soliloquies, makes these elements jut out like statues bare and proud
among trimmed hedges in a formal park.

Although much in the play seems fixed by conventions familiar to readers of the Spanish comedia, the technical ranty lies in
Calderon's inventiveness, his baroque mmagination. Hipogrifo vielento"wild hippogriff the opening words of the play, and
possibly the most famous in Spanish literature, are impossible to translate literally. Hippogriff sounds too much like nvpocrire.
My alternative was a calculated dodge: "Mad horse, half griffin " Other problems arise out of Calderon's hyperboles and his
inveterate word-and-idea punning. And vet mannerisms of this sort are perhaps not uncongenial to a generation raised on Eliot
and Donne. When it was not dramatically feasible to stick close to the Spanish. I invented a phrase out of what appeared to
be the same rhetorical tradition. Occasionally I found myself sharpening a m&anmg There is the fﬂ.tﬂDllS couplet concliding
Segismundo's soliloquy at the end of Act Two: "Que toda la vida es suefio, / v los suefios, suefios son,” from which I derrved
the sensible but perhaps inelegant gloss, "for all of life's a dream, and dreams / themselves are only part of dreaming "

My other example of a pmlnnged fix upon a translation subject is Fernando Pessoa. Traveling through the Algarve in 1963 1
heard of the poet for the first time. In the seaside town of Praia da Rocha. in the Penguin Inn (a bar run by a South African
couple) I heard a fisherman reciting some poetry. By chance I found myself sitting beside Anténio Quadros, the literary man
who'd written a book about Pessoa. Quadros picked up where the fisherman left off with more verses of what turned out to
be Pessoa's. Later in Lisbon [ was urged by other Portugnese writers to translate Pessoa's poetry, then virtually unknown in
English. At first their Pessoa put me off a vaguely anachronistic, Pirandellian figure, inhabiting a set of four distinct but totally
made-up poets he called heteronyms in order to make the orthonymFernando Pessoa himselfcredible. But the more I read the
heteronvmic works the more attractive seemed his tough elusive vision, the ray of hope barely visible
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in the bleakness of his lines. In his last vears Pessoa's work was just being discovered, piecemeal, by the vounger generation in
Portugal. As one poet later told me, it was a work that made the Lisbon chambermaids speak a different Portuguese from
thewr mothers.

Pessoa's appeal starts with his novel use of Whitman, especially in the poetry of his loudest heteronym, Alvaro de Campos. a
fictitious ship's engineer from Glasgow writing in Pnrtuguem "Maritime Ode." a thirty-page poem, could not have existed
without Whitman. N ot only does Campos-Pessoa use Whitman's free forms (daﬂng ‘enough for a Pmtuguaﬁa poet in 1918),
but also, as a rather different personality who assumes the American poet's voice, he turns out a complexly ironic portrait of a
modern schizophrenic. It is pmbabh Pessoa's most powerful poem, portraying that disturbed white-collar worker we all know
(the legendary madman famous since Gogol), whose meek smile hides explosive fantasies, whose apparent peaceableness
barely keeps the lid on his suwicidal and homicidal tendencies. "Marntime Ode" clears the way for the uninhibited "I" in
Portuguese poetry. The phenomenon of the poem rivals, in effect, the appearance in mid-nineteenth-century America of "Song
of Myself " Campos and Whitman seethe with raucous denunciations often subsiding into a murky sentimentality, but the
energy and clarity of poetic vision in each instance is overpowering. Whitman was aware of the split between the I and the self,
and Campos in his ode to Whitman displays his love and envy of the American poet, seeing him as a brother and comrade
who might have served as still another Pessoa heteronym.

[ had had a Whitman period too, but translating Pessoa helped me to think of the American poet in a different hight; working
tentatrvely in a free style, I was brought to a boil by the Whitmanesque Pessoa. Through the translations [ saw the pDSSﬂI}ﬂiﬁEE
of using a variety of voices to carry to completion a long work of my own. Four Springs. a book-length poem, appeared in
1972, the vear following the publication of my early Pessoa translations.

The working principle I followed was to tilt the poetry tow rard American vernacular rather than faceless common English
usage. Perhaps this made my translation suspect in Britain, but [ was not trving to mit Pessoa to American readers. It seemed
clear that Whitman was crucial in shaping Pessoa's liberated poetic voice, especially that of Alvaro de Campos and Alberto
Caeiro. Had he been writing in English today, he
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might easily have adopted the American idiom for his odes. The vernacular, with its contractions, separable verbs, repetitions
of informal monosyllabic counters like get, do, have, make, and crude localismsthese were the right means to impersonate the
heteronyms that had freed Portuguese poetry.

My translations of Calderon and Pessoaand before them, of Federico Garcia Lorca in the 1940smade me aware that there
was a need for more direct and realistic information on what translators actually do. Whatever translators think . thewr work
cannot proceed simply from a single theory about how to do it. The complex and irrational serving of exigency while
n:ah"brahng word-by-word minutiae makes them uncomforiable with all theories. Nor do mottoes help muffle the small crushing
voice they hear whispering. "What you're doing is ridiculous because it's absolutely impossible." To which they will invariably
agree, but with a touch of Kafkan paradoxicality. as Willard Trask suggests when asserting, "Impossible. of coursethat's why I
do it." Edward FitzGerald's light-hearted preference for "the Ive dog” over "the dead lion" expresses the common, mitigating
faith of translators in the enduring vitality of language.

‘What is one's relation to a joba job one wants to do well? One must first believe it can be done. But how the beliefis
sustained through all the self-abnegations of translation and mistranslation is a psychological mvstery only translators
themselves can revealand then only partially. But reveal it they will, if only after the work has been published. when they no
longer feel haunted by the dark antagonist of the elusive and beloved text. a form of the other voice. For, evidently, love of the
created work, its theme and language, is a sustaining force too. A translator's experience of personal loss, supported by the
affirming presence of a friend, as Herbert Mason discovered in preparing his (ilgamesh version, can also keep one going.
Crucial as such factors are to perseverance, they bring about a still more vital effect: that of influencing the special shape the
work takes, measured by the degree of freedom needed to restore the text. John Hollander shows how a working translator,
in minding, mending_ emending, and transcending a text, may learn to become a poet himself. The same activity enforces the
conflation of spirit that makes Jonson or Campion a new Catullus and permits Dante Gabriel Rossetti to assume his
predecessor's voice in doing the "Stony Sestina.” that exceedingly close rendenng of the earlier Dante's lines.
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What part of thetr own voice, then, do poets discover in another's, or what of the other's do they put mto their own? And what
is a poet's voice? Is it some arbitrary locus made out of pressured words, the projection of some n:uagmatn e possibility
vocalized, as the selfis, to stand for the individual? Is translation as self-transcendence still another version of the paradm: to
know vourself, lose v ourself in the other? If voice is the instrument making it possible for poets to continue writing by grving
immediacy and validity to whatever gift they possess. it also exists in the constant collaboration between the language of the
living and the language of the dead. Poets come to know that voice is both one's own and not one's own. As Antonio
Machado observes, the poet. percenving all the unbidden echoes in his personal language, realizes that his voice is not "mine
but "ours." He senses that it resounds, as a collaborative instrument, and that the collaborators are the literary masters of many
human languages_ inchuding many he does not know, as well as the special languages of trees, waters, and illiter ate
grandmothers.

Such psycholinguistic and psycholiterary processes are of first importance in understanding what gets put into what, and how
one hiterary work actually nurtures another into being. Equally significant, at a time of extraordinary and prolific translation
activity, is that really knowing these processes may help to end the sterile old battle between advocates of faithfulness or
libertarianism. Nor is it true, as opponents to all such polemics like to say, that what counts finally is not how the work comes
into existence but #har it exists. To learn from translators what goes into their efforts opens a new terrain, concemvably lying
somewhere between letter and spirit, when it is truly mapped., in the game we call literary creation.
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The Translation Center, Columbia Untversity

Willard Trask
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EH 1 would like to ask first how yvou began as a translator.

WT I've always been interested in poetry, and I suppose I'm a disappointed poet. ['ve tried, but never done anything in poetry
that really lived up to my standards. Anyway, I became especially interested in medieval poetry. And I realized that medieval
poetry was an international phenomenon. [T_n order to . . . not to understand it. but at least to get the most out of it in one
language, vou should know what's being done in other languagEE There's a gm}d deal of communication, too, between the
languages, which would justify that ) I had the luck, when my father died. to mherit some money. So I took it and went to
France and lived there as long as I couldabout seven vearsand studied languages. I'd been born in Germany; my parents were
Americans. my father was an engineer. He was working in Russia and Mother was sent to Germany as the nearest civilized
place to have a baby, so I had a sort of childish German. Mother taught me French; that was the only language I really knew
well. I went to high school in Panama and learned some Spanish there. Those were my starts at the time when I went to
France to stay.

EH You spoke English at home, though?

WT Oh, I spoke English, ves. Father and Mother were both American. So, there in Paris [ ran into a Russian who had the
Russian gift for languages raised to the point of genms. His name was George Margulies. And I collaborated with him on some

translations from Chinese. He knew the Chinese and gave meverballvliteral translations. I put them into English, and we
published them in Asia Magazine. We also
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found that we were interested in the same things. We were both reading the French Renaissance poets, and he said, "Well,
vou must learn Spanish because you'll love Lope de Vega." So [ learned Spanish out of love of Lope de Vega. That accounts
for the langnages. I picked them up essentially because of my interest in medieval forms. For example, I learned medieval
Portuguese. | wouldn't starve in Portugal. but I can't conduct a literary conversation in modern Portuguese. When I came back
from abroad. my money having run outit was the Depression] was trying to get a job, but [ thought that with all of those
languages (by that time I'd added Italian and was working on Portuguese) and the fact that I did know English, I ought to be
able to do translation a bit. So, this is rather amusing, having to do with publication. _ . . I knew Bill Soskin, who was a book
reviewer for the Evening Post. He gave me quite a few letters of introduction to publishers. So I went around, and the
phrase, "Don't call us, we'll call you." hadn't been invented then, but it's the equivalent of what was said to me. [ never did hear
from them_ It was five years from the time I started out that I got my first translation. Meanwhile, I had been supporting myself
as a proofreader for printing plants.

EH Proofreader for newspapers?

WT No, a regular commercial printing house for books. It was Wolf and Company, a huge printing plant in downtown New
York, printing all kinds of books. But eventually, through one of Bill Soskin's letters, I was mtroduced to a voung editor at
Doubleday. He was an Irishman, a very good editor who published and printed novels of several people in therr twenties who
later became well known. He died voung, unfortunately. I went and told him mv tale of woe, and he said- "Your situation
reminds me of my ex-wife; she too knew six languages."

EH Sounds like a curse.
WT "It gave people an inferiority complex." he went on, "and she found it hard to get work." Then he said, "I'm going to give
vou work." Lo and behold. a few weeks later he sent me a novel by Eamon Sender, Cronica del alba, which I still think is

one of the most charming books I've ever translated.

Since then I've never been without a translation; but, if it hadn't been for running into that particular editor, and his having had
that kind of an ex-wife, I think I might still be beating the pavements.

< previous paqge page 12 next page >



< previous page page 13 next page >

Page 13

EH 1 doubt that, but it was a good break. . _ . Then the Sender book was the first book vou translated in its entirety as a
commission”’

WT As a job for a publisher. When [ was in college [ remember translating some poems of Bandelatre. [ ran across one of
them among some old papers the other day and it was pretty bad. I don't think I started very well. I don't know _ though. [
suppose it was something [ wanted to do.

EH May [ ask: What are the motives for a person to set up as a translator? You've partly answered that, I think. Would you
like to say any more?

WT I could write and was, essentially, a literary man. But, what ['ve found out about it is that though I could undoubtedly at
some pﬂiﬂtiﬁ'ﬁr eral pr:u'ntiha‘ir e gotten a job as an editor in a publishing house, being a translator gives yvou what I call an "illusion
of freedom.” All you need is a text to translate, a typewriter, a chair to sit in, a table to type on. Actually, you can take the
typewriter and go to New Hampshire; vou can go anvwhere. . . . Soit's this illusion of freedom that makes it worthwhile. To
me. Although as a living, it's been poverty wages.

EH That kind of freedom, of course, people have who write, or who think they're writing, other things. But it would seem to
be, as vou said before, part of the literary person's job.

WT Yes.

EH Though some people don't have or can't use languages, therefore can't be translators. The impulse, would vou say, is the
same as that of someone who wants to write a novel?

WT No. I wouldn't say so, becanse | once tried to write a novel. When you're writing a novell never got one written, at least
one that was any good, but [ know what vou're tt"‘-’i.t‘lg to dovou're obviously writing about peuple or places, ﬂnmethjng or
other, but what vou are essentially doing is expressing vourself Whereas when vou translate vou're not expressing yourself
You're performing a technical stunt.

EH A "technical stunt"that's a good term. Can vou say something more about it7

WT Actually, I think, though I came to it rather late, [ might have been an actor. And when [ became one, I realized that the
translator and the actor had to have the same kind of talent. What they both do is to take
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something of somebody else's and put it over as f it were thewr own. I think vou have to have that capacity. So m addition to
the technical stunt, there is a psychological workout, which translation ivolves: something like being on stage. It does
something entirely different from what [ think of as creative poetry writing.

EH 50 it's a little like taking on a persona, as an actor does.
WT Exactly.

EH That's interesting to me becaunse of what it suggests about an intermediate area between the work itself and the delvery of
it or the translation of it. That intermediate area is the psychologic al preparation to do it, which is all that goes mto . . .

WT I'd rather say. "the psychological experience of doing it." I'm a great believer in "a job's a job, and do it," and in what
happens while yvou do it. I don't read a whole book through before I translate it. I read enough of it to know that I'm interested
enough in it to do what I'm going to do. Then I start in and it happens to me as I'm going on with it

EH In a sense like any reader, as vou do it vou are led on. . _ .

WT Yes, it's the carrot in front of the donkey. But I'd love to translate Madame Bovary. It's the greatest novel ever written,
and probably the most mpossible prose to translate. I'd love to have a try at it. So if [ were to do that, I'd almost know it by
heart before [ started.

EH 5o with a book like Madame Bovary there'd be a difference because vou'd already know it.
WT It's that carrot again. I'd know what was going to happen, but I'd stll have the carrotmy intense admiration for it.

EH Yes, [ see. Well, there's a difference between the novels that vou've translated and the other books. You've translated
many novels?

WT I've translated quite a number. ['ve translated one very minor work of Thomas Mann, The Black Swan. It's one of his
later things but really not worth very much. His regular translator, Mrs. Lowe-Porter, was ill and couldn't do it. Knopf asked
me to do it, and I did. I'm no great admirer of Mann, but I thought. "You know, someone's got to translate Mann, so maybe
vou really nught to do it." One of those things.

EH What were some other novels?

WT One about the Middle Ages, by Zo& Oldenbourg. I enjoved doing that.
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EH What was the title?

WT The World Is Not E rzaugh That was for Pantheon Books. Pantheon Books was then Helen and Kurt Wolff. Through
that connection I was later given Auerbach to translate, then Curtms, which I also enjoved doing very much, but obviously for
very different reasons and in a very different way. I found one very rewarding thing: [ met Auerbach, who was teaching at
Yale. A charming man and. at the same time, devotedperhaps vou've some idea of the late nineteenth- century Continental
stvle. Charming and gmﬂemanl*. And I can say much of the same of Elade, whose books ['ve translated too. He writes most
of his scientific books in French. although he's a Romanianbut he sticks to Romanian for his novels and short stories. One of
the dIHil:UltlEE then isyou know, as an actor vou don't really have to kill the king. So [ don't really have to undersrand
"personae." or things like that, in order to translate them. I meanl know that persona is a term in classical rhetonic. I know the
definition of it in that usage; but what has been made of itor is being made of itsince, is simply not material to my purposes. But
then when you go out into the world with the reputation that vou know these things people find vou out and are disappointed.

EH Well, there are two things there: one is that you went on translating from essays or criticism to novelsor were you doing
them about the same time?

WT No, it's the other way around: all the first translations were novels.

EH . . . And yvou met the authors, like Auerbach, which is a little different from the experience of most translators usually. I
take it vou didn't meet Mann or Dldenbmn’g

WT No, I didn't. Well, actually, if I had met Mann and if I'd dared to, I would have suggested to him that it wasn't true of
American worlomen that they had fine hands becaunse they wore white gloves. That's what he says in The Black Swan!
Actually, when reading Auerbach in Germanas vou probably know, German can be written with an extraordinary degree of
mundmg like something and meaning nothing. When I first met Auerbach, I went up to Yale from Manhattan. We had a
conference about the passages [ couldn't make any sense of, and some of them he couldn't make sense of either. He said.
"Quite frankly. I don't remember what [ was trying to say." So then he'd say something else instead. for me to translate.
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EH Did he rewrite or did he explain?

WT No, viva voce. . . . With Curtius there were a few problems of that sort, but he was in Germany and [ wrote to him there,
so that was about 1t

EH hd either of these men see vour work in English? Did they have a chance to see what vou published of theirs?

WT I don't know if Curtus did. Auerbach did. Several chapters of the Mimesis came out in Partisan Review before it was
published as a book. Incidentally, I can throw a bit of a sidelight on editors in connection with this. One of the editors of
Fartisan Review had a conference with Auerbach at which [ was present, before they were going to publish his chapter on
Homer, where he refers to Ulysses as a "legendary” fisure. The editor's question was why did he say legendary. "Why don't
vou say mythicalthat's what evervone's talking about nowadaysmythical, " And Auerbach answered, " said /egendary
because I meant [e gendary.”

EH Mimesis is a book I know well because ['ve used it as a basic text at Brown in teaching criticism, and [ve had students’
reactions to it. The typical reaction is, "This is enjoyvable reading.” mainly from students who otherwise think criticism has to be
obscure. It's that aspect, the imberness of the style, which people notice and take as an mvitation to the book's readability.

WT That's interesting. because after all it is, or should be, the dullest form of criticism_ aside from the difficulties explication de
texte, which is word-for-wordand vet he makes it not dull at all.

EH In that way he's a pioneerin showing what can be done in lightening that form of criticism, which has now returned to
favor, especially among the French critics, although the dullness hasn't departed. . . . It seems that Portuguese medieval poetry
has been a lifelong interest of vours, from the beginning

WT No, I wouldn't say lifelongbut from the time when I discovered it, when [ was about thirty. Portuguese was the last
European language I learned. Some mitiate set me on to it

EH 1 see, and vou've stuck with it all this time.
WT Yes.

EH Well, I was going to ask: there are obviously certain foreign authors who are sympathetic to one in translating_ Is this also
true of languages?
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WT It's true of languages. The language I like least 1s German and the one I like best is French. Whether that's becanse to a
certain extent [ have the remains of an eighteenth-century logical-minded fellow in me, or that kind of mind to which German is

antithetical, I don't know_ It's probably for some such reason of temperament as that.

EH | want now to goon to ask you what the differences may have been in yvour experience between translating novels and
other prose, between translating prose and poetry. and living languages as against dead languages. or earlier forms of living
langnages. That's a big list to confront vou with, I admit.

WT Well, to take the last one first. If it's a dead language, vou might as well not trv to translate it
EH By dead | mean, of course, a nonspoken language, like Latin or Attic Greek.

WT I should say the difference is something of this sort: if vou don't go to Paris every vear, no dictionary is going to tell vou
what words have sprung up there. Whereas once vou know Latin or medieval Portuguese vou obviously ow the langnage.
In the modern language there'd be more vocabulary difficulties than grammatical difficulties, so [ suppose vou're saferin a
"dead" language.

EH Well, when vou translate from the already formulated, nonchanging old language, do you have a feeling about the kind of
English it ought to go into?

WT1 certainly don't feel it nught to go nto any pseudoantique English. But I'm very strong in the belief that one of the
important things is the order in which thoughts enter minds. As nearly as possiblealthough vou certainly can't do it for very lmlg
with German, or at all with Latin_ as far as that goesone should try to keep somewhere near the word order of the original in
the translation. I mean this can be done by substituting other constructions, but I think it's very important that what is thought
first in. say, the Latin text should be thought first in the English sentence.

EH Even though the practice may go against the English word order?

WT Well, vou can't do it every time, by any manner of means. But vou could do it by using some clause or phrase, or
ﬁnmeﬂung of that sort. Do you know Ortega v Gasset's essay on translation?

EH Yes_but [ haven't read it recently.
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WT Well, he says there are two kinds of translation. One is the kind that's usually approved of, and that is one that sounds as
it were originally written in the language into which it is being translated. The other kind, which he's plugging, is one that gives
vou the experience of the language from which the translation is made.

EH Does that mean that it must sound ke a translation?

WT It sounds like a translation. It sounds like Latin with English words. But obviously yvou can only do this to a certain extent
or no one would read it. But I'm very strong on trying it. And I think that the way you can do it is to have vour English be so
English in the passages that don't matter that vou can get away, where it does matter, with something foreign. And. of course,
gradually in the course of generations] mean everything is going to have to be translated again in another fifty vears from
nowgradually I think that peuple will feel at home with more fnrmgﬂ constructions than they now admit. Do yvou know that in
Salden s Table Talk, he tises in wrath against the King James version of the Bible? He says that no such Hebrew idioms were
ever thrust upon the unhappy Eﬂg]lih language; while a hundred vears later the King James version became the greatest work
of English prose! Thirty vears after it appeared it's considered full of Hebraisms, and as a matter of fact I was in some place
where there was a Gideon Bible and I looked at the preface to it, and the American revisers of 1880 something-or-other were
still complaining that the King James version has Hebraisms in it!

EH This obviously depends on the strategy of the translator, as vou say. and his way of "placing” things_ but saving there are
only two kinds of translation is obviously not true. There may often be only two points of view, but when it comes to practice
it's hard to think that vou can sustain a totally "faithful" as against a totally "liberal" view.

WT Well, I don't suppose we Il ever get this sort of thing settled. But when it comes to my own choice as a reader of
translations, take an instance: I don't know any Sanskrit. but when I want to read some Indian scripture or other, I try to get
one of those old translations that are practically trots, make no pretense at being literarv, but are simply interlinear translations.
You know, those trots we used to have for Latin which had the L atin words printed underneath and rearranged the English I'd
prefer to fight with something like that instead of having someone else's "beauty” to cope with!
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EH Well, that's a professional attitude. ['ve been reading a book by a man named Adams called Proteus: His Lies, His
Truth. 2

WT Sounds like a good title.

EH He's a man with wide cultural and literary interests who writes well. Many of the questions he raises have a strong literary
challenge. One of the things that struck me was his saying that a translation can succeed on many different levels because the
translation has many levels of equivalence. That is, it needn't succeed on all levels, because equivalence, he feels, is a matter of
having made thousands of linguistic decisions between the two languages mvolved. So that the end-product might finally be
very interesting and vet not really be faithful, even though very close to the original.

WT There are linguistic decisions to make, but except in the rarest of instances each one of them is a compromise. The thing
about translations is that vou're licked before you start, so then yvou do the best vou can.

EH S0 vou begin with the idea that it's impossible and therefore vou go on and do it. That's a kind of mad-Roger strategy.

WT Yes, I'd think so. Actuallvy I never read a translationsay from French or from Spanishexcept that nowadays it's hard to get
hold of some of the Latin American books sometimes. But [ wouldn't think of reading a translation from any language that [
know,_ if I can get hold of the original.

EH Well, that accounts for a number of things. For instance, the prejudice against translation on the part of teachers of modern
languages. They don't see why people shouldn't bother to learn the original. So they're impatient, at least in this country_ with
English translations . Of course, there is something to what the modern language teachers and others feel about translation
which is partly justified. if vou think of the adaptors instead of the translators. People are put off by someone like Edward
FitzGerald, say, whose observation about "the live dog [being] better than the dead lion" implies something which the Lteralists
cannot abide. Tt implies that "faithful" translation is hopeless and something much less "true” to the original text is inevitable. But
Calderon in FitzGerald's version is deliberately imvented as a Restoration dramatist in English, not as a seventeenth-century
Golden Age creator of formal comedias.

WT I think that's partly true of adapting a play; but suppose the first
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person trying to convey into English some Japanese haiku should say, "Well, there's no such form in English. We're going to do
it i couplets.”

EH That's happened. of course. Exactly that.

WT But less "sensitive” people would decide to do it in English in three lines and even in twenty-one svllables_ and that's
worked. That's the Haiku Society of America and thousands of people are writing haikus. I can't imagine they're all good.,
though some seem quite good indeed. That's what I mean when I talk about what Ortega says and what I try to do. [ think
vou've got to try and get in all the foreignness vou canall that vou can get in and get away with.

EH And as vou say. it's not to sound like something you might have written yourself.

WT No, but I don't know. The Rubaivar 1 think is a very fine poem and I guess it's as much FitzGerald as it's Omar
Khavyam. I can't judge between the translation and the original, but it turns out to be a beautiful piece of work . [ mean, I
suppose he was ready to do it because there was a classical precedent to utter skepticism. So if there hadn't been a classical
precedent for it, he'd probably have thought it was too Persian and wouldn't have done it, or have done it in a different way.

EH That's intereﬂ:ing because he seemed to be trying to do j‘l.lit that with Calderonfollow the path of free-handed adaptatinn
while sticking to the important lines of the play. But Calderon is closer to us than Khayvam; he's just past Shakespeare's time,
though sometimes a bit more like our Restoration dramatists. The kind of thing FitzGerald tries with Khayvam he doesn't get
away with in Calderén. The general play reader. if he were shown FitzGerald's Life Is @ Dream. would think it entertaining,
and even sounding a bit like a foreign classic, but it's so far away from the Spanish tragic genre of La vida es suerio that it
seems unacceptable as a Spanish play i English. Maybe there's room for it if vou think that adaptations can be as useful as
translations, as they are obviously in the theater. But that's another question.

Now I'd like to ask vou more about your translations from the medieval Portuguese. About the Portuguese: you've done about
a thousand out of three or four thousand poemsa matter of winnowing them out.

What are the poems like?

WT Well, they're like Scottish folk songs. or Burns, perhapsthat's the nearest thing [ can think of to compare them with in our
literature
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and a lot of them, including the best ones, are gitls' songs, that is, the speakers are girlsalthough thev were all composed by
men. It's a regular folk form, as in Burns too, say. And there are two kinds formally: some are in a dance form, with
repetitions, and the others in a four-to-five-line stanza with a one-or two-line refrain, where the psychology becomes more
interesting. Those were the first [ didthe psychologically charming ones. I don't know if I mentioned that those are by King
Denis, an almost exact contemporary of Dante's, and thev're too charming for wordsthe few that [ did first.

EH Do vou think King Denis was one of the best?

WT Oh, easily. Some of the others are better than Denis at the more nearly folk form, the dance thing. But it's very hard to
say, because since he was a king, all his poems, thirty-odd. are preserved. Other people have only one or two, five or six.

EH Were these written for music?

WT Oh ves. We have one manuscript that consists of seven songs by one man and six of them have musical notations, four
decipherable now; out of the whole two or three thousand, those are the only tunes we have. The poet, of course, was also
the composer, as among the Provencal troubadours.

EH When vou translate them, are you aware of any music?

WT I'm aware of thythm, very much so. _ _ .

EH There's the dinner bell, Willard. I'm sorry that it breaks into our rhythm here. Can we pick the conversation up later?

WT Be mv guest, Edwin. Of course.
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John Hollander
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EH You have done translations and written poems. and have perhaps even been translated. So, to begin, I'd like to have vour
views on how a translation is made, and if it's possible, to relate this to a theory of translation as I know you've written about
it. The distinction is between thmlﬂng of translating as a prescriptive exercise and translating as something in the making, a live
performance.

It might be best to talk first about vour essay in Brower's book, 3 where it appears that vou're trying to establish a way of
looking at translation that would facilitate thinking of it realistically as a "version” rather than a faithful rendering .

JH Yes. I wrote that a long time ago and, [ think_ a little brashly. Certainly at too great a length. [ was mterested in trving to
show that anvy particular literary translation will be a version based on the literary style of the translator. Even if he thinks he is
surrendering everything to the meaning that he wants to embody, he will all the more be betraying stylistic conventions, so that
the only thing to do is consciously decide upon a styvlistic analogue for that of the original and carry the meaning over to that.

EH Interesting, but I don't remember yvour saying that in your essay.
JH No. In the essay [ bmught up the difference between Latin prose composition, where there was a correct answerwhere
vou were trying to approximate to Cicero in Latin and did your exercisesand the translating of a Ciceronian sentence into

English, which had a great many possible solutions.
EH Yes,_ I thought that very valuable as a start.
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JH In a larger sense, all literary translations are "versions" that way. And what I just said to vou was perhaps an afterthought
on that essay fifteen years or so later.

EH What's happened to vour notion of a "version"?

JH 1 think it has implications for nontranslatrve writing as well. I think that a certain amount of self-awareness about style is
absohitely necessary in learning how to write by learning /iow one is writing. What puts a lot of voung poets off their true
course is some sense that they're starting from scratch. And the relation of translation to original creative writing in any tradition
is rather nteresting. These questions have been raised in recent books on the subject. Eobert Martin Adams raises that notion.
4 Frederic Will does too.5

EH In vour essay when vou bring in T. 5. Eliot and the interpretive style and suggest that translation is interpretation, you
evidently situate the whole drift of modernist poetry from Eliot and Pound as partly an active engagement with translation.

JH Well, I won't say that it was all ideological from modernism, although [ know I did pick up that idea. No. B efore having
any real contact with modernism I simply felt obliged to do translations. That is, before I ever did poems of my own. The first
undergraduate poems I published were translations of Bandelaire . I felt that translating Baudelaire was a necessary step in an
apprenticeship. I don't know why and [ don't know who told me.

EH T've often given my writing students exercises in translation or urged them to write versions of poems from other languages.
JH 1 had written humorous light verse in high school but never did anvthing I called a poem until after ['d translated Baudelaire.
EH | think I see a connection between what vou just said about producing poetry via learning to translate and what vou said
before about deliberately choosing an analogue in order to make a translation. back of which is also vour notion of translation
as making versions of the original

JH 1 think so, ves.

EH But then vou said that vou are no longer interested in doing translation.

JH 1 find myself no longer wanting to translate now.

EH Why is that?
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JH I don't know. My last experiences with it were most fortunate . The last things I did were a lot of poems from the Yiddish
for an anthology by Irving Howe and Eliezer Greenberg. 6 In the course of that work [ discovered the poet Moishe-Leib
Halpern, and my translations of him were lcky. More than that, they seemed to help me develop a certain tonal mode in my
own poems. That is. what I had to do to translate certain poems of Halpern's, ['ve now retained as a vocal element. Doing
Hﬂl‘pEI‘ﬂ provided a way of unlnc,lﬂng certain things. My Yiddish isn't very good. It's learned, a secondary and artificial thing,
since nobody gpnl-:e Yiddish in my family. But I knew some German and I'd been taught a little Hebrew, and I learned how
Germanic Yiddish is transcribed in Hebrew letters. Also, I worked very closely with Irving Howe, who is a friend, and when
there were difficulties he would discuss a word or two with me.

EH 1 know that anthology; I contributed translations to it myself. How well does Howe know Yiddish?
JH Very well. Perfectly, ves.
EH But it's not "learned" Yiddish.

JH Mo, it's native. He could point out the resonance of a particular Yiddish word, especially one with a Slavic ongin or with a
special use. [ knew Ennugh language to tell mmediately whether it was a Yiddish word or a Hebrew word that had entered
into Yiddish This helped in separating out tone. I'd have to use a high diction. for example. to translate a resonant Hebrew
abstraction. then shift to a very vibrant low diction sometimes, for other effects. [ knew enough to see that mmmediately
although I cannot jabber the language. But I felt I didn't trust myself to translate that.

EH Isn't it true that Yiddish is more of an oral, colloquial language than a literary language? My question is prompted by the
fact that I p1|:ked up what Yiddish I know in my grandmother's house as a child. I didn't learn it as a literary language though I
studied Hebrew in the Talmud Torah.

JH Well, Yiddish has a short literary tradition, nineteenth-century mostly, and of course this foreshortens the poetic tradition in
many strange ways.

EH So that in translating Yiddish, for example, one is aware of the vernacular more than if one were translating German. Well,
let me go back to something else. and perhaps ahead at the same time. The business of

< previous paqge page 27 next page >



< previous page page 28 next page >

Page 28

vour learning something about the writing of poetry from first translating. then the business latterly of vour having grven up
translation after suddenly making a momentous discovery with Halpern indicate that vou have assimilated a great deal. It
malkes me think again that in the work of other poetsPound and Eliot, savtranslation is a large assimilated element.

JH Oh, it's essential there, but Pound and Eliot are both poets with grave problems of originality and grave problems about
n:unfmnhng their lack of Dﬂg]llﬂ]lt‘- [t seems mevitable that they would propound. Like Longfellow they propound a corpus of
poetry largely based on translation. Corpus in both cases. They are both, I think, much more like Longfellow than we've
admitted.

EH But doing what they did with translation, they paved the way for others to write differently.

JH Well, ves, in one way. As far as [ know, our greatest poet in the twentieth century, at least our greatest American poet,
never did any translation: Wallace Stevens.

EH But [ always felt Stevens had assimilated French.

JH He may mntone a lot of French in his poems, but he doesn't sit down and do translations. ['ve stopped translating becanse it
takes so much time. Also, I think there is so much mdifferent verse translation going on now by people who don't have any
particular skills in writing English verse but who proceed to translate from languages that they don't know. I am a little ashamed
of some translating I have done from languages I don't know well enough. I have never translated from a langnage I didn't
know at all: [ won't do that. In the case of some translations of Voznesensky, I have worked from minimal Russian. [ worked
with Olga Carlisle on those. I did translate from the Russian text except that my Russian text was annotated after hours of
going over it with her.

EH But vou hadn't studied Russian before?

JH Yes_ I'd studied some Bussian

EH 50 you knew the grammar.

JH I knew the grammar. As I say. I worked from the Russian text, which [ could read, and I knew the grammar, but [ don't
know very mmuch Russian. I know even less now. But I still am a little ashamed of having done that. Except that the versions

turned out rather well.

EH 1 was talking with Aleksis Rannit vesterday, and he illustrated
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rather pointedly the unexpected and unequal results of knowing and not knowing a langnage well. Yakobowvich, a Russian poet
jailed in Siberia for twenty-five vears, spent his time there writing version after version of Les Fleurs du Mal. Aleksis reports
that the final results were an abysmal failure. But another Russian poet, Fyodov Snlugub who knew much less French than
Yakobovich, did a mmuch quicker and vastly better job of translating Baudelaire. So. |

JH There is another dimension to this matter. A very, very good poet can do a version of something from another language,
even if he doesn't know the language. That is, he can write a poem based on somebody else's prose paraphrases of the thing.
But this is purely and simply a matter of the translator's having a certain kind of poetic skill. a very rare thing to find By and
large, I disapprove of my having done translations from a language [ didn't know well E;IlDugh and want now not to do that
any more. | also feel I have done my bit to a degree, that is. helped out in certain projects. That Borges book [pamrmg to it]
vou have there is a unique case. I don't really know Spanish well. I can read it with a dictionary, particularly when it is clear
and simple and has as few syntactic problems as Borges's poetry, which I find relatively easy. I did a number of poems
because Norman Thomas di Giovanni approached me, and this all centered on one poem.

Did I tell vou that anecdote? It's a little spooky. It's essentiallv a B orgesian anecdote. About 1968 di Giovanni said that he'd
been thinking of various people to assign particular Borges poems to, and he thought that I might like to do the poem about the
golem. [ was startled at this becanse my mother's family traditionally believes that my mother's father's family is descended
from the Rabbi of Prague about whom the golem stories have circulated. Without telling di Giovanni anything about this, I said.
"Yes, all right, I will do the poem." 7 I followed the onginal meter and rhyme scheme, and the syntax of the poem made it quite
easy to do. I could preserve the thyme of Golem and Gershom Scholem, who is the great commentator on C abalismthat's a
very Borgesian rhyme, rhyming a myth with its exegeteand [ could hold those things over from the original, and it worked out
rather well. When the work was over [ did want Borges to know that there had been a kind of loop in time. In the same meter
of the translation [ wrote him a verse letter about having done this. and about the curious historical accident, and everything

else.
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EH When did vou do thisin 19687

JH Yes. I was in England at the time. This verse letter to Borges I remember starting, "I've never been to Prague, and the last
time that [ was there, its stones sang i the rain. _ . "

EH That's interesting. Here's vour translation of the Borges poem on the golem [indicating it in the anthology]. I've read it in
Spanish but didn't look at vour translation. You said vou followed the original meter. [ remember it as being almost prose. In
Spanish there's usually only syllabic count. Did vou find accentual meter?

JH Yes, in thymed quatrains.
EH | mean linear meter.
JH It's a kind of pentameter.

EH [quoting the first stanza)] "Si (como el griego en el Cratilo) / El hombre es arquetipo de la cosa, / En la letras de rosa
estalarosa/ Y todo el Nilo en la palabra Nilo."

JH Would vou say that's according to a svllabic count?

EH Well, it seems hendecasvllabic, and also like mixed meters. At any rate, it's rare to find pentameter in the Spanish. One of
the things about Borges is that I think he wants to be an English poet.

JH Oh, without question. But he frequently does that in the sonnets. He moves toward a pentameter.

EH O K. Another question I have for vou is really three questions in one. Where or when does the translator, or the
translation itself, begin? How does the translation develop? And where does it end? The implication is that the poetic
translation doesn't start when you put vour pencil to paper, but before that. What do vou think?

JH It would start with a sense of what shape. what form, the finished product is going to have. One of the confusing things
about this matter in the modernist tradition is that the poem format for English that Pound wirtually invented looks as if it were a
prose paragraph. That is_ a kind of Poundian free verse in end-stopped lines he used for the Chinese poems, for example. And
so one has to be aware of that as an alternative and a possibility too. There has to be some notion of how the shape is to be
carried over or what it is to be carried over into. That is, when you've finished, what it will be and what it will look like. I'm not
saving a verse form necessarily precedes the translation, but something like it doesan
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overall sense of form which may have surfaced, with clear surface manifestations. Or it may be a deeper, more abstract sense
of form. You could say, "Well, I know this is written in complicated stanza structures, but I'm going to do it in one blob
because there is something that I want to get out of it that is best represented by that." That's a formal idea, just as with writing
a poem something happens like that. By which I suppose I mean that doing a translation is very like doing a poem.

EH Right. I'd imagine you'd think so. [ want to know about one particular area now. You spoke of translating sonnets, and
vou thought of the job as that of writing an equivalent or correspondent sonnet.

JH Well, that was becaunse it was Borges, and because of what the form meant to him, I thought it important to get that
relation to the English sonnet into my translation, although I could certainly concerve of translating some other poet's sonnet in
another language and not tr*.':lng to keep that form. On principle I don't think one should trash the poem. It's the problem of
finding a viable analogue, and in so many traditions there are viable analogues. There's one of putting French into English, and
that tradition imvolves substituting pentameters for the alexandrines. Now any translation of a contemporary French poem that
doesn't have anxﬂnng palpable to do with earlier French formal conventions, nevertheless still has to draw on the history of that
relationship, and this is the difference between a good and a not-so-good translation. In some languages there are no traditions
at all of bringing things over, in which case the problem is a very different one.

EH That's a good point.

JH Translating from some languages into English, even though thev have a long literary tradition, might well be the same as
translating from a textless langnage. And translating from a textless language is a totally different process, I would think. It now
seems very popular among a lot of people who despise textuality and despise tradition.

EH You mean as from American Indian languages?

JH Yes.

EH A lot of that is being done nowadays.

JH Yes,_ it's being donedone by people who don't know the languages at all.

EH Mostly, ves.
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JH And it's a very safe kind of hackwork. Also its ideological content is sufficiently belligerent to give the piece an edge.
There's something politically ideological about translating American Indian poetry, and that sort of thing. [ don't mean the very
careful versions done for the Department of the Interior or the Bureau of Indian Affairs.

EH [ understand the Smithsonian Institution Reports or Transactions usually serve as a base for many of the translations of
Indian poetry.

JH Yes_ and I'm thinking of the whole idea of versifving them_ They are versified into the flagrant gestures of what are called
naked forms, I believe, by some of the practitioners, which simply means the recemved style of the moment. Professor Harold
Bloom of Yale compares W. 5. Merwin to Longfellow interestingly with respect to two notions. One is that both of them
based a large part of their work on translations. And. secondly, that both wrotethat is. helped create and then wrotein what
was the recerved style of thewr time. If vou look at magazine verse from the 1860s and 1870s in America, in Godev'’s Ladies’
Book, Peterson's Hc;rgczzme and that sort of thing, all of it will be imitation Longfellow. And, similarly. if vou look at poetry
magazines today, a lot of it is imitation Merwin. Now the relation of that to translation I think is very interesting. You see: [

think Lungfellm‘i. s Hiawatha is an example of just the thing we're talking about. It's taken to be "Indian" but based on the
Kalevala. Yet the meter comes not from the Kalevala, which Longfellow couldn't readhe didn't know a word of Finnish; it
comes from a German translation which converts the octosyllabics of the Finnish into trochaic tetrameter, a pounding meter in
German. You know the one that Heine used unrhymed for so many poems. That's where the heavy beat comes from_ because
in the Finnish vou can't really say it's trochaics. . . .

EH What kind of meter would vou call Hiawatha?
JH Trochaic tetrameter unrhvmed.

EH You know, it now occurs to me that vou're also speaking of the meter of Pound's first Canto: "and then went down to the

JH Well, there, in the first Canto, Pound is playing. Originally a lot more of it was iambic pentameter. In the original draft of
that canto it's almost pure Browning. Then Pound jumped back and developed the notion but just in the first Canto as we now
have it, or particularly therethe notion that there was an analogue for him in the two parts of the pos-

< previous paqe page 32 next page >



< previous page page 33 next page >

Page

=

3

L

sible hexameter line, separated by a caesura. and the two parts of the German line, the Germanic four-stressed line_ separated
by the scholar's artificial line-break in the text. You know he'd been interested in the relation between visual format and a
structural marker v ery eatly, which is why he takes Cavalcanti's endecasillabo line and writes it on the page in three
successive lines, each one three successive line thirdseach one shoved over one step to the right so as to give yvou the three

lifts.

EH It's a line dvided into three distinct parts.

JH That's right. But descending. Written in three lines descending toward the right.
EH Tt's what Williams does.

JH Well, Williams probably copied that variable-foot format from Pound's earlier use, except that what Wiliams says about
the variable foot is sheer garbage. It doesn't make any sense. What Pound did was to see that relation. It would be a little bit
likke taking the first line of Dante's [riferro and writing it as three lines: "INel mezzo / del cammin / di nostra vita," which would
show the three lifts of the Italian hendecasyllabic line. He did that with a couple of Dante things, and so got interested in the
original format. What he finally came to was a meter that is the six cut in half that way, stacked this way, sometimes echoing
against the four-stressed lineand then every once in a while he'll have an absolutely pure hexameter come out. "Ear, ear for the
sea surge. Murmmur of old men's voices"which is an accentual Homeric line.

