[.X. ONTEN: MENGIMO MMAQYZ

O TELL ME THE TRUTH ABOUT LOVE

Some say that love’s a little boy,

And some say it’s a bird,

Some say it makes the world go round,
And some say that’s absurd,

And when | asked the man next-door,
Who looked as if he knew,

His wife got very cross indeed,

And said it wouldn’t do.

Does it look like a pair of pyjamas,

Or the ham in a temperance hotel?
Does its odour remind one of llamas,

Or has it a comforting smell?

Is it prickly to touch as a hedge is,

Or soft as eiderdown fluff?

Is it sharp or quite smooth at the edges?
O tell me the truth about love.

Our history books refer to it

In cryptic little notes,

It’s quite a common topic on

The Transatlantic boats;

I've found the subject mentioned in
Accounts of suicides,

And even seen it scribbled on

The backs of railway-guides.

Does it howl like a hungry Alsatian,

Or boom like a military band?

Could one give a first-rate imitation

On a saw or a Steinway Grand?

Is its singing at parties a riot?

Does it only like Classical stuff?

Will it stop when one wants to be quiet?
O tell me the truth about love.

| looked inside the summer-house;

It wasn’t ever there:

| tried the Thames at Maidenhead,
And Brighton’s bracing air.

| don’t know what the blackbird sang,
Or what the tulip said;

But it wasn’t in the chicken-run,

Or underneath the bed.

Can it pull extraordinary faces?

Is it usually sick on a swing?

Does it spend all its time at the races,
Or fiddling with pieces of string?

Has it views of its own about money?
Does it think Patriotism enough?

Are its stories vulgar but funny?

O tell me the truth about love.

MA TI’NAI AYTO NOY TO AENE ATAMH;

NEVE OTL 0 EpWTAC €lval Eva ayopt,
AMAOL OTL lval £va TIOUAL,

NEVE KAVEL TOV KOGUO Va YUPILEL,
Kal nwg Sev mata otn yn.
PwTtwvTtag KATOTE TO YeiTOvA pou
Mou £6eLyve va E€pel,

Ayplepévn Tou AEEL N yuvaika Tou
NEEN va unv mpodEpel.

MATw¢ potalel pe toutn tnVv mutlapa

'H pe Lapmov Aaikol Eevobdoyeiou;

Mupilel 6mwg Twv Avdewv To Adua

'H €xeL to apwpa pupodoxeiou;

lepdtn pe aykabia oav o BATo;

'H gival oo oTpwpa MOUTIOUAEVIO adpATo;

Tayxo okAnpn f LAAaKr oTtnv akpen;
Mat TL’valL ouTO TToU To Aéve ayamn;

MthoUv yU auth BLBAia Ttng lotoplag
M’ évav TPOTIO KPUTITLKO,

O£ua KOO 0° UTTEPWKEAVLOL
MA£ovtag otov ATAQVTLKO.

Y€ ONUELWUATA QUTOKTOVIAG

To 6voud tng ypadouv

Kat og kopve pe Spopododyla tpévwy
Ab&€La To xapdalouv.

OupAidlel oa okuAl tng Ahoatiag

'H cav TNV undvrta tou otpatol HouyKpilel;

Y€ MPLOVL N} OE TILAVO ZTAiVYOUEL
M'VwplZel To oKomo TG va Tovilel,
Zédppevn HEG OTA TIAPTL TPAYOUSAEL

'H povayd o Mmay thv avamnauvel;

Av Bgc Alyn nouyla, otapatact;
Mat TL’valL ouTO TIoU To Aéve ayamn;

Kottaa kot 6TOU KNTIOU TO OTLTAKL
Ma &gv Atav mouBbeva.

Aokipoaoa otou TAHEDN TNV AKPN
Kal otou Mrmpdttov tn Spootd.

TL elmne n touAina &g yvwpilw,

O koétoudag ota KAwvia®

Agv ATav oTo KPERATL HOU ATOTioW
Oute otov opviBwva.