EH O K. I'd like to go back to that psychological matter of where the translation begins and how it proceeds and ends.
Obviously it's different each time. Do you have anything to say about the experiencecommissions aside nowof deciding to do a
poem out of love, for its anthor or for the thing itself?

JH That's interesting. In going on with yvou about translating. ['ve been talking about some rather formal, commissioned
translating. In some of my recent poems [ have embedded translations. But those are thefts, as it were, not formal translations.
For example, I have a poem in my last book which is an expansion] simply call it "After Callimachus." It's an expansion of an
epigram of Callimachus but it's been changedit's put into a different metrical frame. Some of the imagery is changed and
expanded. It's an imitation, just the way a lot of seventeenth-century English poems are mmitations of Catullus, not strict
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ones by any means_ But that sort of thing started out naturally and differently becaunse it wasn't done with the task of translating
in mind. [t was just preserving something. And [ have done this with bits and passages of poetry in the pastjust put them in.
Well, for example, I once did a half-translation, half mistranslation-adaptation of a great little poem of Hélderlin's.

EH How did that start?
JH That started simply by myv wanting to get inside the Hélderlin poem. which ['ve known a good part of my literate life.
EH But vou'd never translated it?

JH Mo, I'd never translated it. And to begin with, I found myself playing with a mistranslation of it. In my version, the third line
is not a literal translation of the German, it's a mistranslation. which produces a new image. ['m interested in that. And so [
translated some of it, then in the middle wrote about five lines, completely mine but just generated by the translation, then
continued by closing off the translation. I used the piece as the dedicatory poem of my book, The Night Mirror. But when it
was published in the Partisan Review, without any identification, an angry letter came in from somebody claiming that I had
stolen it from Hélderlin, which amused me, because it's one of the most famous poems in German. I suppose ['ve done this
sort of thing a few times.

EH We're talking in some way about the old idea that all writing is a kind of collaboration. And maybe now it's time the sterile
polemics and argumentation induced by the question of being faithful to the original is countered by showing that one form of
faithfulness is a matter of doing a new work.

JH In some cases a great new work comes from a ternbly faithful translation. I can think of one in English where a great
English poem in translation is made of a great Italian poem. And that is Rossetti's translation of Dante's "Stony Sestina " Just a
plain masterpiece. It's one of the greatest English poems of the nineteenth century, and very accurate as a translation.

EH Nineteenth-century translators of that statireRossetti, Longfellow, FitzGeraldactually had a great deal more on the ball
than most twentieth-century English and American translators.

JH Oh, I think so. Rossetti, particularly in that very very great poem. It's becaunse of what the poem's about. [ mean it's for all
the right rea-
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sonsone of those sestinas in which the terminal words make up a poem in themselves: ombra, colli, erba, verde, pietra,
donna (shade, hills, grass, green, stone, lady), and really give vou a distillation of the poem, and he could keep those and
work with them. The Eossetti poem is not certainly the most allegorized reading of Dante, but an unallegorized reading of the
poem would be the obsessive one for Rosseth in his own imagimative, erotic mythology, and it was an absolutely perfect thing
for him to do and he did it magnificently. I have used some lines from that poem and some lines from Poundand, mind vou, the
Rossetti was done in the 1850s or 1860s. I gave both to students without identifving the poems and said one is by a pre-
Raphaelite poet. the other is by Ezra Pound, who believed in precision.

EH That's a good trick!

JH And naturally they all assumed that Rossetti was the real poet, and the Pound manner limping, nmpy, fussy.

EH | want to ask you more about the question of a unified theory of translation. a theory that would accord with the pran:tu:e
of translators and present an imaginative confrontation of the possibilities. What vou were teling me about vour own practice is
very close. .

JH Well, the theory of translation would have to be a theory of literature in general.

EH Yes, all right.

JH And I think this is a point that Adams § gets to and a point that Steiner? doesn't get to i his. for me, disapp onting book.
EH Well, Steiner in his second chapter, I think, is more imaginative. At any rate, one of those early chapters goes into the
question of the mystic notion of langunage having originated in the first word of God. The attractive thing there is that the idea
allows for the work of translation to be considered as much an original as the primary text is, where both are striving to

achieve something like the lost but reconstituted word.

JH Yes, but I much prefer to read Milton on that subject: the invocation to Book One or Three of Paradise Lost goes into
that_

EH You have a point.

JH 1 think all one can do in surveys of that kind is to look at what translations have actually been done by which people under
what circumstances for what purposes. and generalize from that. I think that's very
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interesting. For example, I think vou could give i fairly concrete lnguistic terms some of the reasons why for an English
speaker the Douay Bible in French sounds silly. One thing Steiner doesn't go into which is absolutely essential to literary
translation, is the whole question of what the Germans call Sprachgefiihl, the language sense you have. What is it about
speaking Enghih that makes vou think. . . . Well. put it this way: | say to graduate students, "I want to give vou some English

monosyllables and I want yvou to tell me whether thev're French or Germanic in origin," and I give them a list including the
word push. Without thinking_ they might say, "Well, that's German " But of course it isn't.

EH Push?
JH Yes. But they assume it's German for good reason. It's part of the Sprachgefiihl of English.
EH So Steiner does not. . . .

JH Wait, just a second. So Sprachgefiihl is very important for things of this kand. Lichtenberg has a great aphonsm. He says.
"A donkey is a horse translated into Dutch." Now, that is funny if vou're a speaker of (a) German or (b) English. Otherwise it
isn't funny, because Dutch is for speakers of both English and German something like a recognizable but too highly distorted

version of thewr language.
EH Yes.

JH Dutch is midway between German and English in that respect. so that the relation between correct horse and bungled
donlcey is like the relation: correct English or German, bungled Dutch. You see. Now matters of this sort are very mtere&hng
They would lead one in English to say. "Oh, the Douay Bible, I'll just pick a passage from the Old Testament and read it in
French and it sounds funny. It sounds as if it weren't serious.” These are mteresting inguistic questions, but ones that Steiner
doesn't go in for.

[ think that certain canonical translations in the history of certain languages and literature have a great shaping force. The
English Bible has had effects on the structure of English poetry that have nothing to do with doctrine. For example, if I were
tmng to write a book on translation (and I would not attempt to do so) one thing I would comment on would be thisa in::rple
tiny matter, but with vast consequences for English poetry. The King James translators handled a paﬂ:u:ular Hebrew syntactic
problem in one way rather than another: the so-called Hebrew construct-state, which puts two nouns in a certain relation to

each other.
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Hebrew is uninflected. but the two nouns are put together in a combinatonial way, and it's not a specifically genitive
relationship, so that for example: literally in Hebrew vou say "house of the book." for school: it should be translated in the
German or Greek mode of English as "book-house." and it has that sense of book house. It does not have the genitive sense
of "books' house." vou see. Nevertheless, we have another option for combination in English from the Germanic or the Greek,
which are the same. and that is the French, the romance tradition, which is to make a phrase out of it, "house of the book."
Now that "of the" is very ambiguous in English. It could be a genitive construction or it could be a partittve one, and the King
James translators, using that partitive construction throughout, thus generate implicit allegonizations and personifications. Take
the phrase "the house of the book." It is a house in which the book dwells, it is the house that belongs to the book, it is the
house infused with the book, it is the house which is itself a trope for the book. You see?

EH Right.

JH Whenever vou have those constructions in the King James Bible, then vou have a part allegorization. It's what gives the
Bible its poetic richness all the time and is a basic building block of English poetic vocabulary; so that when vou end up with a
phrase, a resonant phrase in Wallace Stevens, say, like "the malady of the quotidian.” vou ask, "Well, what does that mean?
Does it mean the fact that there's a quotidian which is in itself a malady? Or, does it mean that the quotidian brings particular
maladies of its own with it7" And of course it means both, and of course Stevens is playing on that resonant ambivalence of the
construction that is traceable to the Bible.

EH Yes. Well, by saying that, vou're also implyving what vou said beforethat to have a unified theory of translation means
nothing more or less than a theory of literature.

JH It "means nothing more or less"? No. Put it this way: a theory of literature is a necessary, perhaps insufficient, condition for
a theory of translation_ but I think a theory of translation is part of the theory of literature.

EH But in the example from the King James Bible, vou're also talking about the style, the literary style, of English verse and its
products into our own time.

JH No. I would go on to talk about the literary style of English verse
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by saying that a construction, "house of the book." rather than "the book-house." lends itself more to accentual syllabic verse,
to regular iambic verse, with few imversions, than does the Germanic-Greek recompounding, which gives you a lot more
spondees.

EH All right

JH And vou'll notice that as new words come into Englishsay with the Industrial Revolutionyou get a lot more words that will
be spelled with hyphens and that will be spondaic, because they will be that kind of compound. Mr. Fulton invented a
steamboat, which was stressed bunk-bunk (like names_ John Smith)steamboat. Those compounds tend to show the
boundaries of the iambic alteration. One of the things that happens, of course, is that when steamboat eventually gets to be an
accepted compound, the secondary stress is removed, and it becomes stressed on the first syllable. That's how you know the
compound has become a thing, and say steamboat.

EH Do vou think that for the theorist of translation there is something to be gained from a study of inguistics? I know you have
been a student of inguistics.

JH No, I'm not, though ['ve learned a little about it

EH Well, I was thinking of transformational theories, like Chomsky's. Steiner thinks that he has to answer or contend with
Chomsky. How do vou feel about that?

JH T'd rather not talk about Steiner and Chomsky because Chomsky has made clear what he feels about Steiner's
understanding of his work.

EH All right

JH 1 think linguistic s is very important. [ don't necessarily mean that one particular mode of analvsis of one set of problems in
one philosophical context is what linguistics is. Since I'm not a linguist, ['m free not to have to worry about what the boundaries
of the subject are. I think historical grammar is very important: knowledge of the structures of language, knowledge of the
relations between grammatical change and semantic change are very important, and the relations that those things have to
trope are very important. [ mean, [ do think that we should knowbecause it's part of the life of poetrv to deal with
thissomething about how, when the Indo-European languages began to be studied. one mevitable conclusion was that there
had originally been a small stock of words, and that these had numerically expanded by
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processes of trope. That's certainly a very nineteenth-century theory; it looks most like biological recapitulationthat is_ that in
the ontogeny of a particular bit of synchronic metaphor, the phylogeny of the history of the language has been recapitulated, et
cetera, et cetera. Well, I think that these matters are certainly important, ves.

Look, Milton uses a phennme:nﬂn of etymology as a very important fisure throughout Paradise Lost. The relation between the
primary quality of the meaning of a word that we ordinarily use and an antithetical kind of primary quality, that of its prior

etymological meaning, and how these come up against each other, are for him a basic metaphor of the then and the now. of the
fallen and the unfallen.

EH Right, exactly. So one can say with Milton, without being Milton, that there's a way of approaching the subject of
translation in terms of an imaginative adaptation of theories of literature_ in the general sense, and particular inguistic theories.

JH Yes, | think the truest poetry is the most feigning, and probably the most satisfactory and effective translations will have the
virtue of being appropriate to their literary and historical milieus. A certain kind of accuracyone of definition, one sense of what
accuracy meanshas been approprate to certain aspects of modernism, but there are great loose, free, adaptive translations.
Compare Ben Jonson's and Campion's versions of the Catullus poem, the "vivamus mea Lesbia atque amemus." which do
totally different things with it. I mean, Campion translates the first few lines. comes to the line, "the ever-during night" (the "nox
est perpetua una dormienda"). "the one ever-during night " has that as his line_ and loves it so much that he takes it as a refrain,
and builds a new poem in two successive strophes; using that as a refrain, he leaves Catullus and writes a wonderful little poem
of his own that ends up with that fine image of "When I die I want people to be screwing on my tomb." et cetera. He gets to it
by starting from Catullus, and then taking off, having seen the resonance of one particular line. Ben Jonson moves right through
it and does something else. However, vou have these two great Catullan versions, and that's an age, of course, in which
people dwelled so much with classical texts that they could do what they wanted with them. In one sense, to let somebody
know what Martial is really like, I would send him not to anv particular translations of Martial but to J. V. Cunningham's
Epigrams, even ones that aren't direct. Cunningham has translated some of Martial. but some of his own original ones are ab-
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sohutely it. They're the best ever, the best resuscitations of that kind of thing ever done.

EH Well, you seem to be saving in another way something that we started with: namely, that much of the actvity of translation
is implicit in learning how to produce poems, and doing that is a completely self-educating process.

JH Oh, ves, absoltely.
EH You mentioned Campion and Jonson's reworkings of Catullus. That's one example.

JH Look, in English the experimental aspect of the problem starts not with Chaucer getting French into English, but with Wvatt
tmng to get Petrarch into English and not knowing how. It really starts there with that kind of E;}LI}EI'IEELE;ﬂt and then is repeated
again and again in the history of English poetry. Sidney doing it, getting into Petrarch successfully.

EH You mean by getting into Petrarch, the sonnet?
JH I'm talking about the form and the diction of the sonnet.
EH What about the subject?

JH Well, the first getting of the 5ubject into Enghih occurs il Troilus and Crisevde. There is an inset bit, which is actually a
translation of one of the Petrarch rime there. But it didn't have consequences of that kind: it wasn't the same thing_ It wasn't
Petrarchan_ but the first Petrarchan attempt till Sidney, and then Surrey solves the problem immediately thereafter, and gets it
right, and with his good ear manages to decide that the iambic pentameter line is the one to do the hendecasyllable in, although
Whait tried every possible kind of thing as a way to do it. I mean. those poems are truly experimental and Wyatt puﬁﬁibh
didn't know what he was doing.

But this problem, whether it's one kind of technical problem at one level or another, is really at the heart of the matter and
keeps going through. Tennyson has so much of the Greek and Latin poetry that it j'l.lﬂt keeps flowing out all the time, and so
many poets as different as Dryden and Tennyson have in common, say. the Vergil in their heads. When Dryden writes that
beantiful elegy to John Oldham and when he ends up with that beautiful line, "Then night and gloomy death encompass thee
around.” he is doing a free translation of a line in the Sixth Book
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of the Aeneid that he himself translates a little more accurately and tightly in another place when he actually does the Vergil
But he feels free simply to do that, whether it isas the late Ben Brower saidwhether in Pope it is a poetry of allusion, allusion as

a kind of trope i itself, or whether it is simply there; it is built into the language. WNow, does one call that formal translation, that
kind of allusion. or not, or what?

EH Well, you're talking about the business of the poet, [ suppose.

JH 1 think that's always there, and I think as Adams pointed out there is such a thing as translating from earlier phases of
English into our own.

EH Yes.

JH And I don't mean just Pope's formal redoings of Donne's Sarires, and things like that, yvou see. I mean simply keeping the
continuity of the language going.

EH Yes. One common device is to ask students to translate Shakespeare mto modern verse without knowing whether in the
beginning they know anvthing about Shakespeare or much about modern verse. Assuming they knew a little about both, they
would then begin to see that there's a pmblem or what the problems are. Then, also, you feel that certain crucial texts to
illustrate changes in style, or the inauguration of a new style, would be necessary to solidify the translation, as in the Bible?

JH Yes, | think the Bible is very interesting in that aspect.

EH Well, we've reached high noon. Thanks very much.

JH Right, my pleasure.
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EH I'm going to begin by putting one or two questions to vou about translation. First, what started vou translating”? What
interests lay behind vour doing what vou did?

HM We're speaking of the Gilgamesh, a verse narrative that [ wrote some vears ago. In that book 10 an autobiographical
postscript tells how I learned about the story of Gilgamesh and how I approached it. I did not do it as a translator on first
learning about the materials through Professor Albert Lord at Harvard. I thought of the work in a very personal sense. I had
known the expenience of grief through my father's death when I was very voung and then, about the same time as [ was
learning szgamesh a very close friend at Harvard got Hodgkin's disease and was to die soon afterward. So that the poem
for me became an inner tale that made sense of the confusion caused by loss. the metaphysical worry, the pain. in the face of
these expeniences. I really thought of it as an epic poem that I wanted to write. I didn't think of it. and still don't, as a
translation.

As time went on [ tried writing various versions of it, and these versions, which I still have, I don't want ever to go back to. But
as I recall them thevy reflect the literary influences of that time. Gradually I sort of outran those influences, or my use or misuse
of them, and simply came to terms with the story itselfless with my own subjective losses and so on, and more with the
elements of the story and the desire to put them together in a unified wayv by concentrating on the themes of friendship and loss
and quest. In other words, I lived with the fragments of the tale for many vears. [ think Pasternak talked about translators
needing to live
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with a work (in this case, a story) for a long time before actually beginning to do something about it

Then a series of convergences occurred. One was a trip [ took to the Near East during which [ stopped in Paris and told this
story to a painter friend of mine. I should say that all those vears I always fold the story like a sort of Ancient Mariner, his
mner heatt, as it were.

EH May I interrupt vou a moment? The story vou're now telling is about how vou wanted to rewrite Gilgamesh, or is it about
what you had decided, after readmg it, that vou could write? What I'm trying to get at is (and this concerns a question we
might get to later about what it is one ﬂl:tllﬂ]l“. translates): Was there such a thing for vou as an absent text?

HM Right. Well, [ had to deal with this. As time went on, and as [ saw Gilgamesh through the eyes of other
peopleparticularly my painter friendl got different ideas as to what was most effective in the retelling. It was not, [ found out, a
retelling in modern dress, or a renderning of it in clothes that would be contemporary or relevant, and so on. What affected
other people was the sense of the story's originality, an oldness and vet timelessness, you see. So [ began in the late sixties to
get more and more concerned about the text, the original text. and more desirous of knowing it

[ don't know ff this is a digression, but perhaps I need it to explain what happened. I had thought at one time of going back to
Harvard as a graduate student in Akkadian, so that I could begin a scholarly study of Gilgamesh and have some sense of the
original. However, through my vears abroad. living in France and studying with Louis Massignon, I became very mmgued by
the Near East but especially the medieval world and the world of Islam. And so when I did go back to Harvard. I went into
Arabic and Persian, with some other projects in mind that ran para]lﬂl to Grilgamesh. So Gilgamesh became more of a
personal story, combined with a reverence for the text, an increasing desire to know the text. I really had to come to terms
with the text thrnugh translations in English, German, and French, but with some sense of its linguistic structure, although not
the sounds, which are an immportant difference. Now the problem is really that we don't have a text for Gilgamesh and the
most coherent and unified version of those tales is the Babylonian version which was discovered in the nineteenth century in
Nineveh, in temple runs there. Over the vears [ have fastened on the Babylonian version, but [ have concentrated my own
thought on the same themes that I began
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with: loss and the confrontation with one's own mortality and the quest for mmmortality or, as mn this poem, the acceptance of
mortality. But I began to adhere more and more to what I could get hold of in the original ﬁ’agmentﬁ and try to add to that,
through metaphors and similes and epic devices that I had learned in my study of narrative and epic poetry.

EH Your casewhich in some ways is very unusual because you came to the work indirectly and then learned what existed of
the text afterwardsc onfirms what I have often felt is essential- that the translator have a very special relationship to the text.
particularly a personal relationship. And I now have a question about the text: Is the text vou confront a stable quantity, first of
all. and then, in practice, a variable quality”? This question has to do with what happens when yvou confront the text itself. Is it
ﬁnmeﬂung phx sical when vou begm that makes vou translate word by word, phrase by phrase, and then something that
changes as vou translate, so that in fact vou begin to produce a version. in the way vou speak of it, which becomes part and
parcel of the text. whatever the text turns out to be?

HM Well, it's hard for me in a sense. Let me say only that the architecture of the story is made stable by steady and careful
concentration on specific themes within it. This ties the episodic parts together into a whole, though not necessarily the
Babyvlonian whole and certainly not the original Sumerian. But let me say also that [ don't see myself as a translator of
(Grilgamesh; that's the difficult thing. The text is with me, although I feel that [ have a sense of the original text, but it's by way
of identifying my own intuition and my own self, feeling, and experience with the originals of the text, the oniginal figures of the
text.

EH Well, you went back. . . .

HM 1 went back mto the worldview and into that symbolism and imagery and such, as one goes back nto a cave, and is
amazed at exploring all that is in the cave, to discover a sensation of timelessness there.

EH Yes, you've mentioned that. You said that in talking to people over the years vou found that what interested them was the
timeless and original quality of the epic, and I think vour translation-adaptation succeeds so well because it brings that out in a
very immediate, simple, and powerful way. Though you don't call it a translation, and though it's been called an adaptation. it
isn't written in the language that you would normally use in writing vour poetry_ for example.
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HM No, that's true_. But myv own poétigue is stimulated increasingly by narrative and dramatic situation and character and by
concentration on the whole worldview underlying my fragments of experim:e [ aspire to simplicity of languagf—; for the
evocation of plot and people, which is why I'm also drawn to poetic fiction. I seek my own most evocative voice in the context
and form attracting me_ [ think that szgamﬂh overtook me somewhat and made me write with a greater simplicity and clarity
than I would have, or than I did in fact aspire to in earlier versions. At a certain point, as I say. some things converged that
made me surrender to the text of the story or plot, as it were, and its uncovered form dictated a language. What happened to
me afterwards, vou know. was that | did become a translator. but of other things_ [ had to earn my living at one point by
translating a large work of scholarship in French and Arabic into English, and that had a similar effect on me in this sense. [
became a translator, in the formal sense of that wordthe job also required editing on my part, of a two-thousand-page work.
But the materials, the substance of that work, began to overtake me and then [ made another evocation, as [ would call it, of
the subject of this work.

EH What is the title of the work?

HM The title is The Passion of Al-Hallgj by Louis Massignon. After doing two and a half volumes of the work, sponsored by
the Bollingen Foundation Series, [ began to be overwhelmed as [ had been by Gilgamesh, and so I tried to find out what my
voice was in this materialnot just the translator's role, but my voice. I wanted to write »1y Hallaj, because [ identified
personally with im_. So I wrote another dramatic narrative. In this instance [ could control the original poems of Hallaj, which
were of themselves "stable." as vou say, but which became vanable in terms of voice by my surrender and mixture with their
voice. Their tone and spiritual authenhmh intimate and conversational with God, are what in style impressed me most; I had
also translated some of his odes from tenth- century Arabic, and ['ve since published those.

EH Where are they?

HM Thev're mn the Anthology of Arabic Literature, published by Twayne. | wanted most to dramatize Hallaj's life and death
in his characterbring him out as a real person to me and to othersusing some of his work or imitating some of the tone and
character of his work, in my own language and sense of structure, of a narrative poem. And I did this
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in one winter_ It actually happened two winters ago, and again it was written in conjunction with another person, in part.
Where in Gilgamesh the painter had affected me, here an actor affected me very much and as [ wrote, he and I would read
some of it, and so it became a play. as it were. We've given it a few times now in concert readings at universities. I don't
consider that a translation but it is based on translation; it is my own process of translation. [ feel that translation 15 a process of
gaining intimacy with a work, or a person, or another mode of expression, or another time.

EH But vour 1dent|f=.'1ng the character of voice is also mteresting, because good translations are works that make one believe in
the authenticity of a voice, even ff it's somewhat strange. Willard Trask said that his having been an actor was an aspect of his
life that helped his w nrkperhap& the ability to project a voice, quite literally. You seem to be saving something of that sort.

HM I'm a more private person than Willard i that sense, so that [ may have to work doubly hard to get out of myself and
project a voice. What I have found is that [ work very w ell with another person. | have to get a sense of the other person that
I'm dealing with, be it Gilgamesh or Hallaj or. . . . I've done some other things on some Alexander legends and such. I have to
get a sense of the character, and very often it's a friend or somebody else coming from another discipline, another art, who can
oive me a handle on that art and project me, because my work is very . . . kind of inward and meditative, perhaps to a fault.
It's a little too narrative in that sense. and st now, where, as [ told you before, I'm wniting fiction and plays actually. I may
end up where Willard began. It's been a process of dragging me out of myself into the open, into a sense of audience, and [
think that has happened now.

EH That's interesting. This summer I discovered through a friend that Martin Buber had been a theater buff in his vouth and
never missed a play; he haunted theaters from adolescence on. [ was thinking of your interest i religion in this connection. One
hears a voice or wants to hear a voice and that's just what leads one to go on.

HM1 do believe in the Muse, the Daemon. I think that one is driven by the sense of something bevond oneself that is
speaking. [ thoroughly believe in that. Whether vou call it religion or religious. I don't know. I suspend judgment on that for a
while. Reality is plausible, vou know, i
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not always destrable. Let's say that there is a reality there because there is something other than the reality of one's self; and
that there is another that draws it out ultimately beyond our necessary awareness of ambiguities and beyond ambiguity itself:
and my illustrating it through these other penple who have drawn it out is part of the phenumennn and process of swrrender
and evocation. But then there's some sense of a calling, of something. and it is a voice, a voice that speaks unlike an echo, and
uses the talents vou've been preparing and so on. [ will say another thing herethat I don't consider myself a lyric person, but a
narrative person, in the formal and perhaps also the spiritual sense.

EH Narrative and epic.

HM Narrative and epic. For a number of vears [ misconstrued myself as a lyric person and I tried to work through short
poems of my own, some of which I published. most of which are ghastly. because they're too strained. I couldn't use the sense
of structure that I had in that particular way. So the discovery of Gilgamesh was for me a release in part to the ﬁ:rm that I
have. I consider myself basically a transmitter of storiesif | were defining what [ am. I got that from a student who in one class
where we were dealing with translation a lot, and mvth and various things of the sort, said to me, "How do you define
vourself?" And I said, "I don't know." And he said, "I know_ You're a transmitter of stories.”

EH When vou say vou believe in the Muse and you say vou follow what you hear, then you are an intermediary in some way.
[ have a feeling that's true of all creative work. One hears something, one tries to listen to it, make it out, then in doing so one
begins to speak in the voice one hears. Well, I seem to believe in the Muse too.

HM The Muse speaks to me or calls me to do sort of larga works which are strange for our day perhaps, but [ seem to be
able to operate only in a large story form, and use lyricism in that. In fact, the lyricism occurs for me only within the framework
of a narrative epic poem or a drama. [ have written some sonnets, but I'm letting them sit for a bit becanse they work only
insofar as they form a sequence with an overall structure. I think mdmdma]lj_. they don't.

EH Well, from all vou've been saying, it seems vou wouldn't then be the sort of person to ask about the differences between
translation involving a transformation of the text and the other, which is a sort of shadowing of the text, because it's clear that
all vou've done is a transformation.

< previous paqge page 30 next page >



< previous page page 351 next page >

Page 51

HM Well, but there are stages in that process. I mean, I will speak to that in this way_ [ think that in the odes of Hallaj, which

are longish poems, not just lyric poems, [ have to go thrn:rugh various stages of a literal translation, in a sense an imitationthen
an interpretive translation. I really think there are values in each of these stages, but the only one that makes sense, in terms of
a complete book to be presented to students, is that of an interpretive "shadowing" translation. one presumed to achieve some
sense of the immediacy and reality of the voice while adding our other knowledge, vou see. [ mean, the knowledge of the
times, the arts and perspectives, the various things finding thewr way into the timbre of the voice. So we interpret it. We
interpret meanings mto our own language, and when a certain thing is said in a particular way we have to translate ourselves
first into the world in which it was said while knowing that in our own world we say the same thing with different words. Then
we have to create metaphors, where there weren't any sometimes, because only with a metaphor can we achieve the effect
thev do, let's say, with a theological statement, which is abstract. So anvone insisting on the purity of the text when looking at
the translation wants something else than a ]mng translation or evocation. I'm not happily disposed to doing just that sort of
work, except as a part of the process of getting translated into the work.

EH Which makes sense, and goes back to what vou said earlier about letting Gilgamesh mature with vou and ::rpemng the
idea to others (whlch brought in their persons, their characters), and then letting the world fill out. through vour experience,
what you were going to write. Y ou quoted Pasternak about the length of time it takes to do a solid translation. So it also
seems that you were stage-managing, if it can be put that way, the act of eventually doing this worlcwhich is to say that vou
were using a dramatic form.

HM You know when vou invited me down to Brown last year to readand vesterday [ gave another reading of Gilgamesh
here in Bostonin going through it that way I sense where the original is. ] have a sense of the spine of the story and a few of the
formulas. the epic formulas, used in the original. Also. I note where I've added to it through metaphor and simile_ and certain
images used to make it a little more timeless, to set it for other people at any other place, at any time, but also particular places
that they can respond to. So when [ hear what ['ve done with the thing, [ know its limitations as a scholarly translation and its
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strengths as a poem. But something else has happened to me since the poem was published: that is, it's grown further with me
beyond the printed stage. [ used to tell the story orally, without a text of my own or anybody else's, to classes and one or two
audiences, before it was published, and I found the variations in that te]]mg to be very rev ea]mg [ had begun to use certain
formmulas myself in order to station it. along through its structure, but would embellish it in various ways. Now that's the
problem, right there. with an ancient text: that there isn't a "text” nor supposed to be a "text." There's an inherited structure we
getand [ regarded myself simply as one of the tellers of Gilgamesh. It has variations in the telling, and I have told it many
times. Now some of the tellings_ as in the case of Homer, have come down to us and we have those particular tellings. but to
pretend to have a true text is to miss the point of the whole process of oral narration. What I published was simply one set of
variations on the telling that I had done over the years. Maybe I should have said that in the beginning, to clarify this whole
matter.

EH Well, your explanation makes a lot of sense now. It lights up what vou were saying earlier. The poem exists off the page
as an oral presentation, or epic, and that's just what an epic isa story that's spoken.

HM Rightand as I read it (I take the book with me and read it), as [ do even now, I have further variations, becaunse I sort of
digress. I come to a point and then add something that 1sn't on the printed page.

EH Do these amount to substantial additions?

HM Well, I'm really looking ahead to a new edition of that book, and I've written down margmally some of the additions I
remember. I'd also like some of the paintings by my friend to illustrate the new edition. Becanse a new process has occurred.
As it were, | have been fighting the text that ['ve printed, so as not to be confined by it. That's another dimension to the whole
thing. I really think this story is with me forever, for better or worse.

EH It's appropriated you.
HM It has appropriated me and [ a'rtr:rplv retell it many ways and many times, but I always come back to its inherent structure
and not to a text. I don't think the text is the crucial thing. I think once you have learned. almost memorized, the building

blocks. the progress of the poem, vou can go off without anything in handpen or penciland I can see why then vou could be a
blind poet. All yvou need then is the inner imagery,
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the imagination at work, the structures basically set in place, and a certain number of formulas that vou use yvourself.
Sometimes, of course, in our age, we use themes as the ancients did. sometimes qust in a line that captures a thing and recurs
throughout the poem. [ think an epic poem, particularly one like Gilgamesh, has a very small vocabulary, a very small set of

themes which recur in variations over and over so that there are patterns and sinews that run through and intertwine and tighten
the whole work.

EH A constant remnforcement of things.

HM A remforcement.

EH And then one can see how that would be close to the condition of music, the song accompanying epic telling.
HM Yes.

EH Are we getting close to the time when you must leave?

HM Yes_ I'm afraid so.

EH Then perhaps we'll come back. Goodbyve for now, and thanks.
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EH Ben_ I'd like to begin by asking how vou started translating. since the experience of each translator is rather different. In

the case of some poets like John Hollander, translation came as a kind of apprenticeship to the writing of poetry; it was the
"erammar” for his own poetic development.

EE 1 would agree that translation is a kind of jungle gym for the exercise of all the faculties and muscles required for the
practice of poetry, even if it doesn't always begin that waythat it serves the calisthenic function of bringing to bear upon what is
translated one's total resources and cunning as a poet. In this sense, translation takes translators far bevond the genre of their

own recognizable styles and idiosyncrasies as poets. One of the disintegrative benefits of translation is that it compels or
seduces one into writing poetry other than one's own. . .

[ suppose my own experience with translation first came as a byproduct of my close reading of the French symbolist poets
with Wallace Fowlie at Bennington, as a kind of unofficial seminar for aging amateurs exclismvely invented for my benefit
between 1937 and 1940. It was the idiom of Rimbaud, [ remember, which excited and gratified me most at the time. My
knowledge of French was such that. although I could imagine what the tension and weight of the idiom was in French, [

couldn't get close enough to the sound and excitement of it without touching it with English and, as Keats says, "proving it on
my own pulses.”

EH So vou started with Rimbaud as a poet whose langnage and style were very sympathetic.
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BB More than sympathetic. I felt an mvisible opening for myself, somewhere under the French, as a poet in search of a
language that martered. 1 was looking for accelerations, truncations, oddity, SHergy. characterev mﬂmg one associates with
the high tensions and syntactical SpEE:dS of Eimbaud. All the poems turned into "personal versions” the moment [ touched them
with a little English as a kind of venture in private acoustics. I wanted to "score" Rimbaud in a way that was identical with my
own hearing, rather than constantly making allowances for correspondences I was told should exist for all sensitive
Frenchmen: I longed for the mnmmediacy of poetry in English while still parsing the French and computing alexandrines.

[ set about "translating” Rimbaud as a greedy amateur for my own instruction and pleasure because I was mmprudently (or
helplessly) drawn to the four ambitious set pieces"Le Batean nre." "Les Premieres Communions,” "Mémoire." "Les Poétes de
sept ans'that [ later published in a small volume in this country and in England as Four Poems by Rimbaud: The Problem af
Translation. The title was a later deception of the English publisher, which promised more than it delivered, since [ didn't treat
the "problem” discursively at all. There was only a very brief preface which rebelled at "turning francs mto dollars." and said the
first things beginners ought to say. The scheme of the volume was two-fold: to make a set of avowedly literal translations as
grubby as fidelity seems to demandtransliterate French staples into English; and then to put a pulse under the English and
"translate the translations” in the sense that I tned to project qualities, identities, skills, predilections, texturesmy own, such as
they were, and Rimbaud's, such as [ imagined them to be.

EH What Dryden called the "paraphrase” rather than literal translation or mmitation.

BB 1 don't know whether either of those words really applies. It was something more subjective than imitation and more
visceral than paraphrase. Meanwhile, I considered it a providence when I could exactly render in English what was literally
present in the French. [ had no conceptual stance that would lead me to say: "Here I'm going to paraphrase”; or "Here is
where I imitate "

EH The scheme of the book, as vou say, called for the literal rendering first.
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EE Only to indicate how madequate poetry in its literal state can beto make the point that poetry was not information, that
the translator's task had only begun when all the facts of syntax and substance had been reliably extrapolated. The point was
to isolate something Efjﬁﬂmeﬂﬁng absent or missingby maximizing the vacium where all had been suspended in the search
for ]IlEﬂI]lﬂgE and was now i danger of dlﬂﬂ:pp&ﬂi‘lﬂg entirely from the transaction: the power of magmation. How do vou
imagine or ren:uagne the process of a poem's embodiment, the poem not as an mf::rrmam e entity, but as a complex] believe
Coleridge called it esemplasticof mnmediate excitements that stand for a live experience?

EH But evidently, if this work, as you describe it, was vour first, you already had a kind of theoretical and didactic interest in
the subjector the "problem"of translation.

BB No, I would say I stumbled on translation smmply in the process of trving to find something that was cognate with my
experience of having thnught about a poet, read him word for word and word by word, and found it hostile or hateful to
paraphrase. Let us say [ invoked a "pleasure principle” rather than a homiletic one, that my approach was hedonistic rather
than Aristotelian, much as Coleridge's is when he says the "immediate aim of poetry is pleasure not truth." I would be quite as
ready to say that the immediate am of translation is pleasure not truth. Eventually, of course, immediate pleasure proves to be
Platonic rather than erotic, and leads to imaginable truth. The two are not necessarily antithetical.

EH Well, there vou have a principle! It's very hard to get working translators to say what they really think translation is for, or
about. In the case of poets. it's almost always an attempt to render the pleasure, the experience of pleasure, mowingly. Were
vou aware at that time of any sort of transfusion going on from vour translations into vour poems?

EE Translation is a way of wnrlﬂng and lving, or writing and breathing, and not a public benefaction. It would be altogether
wishful to imagine I had turned into something Rimbaudian myself: but looking back at my development at the time. I would
say that there was a conspicuous thrustan infusion rather than a transformationwhich was all to the good. It may be all there to
this daybut that is for others skilled in "the anxieties of influence” to determine.

EH Where do vou fit it into your own oewvre as a poet?

EBE In a lmbo I vaguely remember as one of marked disjunctions and
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escalations of style that had something to do with my previous collision with Hart Crane in 1936_ [ sensed something then,
which has now been abundantly researched and certified: that there had also been a collision of Eimbaud with Crane, and [

was dizzy with the hovering amb1gmh [ was already en route to a kind of mpasto, or density, of langunagecrisscrossed by all
the short circuits and shifts of speed I coveted in both the French of Rm:lbaud and the latter- dax Elizabethan of Crane. The last
poem to go into my first collection, a poem called "The Enemy Jov" at some times. and "Tarry, Delight” at others, was a direct
outcome of my translation.

EH Now if I'm not mistaken, vour reputation as a translator is based mainly on yvour translations from the Spanish, rather than

the French or Italian.

BB True. However, in my long apprenticeship to Wallace Fowlie I read Baudelaire for the first ime, Mallarme, Valéry,
Corbiere. . . .

EH All the significant "moderns "

BB What we were really doing was dowsing. Wherever I picked up a possibility of water or gold or whatever, [ made a
decided bend in that direction.

EH There's another aspect that ought to concern us: this conjunction of three mindsFowlie himself, and two poets sharing a
literary experience imvolving an exchange of literatures.

BB In return for Rimbaud. I read Fowlie some of Hart Crane, whom he found more difficult than Valéry.

EH | had a conversation a few days ago with Herb Mason, who did a remarkable job of the Gilgamesh epic and whose
langnages are not modern or romantic, generally, but Arabic, Persian. . . . Mason came to the story of the Gilgamesh epic,
which is mainly about the loss of a friend, partly as a result of his own personal losses, and for several years afterwards he
kept sharing the poem with others. After four vears of this, he was ready to write what he calls his verse-narrative based on
the Gilgamesh epic. | hadn't been aware, till speaking with Mason, of how such a conjunction induces a strong. if gradual,
drive to tackle the work, especially in the early phases of one's interest in translation.

EBE T magine it would differ in relation to the media m which the originals exist. Certamnly, for poetry. I would sayv translation is
neither a solitary voice nor a collective voice. It is an attempt to express one's own
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exuberance or one's own sense of contact with things. I myself don't know how to separate my own voice from the mitiating
voices because the initiating voices furnish a continuing motive for my own. There are two voices, two presences. That has
never really changed; translation for me still remains the sensuous approximation of an amateura histrionic projection of my
visceral and intellectual fascinationsand, [ would always want to add. my pleasure.

EH The pleasure could also be that of sharing something with the absent author whom one is translating. You translated
Neruda later, and a great deal.

BB Abundantly, because the man himself was abundant. Because no one else was doing it abundantly at the time_. Because
Neruda was pleased with the renderings and the choices, and abundantly encouraged me to translate.

EH That's a case in which one knows one's source; I mean the "originating poet.” Is there a difference. though, between
posthumous and nonposthumous translations?

EBE 1 believe I have had a variety of such experiences, all certified. I translated an anthological selection of Rafael Alberti for
the University of Calfornia Press and have a kind of illustrated scroll covered with doves and Andalusian promises in the
special calligraphy of the poet to show for it. [ translated a good part of the Cantico by Jorge Guillén, and had the pleasure of
reading with him jointly at Bennington. He was good enough to fill fly-leaves of my copy of Cantico with translations of his
ownWallace Stevens, Joyce, Eliotinstead of doves and calligraphv. That translation, by the way, was done with the
"midwifery" of Norman Thomas di Giovanni, who was endlessly self-effacing and dﬂlgf_‘;ﬂt as an ]IltEI'tﬂEd.‘lﬂI“- between
translators and the poet: a parrﬂutahun we haven't talked about as vet. There, the English was discussed in considerable detail
by both Guillén and di Giovanni: we all revised and re-revised. until there was a kind of despairing agreement, or its English
equivalent, on the text that was to stand next to the Spanish. The same was true of di Giovanni's later project on Bm’g&& for
which [ was also enlisted. In the case of Borges, we slaved at a very special genre of translation that Borges had in mind as
par for his course. Of course, Borges knows betrer Enghih English than we do, and certainly in other ways than we dodown
to its Anglo-Saxon marrow, which he especially coveted in exchange for the Latinate marrow of his language. In the case
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of Borges, there was a change in the matrices of the two langnages, as though he were subjecting the weight and temper of a
Spanish, which he regarded as jejune, to an Anglo-Saxon decantation. If Borges had had his wayand he generally didall
polysyllables would have been replaced by monosyllables, especially in the third and fourth revisions, to which he often
pressed his absent collaborators. People concerned about the legitimacy of the literal might well be scandalized by his mania
for dehispanization.

EH He was using vou as writing hands. . .

BB "Smmplify me. Modify me. Make me stark. My language often embarrasses me. It's too vouthful, too Latinate. I love
Anglo-Saxon. I want the wiry. minimal sound. I want monosyllables. I want the power of Cynewulf, Beowulf, Bede. Make me
macho and gaucho and 51-:31]11} " That sort of thing.

EH Did the period of Borges and di Giovanni follow the Guillen peniod?

EBE Yes, by a number of vears. Guillén was the first venture involving a stable of translators and a steward. Then di Giovanni
undertook a similar venture with Borgesand SDtﬂEﬂ]jﬂg very Borgesian happened. First, he was devoured by Borges and the
cadre of translators he had enlisted to transmit the specifications of Borges. Then. as a result of his proximity to the Master and
the indescribable rigors of modifying and leveling the rest of us (for which we all have reason to be grateful), di Giovanni took
to practicing the art copiously himself, as Borges's other Other, and outdid us all.

EH A very odd development. I'd like to go back, though, to what we were talking about in connection with vour further
workthe experience, then, of getting to know Spanish.

EE Well. it's the poets who have a way of making translators out of other poets, and poetry that leads them from one language
to another. In my own case. it was Lorca who led me into Sparuﬁha decade after I first accepted a translation of him for the
Nation. Then, ten vears later, during a postwar Guggenheim in 194647, while [ was at the University of Virginia as loafing
poet-in-residence, | took a Spanish course and began to learn the language academically. Then, long before I should have,
some would saybefore [ had brought my literacy to the point where it was theoretically desirable to translatel simply flung

myself
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at Lorca. I reversed the recommended procedure: I learned Spanish syntax in the act of pursuing the sounds, the
idiosyncrasies, and the poetry of Lorca.

EH Yet vou had previously translated Eimbaud with a man who is a master of the subject.

EBE 1 believe I have served under many masters in translating from the Spanish, tooJoseé Montesinos and Luis Mongumio of the
University of California in Berkeley, Angel del Rio, Paco Garcia Lorca of Columbia, among others, as well as the poets
themselvesin my encounters with the duende of Castilan. But I was at first quite solitary with the Lorcawith Lorca and the
whole of Mexico, which I visited vear after vear, long before [ made it to Spain, in those winter recesses conveniently
provided by Bennington, to get the whole ambience of the language. I combined every conceivable form of circulation and
ventilation of the language and the literature, tunneled in every conceivable direction to accelerate my faculty for using the
langnage.

EH | believe vour translation of Lorca's Poer in New Fork is dated 1955 and has since appeared in eighteen printings.

BB There's a connection between my prentice vears in Lorca and The Poer in New Fork which I should mention. Donald
Allen, then of Grove Press, had read my translations in Quarterly Review of Literature and was the first to approach me
with the idea of translating the whole of the Poeta for Grove. It seemed to me an extravagant compliment and an utterly
reckless undertal-::ing for everyone concerned. In the end I said, "Why not?" I was en]iﬁted to translate Poer in New York by a
man who had the wit and the uncanny facility of sensing what are genara]h called "v Dguea or waves in the making. and later
turn out to be total landslides of tastelike his later anthology of the "poets since 1945" and the canonization of Ginsberg.

EH If I recall correctly, Rolfe Humphnies's translation was also bilingual and preceded the first edition of Bergamin in Mexico.
BB By a nose, I believe: both should be postmarked about 1940 _ The long story of the search for a canon for Poer in New

York and its relation to the scenario provided by Hm:nplm&& in his persevering and indispensable edition is enormously
complicated. There is a detailed chronology of it in my own edition for Grove, and the transaction is again being reexamined

by a cadre of French and Spanish hispanists in Madrid, whose
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job it is to mvent an authorized text for all Lorca. At the same time, it has been turned into a tour de force of detection by
Daniel Eisenberg, a voung scholar working against the international grain from Florida State University. [ soon saw that the job
of piecing together the potsherds in Mexico and the United States for a provisional text was also inseparable from the ordeal
of translating it. A number of poems still remain fixed in the canon, either by fiat from Madnd, or by the labor of maverick
scholars. To the very last moment of publication, "Wew York poems.” lost, purloined, apocryphal, or hoarded by their
possessive and unpredictable custodians, continued to show up in odd places like Mallorca. I especially remember a
sophisticated book store on Calle Madero in Mexico City where [ routinely asked for South Amernican books about Lorca,
and was told: "We have some copies of the original Mexican edition of Poera en Nueva York on hand." Just imagine! Stored
away in that bookstore there must have been some thirty or forty copies of the Editorial Seneca edition of the Poeraretired,
rather than remaindered. because of vanished Mexican interest and the apathy of evervone concerned! They were glad to give
me a dozen for the equivalent of about eighty cents apieceall of which I have since given away to deserving connoisseurs: all
but one. Such are the adventures of canon makers who turn up at the night time and get hucky!

EH As before, when we were talking about translations of Rimbaud and you mentioned Hart Crane, another bell struck,
because I'd always thought of Hart Crane as the nodal center in the dewv E;leﬂ:lE:Ilt of modern poetry, someone very significant,
especially for the people starting to write in that period. That is, Crane stands with Pound and Eliot as one of the chief
transmitters of European traditions, however imperfectly.

BB However, we all know now that Crane was semiliterate in those languages himself and lacked the sophistication of mentors
like Allen Tate and Ywvor Winters, who could have taken him to sources, as Wallace Fowlie took me. There was that linguistic
and mtuitional seepage, though, that bloodletting, and that was enough for Crane. [ mean his capacity to devour, his gusto, his
faith in the pleasure principle: all operated like Braille, as a tactile accelerator of good things.

EH Yes. When [ spoke to Robert Lowell some vears ago, he said that Hart Crane was the first American poet who meant
something to him.

BB T would say the same.
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EH 1 had that experience, too. But with Lorca, we have to do with the happenstance of a Spanish poet writing a totally
aberrant work about New York, a city that he happened to occupy with Crane in 1929 A strange situationa European
infusion concentrating on urban life in a way that rediscovered New York to the New Yorkers and surrealism for a displaced

Andalusian.
BB Like New York's gift of Washington Irving to the Alhambra and the Caliphate of Granada.
EH Don't vou think Lorca's surrealism is the definitive development of his late phaseboth the Poer in New Fork, and those

last and "lost" plays?

BB Certainly it is the timelv antidote for that provincial Andalusian giranismo that enchanted Lorquistas all over the world and
drove Lorca himself to surrealist despair. The episode is traumatic, if not definitrve. But [ think it is also related to other trends
on the way out because, perhaps. of new tastes pressing toward the center from the periphery, searching for hot spots: people

like Crane.

EH Yes. Also the whole phenm:uennn has changed with regard to Latin America. You, for example, went ahead to Pablo
Neruda after Lorcaa continuity totally understandable in terms of subsequent dewv Elnpmanta What I'm trying to get at is that
vou, in vour experience, career, and craft as a poet and translator, have not only incorporated poets in Spamah but also
started something of a trendeven after my own translations and my New Directions book on Lorca came out in 1944.

EE 1 often flinch at the consequences. Not long ago, I heard from a graduate student in English at the University of California
at Berkeley who thought Ginsberg and the San Francisco sound were the summit of all American modernity. He was perfecily
certain in his own mind that my translation of Poet in New York was the swinger that set Ginsberg off and then lit up the whole
western seaboard like a switchboard. I wrote him back denying it as icily as I could, hoping it was not so. I haven't heard from
him since. He was utterly wishful and tendentious about the whole thing. He found, for example, that the publication dates of
Howl and Poet in New York were almost simultaneous: "Couldn't Ginsberg have read vour translations in magazine form”" he
wanted to know. Well, he could havein Poerry, the Firginia Quarterly Review, Partisan Review: but | was firm and said I
didn't think that's what touched off "poetry since '45"
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EH Well, there's some strange alchemical transmutation when a "new poetry” arrives at the right time or someone picks up the
poet who can transform the whole movement of things. I think we both may have had something to do with the infusion of
Spanish into English for American and English poetry, via Lorca: a development vital to the internationalization of poetry.

EBE Certainly Nernda believed I was rendermg him a cosmopolitan service, and gave me carte blanche in the choice and
execution of volume after volume, except in the one case when he urged me to share a book with Alastair Reid to blend
American translation with British. He even insisted that [ was the only one to translate his first and only play mto the kind of
theater and poetry he intended. while I spent two years debating the same premise myself. The fact that [ undertook the
translation of Joaguin Murieta can hardly be called a phase in the development of international poetry, however! That was a
very personal faihore.

EH But Neruda saw that vou were not only doing him a service. You were providing a bridge to North Amernican poetry, as
Crane might have wished it to be.

BB Once, Ted Roethke startled me by asking Howard Nemerov to "Tell Belitt that his Poer i New York 1s a kind of Bible to
my kids [at the University of Washington]." Was that another phase of the San Francisco backlash, or the solid hegemony of
cosmopolitan taste?

EH There have recently appeared other translators of Neruda: a small cadre of them, one might say.
EE That's all to the good. It's what I'd hoped formany sounds, many orientations and intonations. many biases (rather than
vendettas), many permutations of pleasurea whole orchestra tuning up on processes and procedures. But recent translations

have all been on the side of a puristic leveling of Neruda to the letter of the literal word. Neruda is sacrosanct to his American
idolators.

EH Youmean Tarn, Bly, Walsh. _ _ .
BB Translators, as [ have somewhere observed, are an anthropophagous species who know how to devour thewr own kind.
But I think the choral rendering of Neruda is encouraging because tolerance and abundance are fixed points and terminal goals

of translation.

EH When vou went to Neruda, did vou have to wrench vour style
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did vou have to think of a way of doing it that was different from the way vou'd done other poems?

BB 1 never know how translation ought to be done before [ have begun to do it; though the "wrench" was mmmediately
apparent to me. The posture of translation has to be inductrve, I think_ If the sound i1s right and carries with it mv whole
engrossment as a poet, translation has a way of falling into place, in the same way that poems do. I have no program unless it
is one of leading naively and obsessively with the whole stock of my resources as a poet writing poetry. How else can one
survive the punishing trajectory of a whole book that selects the best of four or five volumes at a time for anthological display
and delectationa jolting set of texts, some of which are right for you, others of which are tedious. or with tedious stretches? As
a translator in bulk, one must move with equal plausibility through hot and cold, through what is congenial and what's remote,
roll with the punches on some least common denominator of continuing energy. One can't be Nobody in Particular. [ see no
other way to do it.

EH You're temperamentally more akin to the lyric poems.
BB Well, politics was never my motive for translating Neruda; and surrealism is not my dish of tea.
EH Those endless pileups of metaphors!

BB Metaphors excite me in any form; and there's a special magic in the dnination of surrealist metaphors, which are really a
kind of irrational metaphysics or therapeuhn: shorthand: like reading entrails or tea leaves. In the case of Poet in New York I
found some sections overstated, too facilely or too hysterically surrealistuntil [ began to read the poem as an irreversible
autobiography of alienation, by a poet who exquisitely embodied one culture and was made to collide with its antithesis here_ It
is a psvchological document, an ethnical pesadilla whose real passion and significance as an idiom lies i its queasy
transcription of horror and loss and panic, without the mediation of prudence.

EH It's a remarkable poem, and still, perhaps. will never be wholly assimilated; a little like "Song of Myself”" (which gets a lot
of currency nowadays at universities in a way it never did twenty or thirty vears ago)a poem that is probably about the same
length as Poeta en Nueva York. Structurally. sayall fifty-two sections of Whitman can be accounted for. I wonder if that will

ever happen to the Poera.
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EBE Let us say that it is the fate of the vanguard to move to the center; and universities are a vehicle of that movement. At first
reading, one feels such poems are always ahead of onethat is part of their exasperating attraction: something to be sniffed out,
or be shaken by: then a "classic" moves out from under, to become the signature of one's "modernity "

EH But speaking of "psychological documents” and collision courses between Lorca and other cultures barbarous or exotic to
him, [ wonder what is the text actually translated? Put it another way: is the text always a stable quantity, or is it that, plis
something elsea variable? And if one says that it's also a vanable quantity, then does one have to adjust, as a translator, not
only to a word-for-word persistence of the text, but also to its ups and downs, its hiatuses and gravitational shifts? There are
two observations to be made here: first, that something else begins to emerge before the final translation comes into being: the
translator's own psychological relationship to the text; and second, the fact that vou can't expect faithfulness where there's not

something to be faithful to: some redoubtable scenario. Not even the mind of God can be thought of as the single originating
source. According to the Cabala, God i1s Absence.

EE Or floating somewhere in the middle of the air in a visionary bath, or on a divan of enigmas. It's the Platonism, the Idea of
the Perfect Poem. or the Perfect Word. that I think interferes with the sw eaty labor of translation, the sweaty empiricism in
which everything is an action, a commitment, a deed. a choice, and refuses to exist abstractly in the realm of the Potential. One
translates as Forster's Professor Godbole prays, sjnging one's odd little tune and saying: "Come! Come! Come! Come!" One
has to intrude upon possibility; even the poem speaks in its own right_ at its most expressive pitch, as a pure tissue of
possibility. The translator provides the possibles, probables, utterances. and then tries to anchor the whole floating realm of
EplStEtﬂDnglEﬂl pGESﬂZ}ﬂlt‘-’ [ insist it's an epistemological, rather than a semantic or inguistic: What kind of knowledge does
poetry ivolve? What is the thing that translators can know, and how can their language know it7 What is the syntax for its
survival as either immediate pleasure or eventual truth? The know ledge must never be falsified: it is a confidence. a trustbut
there is a human need to take a stand and mediate knowledge. All translation, at its best, is mediation rather than definition.
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EH Then we're back to that question of whether the interpreteris. . _

BB Well, I wasn't thinking in terms of exegetical interpretation alone. In the realm of epistemological discourse, poems exist in
order to invite and release inexhaustible probability. Translation should operate with similar exposure to probability. Putting a
pulse under vour language like tubing for a blood transfusion, working rhythmically and feelingly for the formalization of the
forces that give the intentionality of language and sound to the pmbablethe whole sonic bitis part of that "knowledge." To what
degree can such things be known? How does one consolidate the sonic integrity of a thing in the act of translating it? There's
the fascination of translation. On the other hand. one can hardly argue that because a thing is provisional, one has a license_
poetic or otherwise, to ruultrph chaos. But where prmmnnahh abounds (I sound like Saint Paul talking about grace!), the
determinations have to remain suspended or vague. One is merely faith-full: as faithful as one can be under circumstances that
don't moralize as much as. say, dogma does. The operative word is faith, and not fidelity.

EH You're saying something very interesting to me in connection with the desire of the original poet to express something that,
as we all know, never got expressed; or possibly exceeded the poet. When a poet sees a translation of his work, his interest in
the poem as a work -in-progress momentarily rekindles. He says to his translator: You go ahead and maybe vou'll find . . .

perhaps what I left out. or what leaped ahead of me. That, I suppose, is another touch of comedy that makes all utterance kin_

EBE Something very similar happens to me when a Nerudist or a L orquist gives me the exegesis of the poem as a track to nide
a translation on, or a thread through the maze of mmpersonated fidelities. I myself remain curious about the thing 7 myself am
contriving. I don't know where my labors will take me, and I certainly don't know how the original ought to have been
translated. before or after the fact. I take my lumps as a translator, hoping as [ go that nothing has really been violated and
that the proportions of the original have been maintained even though my own dynamics have merged with the poet's. I wear
my conscience where it belongs: at the tip of mv pen, and not on my sleeve like a medieval garter.
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EH How would vou test whether a work of translation is faithful or has a right to exist i its own terms, whatever its relation to
the original work? Is there any test?

BB What is the test for the Rubaivat of Omar KEhavvam? There is nothing as blue and red as litmms paper. There are signs,
faits accomplis, reassurances: for one thing, Eﬂlﬂtﬂlt“-’ responsibility, for another, the certainty that all the elements have been
subjected to atomic scrutinyall the words as they pass from their moornings in the Spanish into the ink of the translation, with no
leaps of convenience or deletions such as vou might find in the Imitations of Lowell

EH He's taken that word from Dryden, and Drvden means an "adaptation”

BB T've written as curiously as I could on that subject, to explore my own criteria of translation. ['ve weighed the forfeits of
expressive translation as against the privations of anonymous translation: "translation as a personal mode." against "the
translator as nobody in particular " Both are ploys, impersonations, heuristic deceptions.

EH Can you go into that further?

EBE T would let the pieces speak for themselves as [ wrote them_ 11 rather than paraphrase off the top of my head. In the case
of Lowell's Imitations I wanted to consider the kind of option that deliberately subordinates the translated poet to the identity
of the translator and in which the intent is, as it were_ binaural: to provide two voices for one. Lowell has opted even more
flambovantly for one continuous voice, mdelibly and conspicuously his own, when he is translating as he pleases from the
whole canon of European and Mediterranean masterpieces.

EH Then later he amalgamates his translations into the body of his own poetry.

BE 1 see it as a kind of dramatisma histrionic or supportive use of "the mdmidual talent” of the original at a time when, for one
reason or another, the translator's initiative has lapsed or sagged or withdrawn from easy accessibility to lick its wounds. What
follows, I think_ is an expedienta desperateuse of translation to compensate for the translator's blockages: to keep a big talent
moving and perform all the feats that have to do with the whole repertory of poetry, rather than the special register of his own
oewvre. " [ranslation as trampoline”or, as I suggested in the beginning. a "jungle gym."
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EH | have two feelings about that, myself one of them is that Lowell was wrong to do it, becanse he gave translation a bad
reputation at a time when it needed more mmaginative support. But also, that he was right to do it because he went way out on
a limb and thereby antictpated a center for corrective discussion and work on the part of other translators at a time when the
issues were confused.

BB 1 think that large talents have less choice in such matters than the middling or unharried ones. Lowell's motive was self-
preservation, survival rather than charity. [ value that enormoushy

EH But as a practice for others, it has its good and bad sides.

BB It does. What I try to suggest in my article is that much of what Lowell did was, basically, rransiarion in the old-fashioned
sense, despite the strange aberrations and gerrvmanders that result from jettisoning what was incompatible. In Lowell's case, I
vield to the urgency that leads major talents to prey on the identities and styles of other great talents, as an armature for their

own utterance. Only think of the many disguises of Blake and Keats for preving on Milton, and N eruda for preying on
Whitman!

EH 1 suppose Lowell was doing in his own way what Pope and Dryden were doing with Homer and Vergil in their own time.
Pumping their own poetic uicesnot to mention their prosodylinto the text.

EBE 1 think i many wayvs Lowell is more faithful than Pope or Dryden.

EH All one can hope to develop is some sense of the immediate goals that are involved in translation and for translation, quite
apart from matters of public benefits or eventual public worth. The fallacy of translation as something that is "deceptive" and a
"betrayal” of an originalwe all know the Italian for itcan really be understood as part of a creative undertakingereative, not in
the wild sense, though sometimes that is important, too, but as the transfiguring of invention. That seems to have kept vou
working for vears!

BB There must be some allowable ambience of pluralism in the whole premise of multicultural translation.
EH Yes.
BB Personally, I work out of the premise that there is no universal motive, like "fidelity." which all translation should serve,

stopping its ears to the siren song of diversity and oddity. We serve a multiple, and not a univocal, function. . . . We translate
to accomplish different ends.
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For the functions do differ. Some translate in order to exist supinely on the opposite side of the page as a trot to pace
subservient readers who cannot or will not construe the language and ﬂﬂEﬂIﬁﬂgi for themselves, or check back with a
dictionary and a grammar. Others translate to deepen thewr own pmgre&&ne absorptions in a sustaining talent: there is a vast
body of translation in which the enlightened disclosure of admiration is primarva kind of substantive embodiment of praise.
Certauﬂj.'_ the eminent and odd. like Rilke, Pope, Bandelaire, Lowell, have always been allowed their own kevboard and

predominant sound.
EH Yes.
EE But poets who are less than monumental themselves are interlopers!

EH It's a question of bravura. The actor interlopes on the play and the people admire the performance because they have
come to see the performance, and not because they are calculating "fidelity to Shal-:ezpeare at every stage of the play. There
are live translators and dead ones. and there are established world classics. or scenarios, to which they both turn. which
interest us all. We all know that translations decay as stvles decay.

BB That's a crucial consideration, [ think. One must always translate inside the wide- open premise that re-translation is always
going on. If one realized the poignancy and the perishability of all translation. the built-in obsolescence of the search for
contemporaneity, the premise of unalterable models like a Newtonian universe or the equation for energy would be ﬂcrapped
‘We would realize that the vocation of translators is a comic one. Comic in the sense that they are in an absurd situation in
which they begm pietistically with the demure proviso that is part of every translator's apology for the translation: "I'm engaged
in what I know is an rtr:rpnﬁﬁ:ﬂ:}le transaction. Of course, my original was innate to the identity of its creator and the language
which embodied it. It is epistemologically and imaginatively irreducible, unrepeatable. It can't be translated." Then one
immediately sets about translating it. as if all were really possible: that's comic! The critic then adds to the comedy by insisting
in advance of the fact that Neruda, let us say. or Lorca, must be present in his own person, and cannot be simulated; or that
his Spanish can never be functionally or prosodically secondary to the translator's English, just as Spanish cannot be derivative
of English. And some-
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where apart from it all sits the Sphinx of Translation herself, compounding the enigma with a final riddle which dooms
positivists and optimists equally: Y ou have forfeited the language of the original from the very start. You cannot therefore

expect to recover the original talent. What walks on four legs in the morning, on two in the noon, and on three in the total
darkness of midnight, is Translation."

EH What would vou say to the metaphor of a pianist playving Chopin, as another permutation?

BB What would vou say to Rimski-Korsakov's orchestration of a theme by Moussorgsky?

EH We may have all been too exclusive, puristic, blind. in our view of what onginality always and only is. That may be at the
source of our prequdice not only against certain translators and their work, but against the whole notion of translation as a
"discipline.” As vou say. there's a certain daning and absurdity translators invite which others find

EBE That dilemma of absurdity! All translators knowingly participate in it, all openly confess it: it is one of the hazards of the
occupation. Y et still the purists bear down on the translator as though translation had no right to be what Neruda expressly
claimed for his own poetry: impure, fallible. And still the translator plainttvely explains, "But [ am only trving to bring back

Neruda and survive "

EH It's a strange duplicity that works against the person who's trying to rescue something called pleasure and ally it to meaning
and genms. What the critic does 1s say: "This man is doing a very bad job of rendening something which I know exists in the
original in a different way. Traditore!” But the critic is able to say that only because the translator has accepted the comedy,
as you put it, with the seriousness of all good comedians, and has made possible something that would never have existed if
the translator had adopted the obvious and meaningless premise: "This can't be accepted as the original "

BB That way, the whole phenomenon of translation would lose its way for all time in the wilderness of "duplicity." That way, all
language would lead us back to bedlam or babel again. No. There must be a workable dissemination of the world's avow edlﬁ.
irrecoverable originals. There mmst be a responsible tolerance and curiositva skepticismregarding the ways in which all
translation may happen, in the search for a shared humanity.
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EH Your word pluralism can stand as a motto for what is needed. Not only a variety of translators and styvles, but a sense
that, whatever the relationship is, it must take place with more figures than a one-to-one equivalence.

BB Tt is very enlightening for translators to be translated in kindlike the therapy of psychoanalysis is first made to rebound on
the potential psychiatrist, in his pursuit of the analysand_ I often wish that on all literalists. There's nothing more depres.ﬁmg than
an over-awed literalist at work on vour own poetry. Whenever my verse is translated by others, I leave a long, loose rein, and
urge translators to follow some powerful lead of their own: to put their poems together from beginning to end and calculate the
thrusts in thetr own momentum, to find a brio that guarantees a contimmm for them as well as for me. At imes [ have been led
to approximate or revise my self in the Spanish of some inadequate translationto make up in Spanish something [ did not write
Dﬂgma]h as the only way out of myv English. Having tried on that shoe, I'm more convinced than ever of my jittery stock of
"premises.” No one is more tolerant of a translation, I've found, than the poet translated. He is the first to disbelieve in the
whole venture, and marvel at the salvage. "Of course you can't do what [ do, as I have done it! How perfectly extraordinary
that vou get anvthing accomplished at all! Just grve me a little character, for heaven's sake! Just bring me back alrve! Make
readers pay attention and follow through. Be imaginative. Write as well as vou can." He gets the comedy! Imagination isn't a
phenomenon that can be limited to the poem in its original state. A s a translator, it is legitimate, it is imperative, to work
imaginatively, joviully, energetically. ingeniously, patiently, mventively, vourself. Imagination cannot be present in the orniginal
only, and absent from the equivalence.

EH And of course, imagination is the most
BBrisky and most danng_ the most desired and mistrusted faculty: the most dangerous. We mistrust it but we can't renounce it.
How can we afford to renounce imagination in the midst of a process we know to be absurd and mimitable? Or avoid saving

to ourselves, in the awful solitude of translation, with an upbeat of nausea and wonder: "Well, I don't know for a facr what the
poet knew, but I believe [ can imagine how this might sound in mv language. " That's an honest and poignant transaction.
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EH John Hollander said that the theory of translation mmst involve a theory of literature; that when yvou talk about translation
vou have to assume there are readers willing to play the game.

BB Exactly so. Who would deny a poet the risks and the pleasures of the imagmation at every stage of the process that
produced the poem? How can a translator assume that the poet has "done all that for me" in advance of the translation, and
then block up his passage through other minds and languages? Ounly in imaginationhere's Keats again!does the translator wake
up, like the poet, and find all is "true." as in Adam's dream.

EH Have vou ever written a poem based on a poem in Spanish but which, say, vou don't have at hand and which vou're not at
the moment thinking of as a translation?

EE Now that's a very curious question! There are translations "after” the poets they invokelong after! At other times [ am paid
the lethal complment of being found "better than the orniginal " whatever that is. [ wince at that; but [ understand how such
delusions arise, out of the translator's need to explain and complete meanings, as well as report themmeanings that need never
be chosen in the original language precisely becaunse they have accommodated themselves to that language.

EH Isn't it a large-mindedness we hope for from the reader?

BB It's curiosity I ask forbasic curiosity: what Kierkegaard called the "infinite interest in realities not one's own." In so far as the
text itself has been touched by the imagination. it can never be definitivethat is another part of the comedy and another part of
the forest. Meanings will always be viewed at different angles and in different ways by different critics, different centuries,
different encounters. There is no single, originating, authentic locus of all the meanings. A poem is an area, a quantum, rather
than a datum_ It's an artifact, toovesbut the artifact 1s what one can never wholly repossess: it remains unique to the langnage
and the mind that put it together, and keeps aloof. Everything else is apocryphal. I'm perfectly willing to live with that, and
dowse my way through a wortld of equivalences. Translation forces ambiguity upon one. It is up to the translator to enjoy the
nausée of ambiguity and use it in objective and visceral ways to assemble an ambiguous circumstance: the coexistence of two
improvising identities touching each other in equal but alien ways for purposes of imagination and pleasure. One
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can never hope for terminal completions. Nothing has been terminated. All is vet to come: all readers and critics are already at
work construing the experience differently. No one concludes a translation, any more than one does the orniginal

EH Well, that's a principle I find very useful, helpful, and resobing.

BB However, translators have to [ive; they have to stay alive while handling the disintegrating energy of identities other and
more powerful than their own, or be demolished by them. If they can match their innate and inevitable self with something that
is other than themselves, they may be able to get on with a complex work. I'm not talking about the occasional translator who
can afford to be categorical because all he will ever take on are isolated pieces, rather than whole books. What is dismaying is
the volume confronted from beginning to end: "You mean to say I have to translate evervehing?" "Yes, evervthing."

EH "Eat every drop on vour plate!” Who's to say that?
EBE T must say that to myselfand move through all of it, every bit of it, with the same appearance of consanguinity.

EH Exactly. You make a very strong case for what vou actually do as a translator, and that's exactly what [ was hoping for in
talking to vou.

BB But one thing ['m convinced of, after having written a great number of prefaces, none of which has been read by reviewers
or critics: translation is a provisional art. All mv premises are provisional. [ ask to be judged in terms of what I mitially set out
to do and what I mitially concede you cannot expect of me.

EH And it's interesting to consider how the translator's own premises can change. There are three figures to be mentioned in
this respectiNabokov, Borges, and Beckett. Nabokowv and Beckett are probably closer to each other than to B orgesbut in the
sense of multilingual writers, those three are continually confronting their work in terms of what else it might be_ and, in fact,
what else it has to become when, say, Beckett translates himself into English or French.

BB Yes, that's interesting. They sit in the doorway of Janus, or Tiresias. How does a translator behave when translating
himself from one "original" to another?

EH He does what any other translator would do, I suspect, even if he were not translating his own work. It's generally
considered a bad idea
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to translate vour own work. Maybe that is the doorway of Narcissus. What he does is to re-create it.

BB And is often faithless to the original!

EH There was someone who hit Robert Lowell over the headl think it was Guy Daniels 12for having deliberately misread in his
translation of it a poem of Anna Akhmatova. It infiriated her, according to Danielsnot becanse of any personal injury, but
becanse Lowell violated something she was tryving to say in the poem that had a specific humanistic relevance in her
experience.

BB Well, we've already ruled out quixotic or capricious substitutions. We've agreed that the poet has a ﬂght to protest to his
translator (Lord knows about imitators!): "You've been close to me all the way so far. You owe me.

EH". . _the rules of the game, the ground base " But in line with what vou were saying before about Borgeshis desire to recast
his work by surrogate means, deliberately

BB 1 think it was quite proper for Borges to carry his translators into the labyrinth with him, as a comedian rather than a
tragedian, and pursue his known curiosity regarding all fictive outcomesespecially "the supreme fiction." His comic stance,
regarding both the language of his yvouth and our somber translations of it. had the right ring of sobering facetiousness. He
meant it seriously. It is the function of comedy to dwell upon vices, affectations, foibles.

EH Of course, he wrote the central fable about translation in "Pierre Menard"; so he's a very mmportant sibyl in this whole
bilingual mystery.

BB Borges was always the first to question: o is the author of wharand for how long? In the same way, it is serious and
fruitful to ask: Was Borges the author of di Giovannibecanse by some magic known to them both he invaded the identity of di
Giovanni and translated them both into Siamese?

EH Again, it's something "histrionic.” as yvou say: a dramatistic use of personae.

EE And a philosophical one. In so far as Borges himself was aware of his equivocationsof oniginating and repudiating Borges,
and then translating him by proxvhe forced the question precisely to the point where it ought to exist for all translators. Mimesis
is only one permuta-
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tion of translation in the long and impossible itinerary of Languages in Search of an Author. Let's grant the play is Prandello’s;
but the fiction is Borges's own, just as the double of an apocryphal Juan de Matrena was Machado's. . . . It is Borges who
malkes the real point and haunts us forever afterthat language in itself is provisional; only Borges, who has seen the emperor
naked under h15 verbal clothing. It's Borges who tells us the translator has a responsibility to provisionalitvthat he mmst draw
needle and thread through an invisible cloth, work without a false sense of having somehow circumvented the provisional in
the act of translation, of having completed the poet in a way that the poet himself did not. It's the critics who are interested in
completion and the literal, and poets who say: "Adieux! The fancy cannot cheat so well / As she is famed to do. . . " In this
sense the translation of poetry can never exceed the enigma of it. and be true.

EH The play's the thing: the interplay.

BB From ludere: to play; or interludium: the play in between the play. All translation is lndic, and not ethical. It turns into play
the moment one moves out of the language of the originalthe most serious play imaginable, since all knowledge hangs in the
balance, or waits in the wings: the play with language, and possibility with utterance.

EH Very good.

BB Why not leave it at that? Much good will come of it. as Howard Nemerov, who once called translation a "desperate
system of double-entry bookkeeping.” or something close to that, likes to say enigmatically.

EH The good of unused distance? Of detachment?

EBE The good of plaving the game like a true gambler, for nisk and pleasure. The good of chastening misgiving.

EH Well, perhaps the best place to conclude a conversation about poetry and translation 1s with a novel of Mehille'swho was
no slouch at enigmas himself. The Confidence Man, which I've always thought his best work, ends, I believe: "Something

more will come of this masquerade.”

EBE That's the tone. Confidence is the name of the game.
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Richard Wilbur
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EH 1 was readmg the mtroduction to vour translations of The Misanthrope and T arfu_}ffe and I noticed vou said about the
necessity of using the couplet that The Misanthrope required it because the work is so epigrammatic, while Tarfuffe is less
50,

RW Yes. I think there are fewer moments of deliberate wit in Tarruffe, and so the reqlmeruent that one keep rhyme and meter
for the sake of epigrammatic snap is a little less. Still, there's a good deal of that quality in anything that Moliére wrote, so [
wouldn't think of putting any of his verse plays into prose.

EH Even though he was not a poet outside of the plays?

RW Very little, I think. He did (I believe) write a number of lyrics and some little verses, but no, he wasn't really a poet outside
of the plax s, and inside the poetic plays he's a very prosaic poet in many respects. [ guess [ said in one of the introductions
that, by contrast to someone like Racine, he's almost free of figurative language: he also doesn't use key words, thematic
words, in the vigorous way that Racine does, although some mistaken critic, I suppose, might want to argue about that with
me. In any case, it makes Moliere much easier to translate than Racine would be, not merely because he's comedy (and
somehow rhyme consorts more readily with comedy than tragedy) but also because you don't have to wrestle with difficult
fisures and key words quite so much.

EH There are many interesting things about those translations that [ would like to come back to a little later. Meanwhile, may [
ask what vour original contact with the idea of translation was? That is, how vou
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concerved of it when vou started. Not necessanly with Moliere, but earlier. I know vou did other things earlier.

RW I think my first experience with translation was when André du Bouchet, who's now a rather well-established French poet,
and I, were fellow graduate students at Harvard. I had picked up enough French from basic courses, and reading. and being in
France during World War 11, so that [ felt able to make a start on most French poems. So [ would sit around with Andre.
trying to translate his poems into English, and he sat around trving to translate mine into French. And it was a nice way to begin
one's career as a translator. Not that [ did anything that was anv good, but knowing Andre I was able to begin the translation
of any one of his poems with a sense that I knew his tones of voice and his preoccupations.

EH What you say immediately strikes a chord because now, almost every time ['ve spoken with a poet who's translated, there
has been an experience of working with someone at the beginning, whether a friend or an inciting informant_ In the case of Ben
Belitt, who began with Wallace Fowlie, the challenge was to please his informant who was interested in the early modern
poetsEimbaud particularlywho hadn't been translated very well. So that the relationship was the immediate instigation not only
to do the translations but also to do them very well.

RW 1 suppose that, Fowlie being a translator of the French himself, they must have been vving a little bit. They were having a
concours, weren't they?

EH Well, I don't know what the circumstances were. [ had the impression that Fowlie wanted verse translations that stood up
on their own. Whether he had done Rimbaud in verse or prose, [ don't know. Later on Belitt worked on other poets, but in
this connection he got to know some of them personally. This was the stimmulus for him to do Neruda, for example.

RIW He got to know Nermda personally? Yes, I think that's ternibly important. I couldn't imagine beginning to translate anvbody
Iving or dead without at least having the illusion of some kind of personal understandingsome understanding of the range of his
feelings beyond the particular work. That's hard. of course, in the case of someone like du Bellay, one of whose poems I
recently translated. But even in his case
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[ did develop an adequate sense of background and of the emotional set in which the poem was made.
EH Does that mean that yvou almost always translate from poets you have a sense of identity with?

RW Yes, I think so_ I suspect [ have to like the poem pretty well in the first place. This keeps me, [ think, from being a
pmfe&smnal translatordoing things wholesale. I have to like the poem and feel it has something to do with my feelngsthat I
understand the feelings that went into it. Perhaps, also. I like it and am particularly well motivated when I feel the poem
represents, as it were, an extension or stretching of my own emotional possibilities.

EH You emphasize something that Belitt also suggested as a prime motivation for doing the poempleasure, pleasure in doing it
rather than gain, but gain as it might happen through pleasure.

RIW Monetary gain is always unexpected, I suppose, in the translation business_ though I imagine it's better paid now than it
used to be, 1sn't it7

EH I don't kenow .

RIW But vou don't think of pay . . . at any rate, someone like me who translates indridual poems by different people out of
various languages is obviously not proceeding in a businesslke manner. I'm just responding to things that catch my eve or have
been brought to my attention. Sometimes people who have a feeling for what I'm like, or what my work is like, are faitly
accurate about prescribing what I should attempt. For example, Simon Karlinsky wrote me a while back about doing a
number of poems by the exiled Russian poet Nikolai Morshen, since he saw some affinities too; Karlinsky is a very good
finger man_ I found Max Hayward to be similarly gifted in matching the translator to the poem. The Voznesensky poems that
he and Patricia Blake once picked out for me to do were pretty much the right ones.

EH ] see. Well, that goes along with other incidents of the same kind [ know about. I want to go back now to vour beginnings
as a translator. Y our first experience translating had to do with the poems of a friend, the French poet du Bouchet. Then, after
that, what happened?

RW I think my early efforts at translation had largely to do with the French, because that was the only foreign language of
which [ possessed anything; though of that [ had a very faulty knowledge, and still do.
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EH It was school French?

RW School French fortified by the French a soldier picks up during war experience. [ remember translating some little poems
of Villiers de I'Isle- Adam, an author to whom du Bouchet had directed my attention. I had an anthology of great old chestnuts
of the French tradition, and found in it an ode of La Fontaine's that appealed to me a good deal and. . . .

EH You st picked these out, as vou were looking through.

RW . . just picked them out. As thev saythey grabbed me. Having done La Fontaine's "Ode to Pleasure." I asked Harry
Lewvin to see if ['d gotten the words right. He kindly helped me as he had helped Marianne Moore . . . or perhaps was to help;

[ forget at what time he began to help her with her French translations. He was always generous with that kind of aid. I tried to
do a little Catullus around 1949 or so, but I had no luck with it. I can't stand the mincing and evasive translations of his tougher
poems that one has in the Loeb Library; at the same time I couldn't find a way to be nasty in a language that was poetically
effective.

EH Why did vou want to translate Catullus?

RWI'd always been fascinated by particular tones of his. He does not seem to me to be a terribly broad sensibility, but a great
deal of personality transpires from his poetry as it does, say, from Villonanother example of a person who is not very broad
but 1s very strong.

EH Then the kaind of mterest you developed in translation came from similar desultory lookings into books and adwvice from
people who wrote vou or asked vou to do it

RIW Well, the askings came later after I'd done a certain number of poems, more or less by accident. That is, through falling in
love with them myself or through having someone say, "Have a look at this." [ suppose [ began to be ivited to do poems in
translation after [ had done The Misanthrope translation, which was published in 1955 People began to think of me as an
available translatorsomeone who, with a little hnguistic aid, might do things out of langnages he didn't know.

EH So that was the first significant translation vou did.
RW Yes. There are translations sprinkled through my second book, Ceremorny, and my third book, Things of This World.

But there aren't too many of them, really. I suppose [ began to be thought of as a laborer in that vineyvard when The
Misanthrope came out. . . . I must qualfy that
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[ do remember now that when [ was lving out in the town of Corrales, New Mexico, which we both know so well, Jackson
Mathews wrote me and said he was putting together for New Directions a collection of The Flowers of Evil of Baudelaire,
and that he wasn't quite satisfied with the existing versions of the great chestnut poems, the "Invitation to the Vovage."
"Correspondences.” and "The Albatross." He asked me to trv them. So [ tned them. That was 1932

EH Did you feel that vou had done the jobthat is, was he satisfied with them?

RIW He was satisfied with them, though I remember Jack saying that my reaching for a rhyme in the "Correspondances” poem
had obliged me to refer to a "child's caress" in a way that would have offended Baudelaire's fastidiousness. But he liked them
all right and used them in that anthology. And I was satisfied with "L'Invitation au vovage.” Though I thought, "Of course, it's a
failure " I thought that it was a less ludicrous failure than the attempts of others.

EH Yes, one has to measure one's success by the failures of others, even of one's own. One of the things that interests me in
the translation of poetry is the way a very scrupulous translator who has a strong poetic voice of his own (and I think vou fit
this description) cannot escape merging his voice with that of the poet he 1s translating. What do vou feel? Do vou deliberately
try to suppress your own style in translating?

RW 1 think that I do trv to avoid putting into anyvone else's poem, as [ bring it across into English, mannerisms of my own, and [
certainly try to efface myself as much as possible. I shouldn't like to seem to be dE:tﬂGﬂSU’ﬂhﬂg that Voznesensky could write
like Wilbur if he'd only try. What I say to myselfnot too dishonestly. I hopeis that I'm putting whatever abilities I have at the
service of the poem I'm translating, and that becanse I feel some kind of affinity with him, or at least with the parl:u:ular work
I'm rendering, that [ can use such words as readily come to me without imposing myself on the work. [ can give an example of
this. I can contrast myself with Ezra Pound in this respect. Ezra Pound translated Voltaire's poem to Madame du Chatelet.
turning it into a kind of imagistic prose poem. Some of the effects are quite brilliant and charming. He takes everything that is
abstract and makes it concrete. When there's a reference to love, for example, capitalized Love (and Voltaire is really thinking
of statues of Eros in a garden), Pound puts lovers on the grass.
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EH Where they belong.

RW Yes._ I translated the same poem, trvingwithout using antique language, without sounding eighteenth-centuryto transmit it
purely, both regarding the language and regarding the form. I discovered in the process that he kept shifting his rhyme pattern

in the quatrain he was using, and where he was unfaithful to his own precedent I followed him; even went that far. Faithful to
his infidelities.

EH You were conscious of Pound's translation when doing vours

RW 1 had seen it, but it was so different an effort from mine that it couldn't possibly have influenced me. At the same time [
wasn't writing a rebuke to Poundhe was doing an imagist exercise upon the basis of a Voltaire poem.

EH Yes.

RW 1 was trying to persuade myself that [ was bringing the poem alive into English with no additions of my own. I know that
any such belief is an illusion, but the pursuit of the illusion can bring one closer to the fact, [ think_ I know that when I first tried
to do some poems from the Spanish, which I don't really understandl'm particularly prone to error when I'm doing Spanish
because I know some Italian and get betraved by cognateseven with inguistic assistance, [ still manage to make blunders.
When [ found that I had made mistakes, I did my best to won them out, in the light of criticism_ But when the fir st Guillén
translation was published I can remember friends sayving, "That's a nice Wilbur poem, strongly influenced by Jorge Guillen." I
had no such sense of it. and was distressed.

EH Tt might be that when vou translate a contemporary this 1s more likely to happen. Perhaps when vou translate du Bellay or
Voltaire, where the language is not contemporary, the effect is different. But [ wanted to ask you, in connection with what vou
said about Pound regarding his translation as an exercise in mmagist writing, do vou regard individual translations of single
poems as exercises of a sort? [ don't mean translations of plays now.

RW 1 find that I feel a kind of abhorrence for the word "exercise.” even though in teaching poetry [ ask my students, if they feel
like it, to do this or that kind of exercise which I propose. No, I have a feeling that though [ am not writing a poem of my own,
[ am not merely lubricating my muscles, as it were, when I bring somebody else's poem into English.
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[ feel as though I were doing something complete, the purpose of which hies within itself.
EH You don't feel that sense of substitution for doing vour own work that Lowell talks about in his apologia for Imirations.

RIW One or two things ['ve said have betrayed an awareness that I'm drawn to a poem because it's partly me and partly not
me. Because to write it in English will seem to extend me emotionally. In that sense [ have a personal interest in what is being
done, and [ am in that sense writing another poem of my own. Since [ am following as carefully as I can the thoughts and
feelings of someone close vet different. it's very likely going to have consequences for the next poem I write.

EH You sense that?
RW Yes.
EH As vou're working or afterwards?

RW Oh, afterwards_ I don't think that I would ever undertake a job of translation out of an expectation of what it would do for
me as a writer, or for the purpose of keeping my hand in. But [ do know, in retrospect, that by Englishing 1,800 lines of a
Moliere play ['ve doomed myself for some months thereafter to cast my thoughts in coupletsat least imitially. For better or
worse, ideas propose themselves in couplets for quite a while after ['ve done such a job.

EH Well, this then is a kind of fateafter translation. Working off a high. I spoke to John Hollander about his experiences as a
translator and he mentioned Yiddish poets with whom he had to work. Becaunse he didn't actually know Yiddish, he had to
learn some and check with Irving Howe, on a poet of Russian origin named Halpern. He said this was a very significant
experience for him because in doing the work he found he was able to extend his voice in such a way that after doing Halpern
his own work changedexpanded i its possibilities,  take it.