Tng apéosl taxa aotela va popdalel;
Eivol dppwotn cuxva og pLa olwpoy;
Y€ QYWVEC UTIMoSpoULWY ouXVATEL

'H ¢’ éva €yxopbdo poyBei kabe wpa;
‘ExeL TN Bewpla TG yLa TO XPHAUO;

MeTpd yU autiv 0 MATPLWTNG KATL;
A€eL xudaldTnTeC UE aoteio viupa;
Ma T val auTo Tou To Aéve ayarn;



When it comes, will it come without warning
Just as I’'m picking my nose?

Will it knock on my door in the morning,

Or tread in the bus on my toes?

Will it come like a change in the weather?
Will its greeting be courteous or rough?

Will it alter my life altogether?

O tell me the truth about love.

January 1938

FUNERAL BLUES

Stop all the clocks, cut off the telephone,
Prevent the dog from barking with a juicy bone,
Silence the pianos and with muffled drum

Bring out the coffin, let the mourners come.

Let aeroplanes circle moaning overhead

Scribbling on the sky the message He Is Dead,

Put crépe bows round the white necks of the public doves,
Let the traffic policemen wear black cotton gloves.

He was my North, my South, my East and West,

My working week and my Sunday rest,

My noon, my midnight, my talk, my song;

| thought that love would last for ever: | was wrong.

The stars are not wanted now: put out every one;
Pack up the moon and dismantle the sun;

Pour away the ocean and sweep up the wood;
For nothing now can ever come to any good.

April 1936

REFUGEE BLUES

Say this city has ten million souls,

Some are living in mansions, some are living in holes:

Yet there’s no place for us, my dear, yet there’s no place for
us.

Once we had a country and we thought it fair,
Look in the atlas and you’ll find it there:
We cannot go there now, my dear, we cannot go there now.

In the village churchyard there grows an old yew,

Every spring it blossoms anew:

Old passports can’t do that, my dear, old passports can’t do
that.

Oa ’pBel 6tav tn piTN pou okaAilw
Xwpig va eldonotnoel;

Tnv nopta Ba xtumrosL otav EUTIVAOW;
310 tpap Ba pe matrosy;

Oa 'pBei oav aldayn Kalpol otnv ToOAN;
Oa eivat euyevikn A 6Ao BLaon;

Mol Ba tnv nastL tn {wr pou OAn;

Ma TL’val auTO TTou To Aéve ayamnn;

lavoudptlog 1938

NENOIMO MINAOYZ

Koyte ta tnAédwva, maPte ta pohoyla,

To muavo kAelote, mvi€te TOUMOvVA Kal AdyLa,
AwoTe £va KOKAAO 0TO GKUAO VO NOUXAOEL,
0 Bpnvog dpxLog, To GEPETPO ag TEPATEL.

Ta agpomAdva amo MAVW VoL OTEVAEOUVY,
«MN£Bave TWPA AUTOC» GTOV oUPAVO ag ypaouv.
MaBLEc kopdéNeg BAAte oT’ AoTpa MEPLOTEPLA,
MaUpa yavtia oL TpOXOVORoL £XOUV OTA XEPLAL.

AvatoAn kat Abon pou, Boppa kat Note,
Xapa tn¢ Kuplakng, tng eBdouadag poxoe,

‘Hoouv ¢wvn, tpayoldL pou, yépa, okotasdt

Mioteva atwvia tnv ayadmnn. Mo nTav mAavn.
Ta actépla Sev to Aaytapw, mApTe Ta, oprote’
Tov nALo pifte Tov KaL to peyydpl kpuPte
Abeldote Tov wkeavod, Swwéte ta daon’

Timota mia KaAo, oté, 6 Ba xapatel.

AnpiAlog 1936

MNPOzZMYIIKO MNAOYZ

‘Eotw Mwc n mOAN autr €xel déka ekatoppupLa PUXEC,

Karmolot {ouv o€ PHEyapa, KATIOLOL OE KOTOTMOKTEG:
Ma Sgv uTtApYEL TOTIOG YLa oG, YA, po Sev
UTTAPXEL TOTTIOC YLO. LOLG.