RIW I'm sure it's that way. Think of it on the children's playground level, where some little classmate says to vou, "I dare vou to
say such and such a forbidden word." and you say it at once. At &iis urging. You're more capable of sayving it on yvour own
impulse thereafter.

EH So there's an extension and expansion, at least potentially, in one's work as a translator. It isn't only that one does it for
pleasure, but the pleasure is really the potentiality of growing in one's own work.
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RW Though I think | speaking for myself. that I would always hide any such motrve from myself in the process of writing, [
know that it's one of the rewards of translating.

EH Very good. I'm very interested in that. [ think we should go back to the Moliere plays. You did three of them.

RW Yes, and I'm now working on a fourth. 13 T didn't think T was going to do four, but ['ve gotten drawn mto Les fermmes
savantes, and am now approaching the end of the first act. So [ suppose I'll go on to the end. 14

EH Are vou doing this one in the same way yvou did the others?

RW Yes, and of course by now it does go faster. I know how to do it, much more surely than when I began with The
Misanthrope, around 1952, At the same time, there are a few obstacles that arise when one is doing a fourth Moliere play.
Though Moliere shamelessly reproduced his own rhymes and situations, I feel hesitant to use once again the same rhymes by

which [ solved the couplets of the other three plays I have done. That's silly, but [ nevertheless feel it

EH Are only certain rhymes possible or ideally any number of them?

RW Given a coercive text that wants you to repmc’mn:e it as exactly as possible, and given what amounts to repeated vandeville
situations, one finds that the poverty of rhyme in English becomes pamflﬂ and even though Moliere has, in dealing with the
same comic situations, used the same words, I find myself wishing that in mv own role I didn't have to. That lengthens the task.

EH It's a fine psychological matter. I wonder ff it has to do with vour being a modern poet who doesn't like to repeat himself,
or whether it has to do with your not being essentially a professional playwright, in the way Moliere was, who would know the
value of the stock and type things that work in theater_

RIW I'm sure that both of those things would be true. I expect that most poets who choose to thyme, nowadays, are troubled
about using easy rhymes and are embarrassed about using their own rhymes more than once.

EH Yes.

RW It extends also, [ suppose, to the whole vocabulary. I can remember Dick Eberhart saying to me once about a poem of
mine that satisfied me very much. "You've used that word before!"
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EH Oh, God. Like a member of the family who knows all your bad habits.

RIW Yes.

EH Well, thyme is the essence of your translations of Moliere. In some way it's what makes for the dramatic element as well
as keeps the poetry going. I'm not sure I'm able to explain what I mean when I sav. "It makes for the dramatic element.”
because one would think that rhyme would stop dramatic happening or would be an artifice that was too transparent.

RW 1 think the transparency and prosaic quality of so much of the language keeps the rhyme from seeming too artificial And
also, the flow of Moliere's speech, his tendency not to close every couplet, makes it possible for rhyme to attain its chief effect
as provider of poetic emphasis. And also as a sign of the stages of an argument: one of the things ['ve noticed is that, in the
very best prose translations of these verse plays of Moliere, the long speeches seem infinitely too long. That is because the
steps and the stages are not in the prose demarcated by measures and rhymes.

EH He has a number of long speeches.
RW Lots of tirades ., ves.

EH | suppose that one of the things that strikes an English reader about rhyme in verse plays, where our tradition is unthymed
iambic pentameter, is the fact that in other traditions one can get so much out of a simple and very basic kind of rhymel mean
in foreign language plays. In Spanish. for example, almost any playwright writing in Moliere's time would be engaged in doing a
play where there are about eight or ten different verse forms possible, and each used formulaically according to the kind of
emotion or the kind of situation, usually quite stock, that is being prepared.

RW So there would be a rough analogy to grand opera.
EH Yes. But of course it's immpossible to reproduce in translation, though it's been attempted in the nineteenth century. One
would expect to find a greater variety in such drama. fust as, [ suppose, one wonders that a mmsical tune, a complicated one,

can be played on a simple stringed instrument, which may have only one string, like the gusle, say. There must be something
there having to do with the way the form is tradltana]h maneuvered.
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RW You mean that the couplet, as Moliere uses it, must be a very supple form.
EH Yes.

RW 1 think it is. As he uses it, very often he will produce the equivalent of an aria. Then there will be the long speeches,
recognizable as firades; very often there will be stichomythia, the tradmg off of couplets or of mdridual lines; then often there
will be patterns in which people will exchange speeches of six lines in length. Very often when there is a six-line speech, it will
break down into three couplets paralleling each other, repeating the thought in very much the way that the dnisions of the
sonnet often do. And, of course, many Moliere plays break briefly into prose. A letter. for example, will be in prose.

EH So vou're pointing to the ways in which the standard couplet could be made various enough to accommodate certain
changes.

RW There are, additionallv, songs and poems produced by the characters of the plays. M. Trissotin produces a horrible poem
in The Learned Ladies.

EH You chose to translate all four playvs. You were not assigned to do them.

RIW No._ I got the idea of doing The Misanthrope from having seen it done by the Comédie Francaise in 1948, and from
having associations with The Poets Theatre in Catubﬁdga and from applving to the Guggenheims for an award which would
enable me to write a poetic play. I did try to write one in New Mexico, but had no luck. It occurred to me that translating The
Misanthrope would be a good thing to do in itself. and might teach me something about poetry in the theater. I don't think that
[ had any thoughts of performance when I started out. I was simply producing, [ hoped, a finished reading version. And I was
rather surprised. when The Poets Theatre did it in 1955, to find how satisfactorily it worked on the stage, since | had
practically no experience in the theater and didn't know how to write for actors. [ know that my later translations of Moliére
are better paced and articulated for the voices of actors and actresses than The Misanthrope is.

EH 5o that after having stumbled on a way to make voices viable i translation, vou found yourself listening to what vou were
doing with that consciousness, knowing that the work would be performed.

RW Yes, as soon as The Poets Theatre started producing The Misan-
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thropeand then afterwards, when it was done i New York and began to be done in other places] found myself hanging
around the theater listening to people wrestling with what I'd written.

EH And then discovering surprising things, no doubt.

RW Yes, finding in some cases that I'd wrought better than [ knew, and in some cases that ['d produced conjunctions of
sounds that were difficult to articulateor had. in choosing between two possible renderings of a line, taken the less dramatic
way. Now [ always say the lines aloud and magine the thing in production.

EH You think that has changed the way vou write?
RW Yes.
EH 5o that in some ways vou've become a dramatist despite vourself?

RW Yes. And then, of course, all of this has had an effect upon mv own poetry, which in a very general sense of the word has
become more dramatic.

EH The feeling vou have about the writing of vour own poetry is not a stable thingit's modified all the time by the things vou
want to put into it, ways you want to get them into the poetry. And translation is an avenue that's always open in some way to
provide yvou with certain alternatives to the ways vou'd been writing before.

RW Yes. It proves to be so. At the same time_ as ['ve said. I'd never consciously use translation, as a means to something else.

EH Well, there's more to what one does than just producing something that works, isn't there? Some views of the translator
and his pI'Dd'I.ll:t have it that all that counts is not any theory at all or even whether the translator knows the source language. All
that matters is whether the translation works or not. and I have a feeling that's too blunt a view of what really is involved.

RW I couldn't possibly translate if I thoughtwhat may well be true of one or two of my effortsthat the product was justified
merely by its working. It has to work merely in a faithful way. There wouldn't otherwise seem to me to be any reason not to
have written one's own poem, and there wouldn't seem to me any reason to put the name of the victimized author of the
original to the translation.

EH | know vou've written about this in an issue of Transiation 2. 15 the periodical published at Columbia_ but I don't recall if
vou said anything
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about an aspect of the subject that I'd like to bring up now. Poets who have translated and then have themselves been
subjected to translation by others must face a unique double process of transformation. [ wonder ff vour feelings match those
of other poets ['ve spoken tothat the translator should produce not a slavish imitation of the work but a readable poem in his
or her own language, based on vour work.

RIW Well, I think there must come moments in the most faithfully intended translation when vou have a choice between
reproducing what is apparently, in the dictionary sense of the term, the exact meaning of the original, and falling below the
aesthetic level of the rest, or providing what seems to you a close equivalent. [ think that I would always go for the close
equivalent in such a case. I like something that Jackson Mathews once said, when he was speaking well of my translation of
Tartuffe. Instead of describing it as word-for-word faithful, he said that it was thought-for-thought faithful Now i vou
propose to be thought-for-thought faithful. which means not leaving out any of the thoughts of the original, you can chuck
particular words that don't have handsome equivalents in vour own language.

EH It's clear that translation can never be word-for-word.

RW Even when one is translating Moliere, who really is close to us. There are a lot of things in the English and American
traditions through which vou can reach out to Moliére_, and vou can put him into a form that 1s oddly familiar to us, even though
rhymed drama isn't part of our recent tradition.

EH How do you feel about translating from languages you don't know, like Russian, Spanish, and Hungarian? [ mean, if vou
have a view that vou must be more faithful than not to the original text, then vou must have to trust to the fact that yvour
informant in the language vou don't know is faithfil.

RIW Well, for one thing, [ always get a lot of information out of mvy informant. [ spent, oh, a couple of days sitting and drinking
scotch with Max Hayward while we talked over three poems only of Voznesensky's. He read over the poems to me in
Russian, and he gave me, with admirable restraint, strictly prosaic translations of them, not pushing me toward one or another
word choice, and [ asked him questions about the appropriateness of the meters to the subject, and I asked questions about
the indmnidual Russian wordswhat their flavors were, whether they
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were high or lowthat sort of thing. [ took notes all the time about what he told me. By the time I was through, I really had done
about as much thinking Lfthnugh not in the same order) as I would do in producing a poem of my own. About as much thinking_
or researching, or recognizing, or questioning. ['ve just translated two poems from Hungarian_ using literal versions sent me by
the editors of the New Hungarian Quarterly, to which were appended comments on the characters and tones of the poems,
and which were accompanied also by the originals. I would never try to translate anything without the original thereeven where
[ do not understand the language. Looking at the originals of these Hungarian poems, I was able to catch something of ther
rhythm_ I recognized certain words, and so drew closer, or felt | was drawing closer, to the poems themsebres. And I've done
the same with Spanish. Of course, Spanish is not so forbidding a language, to someone who has French or Italian, as
Hungarian would be. Yet [ have asked an intolerable lot of questions of the people who were helping me with Spanish. In the

case of Russian, ['ve boned up in a kind of elementary way on the language, so that at least I have leapt the hedge of the
Crrillic alphabet and can sound the lines to myself.

EH Do vou get much from sound in Bussian? Does it help in any way?
RW A good deal. And it helps me a good deal that ['ve heard many people declaim Russian poetry.

EH Do vou think if English were declaimed., in the way that Russian conventionally is declaimed, that would similarly affect,

let's say, some hypothetical translator of Poe?

RW It has to be Poe, doesn't it”?
EH Well, maybe Vachel Lindsay would do.

RIW Maybe Vachel Lindsay, Sidney Lanier's "Marshes of Glynn," maybe certain English poems. Some of Dowson or Yeats
might do well if translated by someone accustomed to the declamatory.

EH 1 recall a reading where Voznesensky had worked up a way. which is very familiar now to his audiences here, of
deu:lan:ﬂmg his poems, perhaps starting with a translation in Enghﬁh from a reader mhn accompanied him on the podmum, then
waving the translator aside at the last poem, and saying, "You aren't necessary now," and then speaking that poem about the
bells so the sounds came through on thewr own in the best unadulterated Russian manner. Which brings up a question about the
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degree of one's knowledge of, or fluency i, a foreign language. If one knows, say, French well. it's not knowing it as well as
any native knows it, even if he's bilingual, as Nabokowv is, or Beckett, or Borges. What is so utterly familiar to him, especially
he's a writer, seems to channel itself mto one place, which is what he can get out of it as a literary trove, rather than the idiom
as it flows and flows ordinarily, when one is native to the language. I'm not sure this is clear. What I'm trving to say is that

perhaps there isn't finally a lmnwledge of a language satisfactory enough to any translator so that he can always feel certain that
he knows the nght thing to know.

RW I'm sure that's true. I rather suspect that if there's an exception to your rule it would be Nabokov.
EH Perhaps so.

RW I remember a sentence or so in a letter of Ezra Pound's to Iris Barry. He tells her that for purposes of translation, you
don't have to know all those languages. You only have to know the words in the best poems in those languages. He's be:mg
preposterous, [ think. He's pmbabh aware of a certain bravado in what he's saving, and vet there's also a certain truth in it
too. He's saying what it is vou are in fact likely to be working with when vou do a job of translation. I suppose for someone
like Borges, who speaks a very easy English, the English of Robert Louis Stevenson is more central than it is for me, say.
However good his English is_ it's shghtly oddit's connected with, centered in, specific literary enjoyments of his past. My
knowledge of anv foreign langnage, even if [ worked harder on it than ['ve ever done, would continue to be so lmited it would
still be much more literary than that of a native.

EH One conclusion vou could come to, then, about poets translating from a foreign language is that they are crafting a thing. an
object, that becomes a poem, rather than using the language as a means of communication in the usual sense. The poet-
translator is creating an object apparently that will stand in place, as say, in the original French, a poem of Baudelaire's does.
The communication exists i terms of the object rather than a linguistic exchange imviting an mmediate interpersonal response,
as in a conversation.

RWW That's right. It's the making of an object rather than the getting of something off one's chest, or the addressing of a
conjectural audience out there. I think [ was confessing as much a few minutes ago when I said
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that when I translate I am putting such abilities as [ have at the service of someone else's poem in another language. Now when
[ write a poem of my own, I don't think ['m putting my abilities at the service of anythingl don't think that way then. [ think in a
quite strictly Emersonian way about how a poem of my own comes about. What matters is what I'm saying and the form that
the poem takes is simply a part of what I'm saving. If | approach a sonnet. for example of Borges. as I dared to do several
times, [ have to start with a consciousness that the sonnet form must be coped with. I do not elect it.

EH As these things go, the realization is often surprising after one has done the work. Sometimes [ wonder if one isn't
translating all the timeeven in writing one's own poems, in a sense. | don't mean in a general way, from experience and so on,
but in using a language that's totally free flowing, the idiomatic English that one speaks as we're speaking it now. . _ .

RW Yes.
EH . . suddenly becoming something else, transforming itself. . . .
RW Yes, into something more condensed and precise.

EH Yes.

RIW And then there's the translation from the preverbal I happen to think, in the teeth of certain philosophers. that there are
preverbal thoughts from which we fumblingly b&gm Don't we often, well before the "idea” of a poem has begun to clarify, feel
an odd certainty about the proportions of what is coming on. about its tenor, savor, stance, or modeabout the channels of logic
or feeling in which it is going to run? I think of Yeats's statement that a poem often came to him first as a phrase of music. And
there's a passage in Mallarméeé somewhere that I may have misunderstood, but that comes to mind. in which the poet senses the
awakening of a voice, perhaps his own, "Encore dans les plis jaunes de la pensee.” [ wonder if Aristotle, in dertving the
formulae of the tragic and other emotions, may not have pointed in the direction of that speech-before-speech I'm talking
about. I don't mean, for God's sake, that one makes an unconscious, abstract resolve to write a tragedy or a balladsubject
always comes first. What [ mean is that the subject, before we fully know it, seems often to have done a good deal of occult

marshaling.
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EH 1 suppose the justification for this conversation is that we speak together as poets who translate and not as translators who
happen to be poets. What ensues here is what we will discover by talking about the subject of yvour work as a double agent.
To begin: What motivated vou to do translation? Did vou start in a more or less deliberate way to be a translator?

RF'] think there are perhaps two ways in which one can begin. One would be by taking up a purely literary challengeas at
Harvard, when I was approaching the end of mv senior vear and needed monev, and became aware of a prize given every
vear for the translation of one of the odes of Horace. This was an assigned ode, which I would not have chosen to translate
and had no particular feeling for. [ did it because [ wanted two hundred dollars. That's the crude and simple example [ think of
as one of the ways it comes about. [ did not win the prize either.

EH That's an anticlimax!

RF Of course the other and more serious way in which it all happens is that one finds in poems and language some quality one
appropriates for oneself and wishes to reproduce. So, for vears I had in my head certain lines of Franu;mﬁ Villon, which I first
came across in 1931 when [ was a student here at Harvard. I found the lines turning into a ballade in English in 1940, after
nine vears of lﬂlnclcmg around in my head. of bemg heard there in French. Words began to appear in Engh&h and to make
some kind of equivalent. For what satisfaction it is hard to say, except that something seems unusually piercing. lving,
handsome, in another language, and since English is vours, vou wish it to be there too.
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EH In that case there was a gestation period of nine vears.
RF Yes, and almost no deliberate effort imvolredjust the tune beginning to play itself in English rather than in French.

EH The special sense for another language is immportant too. As you know, there are poets, particularly nowadays, who
translate without knowing another languagethe original, that isbut do it through informants. Mavbe that sort of thing has always
happened in some sense, but not as frequently or so much a matter of course as today.

RF 1 don't see how it's done, really, and wouldn't like it myself. The heart of the matter seems to me to be the direct mteraction
between one's making a poem in Engh&h and a poem in the language that one understands and values. I don't see how vou can
do it otherwise. Of course mxft‘tnng can happen. and as we know there are a great many examples of the other way of doing it.

but I myself don't think I would enjoy it.

EH Do vou suppose that's becanse vou happen to be a man who's gifted as a speaker and reader of several langnages and
therefore that languages are a part of vour natural background and education as a poet?

RF Well, maybe so, although I don't think I am particularly gifted in languages. In fact, oddly enough, it may have something to
do with my being slow at languages. Having been rather especially slow at getting any grip on Greek, [ think my wish to keep
on with the struggle accounted for my doing, every few vears, with Dudley Fitts to begin with, a translation of a Greek play.
After leaving cn]lege and while working on a new spaper and then on a magazine in New York, I wanted not to lose what
Greek I had acquired. I wanted to keep that alive in my field of vision, and so I welcomed the chance every two or three
vears, with Dudley. to recover the Greek, because that was necessary in each case; one loses it. That helped me to keep in
touch with myself and to keep in touch with this really quite extraordinary language and literature into which I had pushed a
little way.

EH T'd like to go mto two of the things vou mentioned. You said that vou worked with Dudley Fitts to keep vour Greek alve,
and then that vou evidently translated from French. . . . I don't want to call one language living and the other one dead,
because anything you translate is living, as you v ourself have said somewhere. Let's say, from a modern language as opposed
to an ancient langnage. You translated out of both during those vears before coming to the univ ersity to teach. Evidently, then,
vou were a translator out of two very different cultures.
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RF Oh, ves. Well, with the French language, which I understood and spoke, however imperfectly, and read in great quantities.
at certain times, the matter [ suppose was shghtly different from either Latin or Greek. One had in one's head spoken
cadences. One could relate the language to something heard in France during the brief times one was there, but that was not
the case with Greek. On the other hand. [ was very fortunate, I believe, in this: that when [ was a senior at Harvard the

Classical Club put on a production of a play of Sophocles' in Greek. For this production [ had to memorize six or seven
hundred lines of Greekvery good Sophoclean Greek. The play was the Philocteres. And if ever there was a chance to hear
the language spoken I could be said to have had it then. Because there were matters of memorizing the part, of rehearsals, and
finally of the production itself, which I think was repeated twice. This involved not only the dialogue in Greek iambic trimeter
but the passages of Kommos, that is, exchanges between the protagonist and the chorus in choral meters. Some of that,
indeed. had to be sung. All this was really a great advantage in making the language come nearer, at least to being a lving one
for me, than it might otherwise have been.

EH That must have been an extraordinary experience. There used to be a tradition at Harvard of putting on classical plays in
the Houses. [ believe everyone has heard about the Philoctetes performance. Do [ understand that Harry Levin was in it?

RF Harry Levin was indeed in it although he had no Greek and memorized his part phonetically. 16 Henry Hatfield was in it.

Milman Parry was the director. Mason Hammond was on hand, and John Finley helped to coach the chorus in the choral
meters. The music for it was extremely impressive: it was done by Elliott Carter, who had been here a vear or two before and
was at that point in Paris studving with Nadia Boulanger. He was induced to make quite beautiful music for the chorus.

EH A verv unusual occasion and castand production probably.

RF 1 think that everyone who took part has always been grateful for it.

EH Well, there may be something in this related to my other question about yvour working with Dudley Fitts. That is, in vour
experience as a translator, vour basic sense of the languages and the fact of participating with others helped in sort of bringing
it all forth and in keeping it going.

RF Yes_ sure.

EH Translation 1s not done simply in the way that one writes poetry
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oneselfat a desk in a closed room, with the traffic of the world shut out. Is there anything here that would interest vou to
comment on?

RF Well, what it was like._ I think it was the summer after I left Harvard. Dudley and I stopped at a performanc esomewhere at
a girls' school in New Englandone of Euripides' plays in a version by Gilbert Murray. We were dissatisfied. to say the least,
with what we heard and saw. and I guess on talking it over afterward we more or less lightly said to one another. "Why
couldn't we try it?" From this there came the first collaboration, on the Alcestis of Euripides. We worked of course separately.
sending drafts back and forth and occasionally getting tugether to talk it over. I don't remember in detail how it all worked out.
But after it was done, and likewise just for fin, we showed it to someone we knew who was working at Harcourt Brace. And
Harcourt Brace published it. Edith Hamilton remarked it was the best translation of a Greek play she'd ever read. That was
very heartening and very surprising. and there we were_ It had been a pleasant experience and we tried it again, with the
Antigone of Sophocles, a few years later. Then, when [ was in Santa Fe, New Mexico, in 1940, I did a translation of the
Qedipus at Colonus of Sophocles. I had been moved by the play when I first read it as an undergraduate. And I had always
thought possibly of trying to handle it and others in English, being really intensely dissatisfied with the English versions of these
things that existed. That was part of it the overpowering sense that justice had not been done to the poetry of Sophocles and
that something approaching justice might not be so difficult in view of the abysmal quality to our ears of what existed.

EH In both cases, as an actor in a play and as a translator, vou were propelled by a sense of the dramatic elements in the
work. I mean_ it was not lyric poetry or, as later. narrative and epic poetry, but rather these dramatic plays . . . involving
voices, the voices of characters.

RF Yes, living voices in a living language, so it seemed to us.

EH In speaking to Richard Wilbur about how he came to do Moliere and about those excellent translations of his that
resulted, I asked whether he had to become a dramatist in spite of himself. He thought that that was exactly true. He had first
tried writing poetic plays but had given that up as a bad job. Then, chmng the Poets Theatre penud in Cambridge in the fifties,
it was his being forced by the exigencies of making Moliere come alive in English, especially in working out

< previous page page 102 next page >



< previous page page 103 next page >

Page 103

those couplets, which seemed to be the secret of his becoming a good dramatist-translator.

RF Of course, of all living rhvmers Dick is the most accomplished; he has a genius for thyme and meter. I love what he said in
the foreword to his version of Tartuffethat as translator he could clam as his main virtue patience, the patience of waiting until
the lines are rightthis beautiful virtue of a good poet.

EH It seems, perhaps in some other way, that poets find another voice, or the possibility of another voice, when they translate,
more vividly, even more spectacularly than when they're doing their own poems. This too is a dramatic thing.

RF Yes, | suppose that's part of the interest and excitement of doing translation, that it does give vou personae, as they say,
and takes yvou out of vour lyric self.

EH What does occur when vou become aware of what is happening? These are tricky questions and I'm not sure [ know how
to ask them. Obviously a relationship exists between the impulse to translate and the impulse to do one's own poems, and. in
each instance, also, between lyric poetry that's translated and the translation of poetic drama. Now, is there also a way in
which the activity of translating extends the range of one's poetic voice as a poet? Does it affect vour own poetry? Did you
notice that?

RF 1 don't know how to answer that. There must of course be a relationship between translating and making poems of vour
own, but what it is I just don't know. [ guess [ tend to think of the two acttities not as they are often referred to, as closely
allied. but rather as very distinct. If you are a poet or aspire to be one, the inference is that when you translate vou are
embodying that kind of effort simply in another form. I wonder. I don't think it's quite so simple, and I feel very hesitant to
commit myself to what I think one does hear often as the version of what happensthat is, that a poet is always doing the same
thing. or a disguised form of it, in translation. I don't think that's true. I think that one poet is lending himself to the other poet,
that the obligation is to the other poet, and that one is taking on for the time being the spirit and impulse and intent of the other
poet, and so the wish is to make all that clear in one's own langnage rather than express oneself, so to speak.

EH What vou say sounds very like a statement Dick Wilbur made. His
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view is that the translator serves the poet being translated. and the service done is exclistvely to bring the foreign work across
into the other language.

RF That I think I agree with.

EH There are many sides to this matter. As vou say, one mvolves the idea of persona. A persona both masks and amplifies, in
the sense of giving focus and range to, the actor: it both reveals and disguises him. I think that double function can be applied
to poetic translation too.

RF Well, maybe so. Of course in taking on. as I put it, the poetic being that is out there, one is perhaps acquiring another
personage for oneself. But the sense one has of it is not so much that one is appropriating something as that one is suiting
another and putting one's gifts, whatever they are. at his disposal in order that what he did shall become an English thing.

EH Isn't that related to the other mpulse yvou mentioned before when with Dudley Fitts vou saw a production of that Eurnipides
play? You were both dissatisfied and sensed that a disservice had been done by the translation.

RF Right. We were dissatisfied on his behalf. so to speak.

EH One tries, then, in some way, to correct a mistaken impression by retranslating something that has been done imperfectly
or poorly.

RF in a way vou can feel that the poet actually is looking over vour shoulder, and vou say to vourself, now_ how would this go
for him? Would this do or not? And that, I think, is leading us pretty close to the heart of the matter. [ have an example that
I'm very fond of, in one of Richard Wilbur's translations of Villon_ It is "The Ballade of the Dead Ladies." It begins,

Dites-moi ou, n'en quel pays,
Est Flora. la belle Romaine,
Archipiades ni Théis,

Qui fut sa cousine germaine. . .

Oh, "Tell me where, on lands or seas, / Flora the Roman belle has straved, / Archipiades or Thais. / Who put each other in the
shade " Now, the French says of the second of these dead loveliestwo courtesans, as he understood themthat she was the
cousine germaine of the first. In what respect was she a first cousin? She was first cousin in re-

< previous page page 104 next page >



< previous page page 103 next page >

Page 103

spect to her beauty. Now Wilbur found i English idiom a lovely phrase for what one beauty does to another beauty. She puts
her in the shade, if she can, and he translates that ine, "who put each other in the shade"literally utterly remote from the French.
But, my point is that had Villon been using our language, and had he found that idiom, that same phrase_ he would have been
delighted to use it in that place.

EH Yes_indeed.

RF His job being to make a ballade, a thymed composition, with lines that would of course make sense, that was the nature of
what he was doing, and Wilbur, to my mind perfectly, exemplifies one of the principles of good translation.

EH That's a fine example having to do with the nature of Ivric poetry. You can extend the principle to any poetry that rhymes
and is not necessarily Iyric but dramatic: that the right Eﬂﬂ]'llill:tlﬂﬂ of words mmst be sought and found, words in perhaps a
more extended form, as in narrative poetry. This isn't the main point of such poetry. but then you're the authority on narrative
poetrvHomer, in this regard.

RF Well, I would then go on to say that Homer, as we now know . was working in what they call an oral tradition. Now the
pmfurmarbecau&e that's what he washad at his dlapuaal a great repertuﬂ of themes_ narrative and dramatic situations, and he
had at his dlSpDEEIl a great repertory of formulae, of lines, half ines, phrases, all metrical, let it be observed, that could be
modified or used in many contexts chmng his performance, which was always to some extent extemporary. Now, as he went
along with his tale. he could and did invent new ways of handling episodes and passages that made each pmfurmance in some
way, a new thing. Do vou see how this fact liberates, to a certain extent, the translator?

EH Yes.

RF If his obligation as [ have thought is always to the originator, to the original imagination_ then he knows that for that
imagination no text, no text sacred or otherwise, existed, that free improvisation was part of the essence of each performance.
Therefore, what is known as freedom in translation would be nearer to what the original performer expected of a translator
than it might be in the case of someone who had, like say Paul Valéry, labored over every line and for whom the final text in
every detail had more mmportance than for the Homeric singer.
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EH Your emphasis makes me understand the term "poetic license” in an entirely different way. The slightly pejorative sense of
the phrase suddenly seems to have another meaning.

RF Yes, one sees by virtue of this slight liberation that in fact all works of imagination are improvisation at some stage,_ at the
beginning certainly. And one sees how precious this sheer invention is in the making of a work of art. [ remember at a certain
point in working on the Odvssey that Rudvard Kipling's stories, which [ was reading, as it happened, to my children in Italian
versions, reminded me of the possibilities of sheer invention. In one of the stories there is a seal. who is the hero, and his life is
spent in the oceans of the world. He has as part of his private language phrase:ﬁ and exclamations that refer to his life as a seal
in the great cold South Atlantic waters, like swearing "by the fDE.tEl]Ilg straits of Magellan." I can't recall now] wish I couldsome
of the language that Kipling invented for his seal. but all of this is important, it seems to me. in the imaginative field of someone
working on something so tremendously inventive as the Homeric poems. If vou think that someone was able to invent those
actions and sustain them and elaborate them over such a span with such constant resources of surprise, dramatic scene-
making, and dramatic language, then I think the mterest that this kind of consideration has will not seem too remote.

EH That may relate to something [ was thinking in reading vour translations. It's the supposition that in being aware of the oral
tradition behind the compositions, the kind of performance-mvention vou just described, yvou become the first translator of
Homer who consciously used it in working out a variety of possibilities in voice and characterization.

EF Well, to some extent maybe that's true, but one may imagine that in the future, as this understanding deepens and widens,
more appropriate forms may be found for it. I'd say [ made a beginning

EH A very rr:npmtant one. But you seem also to bring with it as a principle ﬁm:uethmg that belies the idea that there are only
two possibilities in writing poetry: wntmg in closed and writing in open formsthat is, free verse as against metered and rhymed
verseby indicating that with a consciousness of all traditions, one's sense of the techniques of verse, meter, and sound becomes
indeed a tool by which one finds the freedom to write or to perform and invent through translation.

RF Let's bring our talk back to earth a little and remember that what
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the translatormyself in particulardoes is not comparable to what the Homernic performer was doing. His art was comparable to
the art of the great musical virtuoso who can improvise, who can sit at the piano and by his mastery, both of the performing
technique and of the musical background, can make music. The translatorand I now think of my own sw eatmg days and
nightsdoes one draft after another: he's a sedentary craftsman trving through repeated trials and failures to arrive at a readable
English page. I did it by writing out the Greek of each book in a ledger-type notebook: each Greek line followed by two blank
lines. While I did this, I would use the dictionary and what scholarship I could find to clear up puzzles in the text. When [ went
to work I had nothing but my own Greek in my own hand before me to try to match with English i the blank lines underneath
the Greek. Then the typewritten drafts began, and every evening I would destroy half of what I had done every morning, and
often a day's work would be only a few lines. I had from the beginning a sense that I didn't care how long it took and if I had
to wait a week for a suitable version of one exclamation [ would wait a week and, vou knowno hurry. Patience . Patience.

Dick Wilbur's quality.

EH Yes. We have been brought down to earth. What [ had in mind was perhaps this: that whatever we discover that's
usefulas vou did, presumably, through Milman Parryvabout the oral tradition of Homeric performance-invention, our task is still
not analogous but rather, because we're literate and writing people, our consciousness is wider, say, than the consciousness of
Pope in his renditions of Homer. [ would imagine that that's one difference.

RF One mustn't underrate Pope. His notes to his translations are extraordinarily perceptive and sharp. One should indeed read
Pope with his notes available, in the Twickenham edition possibly, to see what a vast amount he did understand about Homer.
Given the EEhDIEI'Ehrp of his time, it's extraordinary how penetratmg and sensittve a good deal of his understanding was. In his
case one does again have the sense that of course for him it was a text, and it was a text that he came to through Latin. The
Foman or Latin tradition was very. strong in his interpretation of Homer, so that one can find passages in his lliad that are
direcily indebted to Dryden's deneis, for example; that was his inmediate exemplar. He greath admired what Dryden had
done and in his way was doing the same thing. So the Vergilian tinge and the Roman tinge in En-
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glish Augustan understanding of Greek is very perceptible in Pope.

EH As Ben Brower put it, Pope's Iliad will probably never go unread; that is, it will always be read as a permanent work. But
as for relying on one's precursorsas Pope on Dryvdendoes anything like it apply to yvour translation”? Did vou have a sense of
dependence on other efforts?

RF Not at all. I'd say that there was a conscious attempt to take the Greek unmediated by Latin and. even in such minor
matters as the transliteration of proper names, to insist upon the Hellenistic quality of the poem and to avoid Latinizations. The
question has another aspect, however, and that is that our own language has its Latin component: it's impossible to avoid
Latinism in English. In fact, eloquence in English will inevitably make use of the Latin element in our vocabulary. At the same
time, I feeland I guess this has been noticed about the translations I've donethat the strength of our language comes largely
from the Anglo-Saxon and the Old English. (Old Germanic parts of it), and [ think there was a conscious effort to make use of
those simplicities and that force in the work.

EH S0 when we speak of relying on precursorswasn't it Borges who said that every poet invents his own precursors] wonder
if we couldn't add to the idea of the text the fact of others working at the same textand by extension, also, of the landscape or
seascape, as with Homer vou apparently did, according to vour notes referring to Ithaca, the search for Ithaca and the
islandsall being part of the total effort and research to establish the text.

RF Yes_ well there again_ the work of the imagination originally came out of a particular air that blew over a particular body of
water.

EH Wind puffs, you called them.

RF Yes, and there were changes of light on landscapes and changes of direction of the wind and the force of the wind and
weather. That whole scene is too important in Homer to neglect. I think it was lucky that during most of the work on the
Odyvssev | lived on Homet's sea in houses that were, in one case, shaken by the impact of the Mediterranean winter storms on
the rocks below, and the constant visual presence of those seascapes may have had something to do with the way in which
that poem came to be.

EH I'm very immpressed by the relation between place and poetic invention. I was conscious of it in my own work and. similar
to vour experi-
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ence, remember that, for example, when [ was doing some translations of Cervantes, [ was reading newspapers in Mallorcal
was doing the entremeses, and [ think there's a reference in themthough I may be wrong because the reference may really be
in the Novelas ejemplaresto the flood that annually overflows the banks of the Guadalquvir in Seville. So, while working on
Cervantes there in Mallorca [ was reading an account in the paper of the same flood happening then, in 1958 There was a
certain sense i which my being theresay, the lvingness of the moment of my jobmade a bridge between Cervantes' text and
my bringing his words over into English.

RF That's wonderful_

EH This being in touch with various sourcesand the more the betteralso applies in vour case to the extremely close reading you
gave the Homeric poems and all the scholarship on them, which becomes part of yvour effort. Now, in connection with the
language vou use there's something I want to ask, and that is, about the v ery convention of formulaic and Ep1ﬂ1&tu:al phrases,
which is based on repetition and, like rhyme, intended to ring a bell in the listener's ear. But this convention is also antithetical
nowadays, let's say to modern ears or in modern poetry. where one avoids repeating sounds. How do vou cope with that
problem in vour translations?

RF Yes, the question is a very large one because it involves the relationship, not between one style and another but between
one whole langnage and another: Homer's whole language, the langnage in which he lived, the language that he breathed.
because he never saw it or certainly those who formed his tradition never saw it. in characters on the pages. It was all on the
tongue and in the ear. This was all formulaic, by its very nature. The phrase was the unit, vou could say, rather than the word.
There were no dictionaries and no sense of vocabulary such as we have. Now, the language that had grown up and formed
itself on those principles is what one is dealing with, and the problem is to bﬂng a work of art in that medmm into another
medmm formed on different principles and heard and understood in a different way. So it's really a larger question than merely
the question of whether one is to reproduce in some standard form formulaic expressions in Greek by formulaic expressions in
English. The question is how to bring a work of imagination out of one language that was just as taken-for-granted by the
persons who used it as our language is by ourselves. Nothing strange about it. So to make some-
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thing that is strange to our ears would not be doing justice to the work that was not strange to theirs.

EH | think vou put that very vividly. What seems almost impossible is the task of bringing the effect of the oniginal work, a
work intended for oral performance, into another language where the tradition is literaryor somehow to preserve the amenities
of both kinds of language, oral and written, together.

RF ] suppose one hopesyou know, as I hoped and hopethat these would be readable to people who would only read them.
But I have alsoand repeatedly in reading them aloudmade the point that they were origmally meant to be heard and were
heard, and I happilv, not too long ago, made two recordings: one of passages from the Odvssey and one of the two books of
the [liad, and both are now being produced and marketed in the Yale Series of Recorded Poets, so that my readings of these
things_ at any rate, are hearable as well as readable.

EH Yes, that's very valuable and very good that you have put it on records. Projecting it by voice is what makes the poem
come alive. In your notes, vour reference to the instrument that the performing poet used as an accompanying sound. or as
part of the performance to go along with the voice, made me think that such a convention would not be strange to a guitar-
playing Bob Dvlan, mainly in the sense that the two things go together.

RF Right, right. The invention of Bob Dwvlan with his guitar belongs in its way to the same kind of tradition of something meant
to be heard. as the songs of Homer.

EH The difference, one has to savor let me just say it for myselfis that one is so often disappointed with what it looks like on
the page after one has heard it with one's ears.

RF That's right.
EH There seems to be that hiatus between the performance and the written record.

RF That's right. And of course, too, all the dramatic and narrative interest, or a lot of itthe kind of Iyric and dramatic interest in
Homeris a different thing from what one has in these songs. Still. that they are inventive and that they do make use of several
available traditions, hillbilly tradition, folk tradition, and that they are sophisticated
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because of course the Homeric poems were intensely soall this [ think amounts to a resemblance. Maybe a shight one, but
there it is.

EH Are vou personally interested in the kand of poetry that voung people are writing today”? (That's not a "political” question!)
[ mean, sensitive to the values that may be emerging from poetry dedicated to oral rather than written traditions .

RF Sure. I would be inconsistent if [ were not.
EH 1 put it that way because often the results are disappointing, as the verses of Dvlan often seem.
RF Yes. [ feel that disappointment very often and still [ find the performance often very congemal.

EH Do vou suppose we could go back now to what we were saving before about vour preparations for doing Homer, vour

scholarship and so on?

RF Well, I was saying that as far as scholarship is concerned, I could not claim to be a Greek scholar. I never got an
advanced degree and [ never did the work that one does for an advanced degree. Academically. I'm in the English
Department here and in the Department of Cuﬂ:rparath e Literature. In doing the work on Homer [ began with the Oxford text
and the Greek dictionary. That was my entire equipment, and it remained my entire equipment for almost a year. Then in
Athensin fact. when I visited Greece for the first timel found several books that I thought would be extremely useful. They
turned out to be Lorimer's book on Homer and the Monuments (a great study of the archaeological material with reference to
Homer) and Stanford's annotated edition of the Odvssey. Of course I got these at once and began using them. I got
Autenreith's Homeric dictionary and I subscribed to the quarterly of the American School in Athens. I beganas [ went along,
reallylooking into and making use of the scholarship that was available. When the Ventris and Chadwick decipherment of
Linear B came out [ got that book from Cambridge and read it and in fact found several points extremely intere sting and
useful. For example, here's a case in point. Throughout the Odvssey, Nestor has an epithet, which is usually translated "warder
of the Achaians." and no one ever knew just what that might have meant. Well now, Nestor's kingdom was on the western
shore of the Peloponnesus, and the tablets from Pvlos, which was his
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palace and capital. vielded among the categones of court retainers and servants, and so on, a category of coast watchers. It
was easy then to see that, piracy being what it was in those centuries, for a well-regulated government in Pylos coast watchers
were necessary. [ then thought about the coastal command duning the hostilities of 1939 to 1945, where, for the protection of
convoys approaching the British Isles, Catalina flving boats and destrovers and destrover escorts were DI'gEII]lEEd to survey
those sea approaches. The command bore the title of the Western Approaches and the commanding officer was known, I
believe, as the Lord of the Western Approaches. and I then saw mmmediately that this was what Nestor was. He was Lord of
the Western Approaches to Achaiaand there was my formula for him_

EH Yes, that's fascinating. Snmeﬂ:ung slightly analogous may be the sense I picked up in Spain about contraband. Its
indulgence and continued pran:tu:& going back hundreds and hundreds of vears, together with its reliance on piracy and
slavery, and still going on in some form while I was doing the Cervantes entremeses there, made me think that for a country
whose civilization was built up around the traffic of the sea there is a very special and enduring series ofwell, what can one say,
patterns and signs?

RF Patterns and signs, ves. Here it seemed to me there was a real link between the sea raiders of the twelfth century B.C.
when, as the poems themselves show, a man made his living as a sea raider often enough. and the title given to Nestor in the
Homeric poems.

EH That's a very good footnote.
RF An example of how scholarship came in_

EH The other part of it 1s that though vou are not a professional scholar bylet's sayuniversity traming. vou nevertheless took on
all of the work that a professional scholar would have to know and do.

RF Well, I didn't at least consciously put any value on ignorance, and I wanted to know as much as I possibly could about it
all.

EH Now, if [ can go on to one or two of the questions ['ve scribbled down to ask vou, I'd be pleased to have you consider
them. I was speaking with Ben Belitt about Lowell's "mitations." and it happens that Belitt has written an article about the
subject. It's i the magazine Salmagundi. The question is the propriety of what Lowell does in taking "sudden leaps." as Belitt
calls them. That i1s, Lowell goes along faithfully
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up to a point, then suddenly decides that it's rather boring, and cuts off in the process of faithful translation and introduces new
material. [ think this is not uncommon. [ have noticed that Roy Campbell does the same thing in translating Calderon's plays
and [ am sure that Edward FitzGerald did this even more in his Calderon translations. After noting this, Belitt goes on to say
that Lowell is nevertheless probably more faithful in his "mitations" than Pope and Dryden were in theirs. [ wonder what vour
view might be.

RF Well, my feelng is that Lowell was fully justified in doing what he did and calling it not translation but "mmitation " It warns
the reader that what he is about to read is not a version of the original but something in the nature of a collaboration between
Cal Lowell and another poem in a different language. I would distinctly differentiate what I was trying to do from such
practice. I remember before I began doing the Odyssey. I called on Ezra Pound at St. Elizabeth's. At that point I was thinking
that the way to do it would be to hit the high spots, to translate what I could translate, so to speak, and let the rest go. [ said
this to Pound, and he said, "Oh no, let Homer say everything he wanted to say."

EH Yes, although Pound "hit the high spots” in his work very often. He's done it both ways, I guess.

RF Yes, but this was his distinct opinion, that Homer should be allowed, as he put it, to say evervthing he had to say, and that
[ tried to do.

EH Well, how vou did it, the special force of vour translation, is the next thing [ wanted to bring up. Up to now, our
impression of Homer and Vergil as epic poets seems to have been formed for us largely by what we call the neoclassical
writers and the traditions identified with Pnpa and Dryden, perhapﬂ even with Chapﬂ:lan and Ben Jonson. Formed, that is, by
them specifically in neoclassic rather than in romantic dress, in English. I'm not sure this is true in German, where perhaps the
demarcations aren't as sharpbecause you think of Goethe, for instance, as being both romantic and neoclassical. actually the
fount of a lot of ancient classical learning and poetry. But it seems true that we don't see Greek and Latin poems through, say.
romantic eyes, but through Augustan and neoclassical eyves. My pm'nt would then be that a significant result of your labors and
inspiration has been to make a new dispensation available in the continuity of literary traditions. What the romantics didn't do
and Robert Fitzgerald did do was to offer an alternative to the neoclassical Homer in English.
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RF Yes_ Just how one would describe the alternative [ would have to leave to others, but that it is an alternatve [ am sure I felt
from the start. That is, [ wished what [ did to come directly from the Greek without any mediation through Latin. That was one
thing. And then, I felt that couplets were highly inappropriate for Homer and that while one can read Pope with enjoyment for
the simple skill and force of what he did in couplets, I doubt that one can derive from a reading of Pope anvthing like the
narrative and dramatic life that the Homeric poems in fact have. So, [ would have said, I guess, that [ was tryving to do
something more just to the Homeric poems than the neoclassic glory gave.

EH When we speak of Homer's Iliad and the Odvssey in the academy we assume that what we read is Homer, except, say,
in the case of Pope's Iliad. where it is Pope's Iliad and we are conscious that Pope intervenes. But with most translations of
European classicsDostoevski, the Russian novel, saywe don't bother to take the translator into account. So that now, to all
effects and purposes. you are Homer, unless yvou are Fitzgerald's lliad and Fitzgerald's Odyvssey. This is the phenomenon [
was thinking of as part of what lies behind the matter of a modern alternative. The modern Homer would have to constitute a
different dispensation; students reading Homer in vour two poems, vour translations, would be having a very different
experience from the one that we as students had in reading, saywhat was it, Palmer?

RF Palmer, ves.
EH 1 don't know 1f that calls for a comment from vou.

RF Well, another footnote I might add here is that by the sheer accident of skipping my freshman vear in high school, I never
read Palmer, and I never read any translation of Homer, in fact. before I read Homer in Greek. By accident or luck. my first
acquaintance with Homer was reading the Odvssey. slowly indeed, after I had had two vears of Greek here.

EH Well, that's all to the good, considening the strong ingredients that go nto vour particular work. All of them nonpredictable,
unpredictable.

RF And I would say that I did the work without really very much prior acquaintanceship with the neoclassic or any other
translation.

EH Yes,_ and that's very refreshing for us and very promising for readers to come. [ think we can end on that good note.
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;
Max Hayward
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EH Let me start by asking some questions about your work as an informant to translators. The word informant has an
oblique meaning, but that may not be to the point. In this instance, it's the work you've done in helping American poets who
have little or no knowledge of Russian to bring over the poetry of the contemporary Russian poets. To begin, may I ask, is
there some compatibility between Russian and English?

MH I don't think there's much compatibility, though that hasn't fisured as a problem. The problems have been simply of the
fact that, as vou know, Russia is a very different culture and crvilization. The situation of a poet in Russia is quite different from
that n the Western world, obviously. Bevond the yvoung ones, who may not like being involved, like Voznesensky, there's the
dimension of sharing in a kind of civic engagement, however unpahtmal they may seem to be. This is, of course, appremated to
some extent by American poets. (I've worked only with American poets.) They do understand the business of bamg
embattledsomething that the English poets lived through during the thirties in a different context. But I think the poets in vour
country do feel very much more part of a kind of almost oppositional movement. [ may be wrong about that.

EH Let's say that in view of the political contention between the two countries, American poets would like to do something of
a good turn by translating the Russian poets and in that way humanize the bleak combative politics. Which poets did vou work
with?

MH 1 worked in New York with Auden, who I somehow began to feel was an American poet. He was settled in New York
then. [ worked with
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people like Stanley Kunitz, Wiliam Jay Smith, and Richard Wilbur. There was always the feeling on thewr part of a sympathy
and. as you say, perhaps a feeling that they were helping. and thev had perhaps more understanding than some other poets
would have.

EH Do vou think that English translators have had any effect, literary or political, on the Russian people of the literati? Does
the fact that their poets are translated into English by good poets have an effect of any sort?

MH Oh well, an enormous effect. [ mean it's far more important to them to be translated than it is for Western poets to be
translated into Russian. There's no question of that because it helps them in a very direct way. They've felt ternibly isolated.
Most of the poets presently alive in Russia, and the voung ones mainlyVoznesensky and Yevtushenkostill remember the days
of almost total isolation from the West. So that to be brought to a world audiencethe effect of being translated into
Englishmeans more than one can possibly express.

EH There may be other immplications, and maybe we'll come to those. The three best-known Russian poets in America,
Brodsky. Yevtushenko, Voznesenky, were able to leave Russia (Brodsky permanently). and so have participated in the
process of being translated. They have gotten to know their American counterparts and have also written about it.

MH Yes, and some have reciprocated, it's true, by translating the poets who've translated them. Wilbur's been translated by
several of them. I'm trying to think now _ . . Kunitz has been translated by one Soviet poet.

EH When did good English translations from Russian start being made, and by whom?

MH Well, in prose, of course, there's quite a tradition. Probably the English translations of the Russian classics were some of
the first. Russian was translated earlier into French. Prosper Merimée translated Pushkin into French and some of Turgenev, I

think. But the English probably came in second as translators of Russian. And [ suppose those of Constance Garnett are
classical.

People tend to look down on her translations, but I think it's very unfair. She did an immense amount. She did almost all the

Russian classics. She did most of Dostoevskd, most of Turgenev. She did Gogol. (She worked with a Russian informant,
although I think she knew some Russian. And she had a sense of hiterature.) And these, I think_ are still very
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readable. She also, of course, made an idiom, which again people tend to look down at now as being too quaint. She tended
to follow the Fussian a little too closely. But many people still prefer her translations. Her translations of Chekhov, for instance,
are often preferred to the more recent ones, which are certainly better in every respectmore accurate, and fall in more with

modern colloquial English.
EH But her Russian was self-taught, wasn't it?

MH She knew it to some extent, but it was, I don't think_ enough to translate it independently. She came from a literary famaly.
This 15 what is important after all. I mean,_ to have this flair for literature is very mmportant to the translator.

There was another good English translator called Aylmer Maude, who translated Tolstoy. He's excellent. I don't think he's as
well known as she is. He translated only Tolstoy. Well, that was during the Edwardian period. and I suppose their translations
were the best. [ mean,_ since then there's been no one to compare with those two, in the scope of what they did and the

influence they had.
EH And in poetrythere hasn't been that much done from the Russianof that caliber and scope, as vou say.

MH I'm afraid not. But of course it's terribly difficult. I must say ['ve seen very little translation of Russian poetry into English
that carries any weight. It's partly because there's a oreat mn:nrtrpaﬁbﬂlh between the languages as such. [ mean, I'm convinced
it's very, very hard to translate from a highh inflected language like Russian, with a mobile word order that is very plastic and
50 on, into a language like English, which is very rigid and poor in rhyme. Russian is terribly rich in rhyme. And it just cannot be
done. Pushkin notoriously has never succeeded in English. I think there have been some very competent versionsmost recently
one by Walter Arndt that's very good.

EH Of which Pushkin work?

MH He translated Eugene Onegin.

EH And that's what Nabokov did too.

MH Yes_ but that of course is a literal version. . . .

EH Sort of museum piece.

MH . . and not a translation, [ think_ that one can read with pleasure. But the important things about it are his notes and
explanations and whatnot, but one can't regard it as a facilitating translation.
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EH Now, to go back to the contemporary Russian poets: How do vou feel about the English translationsparticularly in the
cases where you've been involved as the informant? Say with Auden, Wilbur, Kunitz, Smth.

MH Well, in all these cases it worked very much better than I would have thought. T was frankly very skeptical of the whole
idea. It wasn't my idea. It was suggested to me by somebody else who was editing the Voznesensky volmme with mePatricia
Blake. And I didn't think it would work, but in fact it did very much better than I would have thought. I think the versions in the
Voznesensky volume are probably as good as one could hope for. given the inherent limitations of the exercise, which is
entirely due to the skill of these poets and thew ability to understand not _1115t the individual poems but the poet as such. They
took great trouble and were very interested, and obviously enjoyed doing it. and did it very much as a labor of love.

EH There are certain conditions governing this matter of doing a translation from a language that one may know slightly or not
at all. Among the Americans, did anv know or have a sense of Russian?

MH No. none of them. None of them knew any Russian, or knew any other Slavic language. Kunitz has some slight sense of
it. I think he has a Russian-speaking cousin. There 15 Russian in the family and so his ear, perhaps, was slightly more attuned.

EH They've all translated from other languages.

MH Wilbur has. Wilbur has translated from French. Auden has translated from the Scandinavian languages and from German,

[ imagine. | mean some of them certainly had experience at translating, [ think as direct translators. not working with
informants.

EH Which brings up a question, partly related to a view that vou're acquainted with. It was recently expressed by Robert
Fitzgerald during a conversation [ had with him about translating from languages that one does not know well. He's so
comvinced that one has to know the language one is translating from, that he wouldn't comment beyvond mdicating that such
was his view. He's a great admirer of Wilbur's French translations. And vet Wilbur, in a sense_ has in some way unwittingly
betrayed Fitzgerald's point of view. He has not only translated from Fussian but also from Hungarian and Spanish, languages
he doesn't know. When I spoke with Wilbur he explained that though he didn't know Spanish he
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knew Italian. They are cognate languages. And with Russian, as he told me, he learned the Cyrillic alphabet.

So now there's the view represented by Robert Fitzgerald, that one must indeed know the language one is translating from,
and there's the view say of Robert Lowell, which is that what one is doing is not a translation so much as an imitation. [ have
read (and wonder if vou have too) Guy Daniels's article about Lowell's mistranslation of an Anna Akhmatova poem, which

presumably shocked and angered the poet. Daniels refers to this practice as an example of the damage that can be done when
one monkeys around with the original What do vou think?

MH Well, it's very hard to generalize. [ think if one proclaims beforehand that one 1s doing an mmitation, a Nachdichtung, as
the Germans would say. and you make it quite plain that you ]'I.lEt use the original as a launchmg pad for something of vour
own, [ imagine that is almost legitimate. Possibly if vou fall too wide of the original then it's unfair to keep the original author's
name. Or vou should put vour own name on it, or in some way say, 'mspired by the poem by Akhmatova " It would really
depend on the degree to which you diverge. But of course many mmportant translations have been extremely free and there are
plenty of examples of that. [ was told that what's-his-name's version of Omar Khayvam is very far removed i its relation to
the original

EH Edwardyes, the otherFitzGerald!

MH It's obviously a very successful poem in English. So that it can be very hard to generalize on that matter. As regards
whether a translator should always know the originalwell, ideally I would say ves. I think this is obvious. The ideal is that a
great poet should translate from a langnage he knows very well. And there are examples of this tooas in my experience,
Pasternak's versions of Shakespeare. He did know Eﬂg]lﬁh he worked directly from the original. And he knew German and
translated Goethe's Faust. And these are works of genms. But this doesn't happen very often and one has to settle. obviously,
in many cases, for the lower form of itthe poet working through an mtermediary.

[ must also say that I think hereto take up Robert Fitzgerald's pointl think that it probably depends very much on the scope of
the work. I would say that this business of going through an intermediary is all right occasionally, with a small number of poems
that happen to have caught the fancy of the poet. But, to undertake a major work, say all of Fausr or all of the deneid.
without knowing the original, particularly
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[ think if it's a classical language where there are enormous problems of mterpretation and exegesis, then Fitzgerald is
absohitely right. Because he is talking from the point of view of a classical scholar, of one who has translated all of Homer, and
[ would agree with him in this case. It would be very, very difficult to do without the original I don't even think anvbody would

dream of attempting it. There are very good translations of very long classical works. These can only be done, cﬂ:mnu&h by
people who are both scholars and poets. The translation of Vergilby Mandelbaum., is it?

EH Yes_ Allen Mandelbamm_

MH Mandelbaum's would show thisas much of it as [ looked at was very good, superbly done. It could only have been done
by a classical scholar with his particular interests.

EH Perhaps the case of Robert Fitzgerald is unique, since without being a professional academic scholar of Greek he's kept
up his Greek since college and he's also been a poet. Actually, he's had a career in journalism, and [ think the translation is
what kept him going.

MH He has obviously been at work on it. He has reverted to his classical studies. and one can see that he's wrestled with
problems of scholarship. I mean vou have to make choices quite often in Homer between different possibilities or hypotheses
about certain passages. And vou can only do this in an infformed way if vou are capable of reading the origimal i a scholarly
way.

EH In this connection [ wonder if vou are aware of a rather acerbic review that Fitzgerald's Odyssev got from Donald Carne-
Ross in the New York Review of Books. Carne-Ross was disappointed with Fitzgerald's translation, and compared it with
another translation, done by the English poet Christopher Logue.

MH Yes_ I saw the article.

EH As vou know, then, Carne-Ross says in effect, here's a translator who does a better job with a free adaptation or
imitation, and is not a Greek scholar.

MH Yes, I saw the quotations from the Logue versions. . . Well, it's all a matter of taste.
EH Is there something perverse about it all?

MH I mean the quotations didn't strike me as being superior to Fitzgerald's.
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EH Perhaps in this case it's the principle Carne-Foss favorsthe Poundian principle of "malke it new." And that's what makes
him prefer the Logue to the Fitzgerald version.

MH Well, it's perhaps getting us off the 5ubj&n:t but I think this problem of translating long epics and ancient ones, such as

Homer and Vergil. into modern English, is a very difficult one, partly becaunse the genre no longer exists. You can have epic
poems in eighteenth -century English but cannot sustain the translation in any form nowadays. People have tried every possible
formula. inchuding prose translations, which of course fall intolerably flat. I think Fitzgerald's is probably a good kind of
compromise. He's not trving to follow some rigid epic pattern but produces a flexible modern English that is still recognizably
some kind of poem.

EH Fine, 1f it has the savor of a poem.

MH It has the savor of a poem. I think Lattimore's versions are very good too for a modern reader. But it's a hopeless
EXErcise.

EH Absoltely hopeless?
MH1 think it's an absolitely hopeless exercise. [ don't think it can be done in prose or verse.

EH And there's the additional impossibility. as vou say, of epic not being a viable modern form, so that one abruptly confronts
both a formal and a linguistic problem.

MH Yes. You just cannot expect a modern reader to accept such a narrative framework. It doesn't make any sense to him,
the sort of general reader you aim at. Of course, this is also the trouble with Pushkin's Fugene Oneginhaving a novel in verse
of that length in modern English is intolerable.

EH Becanse there's no tradition for it in English at all?

MH Not that I know of. Oh well, of course there's Byronto some extent.

EH And Browning .

MH Yes, and Browning. But these are not really for the modern stomach, are they? Do people still read all of Byron's epics?

EH | avoided reading them, even in collegeyes, and I thought I was spending my time better by reading MacNeice's Autumn
Jowrnal, which, come to think of it, is a sort of epic.
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MH I mean everybody knows snatches of Don Juan but who's going to read the whole thing now? To sit down and read it is
very hard.

EH To come back to the translations that vou've had to do with as an mformant: among the Russian poets. who would vou say
is closest to the English idiom? Or, if it comes to the same thing, who is the best translated of them?

MH Well, [ think Brodsky has been very well translated in the Penguin collection by George Kline. (The preface is by Auden.)
Kline is a Russian scholar, and I think very good.

EH Are the poems translated in meters?

MH Yes_ It's a little haphazard, perhapsnot systematic: some are. some aren't. But some come spectacularly close, particularly

Brodsky's best-known poem in the English-speaking world, the "Ode to John Donne." and I think Kline . .
EH . . comes closest. You mentioned Auden's coming closest of all four translators.

MH Yes, I think that's so. It's very hard to be definite about that. [ think both Wilbur and Auden were very close to the
original, but of course that's not to say the others were very far from it. No, I find it difficult to say.

EH ] mean, vou're the one who has the knowledge of the Eussian and sort of sit there in the shadows. . . .

MH 1 think in terms of fidelity to the origmal it would be very hard to say who was closest. That obviously depended to a large
extent on me. There was never any queztinn of their not an:n:epting my word if [ thought they had strayed too far in sense.
When it comes to closeness to the spirit of the original, again it's hard to compare them. What I would say, however, is that to
some extent what struck me was that they were all true to themselves. They sounded like themselves as w ell. Auden,
particularly, I thought sounded very Auden.

EH He couldn't escape sounding Auden.

MH _ . couldn't escape sounding Auden.

EH And Wilbur sounds . . .

MH And Wilbur sounds Wilbur, yves.

EH 5till vou feel that they both didwhat? They were more faithful to the original than the others were?
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MH Yes_ msofar as they could mterpret the spirit of the original, vou know, through me. I think they were all faithful to . I
should say, incidentallythis is a very 'rr:trpmtaﬂt element in the exercisethat they only did things that were congenial to them. In all
cases the*. were given a choice of literal versions and in all cases they selected thmgﬁ that they felt were close to themselves, to

the sort of things they themselves did. This is very important. I mean some poems were violently rejected. You know. "I just
couldn't do this, or wouldn't be interested in this at all "

EH Your role must have been very mmportant, though. That paragraph I showed vou, from my conversation with Wilbur_
indicated to me that vou had a lot to do with his translations. And vet it would be hard to determine exactly what it was you

had to do with them_

MH My general procedure was first to offer each of the poets concernedl was working with them smmltaneously for the
Voznesensky volumea large selection of fairly literal versions, and they each decided what they would like to do. And then I
would work with each of them., first by submitting the literal version, plus a transcriptionthe transliteration from the Russianso
that they could see (with accent marks added) what the prosody was. Some were more, others less interested in that. But in
this they were all quite nghtly very, very free. None tried to stick to the origimal pattern, but they liked to take account of it, of
course. [ think this is absoltely correct. I think one should not imit oneself to the original prosodic scheme. In fact it's fatal to
do so, in most cases. And then when [ would hand them the material. which was essentially three things. . . . Oh, possibly
apart from an absolutely literal version with the transcription under it, word for word. so they could see w hich Russian word
corresponded to which English word, there'd be a translation into fairly normal English. so that they could read it and make
sense of it. I'd give them these three things, they would look at them, and then I would go ahead and discuss them.

EH So vou did all the preparatory work?

MH Yes. Then I would answer their questions and e:!-;plam all the background to the poem. It was very, very important,
incidentally, that they knew about the poet and the poet's work in general It's not enough, obviously. to take an isolated poem
and see it as part of the poet's oeuvre.

EH You were giving them a short course in the poet?

MH Yes_ a short course, exactly.
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EH In both the poem and the poet?

MH Yes_ and in the general situation. This is also terribly important, because often in the case of these modern Russian poets
there was a good deal between the lines to be explained. It was very true of some of Voznesensky's poems on American
themes. Sometimes there were implicationsand I think one can say this now without prejudice. . . . some of the poems on
American themes, like Yeviushenko's, do have a certain Aesopian or allegorical undertone, and this had to be understood but
not brought out too much.

EH Yes. The attitude is different then, of course. What vou're suggesting is that a Russian poet writes in an environment where
he must be verv careful what he says and how he says it. Then to be translated by an American who doesn't write in such an
environment but is sympathetic and wants to bring out what is in the original, would make the job so difficult at times as to
seem, as you say, impossible.

MH Yes. Well, they were of course fascinated by this aspect of the job. It was something they'd never faced themselves, vou
see, but were very sympathetic to. They understood the mplications of what a poet may intend and always has to think about.
A Soviet poet, of course, often has to worry about a poem being taken with implications which weren't intended.

EH Yes_and that would also be hard to avoid.

MH Very hard to avoid. Voznesensky was sometimes attacked by hostile critics for implving certain things in his poems. It's a
terrible game.

EH It's the extreme of the normal situation i which poets of one school are looked down on by poets of another school who
can easily find the flagrant material in thewr rivals’ work to criticize.

MH Yes, but this of course applies to Russian writers in general. It does sharpen the wits and is, I think, an imp ortant element
in the literature. This isn't something crudely political, although of course it has a political dimension. But the fact that writers
are aware of sanctions that could be applied to them if they overstep certain limits does produce a tension in the work, which
is part of its literary quality.

EH Yes,_ the special awareness of. . _ .

MH Of the dangers_ the hazards, the difficulties. The image [ use for this, and always bear in mind in reading modern Fussian
authors_ 1s that
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of the difference between watching a man walk on the ground and watching a man walk on a tightrope. Because Russian
writers walk a tightrope, there is a certain quality in thewr work that is absent from that of writers who can say what they like

when and where they like it. It's mmportant to appreciate this. I think yvou do see it very much in the work of poets like
Voznesensky and Y evtushenko.

EH What about the older modern poetsMandelstam, who's only just begun to be translated, and Pasternak and Akhmatova,
Blok, Mayakovsky? Do vou feel more work needs to be done in order to get them into good English? Or have they been
treated well?

MH 1 wouldn't say so. [ think in a way perhaps less well than some of the vounger ones because thev've been fortunate in the
sense that there was a tremendous interest in things Russian after Stalin's death, and a number of people were then able to deal
with them in some fashion. But the older ones [ think have not been as fortunate. There are recent translations of Blok, quite
good ones, by Jon Stallworthy, in collaboration with an informant, Peter France. There's quite a large selection of Blok. Those
[ think are the best ['ve read. Of Akhmatova there are several recent collections, including the one Kunitz did with me as an
informant. A couple of others have come out in England this year. As for May akov skv, well, there have been lots. . . . But he,
I think, has not really been well translated into English by anybodyalthough two or three vears ago [ saw some very successful
versions of Mavakowvsky into Lowland Scots by a Scotch poet, whose name [ can't remember. He's well known but writes in
Lallans, as they call it. Lallans is very much better adapted than English because it has a great vigor. It's phonetically much
stronger than standard English and conveys much better this vehemence, vou see, of Mayakovsky, flingng things into vour
face.

EH Sounds as though it might have been Hugh MacDiarmid.

MH It could have been but it wasn't he.

EH He's done six or eight songs about Lenin.

MH Yes, but those were originals and not translations. But it's MacDiarmid's kind of language.

EH Have you done translations with Patricia Blake? I ask because I frankly don't know.
MH No, we've edited things.
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EH But she like you has worked as an informant to other translators.

MH Yes, she has helped on the project with the poets.
EH And what of Olga Carlisle's volume Poers on Streer Corners? Have vou looked at it?

MH 1 have_ but [ don't have anything to say. | honestly don't remember very much of it. It was very uneventerribly uneven.
There were mitations by Lowell in it. It was an enormous collection. [ think it was far too ambitious.

EH It was in response to a kind of need, was it not?
MH Yes_ but it would be very hard to sum it up.

EH Because there isn't a great deal that has actually been done, one wants to know when such books come out what real
value they have. I wonder ff vou have something to say about other contemporary Russian poets who haven't come through to
us. Some observers tell me that there are many good ones of the stature of those we've been discussing who have not been
translated into English.

MH There's a whole new generation of people now in their twenties and early thirties whom I really know nothing about. But
of those in their forties and fifties, say. of course there are very many. There was an anthology that Patricia Blake and I edited
which contained some of the contemporary poets slightly older than Voznesensky and Yevtushenko. Vinacour was onequite a
good poet. Auden translated one of his poems. Who else? Bella Akhmadulina, who was Yevitushenko's first wife, and a first-
rate poet, particularly in her longer poems. There's an extraordinary one on her family history called "My Genealogy." which is
a title borrowed from Pushkin, about her great- grandfather who came to Russia as an [talian organ-grinder. A very good
poem. And another called "The Rain" And she is, I think_ one of the best. vet not much of her has been translated into English.
Again there's a prnblem here with the long poem. It's difficult to do. Her best work consists of these long poems, and they're
very difficult to sustain in translation. One can cope with a selection of lyrics to give some idea of the poet, but a long one is
very hard.

EH It's hard to make determinations about such matters, [ know_ but one interest of translation is that a new spirit is thereby

brought into the language. And so [ wonder if this may be happening with certain American poetry being picked up by Middle
Europeanssay the Czech poet
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Holub and the Yugoslav Popa. mavbe even the Israch Amicharwho respond to the snap and openness of Wiliam Carlos
Williams, say. [ wonder too if Russian could exert a similar influence.

MH1 don't really know enough about contemporary poetry in America and England to udge, but I don't see any obvious
influence. [ wonder whether we're very open to influences now. It seems to me that there's such a basic state of confusion and
ferment; [ mean_ our problem really is this openness and variety, which makes it very hard for an outside nfluence to find a
focus. I may be wrong about this, but it seems to me that vou can only have a strong literary influence from another culture
when your own has been terribly isolated for one reason or another and therefore needs. desperately needs, this influence from
outside as a reinvigorating element. And the West is simply not in this situation.

EH It's not in a situation to recenve.

MH Yes_ and I should think that the main rr:upmtann:e; of translating the Russians and others at the moment is really a natural
inclination. | mean there is curiosity. there is a need to knowparticularly in the case of a culture that has been isolated and
hence thought to be rather mysterious. There's a great interest building in things Russian because of recent history. And while
this is a little factitious, a little fortuitous, [ don't think that it amounts to the exercise of an influence from that quarter.

EH What you say sounds true, but the impression that an excellent translation by a first-rate poet would make would most
likely be transformative.

MH Yes, it might be. After all, it's probably a truism to say that a poet should not be influenced in any signfficant way. I mean,
one should seek one's own manner; one should have one's own manner and style. One may be imitative_ perhaps subject to
influences at an early stage in one's workthe sign of one's formative period as a poet. But what a poet might want from other
cultures would be inchination, as it were. You might want new myths, new images. But it's hard to see this kind of thing coming
from Eastern European cultures to the West. Obviously no Western poet is going to be influenced by the manner of Brodsky,
say.

EH Well, he seems to be a conservative poet.
MH Or of Akhmatova, to take some of the older ones, or of Blok. I think there can only be a question here of interest and

curiosity, not of influence.
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EH There begin to seem ways in which Far Eastern poetry could affect the West.

MH Well, this has already happened but is, I think, a very different thing. Obviously there is an enormous influence of the
Japanese and Chinese forms_ and this goes back to early in the century. This happened in Russia, too. There's a very slight
Chinese influence, oddly enough, on Akhmatova. her early poetry. Perhaps it filtered through the West, through art nouvean
and the rest of it. But later, v ery much later in her life, Akhmatova translated. it so happens. from Korean There was some
obvious affinity. It reminded her of her early work and took her back to that phase. The Far Eastern thing has obviously been
an influence_ but this is a totally different culture. It has therefore provided images and mannerisms. But you know all the basic
forms of Russian and East European poetry are ultimately derived from the West, anyway. One would find nothing ternbly
new in them.

EH We're talking about influence. I'm not sure now whether it's so much a matter of influence as of answering, as vou would
say, a need that a closed society has for a breath of air.

MH Yes,_ there it's very important. Otherwise, certainly Russian has been enormously influenced by the West. Here one sees
actual concrete influence. The influence of Hemingway on younger Russian prose writers is very distinct and evolred. There's
no question about this.

EH Hemingway more than Faulkner, for example?

MH I don't think F aulkner has influenced them.

EH He's harder to get through.

MH Harder to get through, but Hemingway was something of a discovery, a very clear influence.

EH Yes. Well, I suppose that influence is part of the business of translation, part of the parodic element in language that
continually gets transformed.

MH But the importance of translation probably is the very general one of broadening the horizon a little, and this leads to some
enrichmentnot to impoverishment anyway. Obviously, there have been times of extraordinary migration of whole styles
between different parts of Europe, from East to West and West to East. But I don't think one should now expect anything like
new trends or streams of movements to come across.
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EH Looking at vour books of translation recentlyl mean, the Seferis and Cavafyl get the feeling that they were formidable
labors. Would vou tell me what motivated vou to do translations initially?

EK Originally, my motivation was purely practical. I was at Oxford in 1950 doing graduate work, presumably on Yeats's
plays and the Irish theater. At the same time, [ was trying to find somebody interested in modern Greek. I had just come from
a vear on a Fulbright in Salonika, and [ w anted to make sure that what Greek I had relearned after a long hiatus would not be
lost. I had first learned the language in Greece as a child. before the Second World War when my father was serving as
American Consul in Salonika. After eight vears in the States, having completely forgotten my Greek, I went back in the
summer of 1947 and then again on a Fulbright in 194950 I wanted to make sure that [ didn't suffer a further loss of contact

with the language.

At Oxford I went looking for the Modern Greek Department. which, at that time, under Constantine Trypanis. happened to be
one of the few in the world devoted to the subject. Trypanis convinced me to do a dissertation under his supervision on two
important contemp orary Greek poets. [ knew nothing about them. I decided that might be worth looking into and found after
reading Seferis. in particular. a contemporary tradition very close to T. S. Eliot. Since I had done a lot of work on Eliot at
Princeton, Seferis seemed very accessible. He had also been translated well by Bernard Spenser, Lawrence Durrell, and
Nanos Valaoritis, 17 so this struck me as an obvious area to explore. As [ got into it [ found that the existing translations were
inadequate both in terms of the coverage
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I'd need for anv sort of serious dissertation and in the quality of the rendering. My supervisor at that time_, Neville Coghill, told
me that one way [ ought to test my possible mterest in switching from a dissertation on Yeats to one on modern Greek poetry
would be to start translating the Greek texts_ [ translated a sample of nineteenth- and twentieth-century poets, and they were
god-awful translations.

EH Had vou been interested at the time in writing vourself”

EK T'd written some very bad poetry for what I hoped would be a creative writing course at Princeton under Richard
Blackmur, but I was too late in getting to him_ It became clear that I wasn't really going to be a poet, but I did think that I
might become a playwright or a writer of short stories.

EH Then it must have been a discovery for voutranslation as a serious literary activity.

EK Yes, but I didn't take it that seriously at the start. Translation onginally was a practical necessity. [ had to translate in order
to have texts to serve for my critical discussion of modern Greek poets. Also, I think that around 1950 translation wasn't
highly regarded by many. Neville Coghill was perhaps an exception. When he sent me home to do those exercises, he was
thinking of translation as a creative act, and that's what interested him.

EH Tell me a bit about Coghill.

EE Well, he was the man who translated Chancer into modern English, among other things, and he was a don in English at

Oxford. Translation to him was a serious business. When he looked at my translations, he was udging them as poetry_ It
rather starfled me when he'd sav. "Can't vou do this and that with the lines?" I'd reply, "Well. vou know, I'm not at all

interestedall [ want is to get a kind of literal version." And he'd say, "There's no such thing " I didn't have time then to E}:plmt
what he taught me, because [ was in a hurry to get the dissertation done and to get out of Oxford so that [ could begin writing
novels.

EH This was an advanced degree?
EK Yes_a D Phil | which is the Oxford Ph.D. It was the first ime a doctoral candidate had come to the Modern Greek

Department. That's one reason why Trypanis was mterested. Also, he himself was interested in modern poetry. Soon after I
finished this dissertation. he started writ-
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ing poetry in English, and developed a certain reputation as a poet writing in English, although Greek is his natrve language.
EH Do vou suppose vou had anvthing to do with this development?

EK Oh, I guess soin a way. Not with his creative impulse; but in working with me on this dissertation he discovered Yeats,
Eliot, and Pound. poets he'd barely known before that.

EH So that became a source of excitement for himthrough vou.

EK 1 think so. And the poetry he wrote, in its early stages, was strongly influenced by Cavafy and Seferisthe two poets [
ended up focusing on in my dissertation.

EH At what point did vou begin to think of translation as a creative occupation?

EK Several yvears after the dissertation was submitted. I included, as an appendix to the dissertation, a fairly large sample of
Seferis's work in mv English versions, that is, including poems that had never been translated by anw.buch because the extant
English translation, The King of Asine and Other Poems, was a limited selectionnone of the early stuff, none of the stuff
before Mythistorima. | mcluded my versions as an appendix in order to give my dissertation readers some early texts to work
with, one of the readers being Maurice Bowra, who didn't know modern Greek that well.

The case of Cavafy was easier, in a way, because there was a full English translation of his work by John Mavrogordato. It
became merely a question of revising Mavrogordato, particularly those translations that were rhymed, where the sense was
totally distorted. So the Cavafy texts [ offered were a retranslation of already existing translations. [ had no pretensions at all
about my versions.

About 1954 T got the idea of doing a collection of modern Greek poets. and [ was moved to do this to some degree by
reading what I thought were very good new versions of Cavafy by Philip Sherrard published in Encowunter roughly at this
time1955, 1956. [ thought f [ could take the Seferis translations that I had done and rework them and combine these with

poems by Cavafy that Sherrard had translated, along with others which he had not done but which [ had included in my
dissertation. we then might be able to produce some sort of collection to fill the lacunae there.

Also, I had started doing some translations of Elytis one summer.
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[ wrote Sherrard to find out what else he had translated. He offered Sikelanos and more Sefenis, also a lot of Elyvtis. He was

with his family on the island of Thassos then, and [ went up to meet him there in the summer of 1956, for the first time. [ knew
that he was the onlv other person around who had pre&ented a dissertation in modern Greek, this at London Univ ersity about
the same time | presented mine at Oxford. I think it was in 1956 that he published his revised dissertation, which came out as

The Marble Threshing Floor: Essays in Six Modern Greel Poets [London, 1956]. Sherrard was six or seven vears older
than I was and had already published a volume of poems.

EH ] see. The comcidence was crucial. He seems precisely the right person to have looked up at the time. There was no one
else translating modern Greek poetry then?

EK There was Kimon Friar; he had been working on the Greek poets for several years as well and had published some
translations. | had met him at some point and had shown him my disseriation. He rather denigrated the translations. He said.
"Of course these are not poems.” and I said. "Well, they are not intended to be; they are part of a dissertation.” But his
comment again roused my impulse to make the translations come alive as works of art.

EH Was this the point, then, when you decided that the translations should be independent poems rather than aids to the
essays’

EK That's right. They would be poems in their own right. But I'm still not sure that [ thought of them as a purely creative
enterprise. [ had intended to abstract some material from my dissertation for articles, and in fact had done that essay on Eliot's
influence on Seferis; 18 but, under the constant pressure to get things into print, [ began to see these translations as new
possibilities. [ think I sent some revised versions to Partisan Review, and they were accepted. They took "The King of
Asine " ] think. Immediately translation became an important exercise, important in ways [ hadn't concetved of at the start. So
the fact that I had begun to publish a few translations in periodicals also gave a boost to my creative impulses in this genre.

And Sherrard proved to be not only terribly receptive to the proposed collection but very friendly in person. We became

good friends quickly, and we've gone on being friends, over twenty-five years now. The dialogue we had on Thassos
convinced both of us that there was a need for
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literary translations in our neglected field. There was no respectable anthology of Greek poetry. Cavafy had earned a certain
amount of recognition, through Forster and Dhrrell. and Seferis a bit too, but only in England Mavrogordato's version of
Cavafy was published here in 1952 19 and got virtually no response. It was Lawrence Durrell's inchiding Cavafy in the
Alexandria Quartet at the end of the decade that really put the poet on the map. Seferis's The King of Asine and Other
Poems was never published in this country. So there was an incentive to present generally unknown poets we thought were
important.

‘What we did originally was really to stay out of each other's territory to some degree, diiding up the poets. Sherrard was to

have Cavafy and Sikelianos, because he had done some Sikelianos already. I was to take the other poets; we hadn't decided
exactly whom to include besides Elvtis and Seferis. Originally I think we had those four poets in mind. Then I discovered
Gatos and became very fond of him. both personally and as a writer, and I decided to do his small volume called Amorgds.
And out of experimenting with a few others, we ended up with mv doing the large part of two. Both of his major, one of mine
major, and the others less so at the time. So it was really an even job.

[ offered my translations, which he commented on only perfunctorily, and the same applied to mv comments on his work. We
put this collection together and shared the preface. Again_ he did his half of the preface. I did my half. No real effort at fusion:
anvbody who knows his style and mine probably could decide very quickly which part of this preface is his and which is mine.

EH Like twins, but not identical?

EK Right. That was our first collaboration, and a strange kind of thing. It was a marmmage of necessity, to some degree. When
we came to do Seferis's Collected Poems about ten vears later (5ix Poets of Modern Greece came out in 1960 [London;
New York, 1961]. the collected Seferis in 1967).20 there was more creativity and less necessity in the task. I think our
incentive emerged after the Rex Warner selection of Seferis came out;21 it was a pretty good version, but it left out many key
poems. We thought we could smprove upon both the selection and the translation.

EH Having a collaborator must boost one's morale and urge one on. It's something a single translator might miss.

EK Yes,_ the collaboration worked out marvelously. With the Sefenis
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we did a different thing: we very arbitrarily drvided the poems by going through the table of contentsthis is yours, this is minenot
selecting on any basis of personal preference.

EH 1 seeit's a bit like casting lots.

EE With the slight exception that [ got credit for the poems that [ had already translated,. and he for the Sefenis translations
that he had included in his critical study. The rest was divided up quite arbitrarily between the two of us. After we made up the
list, we went our separate ways. I don't think we did any of these collaborative books while I was on leave, EH'EIlgE;l‘. enough.

[ was always doing something else that I thought of as my primarv work, either writing novels or criticism or preparing new
courses, and translating was the thing that I did for funthough I assumed my work would be published and I therefore had to
take it seriously. Translating satisfied the poet in me, toothe genre I'd abandoned pmfegmuna]lﬁ. very early, but still loved and
still tanght. I always considered poetry the highest form of expression, that which [ would aspire to could I... and soforth
Anyway, Sherrard and I would meet in Greece the following summer, and would have a preliminary chat about our progress
to that point; but we usually waited until we could get together for an extended period, and then we would sit down and work
very hard, reading our translations to each other, going over them side by side and reworking them quite thoroughly, so that by
the end of the summer session it became very difficult to remember who had done which poems. The voice of the translation
had somehow become a composite voice. A shared sense of what we were dmﬂg erﬂerged from that. In the case of Sefers.
the major problem was that of establishing density, of getting all the connotations we could into the text. This did involve
questions of nterpretation, to some degree; the language itself 1s not that complex on the surface, but it carries a dense richness
of connotation.

EH Can you give me an example of how you sobved this problem?
EE Well, the first that comes to mind is the one I discuss in that essay on problems in rendening modern Greek, 22 the
substitution of herald for messenger in revising the opening line of Mythistorima. The revision attempted, not entirely

successfully I'm afraid, to offer more than the standard classical c onnotation of the Greek angelos, the primary connotation
that comes with the term messenger. Actually, angelos carries three
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connotations, ust on the surface: the ordinary. evervday sense of "angel” (as . "vou're an angel"), the medieval sense of
"messenger of God" or "heavenly angel." and the classical sense of the "messenger” who brings news on stage in ancient Greek
dramas. [ think the most important connotation of the three in Seferis's line is that of the angel who serves an annunciation, who
introduces a new age of some kind of faith to replace the contemporary doubt and apathy. At the same time, he brings news
that will help the poem's modern Ulysses and his weak companions "rediscover the first seed / so that the ancient drama [can]
begin again. " Sherrard and I (really at his suggestion) decided on herald rather than messenger (as all others, and we
ourselves in our early versions, have rendered the word) becanse we wanted to emphasize that Mythistorima opens with this
hope of an annunciationobviously not fully realized during the course of the poemfor a new messenger of God who is brother
to the messenger of the ancient gods and heroes, if now predominantly a heavenly angel (as in our "Hark the herald angels

sing . . ."). I don't know whether herald really works better than messenger. The Greek is simply too rich for any single
English term.

EH Tt seems very fortunate to me that an Englishman and an American could collaborate, becanse one assumes the English
language is a different kettle to each. Also, I thought after reading what you wrote about the mixture of demotic and pure
Greek being a special problem in translation that that too would further complicate things for vour various renderings of the
poets.

EK Well, we didn't just accept each other's English; we agreed on a neutral language, that is, a language that would not be so
obviously British o American that it could be so identified. And when various quirks appeared. either of syntax or
vocabularythey were automatically resobved by a neutral term.

EH Well, it would come down to a matter of widest usage, wouldn't it?
EK Yes_ amatter of usage. I think in this example in the case of Cavafy it became a question of idiom, "that's a lot of

garbage." meaning "that's baloney." and [ think we probably ended up settling for something less specific and local, like "that's
a lot of nonsense." or whatever.

EH Were there many cases of this sort of thing?

EEK There weren't many. And Sherrard was very good. vou know. All [ had to do was say, "No, that's British, we never say
that in America"
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or "That's unnatural in Amernican usage." I think by the time that we got to the final version of the Seferis the language of
contemporary poetry had become Anglo-American.

EH British English had begun to absorb Americanisms, even more rapidly than during the Second World War. And don't
forget the Beatles, who quickened that tendency in the sixties.

EK Yes, and somehow contemporary poetry had moved toward what we were aiming at, so that there was no need for great
debate any longer.

EH Well, let me shift to something analogous, concerning changes in style and idiomatic structures. In reading vour Seferis this
morning, [ became aware at a certain point in the book that the idiom had changed. I mean. the level of diction had changed
from that of informal to one of colloquial or even to slang usage. That made me wonder if there was something at work which
vou have discussed in vour essays, in the stylistic versatility of Seferis's use of demotic Greek. I'm looking for this example
oW,

EK I'm curious to know where vou find it.

EH I'm sorry I don't seem to be able to spot it snmediately. We'll find it later. Well, there is also an aspect of the same
question, [ suspect, in translatmg Cavafy. Since I don't know Greek. one way I can talk about it is to tell vou about a possibly
similar experience I had in translating Fernando Pessoa. the modern Portuguese poet. Pessoa was very keen on Walt
Whitman, and like Cavafy, Pessoa had a British background, having attended a South African high school. So he knew
English perfecﬂx well all his life. During his adolescence he apparently learned about Whitman too. Well, the poimnt is that in
translating Pessoa, particularly his long poem, "Saltation to Walt Whitman_" I deliberately used a conv ersational idiom, a form
of dramatic speech based on Whitman, because I felt this to be inherent in Pessoa's Portuguese. A Portuguese writer later told
me that this was indeed so, that Pessoa's Portuguese was very unusual in this poem, being freely vernacular and even slangy.
Now [ wondered if the same thing might be true of Cavafy. since he too had a mixed lingmstic and cultural background.