Kamnote elyape matpida kot tn vouilope povadikn,
Meg oto Xaptn omolog Kottaéel kamou Ba tn BpeL:
Agv umopoU e va mMAape ekel Twpa, ayadrmnn, Sev
UTTOPOUE Va TIALE EKEL TwpA.

YTO KOLUNTAPL TOU XwpLoU o YeEPO-iTapog pUTPWVEL,
KaBe mou pmaivel n avolén avBel kat Eavaviwvet:
Ta maAd Stafatipla OPwWE OXL, oyAarn, To ToALd
Sopatnpla dpwg OxL.



The consul banged the table and said:
“If you’ve got no passport you’'re officially dead”:
But we are still alive, my dear, but we are still alive.

Went to a committee; they offered me a chair;

Asked me politely to return next year:

But where shall we go to-day, my dear, but where shall we
go to-day?

Came to a public meeting; the speaker got up and said:
“If we let them in, they will steal our daily bread”;

He was talking of you and me, my dear, he was talking of
you and me.

Thought | heard the thunder rumbling in the sky;
It was Hitler over Europe, saying: “They must die”;

We were in his mind, my dear, we were in his mind.
Saw a poodle in a jacket fastened with a pin,

Saw a door opened and a cat let in:
But they weren’t German Jews, my dear, but they weren’t
German Jews.

Went down to the harbour and stood upon the quay,
Saw the fish swimming as if they were free:

Only ten feet away, my dear, only ten feet away.

Walked through a wood, saw the birds in the trees;
They had no politicians and sang at their ease:

They weren’t the human race, my dear, they weren’t the
human race.

Dreamed | saw a building with a thousand floors,

A thousand windows and a thousand doors;

Not one of them was ours, my dear, not one of them was
ours.

Stood on a great plain in the falling snow;

Ten thousand soldiers marched to and fro:
Looking for you and me, my dear, looking for you and me.

March 1939

Elre o mpdEevog xTumwvtag To TPAMElL VEUPLKOG:
«Av Sev £xeLc Slafatnplo, eloal TUTILKA VEKPOGY:
AM\Q gpeic elpaote akopa {wvtavol, ayarmnn, eUeig
eipaote akopa {wvtavol.

MAya o€ pLa emLtpornr], Lou mpoodEpav va kabiow:
Euyevika pou ntnoav tou xpovou va favayupiow:
Ma ol va mApe oruepa, ayarnn, Lo mov va A e
oruepQ;

Y& pa SNUooLa CUYKEVTPWON TPOCEEX TOV OUIANTN:
«Av TOoUG apriooUE va pmouyv, Ba pag KAEPouv To
Ywpi»

Mo oéva Kot yla péva Aolos, ayarn, ya oéva Kol
yla péva pAouoe.

AEG KL AKOUCO TO A0TPOTEAEKL oTa VN va BpuxLETal
Mavw amn’ tTnv Eupwnn o XitAep, «Na meBavouvy,
KaTapletol

EUAG elxe oto vou, aydrmn, EMAC €lxe oTO Vou.

Eida éva kavig, popae Lakéta e kapditoa
KOUUTTWHEVN,

E{6a TV mopTa avoLyT Kal pLo YATO VO UTTOVEL:
Ma &gv noav M'epuavoeBpaiol, aydrmnn, Sev noav
leppavoefpaiot.

TpdaBnéa yia To Atpavy, otdbnka otnv mpokupaia,
Eida ta Papla va koAupmouy, noav oav mnavra
ehelBepa:

Movo tpia pETpa HaKPLA LOU, ayarmn, Lovo tpla
UETPA LOKPLA HOU.

Mepnatnoa oto 8doog, eiba ota S£vipa Ta mMouALld!
MoAwtikoug Sev eiyav kat kehandoloave yAUKA:
Agv Ntav n avBpwrivn duln, ayamn, dev Atav n
avBpwrivn duln.