EK With Cavafy it's not so much a matter of language levelthat is, of the language level that he chose to maintainas of the

syntactical forms he used. 23 On the linguistic side. he is eccentric, but the eccentricity comes not so much from the fact that he
was educated i England when
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he was very voung (roughly between nine and sixteen), but from the fact that his Greek was learned partly from his mother,
who had a Cuﬂﬁtanﬁnupn]itan background. You find Constantinopolitan forms in his poetry much like the forms I encountered
growing up in Macedonia, where there were many refugees from Asia Minor. There are certain syntactical quirks that are very
characteristic of Greeks from Asia Minor, particularly from Constantinople. These crop up in Cavafy's poetry every now and
then, and their presence is quite surprising. Also, a certain linguistic eccentricity in his work comes from the fact that he lived in
Alexandria all his life. and had very little connection with mainland Greece. These two influences, I think, explain the
eccentricity of his Greek: also his not being afraid to use purist Greek (ratharevousa) forms, which were really very much on
the way out in mainland poetry by the time he began to write his best workat least among the serious poets, like Palamas and
Kariotakis. But I think that what he did learn from his reading in English literature, among other things, was the dramatic

monologue form. I am certain that he was strongly influenced by Browning, for example.

There's also an influence from the poets of the Greek anthology in this area too. After all, they wrote mnnnlugue& long before
Browning diddifferent kands of munnlngu&& admittedly. But I think that the sophistication Cavafy shows in handling the
monologue form came from his reading in Browning; and I'm sure there are certain English influences he ultimately rejected:
late nineteenth-century aestheticism, for example, the Oscar Wilde mode_ which fortunately went out of his poetry early
enough to allow his true voice to take a rather different direction, most clearly in his work after he turned forty-frve.

EH To ntroduce another tack, related to these matters of style and idiom: it strikes me that modern Greek poets may have
special advantages. What most other poets resist doing or else are very painstaking (and pam&gmng} about doing is to use
heavy historical or classical mythological allusions. But this practice would be easy for the Greeks since the allusions are
themselves built into their language, and the subjects would come naturally to hand as well. Also, I imagine, the Greek poet
would be fortified by a sense of local identitvone's home town and its historvin a way that Americans are not, nor many English
poets after Hardy. for that matter.

EK Yes, | may have said some of that in an article | wrote on Seferis. 24 In using mythology, for instance, Seferis has a
tremendous advantage
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because he can focus on a contemporary landscape and find the Greek gods there in the very name of a place or a setting, as

in "The King of Asine" or in the poems on Mycenae; and he can do it very naturally, simply by evoking a living landscape. The
ghDEtE are still there; they're there in names, they're there in other ways that a poet sees, and we don't find this businessas in
Eliotof transferring to an alien landscape a different tradition.

But of course Cavafy had another problema problem that he turned into a virtue. That is, he obviously didn't feel, at least in his
later vears, a clear, direct link to the centers of Greek crvilizationcenters, [ mean, in the philological, philosophical, and
gengraphin:al sense. His Greece was the Greece of the diaspora, of the Hellemistic and post-Hellenistic world. He turned that
into a virtue by creating what looks to those who are trained as classicists to be a very original world, and a very exciting new
interpretation of Hellenism. Well, it's not so new. partly because it draws on other ancient sources, sources that are sort of the
backwaters of the classical tradition. But these nonclassical sources were just as real, and they were a part of Greek history.
And, I suppose, it was his discovery of this territory, of ancient Alexandria to begin with, that really made him a major poet. It
gave him a voice, and it gave him a felt mythology to work with. I would also say that there are certain dangers involved in this:
[ think that, finally, both Seferis and Cavafy felt terribly burdened by that tradition; it became rather overwhelming, and [ get
the sense that both of them, in their late vears, were tryving to break out of it or move beyond it. In the case of Cavafy, the poet
worked toward a more universal perspective; the Greek tradition and the historical process became, to some degree the
occasion for ronvan wronic attitude toward those who see the tradition strictly from a chauvinistic point of view . And in the
case of Seferis, it was a matter of getting away from a specifically Greek context. The Thiree Secrer Poems seems to me
much more parﬂunal_ much more turned in on itself. more elustve rather than allustve. This may all be the result of a poet's
having too damned much tradition to work with, the authority of it hanging over him like a heavy threat. And I think that Ritsos
may now be suffering from the same burden. He appears at times to be overwhelmed by a sense of history, so that its
presence becomes too insistent and the motifs it inspires too repetitive. On the other hand. his keen historical sense is one of
the things that makes him a "national” poet, a literary spokesman for his country, in the tradition of Palamas, Sikelianos, and
Seferis.
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EH | have two other pDiIltE to raise: first. I'm not vet clear about the wayvs m which the demotic or the looser spoken forms of
diction become poetry in Greek; also, ['d like to go further, if vou wish, mnto the rr:uphn:ahnnﬁ of a poet's having a strong sense
of place and historvand how that might relate to setting up a heroic or antiheroic view in the poetry. Does the poet make a
deliberate choice, and does his choice affect what happenﬁ to the verse when it seems very prosaicas in Cavafy? Then, how

does Cavafy. for instance, sustain the tension and meaning or sense of imminence, and what happens when vou come to
translate him?

EK On the matter of a heroic versus antiheroic point of view, I'm not sure what vou have in mind i raising the question of
choice, but Cavafy clearly chose to bring his gods and heroes down tn earth i in most instances, and one of his modes for dmng
so was through the use of colloquialisms or low-key demoticism or a "prosaic” tone, especially when these app ear suddenly in
a dramatic and linguistic context that leads the reader to expect a heroic or celebrative or formal tone. Cavafy's ironic view of
the heroic is often established by just such a "deflation.” by an abrupt contrast between expected formality or ceremony and
down-to-earth demoticism or colloquialism._ I think I try to illustrate this in the article I mentioned earlier, with reference to
Cavafy's wony about Juhaﬂ the Apostate, especially in the poem "On the Outskirts of Antioch." which concludes with an image
of Julian ' blnwmg up" i rage over the fire that destroved his aftempt to resurrect the worship of Apollo in a temple that had
become sacred to the Christians of Antioch. The term Cavafy uses m this instance is efcase (literally, "he burst”), which is as
contemporary and down-to-earth and "prosaic.” if vou will, as the ordinary conversation of today's unheroic mortals on the
streets of Athens. But more genera]lv [ think there is always a danger in tranﬁlahng Cavafya danger in fact, of making him
more rhetorical than he really is. because he seems to read flat, and there is that temptation to jazz him up a litfle bit. One
doesn't want to be accused of being a flat translator. Well, the Greek in one sense is terribly flat: there's very little direct
n:uagen figures. tropes. that kind of thing. And in translation, vou inevitably lose something that takes the place of figures,
which is his sometimes plaviul and sometimes eccentric use of the Greek language, or the mixture of high Greek and low
Greek in curious, often effective ways.

EH You can't find equivalents?

EK You can't find equivalents that don't seem to create more problems
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than they solve. People have tried. Kimon Friar thinks that vou ought to use Latinate forms to create an equivalent for Cavafy's
purist forms. [ think what vou end up with in that case is merely stilted. outmoded Latinate English. Mavrogordato got a
donnish tone that I feel ow erlv localizes what Cavafy was dmng So you do have the problem of losing some of the poet's
linguistic texture, and of seeming to render him too flatly, prosaically. but I think that's a chance vou have to take; the less
artificial strikes me as the more honest and effective mode. You find the right stance, maybe, by remembering that Cavafy was
a very dramatic poet, and that the forms he chose were almost inevitably dramatic; whether they're dramatic monologues, or
indirect monologues that use a strong persona, they alwayvs somehow offer speaking voices, voices that allow the translator to
introduce a colloquial richness, I think, that doesn't cheat on either the poet or the tradition of living poetry in English, and that
can be found at least to some degree in the onginal That's what Sherrard and [ finally decided: that we were not only going to
bring Cavafy up to date in the sense of making his idiom close to the idiom of our best contemporary poets, but also that we
were going to create a dramatic realitvthat is, to have voices speaking the way human beings do, at least within the current
conventions of dramatic poetry.

EH That answers it for me in some ways, because the variety of speakers, or the immplied persona taking the speaker's role,
does induce another interest. which overcomes the loss felt at the absence of imagery in the poems.

EK That's right.

EH The poet translators ['ve spoken with say that equivalence and transformation are the main principles to go by. What you
say Kimon Friar suggested is what many of them would resort to. But vou suggest yvourself that it mightn't be the best way.

EE Well. it seems to me that yvour translation can't be really equivalent if it introduces into yvour English text something that has
become alien to the language of poetry in vour own language.

EH 5o there are two things. One is veracity, or being faithful to the spinit, at least, of the original And the other is how it
sounds. And here, to mend the style too much makes for a violation of the original poet's stvle. Put another way: making
something that is originally done in a natural way become odd and gnarled (while attempting too hard to make
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it "poetic” invariably brings about a violation of the original poet's mtention. Hence it becomes a mistranslation.

EK Yes, [ think so. Some people say, "Well, Cavafy is strange too in the original " Yes, but he's not thar strange, and he's
using peculiarities that exist even with the spoken idiom. I mean, there are people who speak katharevousa (purist) for
parl:u:ular effect, if they're trying to be "official” or professional, or if they're just pompous. Few knowingly use Latinate English
in our day for any natural purpose.

EH Excuse me. ['ve found that reference now. What [ was referring to awhile back was that on page fortv-one of the Seferis
translation, [ became aware of a shift in rthythms. We can look it up now. It's mn your bilingual edition. Here it is_ the poem with
the ].iIlEE "On the track, on the track agaj.ﬂ on the track / how many times around. how many bloody laps. h::rw many black
rows." There's the incremental I’EpEtltlDI]_ "the people who watch me, who watched me when. in the chariot, / I raised my hand
glorious and they roared trmmphantly " You probably had a very gnud reason for making one conscious of the rhythms. Were
vou aiming at something different here, or what?

EK No, that is almost a word-for-word rendering. In terms of the repetition certainly. You've got sti sfendorni three times
there, and yvou've got three phrases introduced by forms of poso coming after it. Then there are the two tenses of koitazo

(watch).

EH Well, but it does happen suddenly. That is, in reading the poem to myself, [ suddenly became aware of a much stronger
rhythmical element than had been there before.

EK 1 think that says something about Seferis's development during the course of this long, twenty-four part poem. I happen to
be very fond of this particular passage; [ think it is one of the great moments in the Mythistorima. if not the greatest. There's

more honest rhetoric in this section, emphasized by the repetitions, than I think vou find in any other part of the poem. And [
would guess that it was influenced by rhythmical modes that Seferis discerned in Eliot.

EH Eliot's method or certain poems? Which ones?

EK "Ash Wednesday"no, not so much that as "The Hollow Men." if vou focus on the repetitions there. And part of "The
Waste Land": "Speak to me. Why do vou never speak? Speak." That sort of thing. There are several instances where he half-
imitates this particular
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rhythm_ But when [ speak of rhetoric here, it's a different kind from what we find in poems previous to this one_ where there
was a certain lyrical rhetoric, if vou will, as in "sleep wrapped vou in green leaves like a tree”: rather lush, closer in its imagery
to the pre-Myrhistorima Seferis_ the Seferis who was under the strong influence of French symbolism. . . .

EH Sort of Parnassian?

EK That's right, a little bit of that going on there. In the "track” passage there's a more dramatic rhythm, and this is what he
says he learned from Eliot: a dramatic mode of expression. It's partly a matter of this exclamatory, repetitive mode and partly a
matter of seeing things through characters: there is a persona talking in this passage, a modern Orestes. It's not quite the same
voice that yvou find in his earlier poetry, or even in earlier sections of Mythistorima.

EH That would explain why, perhaps, it suddenly popped out at me.

EK Yes_ Ithink so. It's a voice under pressure. This is a modern exile tormented by the ancient Furies, who have become
bored and unresponsive. That's the game Seferis is playing. But the passage has Aeschylus behind it. And to some degree,
Aeschylus's rhetorical stance, as much as Eliot's anyway.

EH Can you say anvthing about the difference between the two poets vou translated. and if Cavafy influenced Seferis?

EE Well, certainly in terms of preoccupation, Seferis was very aware of Cavafy, and Cavafy was. I suppose, the strongest
influence on Seferis. Now, exactly how he influenced him would take a lot of thnught and definition. but Cavafy was the poet
who haunted Seferis. Seferis was going to write a full- length critical study of him: he's written some very good stuff on Cavafy.
probably the best that has ever been written, but it's mostly in the form of notes on individual poems. At one point he sat down
to write a book on Cavafy and finally had to abandon it. The reasons are rather deep and no doubt very mteresting. But [ think
what he said was. "I found Cavafy was no longer useful to me." either because he was too much of a burden or because
Seferis finally wanted to move on in a different direction. But at one stage, Cavafy was very useful to him, that is, in helping
Seferis to develop the sparse voice that dominates his work.

EH And did vou sense that feeling when vou translated Cavafy and Sefenis?
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EEK No, becaunse I didn't know enough about Cavafy at the time. Seferis was the poet that [ really fell in love with mitially_
When I first took up the two poets [ wasn't old enough or, I guess, sophisticated enough to understand how very good Cavafy
was. [ knew he was good, but his poetry didn't touch my heart. I came to love Cavafy rather later, came to respect his life's
work more than Seferis's. I can say this now that George Seferis is dead. God rest his soul! I w ouldn't have dared say it in his
presence, although Seferis, I think, would probably admit itthat the master was Cavafy. He always thought of Cavafy as his

master.
EH Could vou say anything about the experience of knowing the poet vou are translating” Seferis. for instance.

EK It's a strong inhibitionhere again, having a collaborator was an advantage. [ think [ would have been overwhelmed by
Seferis if [ had tried to do the work alone. Rex Warner probably didn't feel that way becaunse he was of Seferis's generation
and they were very close friends. grew up in the same period. and Seferis helped Rex Warner very directly. I don't think that
kind of relationship could have existed between Seferis and me, although we were very close in some ways: much more of a
father-and-son thing than buddies-in-arms. Sherrard was also close to Seferis. but the relationship between the two was
slightly different because Sherrard was older than me, and [ think we benefited from that fact. Seferis was not as ready,
perhaps, to challenge the translation (he was dubious about translations in general) as he might have been had I been the sole
translator; he respected Sherrard's authority to some degree before [ came on the scene, and the two of us created a common
front as his translators. Sherrard would also give me added courage in coping with Seferis's hovering image.

EH 1 was thinking of something of this sort before when I asked vou how vou worked in collaboration

EK You know, when [ would say, "My God, what would old George say about that? Sherrard would add, "IN ever mind
about old Geurge we'll handle old George. We'll go see him!" Because Seferis, although he claimed that he didn't know
enough English to judge translations, was very possessive about his work and what happened to it in other languages. When
I'd send him copies of periodicals having early versions of things we were ultimately going to publish in the collected Seferis.
I'd get back postcards from Ankara or Bewrut saving, "Y ou got that word
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wrong!"and he'd give a sometimes cryptic gloss on the word in question.

EH He would normally know what you were doing with his work?

EK Oh ves. It was always cleared with him.

EH 5o everything yvou translated you showed him?

EK Yes.

EH Then his attitude normally was watchful. Did he say vou were doing a good job generally?

EK Yes_ he was never negative about indnvidual translations as a whole, and at the time we did the collected Seferis I don't
remember that he had very much to say about it, either in general or specific terms; [ mean, he had full opportunity to look at
the manuscript in advance and to object to anything he chose to object to, but he apparently found very little to criticize. It was
the early drafts of translations, during my green vears, that brought on the terse postcards.

EH Do vou think he had some principle, like "be as literal as possible” or "be as English as possible"?

EE Well, like most poets, I think he held the principle that the translator of his work should be as literal as possible. I don't
know any lving poet who likes the idea of the translator taking very much freedom with his sacred text. But Seferis protected
himself in another way: by mnsisting that the Greek text be published en face. Then he would say. "That's my poetry; now what
vou're doing is maybe wonderful and beautiful and so on, but that's not my poetrythat's vour translation.” and he always kept
the distinction between the two clear in his own mind.

EH Oh, but there are some poets who when they are translated have the r:rppnsate feeling. or at least openly state it in this
way: ""-u’.[x poem exists in my own language. What vou. the poet-translator, do. is another poem. so do the best vou can and
please try and write a good one. Don't let me be the cause of a bad translation. Worst of all, don't let me shackle vou so vou

end up doing a slavishly literal thing "
EK That's a very generous and a very sophisticated attitude. I doubt that Seferis felt quite that way. [ think that, without being

obtrusive about it, or making his presence overtly felt, he liked to review what we were doing, and I feel he appreciated the
fact that our translation ended
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up very close to the Greek in rhythm and texture, at least to the extent he could judge.

EH Your translations, both the Cavafy and the Seferis, often come through as poems more than some of the others I have
read.

EK That sort of thing he would never udge, vou see. On that level he would draw a blank. It was the question of getting at

least the literal part right that concerned him. On the question of whether it was poetry in English or not. he said he had no

capacity to judge. In a way, he was rightanyway, honestabout that. He said, in effect, "That's up to you as translators to judge
and vour tradition to judge."

EH There is much difference of opinion in this area, too, of course, not about the method but about the resultwhether what
ensues is actually a poem or whether it's a faithful rendering, say. or whether it's neither one nor the other. It's a tough business
to resolve, unless vou can fathom the translator's intention. But often the intention is so obviously limited and constrained
there's no pmblem

EE Well, that's partly what [ meant when [ said that there is an inhibition in translating a lving poet, because it seems to direct
vour intention toward a less flambovant, free_ liberated rendering. At least this was so in our case. It did not occur to us to do
anything that would approach an imitation. Maybe Sherrard and I don't really believe in doing imitations on principle, or maybe
we feel that isn't the best use of our talent. but I certainly would not have attempted imitations in the case of Seferis. I think we
were more liberated when we came to Cavafy. Certainly the difference between our early versions and either of our latest
versions is, [ think, pretty extreme.

EH The example vou gave in vour paper was very convincing. 25 How about further work? Are vou planning to do more
translations?

EK Yes, alas, a selected Sikelianosperhaps the most difficult translating we've attempted. And I'm going to do some Yannis
Ritsos on my own.

EH May luck and sparks of genms continue to shower vour efforts, joint and indnidual!
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EH As [ was saving to vou, Octavio, a moment ago, [ feel a certain constraint to limit this discussion so as not to repeat
matters vou have already explained in print, except when they are intere&ﬁnglﬂ. problematical. So, first of all let me say that
vou, of all people I have spoken to, seem to know almost by feel, by intuition, that translation is an activity that in its purposes
lies at the root of all art, tngether with all that a civilized and a sav age man ﬂ:ught strive to express. To begin, I'd like to ask
about your own first experience as a translator. How did you decide that vou must be a translator?

OF I didn't decide really. It waswell, as alwayvsan accident. But also, as always when we talk about accidents, we also talk
about desire. When [ came to the United States the first time, [ said, "Well, I must learn English better, because [ want to read
American and English poets." So I learned English mainly to read poetry. Then. reading English and French poems, I felt that
thev should be known in Spanish. You see: it was desire, loveand with love, the desire for participation.

EH When vou became interested in translation had the chief English and American poets been translatedlike Eliot and Pound?

OF Eliot, ves, but not Pound. Until recently he was not very well known in Spanish-speaking countries. Eliot was widely and
sometimes very well translated. I remember one of my first encounters with modern poetrv. I was atudxmg for my college

preparatory examinations, and at that time, around 1931, there was in Mexico a good literary magazine, Contempordneos. It
was published by a group of older poets. In one issue,
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featuring modern poetry, there were poems by Neruda, Borges, Alberti, Guillén, all of them not very well known in those
vears. | was struck by two translations: The Waste Land and Anabase. Eliot and Perse, both in the same issue!

EH When vou started to translate from another language, did vou have a feeling during part of vour working that vou wanted
to be the poet vou were translating”?

OF Well. no, I don't think so.
EH Your own expernience as a translator extends over a mumber of vears. You still translate?

OF Well, sometimes, ves. When I like some poems. Or when [ have been asked. or becaunse [ am a friend of the poet's.
Many reasons, no? One of the main reasons for translating is a moral urge, a didactic mmpulse. [ think that Pound translated
many thingsChinese poetry, for instance, The Confucian Anthologyfor didactic purposes.

EH Yes, it was part of what he called the paideumathe course of reading that every civilized English reader would need to
follow (as this is presented, for instance, in The ABC of Reading), something he thought a lot about. I have read and recently
reread yvour essay on translation in T1.5 a few vears ago and want to ask about the two or three main subjects you bring up in
it. If  understood you well. I naturally wouldn't be asking these questions, which derive from adding some speculative interests
of my own. You speak of the texts as the subject of translation. And I have thought of the text as often being a variable
quantity and quality. The famous phrase of Robert Frost's"Poetry 1s what gets lost in translation"doesn't cover the sitnation. If
something is lost, something is also recovered. The feeling of what gets recovered or found isn't mentioned much. I mean, what
Frost says is what has always been said. proverbially: translation is either impossible or it's a frand. But considering the text
itselfl think it's precisely the text that gets lost in translation, i a physical sense, becaunse it has to be transformed. So I ask:1s
there anything that is stable in terms of the text?

OF 1 should say that poetry is what gets transformed. After all, poetry is not merely the text. The text produces the poem: a
set of sensations and meanings. Now, what is the text”? The text is signsthese signs can be written or oral, and they produce
meanings. Signs are material things_ vou can see or hear them. But vou don't see meanings and neither can
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vou touch them. Signs are things that produce meanings but meanings are not things. In prose the function of the signs is,

mainly, to produce meanjngﬂ in poetry, the material prnpertie& of the signs, especially the sound. are also essential. In poetry
vou cannot separate the mgﬂ from the meaning. Poetry is the marriage of the sensual or physical half of language with its ideal
or mental half. Poetry is "impossible” to translate because vou have to reproduce the materiality of the signs. its physical
pmpertle& Here is where translation as an arf begins: since you cannot use the same signs of the original, vou must find
equivalents. The text is lost but its effects can be reproduced through other 515115 with different means. but playing a similar
role, you can produce smilar results. [ say similar, not identical. Translation is an art of analogy, the art of finding
n:nrre&pnndr—mce& An art of shadows and echoes. What we have called transformation can be called analogy also. Translation
is the art of producing, with different means, analogous effects. I think Valéry said something like that. Or, we can put it in a
more radical way: translation is the art of prndmcmg with a different text. a poem smilar to the original [ will give you two
examples of the transformation of the text. Pierre Leiris, the French translator of Eliot, with his approbation, rendered "In the
room the women come and go / Talking of Michelangelo” as "Dans le salon les femmes vont et viennent / en parlant des
maitres de Sienne" He tried to reproduce the effect and he had to change the text- Translating a sonnet by Mallarméthe
famous sonnet ninel had to face a most difficult line: "abol bibelot d'inanité sonore." He is speaking of a seashell (a 'Lz?n;r:"}
lying on a table or sideboard. [ wanted to produce a similar effect by different means: "Espiral espirada de inanidad sonora.”
The idea of "bibelot" was slightly displaced. without disappearing. and I underlined that form of the seashell (espiral). But I
preserved the idea of extinction (aboli, espirada) and the play of sounds (bibelot, espiral).

EH Let's go back to the question of the text, or as [ would prefer to put it regarding translation_ "the absent text." (I don't
know iff [ read the phrase somewhere or if [ originated it in this regard.) At any rate, the idea of "the absent text"the text that is
not thereseems to point to a more useful way of thinking about what happens in translation. Of course it's true that a good deal
of the poetry that we know about comes through the ear and not the eve. That isaural’oral. And there's a tremendous
renaissance of interest going on right now in oral poetry.

OF You are right and I'm distressed when [ bear the French critics
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speaking all the time about "writing" "écrifure. [ think that they are missing something very important. Poetry has always been
spoken. Speech is something vou hear, not something you read.

EH So from the oral point of view, we see what otherwise has been latterly so hard to understandas vou put it, the false idea
that literal translation is the only true or possible one.

OF The literal is not a translation. Even in prose. Only mathematics and logic can be translated in a literal sense. Real
prosefiction, historvhas rhythms and many physical properties like poetry. When we translate it, we accomplish the same as
we do with poems: transformations, metaphors. . . .

EH The term in Spanish for literalwhat vou call servilsuggests where the emphasis really belongs. Literal translation, if possible
at all. does not make for an interesting literary effect.

OF You know, perhaps we should say that there are three kinds of translation. One is literal translation, which is concefvable
and useful in learning a language. Then vou have the literary translation, where the original is changed in order to be more
"faithful" and less "literal " And then you have another kind, imitation. which is neither literal nor faithful The poimnt of departure
in imitation is the same as that of the literary translation: the original poem: its point of arrival is different: another poem.

EH Each type is meant to serve a different purposea kind of special useand to have a certain effect. My hope is to engage vou
more on the subject of "the absent text" as an avenue into the subject in its true depth. Becanse if it's true that most of the
history of culture and literature involves poetry as an oral matter, without a written text (and of course there are still poets who
hate to type a poem or write it down, and would much prefer to speak it), and ff this is so, one sees that the creative actis a
re-creative act at the same time that each "oral poet” (like the Homeric bard) 1s engaged in resaying the same poem in different
Ways.

OF The creative act is made up of tradition and invention. To make a poem vou have to have certain patterns like meter and.

in many cases, thymes also. Then, fisures of speech. . . . All these are given, handed to vou by your tradition. At the same time
vou must say something new_ personal. So that when you write a poem you are inventing something,

< previous page page 156 next page >



< previous page page 157 next page >

Page 157

but you are also repeating something very old. When vou invent too much, it's a disaster, becaunse then vou have a text that
cannot be communicated. When you don't invent at all. it's a disaster, because then yvou have a text that is not interesting
enough to communicate. It must be balanced. That same thing happens when vou translate. Translation is only one degree of
this balance between repetition and invention, tradition and creation. Perhaps we should say more: each onginal poem is the
translation of the unknown or absent text.

EH Good. Now there may be another way to put this, and it's what got me to thinking about absent texts. Somewhere [ read
(and it's documented in a recent book by George Steiner) that the Cabala states that in the beginning God's word was lost or
broken up. That is, there existed an original, universal language as well as a word that summed up everything. From this point
of view, it may be said that what the translation does and what the original tried to do are both attempts to rewrite, reform, and
bring tngether some of the broken pieces of that letter. What I'm trying to say is: the attempt to recover a lost or absent text
that once existed is at the basis of translation. But also: both the original and the translation are simply two attempts to do the
same thing.

OF You are right. . . . The idea that the world is a broken text is a variationa frightful oneof the idea of the universe as a book.
This image was popular in the Middle Ages and through the Renaissance. It was taken up by the romantics and the symbolists.
Baudelaire says that poetry is essentially analogy. The idea of universal carre&pnndenn:e comes from the idea that language is a
microcosmos, a double of the universe. Between the language of the universe and the universe of language, there is a bridge, a
link: poetry. The poet, says Baundelaire, is the translator. The untversal translator and the translator of the universe. This idea of
poetry as translation is related to the Cabalistic idea . . .

EH . .. as to the medieval idea of the world as the book of creatures.
OF Evervthing was sigrned or put into signs in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. Everything could be reduced to an
emblema signature. Dante at the end of the Commedia sees God, the Tnnity, the mystery we can see but can't talk aboutand

he sees it as a kind of book . . . with loose, floating pages.

EH Yes.
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(F For the Greeks the idea of the word was central Also for the Hebrews. In the case of our Hebrew-Christian civilization
there is this idea of the Bool.

EH Rouault savs in Sur l'art et sur la vie that people. f vou think of them in everything they do. are really collecting words
and pasting them up somewhere. You see signs everywhere, you see books and papers. You see the hunger and the frantic
pursuit of information as an almost universal activity. Almost everyone is engaged in putting letters on paper, in reading things,
making out signs. And if vou'd come to earth from another planet, vou would say these people are crazed by the idea of
letters.

OF I don't know if vou have read Logigue du vivant by the French geneticist Jacob. He explains that the whole genetic
program of cells can be reduced to a single command: to duplicate. In order to achieve this self-replicating am, they must die.
In the program of the cellsl should say, the program of lifeis written the word death. The key word of the message n all Iving
organisms is death. Duplication and death. This message is spoken in thousands of ways and it is carried on by all creatures.
That is universal translation.

EH Yes.

OF The universe speaks. And it says: dieand duplicate. All Iving forms are versions and translations of this phrase. Cells,
stars. atoms, everything, are saying in a different language, the same thing. Here vou see the universe as a book but as a book
that has onlv one sentence and millions of translations of that single sentence. Not all are faithfulthere are accidents, mutations,
variants. And it has one exception: the human race. Becanse mankind refuses to die and doesn't want to duplicate.

EH Why do we refuse to die?

OF Each person feels unique, singular. Each believes that /e is as no one else: an ego, a soul. The souls are the opposite of
cells. They are unique and they don't duplicate. Man refuses death, the self-replicating program of the cells, and tries to save
his unique soul in different ways, from work to art and from religion to science. He does not want self-duplication but

preservation, or, if vou like, self-perpetuation.

EH What do we want to preserve that is so mmportant to life?
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OF Cells want to duplicate because they don't have an ego; they are soulless. Man wants to save his soul or his ego, not his
life. From the ego apring the two ideas that have obsessed us: that we are unique and that this uniqueness must be preserved in
some way. This way is not c’mp]n:anan but transformation. Duplic ation is literal translation. Exact identity between the original
and the copy. Transformation is poetic or literary translation. Man translates the universe and. by translating it, changes it. This

applies to Baudelaire and the Cabala but also to science and culture. It applies to civilization. Think of the Chinese translating
the Sanskrit texts, or the Jews translating in Alexandria the Greek Testament and the Romans translating the Greeks. The
history of the different civilizations is the history of their translations. Each civilization, as each soul, is different. unique.
Translation is our way to face this otherness of the universe and history.

EH Is it known about the Aztecs or the Incas, whether they translated?

OF They translated: they took things from other ciilizations and what they took thev changed. If vou think that translation is
not only a verbal phenomenon, then you can accept history as translation. In this sense, they did translate. And also in the
verbal sense: pre-Columbia Mexico was a polvglot society. The Conqguest can be seen as an extraordinary exercise in
translation. As vou know, Cortez had as nterpreter a famous and inteligent Indian woman, who became his mistress:
Malinche or Dofia Marina. She knew MNahuatl and Mava, and at the begmning of her relation with Cortez they had to use

another interpreter, the Spaniard Aguilar, a former prisoner of the Mayans, who knew this language and Spanish. From
Nahuatl (Malinche) to Maya (Aguilar) to Spanish (Cortez).

EH An amazing set-up, presenting itself at a time when it was most needed. Now, I wonder 1f there's such a thing as a single
source or orginal civiization. We speak, for example, of an Indo-European langnage, assuming an original though quite
hypothetical language of that description.

OF You mean that there may have been one original language? I don't know, and even if it could have been, I don't think

knowledge of the fact would have an important bearing for our purpose. [ believe that there always has been, from the
beginning, a pharality of texts. You were talking about the absent textthe "idea" or archetype of the text. In reality

< previous page page 159 next page >



< previous page page 160 next page >

Page 160

there is not a single text; there is always an Lrtextthe never written and never spoken "original." always virtual and always
appearing in many versions, all saying the same thing and saving different things. And that is the paradox of literature, [ think,
and of art: the great works say the same thing, and at the same time say it differently.

EH You've said that now very well in the same way that I was reading it before in your essay, where you speak about the
translation conjoiningthrough the mits of separation between languageslanguages that are always changing. Actually. ] had a
question to ask vou about that When does any translation stay put? When does a translation stabilize itself? That is. one is
aware of languages changing all the time, so that the language of the last generation is not our language. But there are certain
works that persist, no matter how much the language changes. The King James Bible, or, if yvou regard Shakespeare as a good
translator of Phutarch, which he is, that stays put.

OF Well, Shakespeare 15 one moment of the text, a kind of prvotal figure of the processes to follow.

EH Now, this is also related: certain translations continue to be fresh and marvelous, even in an antiquated form of the
language. The vigorous sixteenth-century translation of the Celestina, for example, by Thomas Mabbe, the Englishman_ is still
a joy to read. Against the rule that there need to be new translations every generation, this is a rare phenomenon. Of course
there is such a thing as a sacred book, as Homer in a sense once was, and as Shakespeare is now, a book sacred to our
culture, vou might say. In fact, what we regard as classics i art and literature are moments of sacred artistic accomplishments.

OF And those books are the most widely translated. You know, I'd also like to talk about the practice as well as the theory of
translation. We start with love. You must love the text. Then, vou must know your own language and also vou must have a
good lmnwle:dge of the text you are translating. You must work very hard. have very good dictionaries, a good teu:hmque: and
finally m&pn’atmn Inspiration is something that comes not from the stars but from inside. from working. Itlﬁpﬂ'ﬂtlﬂﬂ is linked
with work and is inked with the dictionary. Without the dictionary vou don't have mspiration.

EH A dictionarythat's another book!

OF It's the book as the universe, again. It is the sentence, but the
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broken sentence. The dictionary is the real double of the untverseonly it 1s broken, disjointed. With the dictionary vou can
malce all the booles, but which would be the Eeal One?

EH There's one other aspect to this, the relation between translation and creation. You expermmented in such a way with the
renga, the versions of poems in four languages by four different poetsa very mteresting way of re-creating poetry. What it
does is exactly to bring together the translation and the original in one act.

OF Yes, it's true. That is the thing: the transformation, the changed text, coming from a text in English, then one in French, one
in Spanish, then Italian All these transformations are a creative and not simply a mechanical process.

EH This interests me as a psychological use of game playing with language. In a way, it's a joke, but also a sort of controlled
"experiment” of four different-language poets who pretend to be subjects of some kind of master idea, to which they are
bound to respond. You explained it as taking place in a hotel basement in Paris overnight. Can you say something about the
renga game?

OF You can also say it's an experiment in the sense that we were trving to be both the objects and the observers. It could also
be called collective writing. And a ceremony or a gameall this together. A game, because it was subject to rules and was a
gratuitous activity; a rite, because we were doing something very old: trving to reactualize a Japanese practice of a poetry
commune. And then the idea behind that was that we were only the instruments of another author. This author was the
language itselfthe language that was also changing as we wrote, changing with the tongue of each poet. It could be summed up
as a game, experiment, joke, rite, mystification, ceremony. When vou are writing vour own poem vou are doing the same
thing_ It is a game and a ceremonydon't vou think? A rite.

EH What did vou feel about the poems that came out of it?
OF Well, I think I should not say anything about the poems. I'm one of the authors. . . _
EH 1 don't blame vou.

OF I believe the primary thing was the actrity. [ was thinking of doing it again, but in only one language.
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EH Well, that too would be mnteresting. There is, of course, a game of that sort that's well known. Someone creates the first
line_ and then mails it to someone else in another city who adds another line, and so on. It's a chain letter.

OF The surrealists played a similar game and it was called "the exquisite corpse.”
EH Something both primittve and sophisticated.

OF Speaking of the »enga, vou know the surrealists were very addicted to spontaneity, the unconscious, and chance. And in
this sense our renga was not surrealist. It was chance but controlled. It was accident but also according to rules. Only in a
work done according to the rules can you have accidents.

EH But did vou feel that while you were engaged in this collaborative poem, the rite and expermmentation with the languages.
that vou were also repeating an experience that was natural and very old, going back to what is called primitive society?

OF The renga is not that ancient. It was done in the fourteenth century.

EH | was thinking of the activity of shamans.

OF Yes, there is a relationship. Rernga is only one form of the old and untversal practice of collective poetry. We can say that
poetry is always collective because you always have a reader or a listener. Always, at least, two: the text, the voiceand that
listener. But [ have read that there's a tribe on the frontier of Bolivia and Paragunay. They're nomads. And these people, who
are very few, hunt all day. They make camp at night. and, after the meal. the men go to face the night, on each of the four
different parts of the horizon. And there they invent poems that they say to the spirits of the night. It is all about their prowess
in hunting, a kind of epic poetry that the hunter makes for nobody but the night and its spirits. Is that not moving?

EH Yes_imndeed.
OF It could be the negation of translation. That could be the great exception.
EH It's true.

OF When vou're reading a poem, vou're translating. When vou're reading Shakespeare. vou're doing a translationtranslating
him into the American sensibility in the twentieth century. But the poem of the
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hunter would never be heard and translatedit's all meant to be between him and the night only.

EH Isn't that where it begins, between a man and some voice that calls him, and he has to answer? [ remember when [ was a
bov reading the Old Testament in Hebrew and being very awed by. . . .

OF You can read Hebrew?
EH I did then. [ can make it out now. When God said. "V'vomer Adonai el Mosh&." "and God said to Moses, Come." and

Moses said, "I am here, Hineni. I am here." I think of that connection as a sort of formula, presenting a very dramatic moment.
When God called man and he said, "I am here." they established a conjunction. So that whatever was said, as God told him to
do this and that, was said only between the two of them. Later. when Moses went up on the mountain and he was alone there,
for however long he was there, it was a very terrible moment, becanse maybe it was like that moment vou just described with
the Indians in the night. The moment of being alone with the creator and one's creation.

OF With vour soul. When the hunter talkcs with the night and the spirits_ he talks to himself. The reader, the listener isvourself.

Many times as a bov [ used to hike in Mexico, when we had a beautiful valley, which isn't beautiful now, since it has become
polluted. But then it was very beautiful to walk through, and sometimes vou cried out and vou heard the echo, and that's all.
Our great solitude in nature.

EH The last syllable of the word. You're talking about the last syllable"the last syllable of recorded time "
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EH Well, Michaell'm aware vou're one of the best English translators of German poetry there is. You've been at it as long as
I've been conscious of translation. Also, vou've worked from languages other than German.

MH T've done French and Italian_ though my Italian is not very good. [ have translated occasionally from other languages that I
know even less than that, but it was only when I was writing a book for which I needed translations that I couldn't find, so I
tried translating the thmg& for myself. That was from Portuguese and Spanish.

EH You've always translated for pleasure or gain, or both?

MH Mainly for pleasure. [ started translating when [ didn't need to earn any money at all, at the age of sixteen or so. at school,
and ['ve done it ever since. Certainly, at first there was no question of gain at all Nor have [ actually earned mmch money at it
because ['ve always translated things ['ve wanted to do and not things [ was asked to do.

EH Did you feel that the texts vou were interested in had not been done well before? Were they new?
MH In most cases they had nor been done, or if they had been done I wasn't aware of it. I started off with the German poet
Hélderlin. Well, I had done some translations before that, of rather poor or mediocre poets whom I liked when I was a kud of

fifteen or something. Once [ discovered Hélderlin I got down to that quite seriously. and actually had a translation done by the
time I was eighteen, which was published the following vear. I regret that now, since it was madequate. Though it
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apparently fulfilled some purpose, answered some need, becaunse it was the first larger selection of Holderlin's poems to
appear in English, and through that collection many people got to know Hélderlin who never heard of him before.

EH You said you were often unaware of the existence of other translations when vou began. [s this true in each instance?

MH In the case of Hélderlin I discovered later that there were a few, but actually there was no large book of his poems in
translation. Thereve been a few done by David Gascovyne, but he had translated them from the French, actually, because he
doesn't know German. These were only fragments that were of interest to the surrealists because they anticipated certain
surrealistic things that had been done nto French, and Gascovne discovered them. Then, much later, I discovered that a very
obscure American had done themeven earhier. I thinlc.

EH Was it Frederick Prokosch?

MH No, Prokosch was doing his about the time I did mine, and in fact his came out, if [ remember, a bit later than my first
version, but there was a manl think his name was Loving 26who worked in some rather remote part of America and was not
known to anybody . I only discovered that later when I went into Hélderlin scholarship more. . . . ['ve never actually possessed
the book, but I had the mmpression they weren't ternbly good. They were done at a time when hardly anvbody knew about

Halderlin.
EH Hélderlin bears the same relation to German surrealism as REimband and Lautreamont do to French.

MH Yes, the surrealists were interested mainly in his very late work, written on the brink of madness. where there are very
strange images that do look like surrealist writing, though, in fact, thev're quite different, of course.

EH Were vou interested at the time in writing poetry vourself?
MH Oh, ves. I started writing my own poems about the same time.
EH How would vou describe vour knowledge of German then?

MH 1 had my German really from birth, since I was born in Germany and spent my early childhood there. It was my mother
language, but one that [ partly lost again because [ then grew up in England after the age of nine and for a long time I never
spoke anv German. Also my German
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was pretty mudimentary, becaunse it was a child's German. Afterwards, I leamnt it again; [ did German at school, and then at
Oxford.

EH 5o vou sort of specialized in that language.

MH Yes, and n French. [ did Modern Languages. [ started specializing in German and French at school, before I went to
unfversity.

EH From your experience as a poet and as a translator of poetry would you say there is a difference between translating
poetry and prose? Is it a matter of forml mean does prose have a form that needs to be contended with in translation as
poetry does?

MH If not a form, then a rhythm_ I think certain kinds of prose are ]'I.lﬁt as hard to translate as poetry. You have to observe

thythmic qualities just as much as in translating verse. In fact, my view is that a great deal of poetry is more translatable than
some prose. I'm talking here of imaginative and not scientific prose, of course. [ find this true, for example, with a lot of novels.
If [ read a novel in translation very often I have the feeling that whatever world is being captured in the novel simply does not
come across in the translation at all because so much of the substance of the novel is in the original language and the way
people Epﬂﬂl{ it. Because people have different associations with different words and so on, the whole point of the novel might
well be lost in a strictly iteral translation. [ think this rarely happens with poetry, except perhaps folk poetry or dialect poetryvor
certain other varieties. It also happe;n& with plays. Some plays lose enormously in translation when translated literally, for what
then comes out in the other language is something completely different.

EH A matter of flavor?

MH Flavor, ves, the whole atmosphere of the work. For example, [ edited a two-volume selection of Hofmannsthal's works,
and I found that the poems, although written in a very peculiar kind of language. are more translatable than any of his plays.
His prose plays, which are perfectly straightforward, are written in an idiom that I suppose vou'd say is a distillation of the way
the upper-class Viennese spoke, but it's not exactly how they really spoke because the language is intensified. It's perhaps
something like what Synge did with the language of the Aran Islanderswhich, again. is not how they actually spoke but a
distillation of their way of speaking. Well, whatever is done with this sort of play, although it's set in the twentieth century, you
cannot find anv kind of
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idiom that corresponds to its particular language. To find anyvthing resembling it vou'd have to go back to seventeenth-century
Restoration comedy. But if vou do that, of course, you're creating a period piece and vou're destroving the atmosphere of the
original play.

EH You must have known a good deal about Viennese German to become aware of the special language in the Hofmannsthal
play.

MH Oh, ves. I took some interest in that. I went to Austria. At that time [ did quite a lot of work on Hofmannsthal, and in
Vienna at that time [ was looking for unpublished material which I later found in London where I lived.

EH Well, to return to the vexing question of translatability. One point of view is that nothing is translatable. This is what Willard
Trask says, then adds, "Therefore I translate " The challenge is always there, a creative tension to overcome. Others say that
some languages are more difficult or tmpnﬁﬁible to translate into English becanse they are so formally different. About German,
I'm not sure; | haven't translated enough from it to know. only some Rilke. Is it all a matter of kindred languages being
translatable and others not?

MH Well, I would say that on the whole German is more translatable into English than French. Here I'm not ta]l-::mg of prose
because very classical. lucid French prose translates into English perfectly well But French poetry. I would say. is hard to
translate into English because it's so different in the way it works. It rarely succeeds. Racine, for example, has been translated
fairly recently into English in a way that works quite well on the stage. But for centuries Racine was not really known in
England and not actually played or acted on the stage becaunse there were no translations.

EH Racine didn't lend himself to the English stage?

MH No. [ think it's the same with lyrical poetry. [ don't know precisely why French lyrical poetry is so hard to translate. [
think it's partly because the versification is so rigid while English versification is incredibly flexible. If vou look at almost any
poems in English written in iambic pentameter, so called. vou'll find that out of three lines only one is regularand even that
frequency is unusual. Sometimes you'll find that only one out of eight lines is regular pentameter. English poetry is full of
variations, whereas French is very inflexible. This was true, of course, until
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the time of Laforgue and Rimbaud, who deliberately set out to break the laws. And that, [ think, is one reason why the prose

poem was cultivated in France in the nineteenth century while there was really no need for it in English because in blank verse
there is great flexiability. But there was no blank verse in France, and this is one of the main differences between the two poetic
traditions.

EH Is there anv connection between the inflexibility of French verse and the declamatory way in which Racine is enacted?
MH Yes, I'm sure there is_ It is related to the whole idea of rhetoric in poetry. [ would say that French poetry, in fact Latin
poetry altngethar is far more declamatory and rhetorical than English verse. In German some poets are translatable, some are
not. The ones that tend toward folk songand a lot of German poets doare the hardest to translate. That's why some of
Goethe's best Iyrics have never been successfully translatedthey were modeled on folk song.

EH Some of these are in Faust?

MH A few are in Faust. Several early lyrics, like the famous "Sah ein Knab' ein Edslein stehen.” are in fact a kind of folk
song; they have become folk songs and are sung by people in German as such. And they are very hard to translate.

EH You seem to be forming a principle here: the closer one gets to a folk flavor in a language, the harder it is to translate into

English_

MH Yes_ [ would say that.

EH Have vou tried to get the folk flavor in vour translation?

MH 1 have tried, ves. Mind vou, it could be approximated perhaps, for example in the Scottish Lallans. Lots of poets in
Scotland have succeeded in doing some excellent translations into the Lallans dialect. It i1s both a folk idiom and almost an
artificial language evolved for the purpose of making poetry, and so it had that folk quality to it. Certain things come off in
Lallans that don't come off in neutral or general-educated English.

EH You're thinking of poets like Hugh MacDiarnud. . . .

MH Yes_he's done it. And then a lot of people after himTim Scott, Sidney Goodsir Smitha lot of them.

EH You feel these poets have extended the idiomwell, not of English
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itself, precisely; but because they can write in a dialect more kindred to the German, thev're able to touch the real thing. Has
any of these people tried to translate Goethe?

MH don't know specifically. [ remember Villon, for example. coming out very well in Lallans.

EH 1 recall that MacDiarmid was something of an expenimental writer. A book of his called In Memoriam James Jovee is a
long poem using dialects and various languages. . . .

MH Well, he has done some translations. I think he translated some things from the German too. If I'm not mistaken_ he
translated some Rilke.

EH That's an interesting sidelightit's possible for a sophisticated poet using a dialect to reinvigorate the language, at least
indirecthy.

MH Well, ves. [ think that the language most people in the twentieth century speak is particularly mrpnetu: and that's why there
are many thmgﬁ that you can't translate into it. I think the more esoteric and hermetic the poetry. the easier it is to translate.
while poetry which is close to folk song is not easy. That's really what ['m getting at.

EH Has translating modern German poetry influenced vour own poetry?

MH That's a difficult question to answer. I'm pretty sure that it has, but [ wouldn't be able to say in detail how. I think the onlv
poet whose influence I'm aware of 1s Holderlin becanse he's occupied a special place in my translating. [ have, in fact, spent
twenty-frve years translating him_ [ did that early translation, but then I did another version, and then another, and then a fourth
Version.

EH You've published all these?

MH T~ve pub]iihe;d four versions and they're all different. I added to them all the time, so that as [ did more and more poems I
kept revising the early versions. There are certain things in Holderlin that I admire so much that I'm pretty sure they have in
some way entered into my work. Not obvious things. For example, not his themes at all. Not the subjects he writes about,
because they are quite remote from my concerns. It's a matter of articulation, really. He had a special way of articulating a long
poem so0 as to produce a dynamic that sometimes overruns the stanzas, where the syntax is almost independent of the
meaning. Often it's not the
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syntax of rational discourse at all. It's a syntax devised for purely poetic effect. Hlderlin builds up out of the sentences a kind
of architecture, as he called it. For example, he will start a sentence and leave it suspended. and then start another inside the

first. He does this deliberately because he wants to create a kind of suspense, which becomes the form of the poem.
EH Sounds very modern.

MH It is modern, in a way, but it's also very ancient. A lot of it dertved from very ancient Greek poetry. And that's where he
took a lot of his ideas too. So [ think all of this has probably influenced me in my own work in some way.

EH You've written about Hélderln too.
MH Yes,_ [ have.

EH T'll spare vou having to repeat what vou've written elsewhere. But [ would like to ask whether Hélderlin's devices compare
at all with Gerard Manley Hopkins's use of language.

MH Hopkins is a very peculiar case. His antecedents were quite different from Hélderlin's. Halderlin began with classical
poetryGreek and Latin, but mainly Greek. In fact, most of his work is written in adaptations of Greek meters, which are either
the lyric meters, like the Alcaic ode, the Sapphic ode, the Asclepiadean ode, or elegiac meter. Then, lastly, Pindaric meter. In
fact. he was one of the first German poets to understand classical meter. It's very strange., but in the eighteenth century, n
German, people were writing free verse. The reason they were writing free verse is that they thought they were imitating
Pindar. Pindar's odes look like free verse, if you don't understand how the meter works. The meter there doesn't carry thrnugh
from stanza to stanza. but it carries through in the triads of stanzas becanse each triad constitutes one of three different voices.
You have one voice, you have another voice, and then vou have a chorus. There is actually a metrical correspondence
between each voice, the different strophes given to each voice. Holderlin was one of the first to imitate strictly the Pindaric ode
in that way_. Then he gave up trying because he realized that these odes ongmally served a definite pubhn: function; they were
performed. Since this finction no longer existed it was useless to #mitate the forms. But out of this experience he developed a
free-verse form which he used for some of his greatest poems, his late poems.
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EH So. experimenting with meters did pay off. I recall from my meager ancient learning that Ben Jonson did a strict imitation
of a Pindaric ode which is supposed to have been the first done successfully in English.

MH Yes,_ but afterwards, in the seventeenth century, there were lots of so-called Pindanic odes in English. Abraham Cowley
wrote a lot of them. One difference between the Eﬂg]lﬁh and the Germans is that the English poets always translated into
thymed verse and used the jambic foot. The Germans. when they imitated ancient meters, didn't use thyme and also used other
thythms_ not simply iambic. but all sortsdactylic and so forth. In fact they tried to imitate, much more closely than the English
did. the actual movement of Greel and Latin verse.

EH Why so7 Is German closer or did they have better models to imitate?

MH]It's parth due to a kind of pedantry which the Germans are always accused of. If they were going to imitate something,
they were going to #mitate i thnmug}ﬂx That was how it began. It also had to do with the character of the language; because
German has inflections like the ancient languages. it therefore lends itself much more than English does. for example, to dactylic
meters, hexameters, and things of that kind.

EH For me German is mainly prose, the language of German prose, rather than poetry. That is, I don't hear the meters in
German. But it seems to me that the hold of iambic pentameter. or the tradition of it in English. is not as emphatic in German.

MH Oh ves. A good deal perhaps came through French and Italian; in the Renaissance they started using those meters. The
natural meters in both English and German are, in fact, sprung rhythms like the ones Hopkins uses, found again and again in
popular versein ballads, in nursery rhymes, where the accents or stresses are the thing that count, not the number of syllables at
all. That's why I think that iambic meter is reallv rather a hmited meter, if one uses it all the time, consistently. I think that's
where Hopkins hit on something very importantin reviving stress-metered work.

EH Did vou find vourself using the iambic foot less as a result?
MH Well, no. That came independently of my translating. [ had translated for a long time when I was still writing maimly in

iambic meter because that's more or less what I had been brought up in and had accepted. It was solely when I had a kind of
crisis in my lifel simply
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couldn't write any morethat [ suddenly realized I cowld write ff [ broke the tyranny of iambic meter and started writing in other
meters and in free verse. That was a kind of liberation. but I didn't really do it by thinking about it; it was just something that
happened.

EH You mentioned crisis] don't mean to go into personal matters here. But Lowell and other poets have said that often when
poets turn to translation it's because they aren't writing their own work. Is this the case with vou?

MH Well, vesto some extent it's so. [ can never really translate intensely when I'm writing my own things. It tends to go in
periods. I don't know whether through translating [ actually lose some of my own poems; [ just couldn't say whether this is so,
but I know that when [ feel a strong urge to write my own things, then [ put translation aside. But it has worked out with me,
as far as [ kmow, rather well. I do it sort of alternately. Now I translate, now [ write something of my own.

EH But you're as much ivolved in the work when you're translating as you are when vou're writing.

MH Yes. But it's probably a slightly different kind of involvement because it's an involvement only as far as the formal matters
of the language are concerned. It's the difference between playing music and composing music. Y ou have all the pleasme of
playing music when vou're translating and vou're uamg all the skills vou have. Although vou're involved, of course, in the
themesinsofar as you are trving to get into them, vou're trving to get into what the poet vou're translating is 111.'111g to say and
trying to dobut it's still not the same thing as actually writing something that is your own. At least to me it isn't. It is intense, but
it's not the same. The two kinds of intensity are different.

EH Have you ever looked into the work of other poet-translators or playwright-translators? I'm thinking of Beclkett now.
When he writes_ as he does, in two different languages and then translates his own work from one into the other, something
happens; he seems to rewrite more than he translates.

MH 1 have noticed this. It happens particularly when the authors translate their own things, because then they take liberties that
another translator ought not to take and that only the author has the right to do when translating. It's very interesting that these
liberties do have to be taken when writers are translating one of their own works into another

< previous page page 173 next page >



< previous page page 176 next page >

Page 176

language. I think that what thev're doing then is rewriting their works in a way. They're not actually translating them; they are
rewriting them according to the laws and needs of the other language, which are different. There's a contemporary German
poet, Hans Magnus Enzenﬁberger whom [ used to translate. At some point Enzensberger decided that he would translate his
own things into English since his English is pretty good and fluent. But then when I looked at his translations, I found that he
had written completely new poems. That was interesting to me. I have actually tried to translate one or two of my poems into
German. [ was tempted to take the same liberty and actually write a different poem but I didn't. only because I was doing this
for a book that consisted mainly of translations of my poems by other people. Since they had translated the poems fairly
faithfully, I felt that my translations would stick out if I did them another way. Because the book was going to be printed
bilingually I tried to do them more literally than I'd otherwise have done.

EH Here's one question ['ve been wanting to ask because I feel there's a hidden principle of translation hurking in what vou've
been saying. You seem to have said or to have implied several times that the translator does not have the liberty to do
something that the author can't do. Then vou have a view of the restrictions or imitations of what is translatable.

MH Yes, this is a personal thing_ I realize there are different ways of translating. There are the past ways, as when Dryden
talks of metaphrase, paraphrase, and imitation. These are still applicable to the translation of poetrythat is, three distinct ways
of translatlng poetry. One very completely literal, the other] think he says "translation with latitude"he calls paraphrase, and
then imitation, which is completely free and doesn't have to follow the text at all I personally have never wanted to translate in
any but the middle way; parapln’aﬁa is my kind of translation and that is what [ practice. ['ve never felt the need to write
imitations. I don't know w vy that is.

EH Then vou see these as very distinct categories or methods rather than overlapping tendencies in practice.
MH Well, there are elements of overlapping. When vou are translating as faithfully as I try to translate vou do take liberties.

You take liberties instinctively because you realize that in order to translate one thing into another language you cannot just put
that one thing into the most literal
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equivalent thing vou find because that would create a completely wrong effect. What vou're amming at is a faithfulness to the
spirit of the thing and not only to the words. Therefore there is an element of mvention even in more faithful kinds of translation.

EH There may be another way of putting this, and I would like to know what vou think of it. That is. that there are, in fact,
very few translators who deliberately choose imitationa means of writing a free versionsimply because it's harder to do. It's not
only harder but in some way foolhardier. unless vou have a total sense of the original that you want to supersede.

MH 1 don't think it's a question of its being harder, really. It's a question of feeling the need to write original work that is based
on something else. I don't feel that need, vou see.

EH The reason [ put it that way is that a lot of the criticism of translation by peaple who look at it as a linguistic exercise, or
even a literary exercise, based on a linguistic transferral, is that the writer always "takes too many lberties” with the text,
whereas in fact anyone writing a translation must take liberties or else give up.

MH To me it's not so much a question of liberties but of whether the translator is trying to impose himself on the text or
whether he is trying to render the text. In order to render the text one may also take liberties, but there is a difference here
between somebody who simply uses the text as a springboard for his own exercises and inventions and somebody who is
thinking primarily in terms of the text he's translating. I would say that I belong to the second category. . . . Well. there are
some very strange exercisesthose that Ezra Pound began with in the "Homage to Sextus PI’DpEI‘tl‘LlE and then what Louis
Zukofsky has done with Catullus, where he translates the sound the Latin makes but not the meaning.

EH But those are cases of possessionmagical possession.
MH A form of colomzation. I would call it

EH An appropriation, ves. Y ou seem more and more to have a distinct theoretical position, which I am grateful to learn about.
Hawve you written about it?

MH Well, [ wouldn't call it a theoretical position. Originally it was a practical position which I later, occasionally, theorized
about. | have written some short pieces on translating and ['ve done lectures on the
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subject, since [ was asked about it. Then, of course, I had to ask myself what I was domng. Oh ves. in the introduction to the
last of my Hélderlin translations I did go into these qI.IESﬁDIlE a bit. That was after Lowell's Imitatiorns had been published and
[ was a bit needled by the things he said there concerning other kinds of translators who don't do mnitations_ especially when
he talks about taxidermists] think he calls them that . . . Well. so [ was a bit needled by some of Lowell's provocative
remarks. but they made me think about what [ had been doing. In another case, George Steiner had edited a P enguin book of
poetry in translation in which he said that all the vounger translators he included had translated in the manner of Ezra Pound. I
wrote Steiner a note sayving, "I don't translate in the manner of Ezra Pound. and so what vou're saying isn't accurate." He said,
"Well, vou came after Pound, so you must translate in his manner "

EH That's a bit sticky, 1sn't it?

MH Then I became more and more aware that my practice was not that of most poet-translators who are at work now.
EH Have yvou read Steiner's book, Afrer Babel?

MH No, I have not.

EH Something else alnng that line, then: I am reminded of Carne-Ross's recent criticism of Robert Fitzgerald's translation of
the Odysseyv; Fitzgerald is scored for lacking the kind of primitive strength one looks for in Homer. Though he respects
P1tzgerﬂld_ Carne-Ross says that CIm&tDpher Lngue s translations of Homerand Logue is a man who evidently knows mmuch
less Greek than Fitzgeraldare superior, at least in their forcefulness. What do vou think of the criticism?

MH Well, T don't know. I find it very hard to mdge. It could well be that in ten vears, say, the Fitzgerald version will still be
read because the kind of language Logue has used would already be dated, becaunse he uses a lot of contemporary slang and
that sort of thing dates like anything I suppose that may only mean that all such things have to be done over and over every ten
Vears of so.

EH 1 was thinking that Carne-Foss, who is an academic rather than a poet, appears to prefer the unacademic translation, and
that seemed curious.

MH That's so because he knows the original and is not actually looking
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for a version that will help him read the oniginal or be a substitute for it, but something that will grve him the kind of thrill
comparable to the one you get after reading it in the original. I suppose needs are quite different. There, of course, the different
ways of translating also relate to the different reasons why people use and read translations. I think that the person who
doesn't know the original at all or only knows it a bit must want something that gives some idea of what the original is actually
like, and therefore a completely free mmitation is of no use. Therefore, for examplethis is obviously truepeople don't read
Pound's "Homage to Sextus Propertus” to learn what Propertis is like, but because they like Pound. The same applies to
Lowell's imitations. These really are different things_ aren't they?

EH The use a translation gets determines one way of evaluating it since there's no absolute criterion about translation. Would
vou agree?

MH No, I don't think so. You have to grant from the start that there are different types of translation and they all have a use
and a value. That doesn't mean that all translations are equally good. There are bad translations in all the categories. including
free imitations. You get a lot of very bad poetry passed off as an mmitation of this or that.

EH T've heard someone sayl think it was Willard Traskthat when it comes to learning about an ancient author he prefers going
to the Loeb Library edition where vou at least can find something close to an interlinear trot, so that vou know precisely what
the original 1s fike.

MH 1 think that person is probably mistaken because the linear trot doesn't actually give him anything of the poetry at all. In

fact. he would have to make up the poetry for himself as he goes along. It does tell him more or less what is being said and
that is what makes the whole thing so difficult.

EH There's such a variety of uses of translationas mmch, I suppose, as of poetic forms themsebres. Well, are there some
thoughts on translation vou have not expressed] mean in the brief time we have left, before you have to go?

MH Well, I would like to say that [ agree with what vou saidor maybe you were quoting someone elsewas it Willard Trask in

another context? All translation is impossible and that is the reason why one does it. I agree with that entirely. In fact. I have
said the same thing myself.
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EH That makes translation into a heroic and a foolhardy act at the same time.

MH Well, I think all the things that are worth doing are impossible. Only impossible things are worth trving to do.
EH Good. Then we have a lot to do. Thank you.
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EH T'd like to begin by asking what started vou as a translator, ff vou can recall when vou began.

CM I was in Zurich teaching English at the University of Zurich and writing my Ph.D. I found a poem by Gottfried Keller that I
thought [ would translate just to see what would come of it. (Which is more or less what I've been doing i translating poems
ever since.) On second thought, though. it occurs to me that [ translated something before that. When [ was a student at
Oxford, I translated a poem by Walther von der Vogelweide, at the request of Peter Russell for his magazine Nine. That was
a very formal poem, in rhymed quatrains. But it wasn't the formality of the poem that attracted me. It was some other quality of
the languagean immediately lnminous quality. [ wanted to see if something of this lnminosity could be inmvented in English.

EH 5o vou don't remember translating poetry before the invitation of Peter Russell?

CM No. no.

EH By that time, however, vou did know German quite well.

CM Yes, but then as now it's a question of meeting resistance. My German isn't perfect. I'm not bilingual There is usually in a

text [ want to translate some kind of resistance; my work is to find out what that resistance is made of, or how I can grapple
with itthis is the stimulus that I need. . . . I mean, something [ don't understand. which I feel is worth understanding.
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EH German 1s the main language vou've translated out ofis that true?

CM Yes. Well, when [ was a schoolboy I learned Greek and Latin and some French. [ used to be quite good at Latin. [ can
remember very clearly when [ was twelve [ discovered that quite suddenly I could construe Latin sentences, and even write
them. It was very exciting. Durmg that early craze for leammg I also tried my hand at cuneifform and hieroglyphicsand
Hebrew. Learning was mysteries. language kept them intact too. I was never good at languages; but the sense of mystery
staved with me. I was reading Merejkowski's novel about Leonardo. I also remember a time when I discovered the purity of
Greek vowels. It was beside an English country stream. [ was convalescing from an illness. Soon after that [ did my first
translation]'d clean forgottenit was from Horace. I didn't even start learmng German until 1945. So it came late. By that time I
was nineteen. [ was taught German in order to become an interpreter in the Air Force, and I went to Germany . But mostly as
a student I was reading German and not speaking it. I learned to write too, doing dull classroom translations. But it is a
language that I came to relatively late, and to which I find my Sprachgefiihl much more attuned than it 1s, for instance, to
French, which I still have great difficulty in speaking or writing_ unless I get loosened up. as by Iving in France a few months.
after which I feel all right about it. But I find it very difficult to translate from French because it has for me a less accessible
system of signs and sounds.

EH 50 German is a language you've gotten to know, originally and at least partly. as a necessitythe business related to the war

and then the literary challenge.
CM Yes.

EH When vou did the medieval translation. and later again in Zurich, did you think of the activity as something yvou wanted to
be involved in for a length of timefor instance. that vou wanted to translate a poet?

CM No. I never felt that. It was just a particular text that caught my attention for some reason. I never thought of translating
anvthing long and I never thought of dedicating my energies to the translation of the whole works of an author. It was very
sporadic, amateurish, dilettante, very ad hoc.

EH Has it remained that way?
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CM Yes. In those days. incidentallv, I would imvariably opt for a text that appealed to me but that would have no concervable

appeal for a pub]iaher [ never really had publication in mind  And for many vears it was like that. [ suppose I had been
translating five, or six, perhaps seven yvears before any possibility of pubhn:atmn arose. No, that's not quite accurate. In Zurich [
translated a lt:rng texta seventy-page story by Robert Walser, a Swiss-German author whom I more or less discovered, thanks
to a student, while I was there. And I sat down and translated seventy pages in a few days. A very strange kind of fiction. That
was published actually in 1957 by John Calder, with a subvention from a Swiss cultural foundation. But it was quite some time
until Grove Press took Modern German Paen}

EH | see. You say yvou were put onto Walser by a student. But I don't understand fully what the instigation was.

CM Well, the student showed me a book of Walser's, and [ immediately felt, here was a kindred spirit, someone whose
language was utterly unlike any other German [ had ever read and whose mental agility I found congenial and admirable. It
suited me. And I felt that I could mimic his agility in English.

EH Had vou felt that beforein translating von der Vogelweide?

CM No, it was much more difficult before, mimicking the formality of von der Vogelweide's strophic forms. The rhymes were
tiresome in English; they came out rather bookish, ﬂn’amad But I think that in all these cases, whenever I have translated. it has
always been to some extent a question of muimicrvof feeling a way patiently and persistently into the mentality of the author
without necessarily going behind or bevond the text.

EH How many of vour translations have been published?

CM The only things [ have translated that haven't been published are seventeen essays by Rudolf Kassner and a book of
memoirs about modern artists by Hans Richter, which I did at his request.

EH Richter the movie maker?

CM Yes, and he could not find a publisher for the book: Encounters with Artistsfrom his early days in Zurich right through to
the present, from Tzara and Duchamp to Calder and Beuys.

EH You don't seem to distinguish between prose and poetry, at least as far as yvour personal inclinations are concerned.
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CM Well, to be quite straight about thatmost of the prose ['ve translated has been commissioned, whereas a great deal of the
poetry has been instigated by myself. and for my own interest.

EH So with the poetry it's a matter of pleasure over necessity.

CM To some extent, ves. But luckily, having a profession, I haven't often had to translate. Even when [ am commissioned, and
it's not st for the money, the text itself has to be of interest.

EH Do vou have an attitude about the translation, either developed from vour own practice or from that and other points of
view? Something that gives you a sense of what a good translation is, or how a good translation is evolved?

CM I have no theory. The thing is. I don't like themizing about i, preaﬁed as one is to theorize about literature when one is
teaching. Translation is for me an intimate, secret, and intuitive activity, and I've never risked thinking out how I do it or why I
do it. I'd rather it be a spontaneous, unconscious, nontheoretical thing. On the other hand. I would agree that the translators
are there to put themsebres at the service of the spirit of the author. [ have thought about this a good deal, on two counts: one
is that most of the imitations [ have seen [ haven't liked, and it seems to me either a false way of translating or a false way of
dmng your own work. On the other count. I wouldn't like it myself if a translator wanted to translate EDtElEﬂ'Jltlg that I'd written
in English. and then didn't do in his own langnage what I had spent so much energy and trouble doing in my own. I wouldn't
like to see him, for instance, using my text as a pretext for going off in his own direction.

EH 5o vou don't feel that imitations are a good idea. Lowell's "imitations.” for example?

CM I don't ke Lowell's "mmitations." though I suppose that there might be such things as great mmitations, and that there is an
area where imitation and translation overlap. ['m thinking of Aldington's translation of The Golden Ass and of Chapman's
Homer. It may depend upon how remote in time the language of the original text is. Example: Arrowsmith's version of
Aristophanes' Birds, which is both imitation and translation. But I think the imitation of a text that belongs, more or less, to
one's own cultural epoch is a different thing from an imitative reconstruction of an ancient text. [ prefer an ingenious and living
translation to one that deviates from the original. which is what an mitation usually does.
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EH Well, we alluded to this the other day when [ was talking to vour translation class: whether one preferred. say. Christopher
Logue's Homer to Robert Fitzgerald's. Logue's being the "initation" and Fitzgerald's the careful transposition.

CM It depends what vou're IDDL:mg for. If vou want an E;:!-:mhng text to read. vou make vour choice. But ff vou need to feel
confident that what vou're getting is close to the real Homer. it's obvious which one vou'd choose. The real Homer?"Who
dat?" On the other hand Logue's Homerian extract, helped bﬁ. Donald Carne-Ross, and involving, incidentally, some stylistic
exercises of his own, which are Brechtian rather than HomericI must say that when I first read it [ was alerted to all sorts of
pnﬁm“bﬂiﬁes. in the Eng]iah language and all sorts of realities of Greek sensibility that I'd not felt very strongly before. It was a
very exciting experience. And it's not Cecil B. DeMille's ancient Rome. I felt it was going to the core of the kind of shining,
subtle and supple, muscular Greek sensibility of Archilocus or of Euripidesanytime during that span.

EH But then vou actually respect the ability to incarnate a strong sense of the origimal, of the raw business itself if that's the
word. You want a translation that is not just literary but which goes deep into the sound and root of the original.

CM Yes, ves.

EH Is it possible to speak of that kind of thingthe qualities, say, that are important to render in translation? Let's take your own
experience.

CM It would be very difficult to emumerate those qualities. It is necessary to know as much as vou can about the whole work
of the author. Wot necessarily about his life or epoch, but to be receptive to the stratagems of his mind, his kind of sentence,
and the kind of syntactical behavior his language shows. It would be useful to have this anyway, so as to keep one from failing
to serve him on hitting a difficult incoherent patch, when one can only guess what he's really doing there; that is, vou guess
intelligently rather than wildly. I think that becoming receptive to a particular text and the ways in which one shows one is
receptive, are things it's better not to speak about. Speaking about them upsets the balance of the elements in some strange
kind of way.

‘When [ was translating Georg Trakl, for instance, [ didn't want to talk about it with anvbody. [ knew some of the other Trakl
translations.
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and [ had thought to talk with Michael Hamburger about the whole enterprise before launching into it. But even to talk to
myself about how [ was feeling. how [ was responding, was to bring things to a level of consciousness that was likely to falsify.

EH There's an element of wanting to hold the thing very close to vour chest.
CM Yes.

EH Do vou think this has anything to do with some unfinished thing, like the relationship-in-progress between you and the
author you're translating” It's a relationship that is not really confirmed until vou finish the translation.

CM Yes. If then

EH There's an element also perhaps of wanting to keep it to vourself for fear of its leaking away otherwise, I mean by showing
it to others.

CM Yes, I feel the same thing, vou know, in my own work. [ don't like to talk about it when I'm doing itthat spoils it. It's got
to be nourished somehow in the unconscious, in the preverbal; sheltered. I suppose. in a womb. And with translationswhich
are mediated rather than immediate creationsit's the same. That's why, also, I never like to consult another translation of the

text that I'm working on until I finish it, or to consult a friend as to how he would interpret, say. an ambiguous word, until I am
so far along with mvy own translation that I can entrust it to the manifest world. You see, one mothers one's creations in a rather
strange way.

EH Well, that would rule out having an informantat least until vou'd finished your version.

CM Yes, ves. For this reason too, I've never been able to translate from a language [ don't know, and so to need an
informantthough I have risked it once or twice, I never got any pleasure, never felt [ was really doing anvthing.

EH You mentioned earlier having other languages besides German. Actually vou haven't translated from French, say.

CM No, not much. Some poems, mainly, some prose by Tsepeneag, too, but [ don't trust myself with French. I don't know it
well enough and [ can't mnitiate it myself. whereas I can initiate German.

EH As someone who also teaches and sees students grappling with
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texts and perhaps their own poems. do vou consider translation to be a good didactic exercise?

CM Theoretically, it's fine for students to do, ves. You can learn a lot from translation, and about vour own language too. But I
know it's very tiresome when the teacher has to take home twenty muddled, bad. and ultimately incorrigible translations every
week and correct them. It's a very tiresome sort of teaching. [ did that for ten vears in London. every week.

EH Let me ask vou something now about the German poet Hélderlin. He seems to be crucial, perhaps, for anyone interested
in German poetry. As say Wordsworth would be in English, and Whitman in American poetry.

CM Yes.

EH | know that Michael Hamburger has spent many vears of his life translating Holderlin. And one hears more and more
about him now. You've done some work on Hélderlin too.

CM Yes, | translated about thirty poems for a book that I rashly undertook to do for Chicago University Press. 27 [ selected
Holderlin and Mérike as poets | wanted to translate but didn't know if I could. I particularly wanted to do Mérike because the
parl:l:ular translations that I'd glanced at seemed to me to be bookish, and they hadn't gotten anvwhere near the freshness and
the nerviness of his very subtle idiom. And [ wanted to translate Hélderlin becaunse I felt that Michael Hamburger's pioneering
and exemplary translations hadn't touched a certain quality of Holderlin's language. Michael had done explicative translations.
He made HHélderlin, I felt. less turbulent, less doubting, less troubled. in some ways. Because that's what Michael was there
to do: he was opening Hélderlin up to speakers of a completely different language in a completely different epoch. But I felt

that something else could be done. I wanted to see if [ could do it
EH You chose the particular poems, then.

CM Yes.

EH And did vou do it?

CM Yes, I did it. I don't know with what success. What I tried to do there was a very difficult thing, and this was to be a
bilingual edition designed to be of use to students in unrversities. Well, [ wanted to make
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a translation that would be quite faithful_ in the conventional sense, but that at the same time had distinct poetic qualities
matching those in Hélderlin, and that would make people want to read him_ There may already be students walking around
who have actually felt the power, whose very flesh has trembled, right there in the classroom. I hope so. Yet I wanted also to
provide them with a rehable Hélderlin version.

EH Line for line.

CM Yes, pretty wellexcept for some of the later, supposedly fragmentary, poems, where I rearranged the lines to accord with
a more Poundian or Olsonian format.

EH And vou chose the poems from all parts of his work?

CM Except that I omitted his very early poems. They begm about 1798, when he was already in his maturity, and go right
through to 1805 or whatever. Many of these poems are in formal, classical measures and in strophic forms. such as Alcaic and
Asclepiadic. also elegiac distichs. I'd never written anything of my own in these forms, and I wanted, again, to see if this could
be done in a vital way in English. In that case, as in all translating of poetry, you've got to extend your own linguistic resources
bevond their normal limits so that vou reach out with both hands and touch the Dﬂglﬂﬂl You've de;ﬁmteh got to modify,
modulate, and transfigure vour own linguistic resourcesand extend them. What vou're really doing is exploring new

possibilities.

EH So yvour doing translation was a job of testing and challenging vour skills as an English poet as well as establishing an
equivalent in English for students wishing to compare it with the original Was there anv contradiction here between freedom
and necessity?

CM Well, if the truth consists of contradictions, I would hope that that would be the case. Evidently, the student whose
German is minimal would be helped by following my translation; then he would percerve his own original as his capabilities
developed. He might even go so far as to discover that the way I translated is not the way he would have translated. And so
perhaps a new translator would have been born. On the other hand. I must say that I didn't feel any contradiction while I was
at work on the translations_ and that's the way I've always tried to translate poetrvin terms of service to the letter of the oniginal
text, the word as something ultimate, despite the provisional nature of all languageand at the same time the translation as a
poem in its own right: the kind of
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poem the author would have written if he had been writing in my language. [ think my sympathies were with Josef Brodsky
when he lambasted certain translators of Mandelstam in the New York Review of Books some time ago. Those translators, to
his thinking, had scorned the incarnate wordwhich is what Mandelstam's poems are about. Perhaps Brodsky went, or goes,
too far. There are Russian thymeshow could anv translator reconstitute the whole body of Mandelstam's sound? But I'm still a
purist, rather than a slap-happy approximator. Haroldo de Campos said to me: "Unless the something is too difficult to
translate, it's not worth translating " Jabberwocky, translated by Haroldo and his brother into Portuguese, is a case in point.

EH Do vou think that in the case of Hélderlin, now afterwhat is it Mthirty vears since Michael began to translate him, that he's
more available in a variety of ways which makes it possible to assimilate him, difficult and strange poet that he is. into English?
Do vou think that process has developed?

CM Yes, of course, but then Hilderlin has been on the scholarly map for a long time, and [ would rather hope that translations
of Hlderlin, as thev appear, would make him less and less accessible, so that he can't be assimilated. so that he retains his
ferocity, doesn't get tamed, doesn't get what the French call récupére.

EH My view is something of this sort: the way in which English poets took over the surrealists and perhaps also the wild bovs,
Rimbaud and Lautréamont. around say the 1930s. was a way of recharging the juices of English poetry. Perhaps the phrase is
not "assimilating the poets” but using them to advantage. so that the existence of very gnud translated texts would be of great

service to a literary movementthe literary sensibility wanting to create something different in English. Assimilating in that sense,
then.

CM Yes, the effect is to enable vou to look over the edges of the conventions of vour own language. Some poets, in England
e&pema]lx seem most reluctant to do this. There is a hostility to anything they call ' furmgn " in that pursed-lip middle-class
English way of speaking. On the other hand. I've always been in search of "the other." in so many different sectors of life_ It
may be [ translate as a compulstve pursuit of "the other.” which at other times can take other forms. [ don't mean this in a
metaphysical way; but I do think that growth comes through en-
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counters with the alien, the foreign, the strange, and the unknown. And one of the simplest and most creattve ways of
considering the act of translation is to regard it as a mimmal, perhaps vestigial, but still exemplary encounter with "the other."
And the translator who mitates is getting to know "the other"; on the other hand, the translator who writes an imitation is
ignoring the autonomous reality of "the other" because he's just reducing that text to his own preestablished terms.

EH That's a very good point, [ think. You put it very well. And to make it clear now: the objection to an imitation that doesn't
go bevond the resources of the poet-translator is that he's not discovering anvthing new._ I wonder ff this doesn't suggest that
vou give something away as well as try to do a service or you throw something out of yourself. Or as we say, there's a great
risk imvolved.

CM Yes, that's true. One can overtranslate. What we were tallking about earlier in the day comes into it. Fornicators get bored
with making love.

EH The translating Don Juans.

CM Translators who go on translating all the time just can't stop doing it. They do anything that comes before them. The Don
Juan translatorsor transfornicators, whatever they areare perhaps not going to develop or retain a unique capacity for writing
their own things. On the other hand, there may be people who decide along the line: O K . I'm not really there to be an
originator; I'm doing better work as a humble copier. They're not fornicators, theyv're just humble servants of the word.

EH Do vou see such peoplevou may have some particular ones in mind. perhapsas able to evolve a style or to imitate the
style, say, of a German poet? Or does it take a person like yourself, that is, another poet, who has already found a distinctive
stvle of his own, to know what a style 1s7 I'm not sure it's a question that's fair to ask. It's rather hypothetical

CM 1 think the test case would be a man like Pound, with a very distinctive metric and phonology; when he translates
something, it's Pound. Wilbur doesn't dominate Moliere in that way, nor does Edmund K ecley dominate Seferis. Let's say:
there are constructor-translators like Pound and receptor- _translators like Keeley. And one shouldn't expect either to be the
other. I like to be a constructor when I write my own
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things; when I'm translating I like to be a receptor or a transformer: vou recerve and transform the current as it comes into you
and it goes out in another direction, though perhaps not at the same wattage.

EH You mention K eeley, and I have spoken with him. As vou are aware, he has almost always translated with a collaborator,
Philip Sherrard. a Greek scholar with a special field in Byzantine history. And Mike Keeley himself is a novelist. So their
collaboration seems rather unusual.

CM Yes, they're monkish, I'd say. Without having taken any particular vow, they're under a vow of humility, because thev're
not setting themselves up as poets on someone else's basis. They're serving the word of Seferis and of Cavafy. And they've
done a tremendous service for people who can't read Greek. But God forbid that Seferis should ever be translated by Ezra
Pound. because then no one would know Seferis.

EH Now, can we talk a moment about your piece on Franz Mon: 28 a close case study of a translation vou'd done of a sort of
concrete poem?

CM Not really a concrete poem, but an experimental, continuous text rather too wordy to be concrete. Mon has been
associated with concrete poets, but this is a very difficult. exploratory, subliminal, fractured kaind of text.

EH | think yvou said that vou began to understand the poem only after yvou'd translated it

CM Yes.

EH Is this a usual experience? Or would vou ordinarily want to know what it was about before starting”?

CM No, sometimes there's just a bit of phrasing in a poem that catches my attention, and then [ translate some Mon. It was
for an anthology [ was editing. As [ went on with the text, [ became aware more and more of how much I didn't understand.
Translating it was bringing me first to a recognition of that fact; and then, when I was thinking about the problems I was having
in translating it, [ very slowly began to understand the poem.

EH Did vou get to like the poem in the process of translating it?

CM I began to get to like my idea of it as a structure that is partly fragmented and also partly intact syntactically. So I began to
see the relationship between the frasmented and the unfragmented parts.
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EH It's not a dramatic poem, though there's a definite voice i it. You say about it that vou saw a relationship between Mon's
procedure and that of the Cabalists of the Middle Ages. Something about the sacred relationship between the letters and the

plotting in them of mystic truths. Would that imply there was a voice in the Mon poem like that of a mystic seer?

CM No._ It does a great deal with sound but it's an oddly nonvocal poem. You don't hear a distinctive voice but vou can hear
sounds, almost without the presence of vocal cords.

EH How then would it be read?

CM I think it would be murmured. It's a kind of murmuring numinant poem. Many more poems than one thinks are precisely
that. You know_ when vou go to poetry readings vou're used to hearing poems spoken in loud and clear voices, but many of
those poems really should be murmured.

EH Are vou prepared to read this poem in German? Perhaps some part of it

CM I could have a go at it. [Starts reading, with the initial word "Grundriss "] The last three lines are a quotation from a
folk song.

EH They made me think of the lines, "Alle Menschen werden Briider." The repetition there seemed like the swelling of a

chorus.

CM The odd thing in that poem is that Mon has sounds without tonality, sounds without vocal cords that are in part optically
recognizable, in part anditory. It isn't a poem in which vou have to listen to resonances and timbre.

EH Does the poem mterest vou from that point of viewl mean as a possible way of writing vourself?

CM Not really. I find it rather cerebral and arid, it's not got much blood in it

EH You said earlier that translation was a very engrossing and overwhelming experience and that vou don't like to keep going

back to it

CM I don't like to do it too much because when I'm translating a poemor any text actually] pursue this "other” obsessively and
compulstvely, and I can't think or do anything else. That's why, when I've been asked to do a longer prose work, I've been
very reluctant to undertake the job. The two novels ['ve translated are both short, and the
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critical work I've translatedCanetti's book on Kafka's correspondence with Felice Banerwas only about 110 pages. I can
translate a 250-page book in three weeks, if it's in prose. But usually I start pretty slowly and have to work maniacally during
the last weekabout fifteen or sixteen hours a day. And it is an incubus.

EH By that time you've gotten into it, and vou can't get out.
CM Yes.
EH Then, do vou go over t7 Of course yvou must.

CM I hate going over it again, but [ do. Yes, I go over it very carefully, and I usually hope, too, that a sensible, well-informed
editor will guide me, and pick up shps I might have made.

EH Were those novels vou did contemporary?

CM Near enough. One was a contemporary East German novel by Christa Wolf, which I did in three weeks when [ was in
Vienna, including the typing, incidentally. And the other was an older novel, by Robert Walser, published first, I think, in 1909.

EH Then vou've had the experience of doing novels from two different periods. I mentioned to vou that Michael Hamburger
finds novels harder to translate than poetry.

CM Yes, because of the dialogue and idiomatic phrasing. Well, there isn't much dialogue n the Walser novel. In the Wolf

novel there is a good deal, but it's strangely neutral It's not stylized in the way that Hemingway's is, or Laurence Sterne's, or
even Stendhal's. [ didn't find it difficult to do because I felt the characters were speaking a straight old-fashioned. stuffy East
German German To make it into believable, living English speech. I had to switch the word order quite a bit, bring it around

and make it sound right.

EH Were there any particular problems?

CM Yes, it's a curious novel about East Germany, also Berlin. But I don't know if I really want to talk about it

EH Well, O K. Now, my last question is, again. a hvpothetical one. My observation of W. S. Merwin as translator and poet is
that he does both jobs very well. But there may be a hidden threat involved when one does as mmch translation as he has done

mdash;at least to one's own work. Often [ can't tell the difference between his translated and his original work. Not, however,
from the usual point of view, but rather from an
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impression that his own spirit as poet has disappeared mto the thing he's translated. One gets the same disembodied voice in
everything he does.

CM Yes, that's true._

EH Do vou think there's a danger in overextending oneself as a translator?

CM Yes, [ think so. The crux is the mysterious phenomenon of rhythm. And Bill Merwin's is an interesting case. [ don't think
he has a distinctive thythm, which may facilitate his work as a translator. He can mimic the rhythms of the poets he's
translating, because there are none of his own that get in the way. I think this holds for Pound too. but otherwise Pound's
unmistakable measure tends to enter into whatever he doeswhether he's translating from Chinese or from Latin, and I'm
thinking of his "Cathay" as well as his "Propertms." If a poet has discovered his own rhythm in all possible modulations, he
won't be writing poems as if they were translated from another language. But even then rhythm is SDtElEﬂ]Jng precarious and
delicate, and you might just lose vour rhythm or your touch, if vou assimilated rhythms from so many poets in other languages.
They disperse vour own.

EH 1 don't know what the mechanism of Merwin's verse might be that gives me this mmpression. Whether my mmpression of it is
true or not is another question. Stll. vou tend to agree, don't yvou?

CM Yes, [ do.
EH But that it concerns rhythm hadn't occurred to me.

CM Yes, thythm is the mysterious nature of beingbiological or intellectual. This is such a difficult thing to talk about. But rhythm
is surely something fundamental to the nrigin and maintenance of lifewhether it's physical or verbal life. Some people talk about
being, talk about the cosmos. or "the other." the unrversal language, or the language of the universe, and the rest of it. . . . The
common denominator of all these concepts is rhythm. The difficulty of course is that that's a reductive kind of argm:uent If'ﬂ. ron
ask me what rhythm is, I could probably not tell vou. although I would say there are rhythms, and all artists have to discover
their own rhythms or they never realize themselves, they never activate all their resources. I suppose that what we do is
attempt to modulate a deep rhythm, which of its own nature cannot really be manifested or enacted; vet all poets, all
translators approximate it
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EH 1 like that. You're coming closer to my metaphysical idea, in some way, of the "absent text."

CM I'm quite]l wouldn't say convinced, but [ can quite confidently entertain the fiction of "the absent text” because I think that
there are unutterable truths, that certain mystenies resist language, or that one cannot speak of certain t‘tﬁng& Reading Octavio's
[Paz)] remarks about thisin that published conversation you showed mewhich [ find very noble, comvincing, [ would argue the
other way around and say that the only conceivable Urtext or absent text is the one we are he}ped to conceive of by the
existence of the text before us. And. in my logic, that is to deny the preexistence of an [rtext. The Ltext can only be the
imaginary construct that we can obtain post rem, the »em being the text as it is. It cannot be something metaphysical that

preexists or is ante rem.

EH Nobody has seen the face of God, though the Bible sayvs He created us in His own mage.
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Afterword

The sense of the particularity of words, with which the translator begins, may well relate to an earlier and deeper fascination
with the physicality of voice producing the sound of words. The ritualized tonalities associated with alien-sounding languages or
bits of foreign langnage, even though meamnglegﬁ often stay with the child forever. One begins to see that the word-cum-
voice, as spoken on and with the tongue, is locked mside a sound, a rhythm, an intonation and, like any body gesture, takes on
a sensual life of its own. The infant recognizes its mother, as the married man his wife, by a single sy lable of her voice, which
the hearer mmmediately translates into mother or wife. Similarly in the poem, the poet's words start with the speaking voice
intoning, seeking to make words accurately reflect the sounds that only the poet's voice can make, unique as a thumbprint.
Imitating the words. ge&tural sounds associated with the quality of himself loving and hating, he searches for the qualities, the
echoes of these thmgi in engagng himself to another. Through love he appropriates words, through hate, dispels or denies
them. He imitates and translates in order to transmmite them for his own use. Once the words are merged with him he can
forget them, at least not have to recall them consciously again; he may even come to discard them as no longer him_
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When I observed that this brings together the translation and the original in one act, Paz replied that all translation is typically a
transformation. the living presence of absent voices. "We were only the instruments of another author. This author was the
language itselfthe language that was also changing as we wrote, changing with the tongue of each poet." Translation discovers
the text's other voice, its significant expressibility, not the mechanical transmissibility of content simply to serve the reader. In
this way it also leads the poet to discover his other voice. Discovering other voices is essential, since without them translation
would be impossible. "Translation as an art begins" where voice engages the "mateniality of the signs, its physical prnpertie&
waiting to be transformed. For "since you cannot use the same signs of the original, vou must find equivalents. The text is lost
but its effects can be reproduced through other 51g115 with different means, but playing a similar role, vou can produce similar
results. I say similar. not identical. Translation is an art of analogy. the art of finding correspondences. An art of shadows and
echoes.”

For Belitt similarly, the art of transforming one voice into another is crucial. "I would say translation is neither a solitary voice
nor a collective voice. It is an attempt to express one's own exuberance or one's own sense of contact with things " This being
50, he says, "I myself don't l-ztmw how to separate my own voice from the mitiating voices becaunse the initiating voices furnish a
continuing ﬂ:mtn e for my own."

Fitzgerald and Wilbur variously seem less inclined to stress the particular influence of mitiating voices and to try more for a
transformation of Homer or Moliere on their own terms. Their stated amm of "equivalent thought” implies proceeding according
to the line-by-line mandate of the text rather than by way of analogy. Keeley, Hamburger, and Middleton, if not Trask and
Hollander, appear to opt for equivalent thought as a guiding principle. As for Trask, who was the only participant to favor the
principle of transposition”a translation should sound like a translation." giving it the savor of the original language from which it
was madethe role of translator, like that of actor, stand-in, or musician, is largely interpretive.

Although for Mason, too, the only translation that makes sense is mterpretive_ unlike Trask he believes himself to be an
intermediary hearing a voice bevond the personal which invokes his personal talents. But since his subject is the Gilgamesh,
an oral epic, the point must be qualified
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when he adds "to pretend to have a true text is to miss the point of the whole process of oral narration.” since the translator
must not only be an mitator and an interpreter but an in-the-flesh actor as well

Another voice-mode of being or becoming turns Fitzgerald mto an epic poet via Homer or Vergil, and Wilbur into a dramatist-
using-couplets via Moliere. Thus thewr insistence on the stability of the text implies a modus operandi in translatlng For Paz, on
the other hand. there cannot be a single text. "There is always an Lrtextthe never written and never spoken 'original.’ always
virtual and always appearing in many versions, all saying the same thing and saving different things " For the postsymbolist who
takes language to be a microcosmos, the double of the universe, and therefore transformational. a stable text cannot exist. The
translation that re-creates a poem change& it by necessity, as one civilization changes another bﬁ. adaphng and EDﬂELtEﬂIﬂﬂhIlg
its uses. Part of the same mandateto complete the preexistentis felt by Richard Wilbur. "Don't we often.” he observes, "well
before the 'idea’ of a poem has begun to clarify, feel an odd certamty about the pI’DpDI‘tlDﬂE of what is coming on, about its
tenor, savor, stance. or modeabout the channels of logic or fee]mg in which it is gmng to in?" And he refers to Mallarmé's

"awakening of a voice, perhaps his own, 'Encore dans les plies jaunes de la pensee. . . ' What [ mean is that the subject,
before we fully know it, seems often to have done a good deal of occult maraha]jng-"

Associating the existence of the text with the transformative process it must undergo, I have elsewhere noted that the
phenomenon resembles "a shadow or a projection [of the foreign pnem] on the phntngraphin: plate. say, of one's own
language. The space between words is actually where the poem exists rather than in the words. One first arrives at a prose
sense of the poem . . _ then one has an fllumination about what lies between the prose version and the original One should
have that lumination with ev ery poem one translates; otherwise the poem won't get off the page " 29

Does the transforming effort also make for a change in the data? Frederic Will, the poet-translator, suggests that this process
must ivolve "a transition from being raken hold of by something, some force or being, or some element of notself, without
anv personal effort on the part of the poet. to an active taking hold of something by the poeta producing, an animating or
reanimating of something within himself, which only his personal effort can make available to him. The content of his poetry
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changes from something that is 'given’ to something that has to be grasped or achieved." 30

For Christopher Middleton, a clear distinction must exist between the materiality of the text and the translator's effect onit. "I
can confidently entertain the fiction of 'the absent text' becaunse I think there are unutterable truths_ that certain mystenies resist
laﬂguage or that one cannot speak of certain things. Reading Octavio's remarks about this . . . which I find very noble,
comvincing, I would argue the other way around and say that the only concetvable Urtext or absent text is the one we are
helped to conceive of by the existence of the text before us. And. in mv logic, that is to deny the preexistence of an Urtext.
The LUrtext can only be the imaginary construct that we can obtain post »em, the rem being the text as it is. [t cannot be
something metaphvsical that preexists or is anure rem."

Answering this sober and revealing statement, my remark, "Nobody has seen the face of God, though the Bible says He
created us in His own image." may seem facetious. But [ am grateful for Middleton's instigating statement because it provides
the context in which the remark may begin to be seriously entertained.

One comes around in the end to where one began_ with the inherently dynamic functions and vearning of language toward
change. What is it one translates? Many translations fail because the translator is readily disabled by following a false notion of
fidelity to the original instead of being faithful to his own total view of its imaginative mmport. Confirming such a view is William
BElake's famous dictum that "all had origmally one language and one religion." Accordingly, each act of translation is an attempt
to heal the division and restore the unity of all languages to the condition of man before he committed the third act of pridethe
building of the Tower of Babel. It is only where all is a transforming act fullv engaging the imaginative faculty that the translation
merges with the original.

< previous page page 203 next page >



< previous page page 203 next page >

Page 203

Notes
1. "On Translating Calderon," Michigan Quarterly Review 11, no_ 4 (1972): 26471.
2. Robert M. Adams, Proreus: His Lies, His Truth (New York, 1973).

3. John Hollander, "Versions, Interpretations, and Performances." in On Translation, ed. Reuben A. Brower (Cambridge,
Mass_, 1959), pp. 20531.

4. Adams, Proteus.

Ly

. Frederic Will, The Kwnife in the Stone: Essays in Literary Theory (The Hague, 1973).
. Irving Howe and Eliezer Greenberg, eds.. A Treasury of Yiddish Poetry (New York, 1969).
. "The Golem." trans. John Hollander, in Jorge Luis Borges, Selected Poems 19231967,

ed N.T. di Giovanm (New York, 1972). pp. 11115.
8. Adams, Proteus.
9. George Steiner, After Babel: Aspects of Language and Translation (New York, 1975).
10. Herbert Mason, Gilgamesh: A Verse Narrative (New York, 1970).

11. Salmagundi and Review '74. See also Ben Belitt, Adam’'s Dream: A Preface to Transiation (New York, 1978), where
these pieces are reprinted.

12. Guy Daniels, "The Tyranny of Free Translation," Translation 73 1. no. 1 (1973): 1220,
13. The Learned Ladies (see Biobibliography).

14. Wilbur subsequently translated Moliere's School for Wives as well as Racine's Andromague (see Biobibliography).

< previous page page 2035 next page >



< previous page page 206 next page >
Page 206
15. Richard Wilbur, "Authors on Translation." Transiation 74 2, no. T8 (1974).
16. On this comment Professor Levin himself observes: "That 1s roughly true but shightly misleading, since it gave me the

privilege of a belated mnduction by Milman Parrv, who went over my part with me very carefully, line for line and word for
word."

17. George Seferis, The King of Asine and Other Poems, trans. IN. Valaoritis (London, 1948).

18. Edmund Keeley, "T. 5. Eliot and the Poetry of George Seferis." Comparative Literature 8 (Summer 1956): 21426.
19. The Poems of C. P. Cavafy (New York, 1952).

20. George Seferis, Collected Poems, 19241935 (Princeton, 1967).

21. George Seferis: Poems (Boston, 1961).

22 Edmund Keeley, "On Translating Cavafy and Seferis." Shenandoah 23 (Wmnter 1972): 3949,

Col. under the title "Problems in Rendering Modern Greek." in Essays in Memory of Basil Laourda (Thessaloniki,
1975).

23. Edmund Keelev's remarks about Cavafy in the context of this conversation antedate his book, Cavafy's Alexandria
(Cambridge, Mass__ 1976). The more elaborate discussion of these matters must of course be sought there.

24 "Seferis' Elpenor: A Man of No Fortune," Kervon Review 28, no. 3 (1966).

25 Keeley, "On Translating Cavafy and Seferis.”

26_ Pierre Loving, Short Poems by Friedrich Hélderlin (Girard, Kansas), 1925.

27._ Selected Poems of Friedrich Halderlin and Eduard Mdérike (Chicago, 1972).

28 Christopher Middleton, "On Translating a Text by Franz Mon." Delos 1, no_ 1 (1968): 6779.

29 Henry James Cargas, "The Translator, the Poet: An Interview with Edwin Honig," Webster Review 3, no. 4 (Fall 1977):

30. Will, Enife in the Stone.

< previous page page 206 next page >



< previous page page 207 next page >

Page 207

Biobibliographies

Ben Belitt

Ben Belitt, born in New York City in 1911, has only "mstitutional and hermetic" memories of his first ten vears spent in a large
public orphanage. He considers his real birth to date from the early 1920s, after his mother remarnied and took him to lve in a
large frame house in Lynchburg, Virginia It was for the teachers of the high school there that he wrote his first poems and
stories, influenced by Poe and "the world of the impossible " He took both his B.A_ ({1932) and his M. A (1934) at the
University of Virginia, but abandoned work on a doctoral dissertation when an editor offered him an assistantship at the
Nation, where he worked from 1936 to 1937. Belitt has taught at Bennington College since 1938, He served in the United
States Army during World War II (194344,

AWARDS AND HONOES: Shelley Memonal Award for Poetry (1936); Guggenheim Fellowship (1946); Quarterly
Review of Literature Fiction Prize (1950); Oscar Blumenthal Award in Poetry (1956); Chicagn Cvic Arts Award (1957);
Brandeis Creative Arts Award in Poetry (1962); National Institute of Arts and Letters Award in Poetry (1965); National
Endowment for the Arts grantee (196768); Russell Loines award for Poetry, American Academy and Institute of Arts and
Letters (1981).

POETRY: The Five-Fold Mesh, 1938; Wilderness Stair, 1955 ; The Enemy of Joy: New and Selected Poems, 1964
Nowhere but Light: Poems, 1064- ﬁf-’_ 1970: The Double Witness: Paem: 10701076, 1977.
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PROSE: Adam's Dream: A Preface to Translation (essays), 1978.

TRANSLATION: Four Poems bv Rimbaud: The Problem of Translation, 1947; Federico Garcia Lorca, Poer in New
York, 1955; Selected Poems of Pablo Neruda, 1961; Antonio Machado, Juan de Mairena and Poems from the
Apocrvphal Songbooks, 1963; The Selected Poems of Rafael Alberti, 1965; Jorge Guillen, Cantico (with others), 19635;
Eugenio Montale, Selected Poems (with others), 1966; Neruda: A New Decade: Poems 193567 (with Alastair Reid),

1969; Pablo Neruda, Poems from the Canto General, 1969; Rafael Alberti. Poems to Painting, 1972; Neruda, Splendor
and Death of Joaguin Murieta, 1972; Neruda, New Poems: 196870, 1972; Jorge Luis Borges: Selected Foems (192367
(with others), 1972; Neruda, Five Decades: Poems 192570, 1974; Nemda, Skyrones, 1981; Lorca, Earth and Moon,
1982: Lorca. The New York Poems_ 1983.

Robert Fitzgerald

Robert Fitzgerald was born in 1910 in Geneva, New York, but spent his early vears in Springfield. Illinois. He studied
philosophy and classics at Trinity College, Cambridge, and returned to the United States to get his B.A. at Harvard in 1933,
Fitzgerald later worked as a journalist for the New York Herald Tribune. He published his first book of poems in 1935; the
next vear his translation (with Dudley Fitts) of Eunipides’ Alcestis was issued. He then began writing for Time magazine, and
subsequently became editor of the book section. After military service with the Navy, he returned to writing book reviews for

Time and to teaching at Sarah Lawrence En]lege He also wrote poetry reviews for the New Republic. When Fitzgerald

recetved his first Guggenheim Fellowship in 1953, he moved with his family to Italv. In 1957 he returned to the United States
and subsequently taught at Notre Dame, the University of Washington, and Mount Holvoke College. From 1965 until his
recent retirement he was Boylston Professor at Harvard University; he died in January 1985,

AWARDS AND HONOERS: Guggenheim Fellow (1953, 1972); Shelley Award, Poetry Society of America (1936); National
Institute of Arts and Letters award (1957); Grant for Creative W riting. Ford Foundation (1959); Bollingen Prize for
Translation (1961); Landon Award for Translation (1976); Ingram Memill Literary award (1978).

POETRY: Poems, 1935; A Wreath for the Sea, 1943; In the Rose of Time, 1956; Spring Shade, 1972.

TRANSLATION: Euripides, Alcestis (with Dudley Fitts), 1936; Sophocles, Antigone (with Fitts), 1939; Sophocles,
Oedipus ar Colonus, 1941; Sophocles,
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Qedipus Rex (with Fitts), 1949; 5t John Perse, Chronigue, 1960; Homer, Odvssey, 1961; Perse, Birds, 1966; Homer,
Iliad, 1974; Vergil, Aeneid, 1985.

EDITIONS: The Collected Poems af James Agee. 1968; The Collected Short Prose aof James Agee, 1968 ; Flannery
O'Connor, Mvstery and Marnners (with Sally Fitzgerald), 1969.

Michael Hamburger

Michael Hamburger, the son of a medical specialist and professor of medicine, was born in Berlin in 1924, He emigrated with
his family in 1933 to Britain, where he felt "something of a freak” because of his early German background. At sixteen, he
knew he wanted to be a writer, and while doing his own work, he began translating J. C. F. Hélderlin. The translatinn of
German authors has since become a central fcu:u& of Hamburger's career: thmugh "both nner and outer pressures,” Germany
has remained "his constant and primal concern. " Hamburger spent four vears in military service during World War I (in
Britain, Italy, and Au&tna}a time that was "at once formative and disruptive of any sort of unified personality." After the war, he
attended Ouxford Univ ersity, where he received his MLA. in 1948 . He later took jobs in England as lecturer in German at the
University College, London (1952) and the University of Reading, where he taught until 1964. Subsequent teaching positions
in the United States have taken him to Mount Holvoke, SUNY at Buffalo and at Stony Brook, and Wesleyan University. For
his sixtieth birthday_ Carcanet Press published Hamburger's Collected Poems in the spring of 1984,

AWARDS AND HONOES: Bollingen Foundation fellowship awards (1939, 1965); Award of the Cultural C ommittee of
German Industrialists for translation from German (1963); Deutsche Akademie fiir Sprache und Dichtung (1964); Translation
Prize Arts Council of Great Britain (1967); British Arts Council Prize (1969); Levinson Prize (1970); Schlegel- Tieck Prize
(1978, 1981); Wilhelm-Heinse Prize (1978).

POETRY: Flowering Cactus, 1950; Poems, 193031, 1952; The Dual Site, 1958; Weather and Season, 1963; In
Flashlight, 1966; Feeding the Chickadees. 1968; Travelling, 1969; Iravelling, IV, 1973; Ownerless Earth, 1973;
Travelling VI, 1975; Real Estare, 1977; Moralities, 1977, Variations, 1981; Collected Poems, 1984

PROSE: Reason and Energy (critical essays). 19537; Hugo von Hofmamnsthal: Zwei Studien (criticism), 1964; From

Prophecy to Exorcism: The Premises of Modern German Literature (criticism), 1965; Zwischen den Sprachen: Essays

und Gedichte (essays and poems), 1966; The Truth of Poetry (crticism), 1969; Contraries (criticism), 1970);
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Hofmannsthal: Three Essavs (criticism), 1971; Art and Second Nature (criticism), 1975; A Proliferation of Prophets
(essays), 1984.

TEANSLATION: J. C. F. Héldetlin, Poems Halderlin, 1943 (revised as Hélderlin: Poems, 1952); Charles Bandelaire,
Twenty Prose Poems, 1946; Ludwig van Beethoven, Letters, Journals and Conversations, 1951; Georg Trakl, Decline,
1952; Albrecht Goes, The Burnr Offering, 1956; Holderlin, Selected Verse, 1961; Hugo von Hofmannsthal, Poems and
Ferse Plays (with others), 1961; Bertolt Brecht, Tales from the Calendar, 1961; Modern German Poetry 19101960
(edited with Christopher Middleton), 1962; von Hofmannsthal, Selected Playvs and Libretti (with others), 1964; Georg
Biichner, Lenz, 1966; H. M. Enzensberger, Poems, 1966; Ginther Grass, Selected Poems (with Middleton), 1966;
Hélderlin, Poems and Fragments, 1967 (new enlarged edition, 1980); Enzensberger, The Poems of Hans Magnus
Enzensberger (with Jerome Fothenberg and the author), 1968; Enzensberger, Poems for People Who Don't Read Poems.
1968; Grass, The Poems of Giinther Grass (with Middleton), 1969; Peter Bichsel, And Really Frau Blum Would Very
Much Like to Meet the Millonan, 1968; Ginther Eich, Jowrneys, 1968; Nellie Sachs, Selected Poems, 1968; Bichsel,
staries for Children, 1971; Paul Celan, Selected Poems, 1972 (new enlarged edition, 1980); Peter Huchel: Selected
Poems, 1974; German Poerry 19101975, 1977, Helmur Heissenbiittel: Texts, 1977; Franco Fortini: Poems, 1978; An
Unafficial Rillce, 1981.

ANTHOLOGIES AND EDITIONS: East German Poetryv: An Anthology, 1972; German Poetry, Nineteen Ten to
Nineteen Seventy-Five, 1977, German Literature from Nietzsche to the Present Day. 1983,

Max Hayward

Max Hayward was born in London in 1925 and died on March 18, 1979 As a vouth he accompanied his father, an itinerant
worker, traveling from place to place throughout England. His early interest in gypsies led to his buying a book about them in
Fussian, and, in order to read it, he taught lhimself the language. Subsequently he received his formal education at Oxford

Intversity. He was editor of the London Daily Telegraph and, later, adwviser to Harvill Press, Chekhov Press, and Harcourt
Brace. Err:lplm ed by the British Embassy in Moscow, Hayward witnessed Stalin's purge of artists, writers, and the mtellectual
community. Thereafter he devoted himself to preserving many banned works of dissident Soviet authors. As translator he was
responsible for bringing to the attention of the West the major works of Russian authors. including Boris Pasternal.
Aleksander Solzhenitsyn, and Andrei Sinvavsky.
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AWARDS AND HONOES: Oxford University. Fellow; Harvard Untversity Fellow.

PROSE: The Ideological Consequences aof October, 1936, 1957,

TRANSLATION: Boris Pasternak, Docror Zhivago (with Manva Harari), 1938; Vladimir Mavakovsky, The Bedbug and
Selected Poetry (with George Reavey), 1961; Aleksander Solzhenitsyn, One Day in the Life of Ivan Denisovich (with
Fonald I-Dnglex} 1963; Andrei Sinvavsky, Fantastic Stories (with Hinglev). 1963: Solzhenitsyn, For the Good of the
Cause. 1964: Izak Babel, You Must Know Evervthing, 1969; Nadezhda Mandelstam. Hope Against Hope, 1970; Andrei
Amalrik fmﬂfunmr} JﬂME} to Siberia (with Harari), 1970; Anna Akhmatova. Poems (with Stanley Kunitz), 1973:
Mandelstam, Hope Abandoned, 1974; Eugenia Ginzburg, Journey into the Whirlwind (with Paul Stevenson), 1975; Olga
Ivanskava, A Captive of Time, 1978; Abram Tertz, A Voice from the Chorus (with Dyl Fitzlvon), 1978,

ANTHOLOGIES AND EDITIONS: Dissonant Foices in Sovier Literature (with Patricia Blake), 1964; Halfway ro the
Moon: New Writing from Russia (with Blake), 1964; On Trial: The Soviet State Versus "Abram T ertz" and "Nikolai
Arzhak" (with Leopold Labedz and Harari), 1966; Andrei V omnesensky, Antiworlds and the Fifth Ace. 1967; Religion
and the Soviet State, 1969; Aleksander Gladkov, Meeting With Pasternak: A Memoir, 1977: V ornesensky. Nostalgia
for the Present (with Vera Dlmham) 1978: Soviet Russian Literature, 1983

ADAPTATION: The Telephone (with Wiliam Jay Smith, fiction adapted from the Russian text Telefon. by Korei
Chukovsky), 1977.

John Hollander

John Hollander, born in 1929 in New York City, came from a family of Eastern European and German Jews who provided "a
home that buzzed with ideals and enlightenment. " At sixteen, Hollander attended Columbia Univ ersity, where Mark van Doren
and Lionel Trilling were his teachers and Allen Ginsberg, a friend and critic. He studied English literature and art history,
recerving his B A_in 1950_ After a period of traveling and working in Europe (where one of his jobs was to write program
notes for classical record liners), Hollander returned to the United States to do graduate work at Colombia (M A .. 1952) and
Indiana University (Ph.D., 19539}, While a Junior Fellow in the Society of Fellows at Harvard, he lived in Cambridge, playving
early music and studying the history of music in preparation for his doctoral dissertation, The Unruning of the Sky: Ideas of
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Music in English Poetry, 153001700 (published m 1961). His first collection of poetry, A Crackling of Thorns, won the
Yale Younger Poets Award (19358). Hollander has taught at Connecticut College, Hunter College (CUNY), and Yale, where
he has been since 1977.

AWARDS AND HONORS: Yale Younger Poets Award (1958); Poetry Chap Book Award (1962); grantee of the National
Institute of Arts and Letters (1963); Le&m&nn Prize (1964); Overseas Fellow at Churchill College. Cambridge University

(196768); Senior Fellow, National Endowment for the Humanities (1973); Guggenhemm Fellow (1979), Bollingen Prize
(1983).

POETRY: A Crackling of Thorns, 1958; Movie-Going, and Other Poems, 1962; A Book of Various Owls, 1963;
Visions from the Ramble, 1965; Tvpes af Shape, 1968; The Night Mirror, 1971; Selected Poems, 1972; Town and
Country Matters: Evotica and Sativica, 1972; The Head of the Bed, 1974; Tales Told by the Fathers, 1975; Reflections

on Espionage, 1976; In Place: A Sequence, 1978; Spectral Emanations: New and Selected Poems, 1978 ; Blue Wine
and Other Poems, 1979 Powers of Thirteen, 1983.

PROSE: The Untuning of the Sky: Ideas of Music in English Poetry, 15001700, 1961; The Quest of the Gole, 1966;
Vision and Resonance: Two Senses of Poetic Form, 1975; The Figure of Echo: A Mode of Allusion in Milton and
After, 1981; Rlnvme's Reason: A Guide to English Verse, 1981.

ANTHOLOGIES AND EDITIONS: Poems of Ben Jonson, 1961; The Wind and the Rain (with Harold Bloom), 1961;
Jiggerv-Polkery (with Anthony Hecht), 1966; Poems af Our Moment. 1968: Modern Poetryv: Essavs in Criticism, 1968:
American Short Stories since 1945, 1968; The Oxford Anthology of English Literature (with Frank Kermode), 1973;
For Il A. Richards: Essays in His Honor (with B. A. Brower and Helen Vendler), 1973; Literarure as Experience (with
Irving Howe and Dawvid Bromwich), 1979

Edmund Keeley

Edmund Keeley, the son of a career diplomat, was bornin 1928 in Damascus, Syria. When he was three the family moved to
Canada. then to Greece where Keeley lived from ages eight to eleven. He came to the United States in 1939 and went to high
school in Washington, D.C. After graduating from Princeton in 1950, Keeley taught under the Fulbright program at the
American Farm School in Saluml-:a At D:!:E‘nrd_ where he EDﬂ:l‘plEtEd his D Phil in 1952, he met and married Mary Stathatos-
Kyris, a Greek woman who has since collaborated with him
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on translation. They return every summer to a plot of land near Limni. Euboaea. Until recently, most of Keelev's own writing
has been centered on his strong Greek associations. After finishing his D Phil | he returned to the faculty at Princeton
University, where he is head of the Creative Writing Program. Principally a novelist, Keeley has also been deeply engaged in
translating ‘modern Greek poetry with two collaboratorsPhilip Sherrard and Gem’ge Savidis.

AWARDS AND HONORS: Prix de Rome Fellowship of the American Academy of Arts and Letters (19563 7); Guggenheim
Fellowship (19565 7); Guinness Poetry Award (1962); Columbia University Translation Center-PEN Translation Award
(1975); National Endowment for the Arts Creative Writing Fellowship (198182); Howard T. Behrman Award for
Distinguished Achievement in the Humanities (1982).

PROSE (NOVELS): The Libation, 1938; The Gold-Hatted Lover, 1961; The Imposter, 1970; Vovage to a Davk Island,
1972

TRANSLATION: 5ix Poets aof Modern Greece (with Philip Sherrard), 1960; Vassilis Vassilikos, The Plant, The Well, The
Angel (with Mary Keeley), 1964; Four Greel Poets (with Sherrard), 1966; G&nrg& Seferis, Collected Poems 192455
(with Sherrard), 1967: Constantin Cavafy. Selected Foems (with Sherrard), 1972; Cavafy, Passions and Ancient Dayvs: 2
New Poems (with Geurge Savidis). 1972 Modern Greek Writers (with Peter Bnan) 19?” Cavafy, Selecred Poems (wﬂ'_h
Sherrard), 1972; Odysseus Elviis, The Axion Esti (with Savidis), 1974; Cavafy, Co llected Poems [w1th Sherrard and
Savidis), 1975; Aﬂg&luﬁ Sikelianos, Selected Poems (with Sherrard). 1980: The Dark Crystal: Poems by Cavafy,
Sikelianos, nggr;!s Elvtis, Gatsos (with Sherrard), 1981); Elvtis, Selected Poems (with Sherrard)_ 1981: Yannis Ritsos:
Return and Other Poems, 196772, 1983

Herbert Mason

Herbert Mason was born in Wilmington, Delaware, in 1932, He recerved his B A (1955), MLA_ (1963), and Ph.D. (1969)
from Harvard Untversity. Mason worked in a vanety of fields before becoming an author, educator, and translator. Besides
involvement in summer theater and work as a schooner crewman, he plaved semiprofessional baseball in 1950, and in 195455
was emploved as a private detective. Mason has tanght at Wentworth Institute (195057), American School of Paris
(195960, 5t. Joseph's College (196062}, Simmons College in Boston (196263), Tufts University (196667), and Harvard

University (196468). He also worked as a translator on a series project for the Bollingen
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Foundation from 196872 and was co-editor of Humaniora Islamicam 1973 and 1974, Since 1972 Mason has been a
professor of religion and Islamic history at Boston University.

AWARDS AND HONOERS: Kittredge Fellowship (1957); National Book Award Nomination (1971).
POETRY: Gilgamesh: A Verse Narrative (adaptation), 1971; The Death of al-Hallaj, 1979.

PROSE: Reflections on the Middle East Crisis, 1970; Two Statesmen of Medieval Islam_ 1971; Moments in Passage,
1979; Summer Light (novel), 1980.

TEANSLATION: Lous Massignon, The Passion af Al-Hallaj. 1981.

Christopher Middleton

Christopher Middleton was born in 1926 in Truro, Cornwall, where his father was a professor of music and organist of the
cathedral. In 1930 his family moved to Cambridge, and from the age of ten he attended boarding schools in idyllic, country
places. This "sheltered musical and scholastic background” was something Middleton would later violently rebel against.
During World War II he served as RAF awrcraftman-interpreter. After the war, Middleton went to Merton College, Oxford
University, to study German and French; he recerved his D Phil. in 1954 Middleton has been a lecturer in English at the
University of Zurich and. in the ten years following, tanght at King's College, University of London (1953566). Since 1966, he
has been professor of Germanic languages at the University of Texas at Austin.

AWARDS AND HONORS: 5ir Geoffrey Faber Poetry Prize (1 963) National Translation Center grantee (196667,
196970): Guggenheim Fellowship for Poetry (197475); Guest Writer of German Academic Exchange Artists ngratu in
Berlin (1975, 1978); Poetry Fellowship from the National Endowment for the Arts (1980).

POETRY: Poems, 1944; Nocturne in Eden, 1945; Torse 3: Poems, 19401061, 1962; The Metropolitans (comic opera,
music by Hans Vogt), 1964; Nornseguences/Selfpoems, 1965; Der Taschenelefant, 1969; Our Flowers and Nice Bones,
1969; The Fossil Fish, 1970; Wie wir Grossmutter zum Markt bringen, 1970; Briefcase History, 1972; The Lonely
Suppers af W. V. Balloon, 1975: Pataxanadu & Other Prose. 1977 Carminalenia, 1980; Woden Dag 1982; 111
Poems, 1983
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PROSE: The Pursuit of the Kingfisher: Essays, 1983,

TRANSLATION: Robert Walser, The Walk and Other Stories, 1957 Gottfried Benn, Primal Vision, 1960 ; Hugo von
Hofmannsthal, Poems and Verse Plays (with others), 1961; Mo dern German Po etry (edited with Michael Hamburger),
1962; Giinther Grass, Selected Poems (with Hamburger), 1966; Georg Trakl, Selected Poems (with others), 1968; Selecred
Lerters of Friedvich Nietzsche, 1969; Grass, The Poems of Giinther Grass (with Hamburger), 1969; Walser, Jacob von
Gunten, 1970; Christa Wolf, The Quest for Christa T.. 1970; Selected Poems of Friedrich Halderlin and Eduard
Meérilce, 1972; Elias Canetti. Kaffca’s Other Trial, 1974; Walser, Selected Stories, 1982; Goethe, Selected Poems, 1983;
Christoph Meekel, The Figure on the Boundary Line: Selected Prose, 1983; Gert Hofmann, The Specracle at the Tower,
1984

ANTHOLOGIES: No Hatred and No Flag, 20th-Century War Poems, 1958 (published in German as Ohne Hass und
Fahne, 19539, The Poet's Vocations: Selections from the Letters af Halderlin, Rimbaud, and Hart Crane (edited with
William Burford), 1962; German Writing Today, 1967.

Octavio Paz

Octavio Paz was born in 1914 and grew up on the outskirts of Mexico City. At seventeen he founded the avant-garde review
Barandel, and at nineteen he pubhﬂhed his first book of poetry, Luna silvestre. At the outbreak of the Spanish Civil War
(1936), Paz left for Spain to enlist in the Eepublican cause. While there he was befriended by numerous Spanish and Latin
American poets, among them Federico Garcia Lorca, Pablo Neruda, Vicente Aleixandre, and Miguel Herndndez. On his
return to Mexico City, he founded and edited the literary reviews Taller (1939) and El Hijo Prodigo (1943). In 1945 he
entered the Mexican drplumahn: service, which took him during the next few decades to Paris. where he met André Breton,
Jean-Paul Sartre, Albert Camus, and Jules Supervielle, and to Japan and India, where he immersed himself in the Buddhist
and Taoist classics, Oriental pamtulg poetry, and architecture. In 1968 he resigned his ambassadonial post in India in protest
over Mexico's brutal repression of students in Tlatelolco. Paz subsequently taught at Cambridge University, the University of
Texas (Austin), the University of Pittsburgh, and Harvard University. He now lives in Mexico City, where he edits the Mexican
monthly Vuelfa.

AWARDS AND HONOES: International Poetry Grand Prix (1963); National Prize for Literature (Mexico, 1977);
Jerusalem Prize (1977); Crtics Prize (Spain,
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1977); Golden Eagle Prize (France, 1978); Ollin Yolizth Prize (Mexico, 1980); Cervantes Prize (Spain, 1982); Neustadt
International Prize for Literature (1982).

POETRY: Luna silvestre, 1933; Raiz del hombre, 1937; Bajo tu clara sombra y otras poemas sobre Espaiia, 1937;
Entre la piedra v la flor, 1941; A la orilla del mundo, 1942; Libertad bajo pc:fc;rbm 1949; Aguila o sol?, 1951; Semillas
para un himno, 1934; Piedra de sol. 1957: La estacion violenta. 1958: Agua v viento, 1959: Libertad E:c;rjr:l pc:rfc;riimr
obra poética, 1'5?355?_ 1960 Salamandra, 1962: Frindaban, Hadwm_ 1965: Viento entero. 1965 Blanco, 1967 Discos
visuales, 1968; Ladera Este, 1969; La Centena, 1969; Topoemas, 1971; Renga (with Jacques Roubaud. E duardo
Sanguineti, and Charles Tomlinson), 1972; Pasado en claro, 1975; Vuelta, 1976; Poemas 193575, 1979; Tiempo
nublado, 1983

POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION: Sun Stone (Piedra de sol), 1957; Selected Poems, 193357, 1963; Eagle or
Sun? (Aguila o sol?), 1970; Configuration, 1971; Renga: A Chain of Poems, 1972; Early Poems, 19351955, 1973; A
Draft of Shadows and Other Poems, 1979; Selected Poems, 1984.

PROSE: El laberinto de la soledad, 1950; El arco v la lira, 1950; Las peras del olmo_ 1957; Cuadrivio, 1965; Los
signos en rotacion, 1963; Puertas al campo, 1966; Corriente alterna, 1967, Claude Levi-Strauss o el nuevo festin de
Esopa_ 1967; Marcel Duchamp o el castillo de la pureza, 1968; Conjunciones v disyunciones, 1969; Postdata, 1970; El
mono gramatico, 1971; Las cosas en su sitio, 1971; Traduccion: literatura v literalidad, 1971; El signo v el garabato,
1973; Los hijos del limo, 1974; Marcel Duchamp apariencia desnuda, 1978; Xavier Villawrutia en persona v en obra,
19?8_ El ogro ffanf?‘apzca_ 19?9_ In'mediaciones, 1979; La busgueda del comienzo, 1980; Rufino Tamayo_ 1982; Sor
Juana Ines de la Cruz o las trampas de la fe, 1982; Sombras de obras: arte v literatura, 1983; Poesia en movimiento,

1983.

PROSE IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION: Labyvrinth of solitude (El laberinto de la soledad), 1961; Claude Lévi-Strauss:
An Introduction (Clande Lévi-Strauss o el nuevo festin de Esopo), 1970; Marcel Duchamp or the Castle o f Purity
(Marcel Duchamp o el castillo de la pureza), 1970; The Other Mexico: C}'zrzque af the Pyramid (Postdata), 1972; The
Bow and the Lyre (El arco v la lra), 1973; Afrgﬂmrmg Current (Corriente alterna), 1973; Conjunctions and nguncrmm
(Conjunciones v disyunciones), 1973; Children af the Mire (Los hijos del imo), 1974; The Monkey Grammarian (El mono

eramatico), 1981; Marcel Duchamp: Appearance Stripped Bare (Marcel Duchamp: apariencia de&nuda} 1981; On Poets,
1983; Rufino Tama}ﬂ Myth and Magic (Rufino Tamavo), 1985.

TEANSLATION: Fernando Pessoa, Antalogia, 1962; Wiliam Carlos Wilkams_ Feinte Poemas, 1973; Fersiones v

diversiones, 1974.
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Willard Trask

Willard Trask, the son of American parents, was born in 1900 in Berlin and died on August 10, 1980, in New York City.
Because his father was an engineer who traveled widely, Trask lived in Germany, France, Russia, England, and Panama
before the age of ten. He attended Harvard University, bt dropped out and moved to France to study medieval poetry.
Returning to the United States during the Depression, Trask supported himself "by odd jobs in the sewers of literature” until an
editor suggested he trv translation. Thereafter he translated works from Spanish, French, Portuguese, German, Italian,
Chinese, Finnish, Catalan. and Wendish. Although Trask spent a lifetime translating, he is best known for his acclaimed

translation of Giacomo Casanova's twelve-volume The History of My Life, from an unexpurgated French manuscript released
from a German publisher's vault after World War II.

AWARDS AND HONOES: National Book Award, 1967; Gold Medal, Translation Center of Columbia University, 1978

TEANSLATION: Ramon Jose Sender, Chronicle aof Dawn (prose), 1944; Yves Simon, Community of the Free (prose),
1947; Zoé Oldenbourg, The World Is Not Enough (novel), 194 8; Victor Serge The Case of Comrade T ulavev (prose),
1950; Johann Scheffler, The Cherubinic Wanderer (poetry), 1953; Erich Auerbach, Mimesis: The Rgpresenmrmn af
Reality in Western Literature (prose), 1933; Jose Ortega v Gasset, Man and People (prose), 1957 Samnte Jeanne d'Arc,
Joan of Ave: Self- Portrait (prose), 1961; Friedrich Holderlin, Hyvperion, or The Hermit in Greece (poetry), 1965;
Giacomo Casanova, The History af My Life (prose), 1966; Benjamin Franklin, The Bagatelles from Passy (prose), 1967
The Unwritten Song (poetry), 1967. A T reasury of the Wi orld's Finest Folk S ongs (collected and arranged by Leonhard
Deutsch), 1967; Medieval Lyrics af Europe [pnetr*.:} 1969: Mircea Eliade, Zalmoxis the Vanishing God (prose), 1972:
Georges Simenon. The Hatter's Phantoms (nowvel), 1976,

Richard Wilbur

F_i:hard Wilbur, the son of an artist. was born in New York City in 1921 and spent his early vears in New Jersey "in one
corner” of a country estate. He admits that his rather solitary bovhood in the midst of this pastoral setting had a strong influence
on his later poetry. At Amherst College, Wilbur interested himself in journalism and spent summers touring most of the United
States by freight car until 1942, when he married. It was not until World War II that he began seriously to write poetry, his

first collection appearing in 1947 Wilbur received a B A degree from Amherst College (1942) and an M A from Harvard
University
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(1 9—1?} After his graduate studies, he became a member of the Society of Fellows at Harvard for three vears. Wilbur has
tanght in English departments at Harvard, Wellesley. and Wesleyan; he is poet in residence at Smith College and lives in
Cummington, Massachusetts,_ in a large country house.

AWARDS AND HONOERS: Harriet Monroe, Oscar Blumenthal Prizes from Foerry magazine (1948, 1950); Guggenheim
Fellowship (19525 3); Prix de Rome Fellow sh:p of the American Academy of Arts and Letter& (19{—1) Edna 5t. Vincent
Millay Memorial Award (1957); National Book Award (1957); Pulitzer Prize (1957); Ford Foundation Fellowship (1960);
Bollingen Prize (1971); Harriet Monroe Poetry Award (1978): PEN Translation Prize (1983); Drama Desk Award (1983);
St. Botolph's Club Foundation Award (1983).

POETREY: The Beautiful Changes, 1947; Ceremorny, and Other Poems, 1950; A Bestiary, 1935; Things of This World,
1956; Poems 194356, 1957; Candide: A Comic Opererta (libretto with Lillian Hellman and others), 1957; Advice to a
Pmpher 1961; Poems afchFmrrd Wilbur, 1963; Walking to Sleep: New Poems and Transiation, 1969; Oppaosites
(children's puerr:lﬁ)_ 1973; The Mind-Reader. 19?5_ Seven Poems, 1981.

PROSE: Loudmouse (children's prose and poems), 1963; Responses: Prose Pieces, 19321976, 1976.
TEANSLATION: Moliere [Jean Baptiste Poquelin], The Misanthrope, 19535; Moliere, Tartuffe. 1963; Moliere, The

school for Wives, 1971; Molere, The Learned Ladies. 1978; Moliere: Four Comedies, 1982; Jean Rau:me_ Andromache,
1982; The Whale (uncollected translations), 1982.
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