2T OVelPO pou eida éva KTiplo pe xiAloug opddoug,
Me mopteg Kal mapdabupa yia XIALadeg avBpwmnouc
Timota o’ oAa AUTA SIKO pag, ayann, Timota art’ oA
auTd 81Ko pag.

JTaOnka og pLa medlada Kal yupw EMePTE YLOVL

‘Evav oAOokAnpo otpato £BAema va {UYWVEL:

Epag toug Suo Yaxvav, ayamnn, Paxvav Qg Toug
buo.

Maprtiog 1939



THE FALL OF ROME

The piers are pummelled by the waves;
In a lonely field the rain

Lashes an abandoned train;

Outlaws fill the mountain caves.

Fantastic grow the evening gowns;
Agents of the Fisc pursue
Absconding tax-defaulters through
The sewers of provincial towns.

Private rites of magic send

The temple prostitutes to sleep;
All the literati keep

An imaginary friend.

Cerebrotonic Cato may

Extol the Ancient Disciplines,
But the muscle-bound Marines
Mutiny for food and pay.

Ceasar’s double-bed is warm

As an unimportant clerk

Writes | DO NOT LIKE MY WORK
On a pink official form.

Unendowed with wealth or pity,
Little birds with scarlet legs,
Sitting on their speckled eggs,
Eye each flu-infected city.

Altogether elsewhere, vast
Herds of reindeer move across
Miles and miles of golden moss,
Silently and very fast.

January 1947

THE MORE LOVING ONE

Looking up at the stars, | know quite well
That, for all they care, | can go to hell,
But on earth indifference is the least

We have to dread from man or beast.

How should we like it were stars to burn
With a passion for us we could not return?
If equal affection cannot be,

Let the more loving one be me.

H NTQZH THZ PQMH2

Ta KOUOTA XTUTIAVE TA LoUupayLa

Y’ éva xwpadL xépoo adpnuévo

Aépvel n Bpoxn éva pnuaypévo tpévo’
Quyodikol PeG o€ OTINALEG Ko BpaxLa.

MemAoL VUXTLATIKOL GAAOTIOpUEVOL
Autog art’ to Anpooto Tapelo

Toug odelhéteg el oto nelBapyeio,
Y€ OXETOUC EMOPYLWV KPUHHEVOL.

TeAeTOUPYIKEG payeieg pe (Ao
TIg MOPVEC TOU vaoU yLa UTIVO OTEAVOUV
'OMot ot ypadLadeg kal oL Aoylol BEdouv

‘Eva davtaotiko ko toug ¢ilo.

JTOX00TIKOC 0 KAtwv Thv apyaioa
MNeBapyia pmopei va eykwuLalel,
Ma o otifapdg o Naltng otactalst
Mo to Pwpl kat yla ta avaykaia.

Tou Kaioapa {eoto SumAo kpepartt
KaBwc oto pol SUTAGTUTIO KOLTAW:
«THN EPTAZIA MOYAEN ATANAQ»
Mou 'ypade o UTGAANAOG yLa VL TIEL KATL.

Alywg untapyovta Kat Sixwg Ao,

MKpd TTOUALA Ue KOKKIVa TtoSapLa,

AT NG PWALAG T auyd KoL TA XopTapLa,
BA£mouv tnVv MOAN dppwaotn art’ th yplmn.

MoAU pokpld amodw o€ aANa HEPN
Komadia tapavdol otnv nouyia

Y€ KAUTTOUG OTIAPUEVOUG UE XpUOd Bpua
MiAla kot piAla TpEXouv oav ayEpL.

lavouadplog 1947

AYTOZ NOY NIO NOAYATANAEI

Kottdw T aotépla PnAd otov oupavod
Kat to &€pw, dev ta volalel av Ba xabw.
Moté un o ¢poPileL n adladopia

Ao tov avBpwro 1 ta Bnpla.

Av T aotpa, Sixwc avtamnokplon ano pag,
‘OAo maBocg kaiyovtav HEULAC;

Adou n apolBaia ayamnn Sev KpaTAEL,

Ag €lpolL eyw TIOU TILO TTOAU OYATTIAEL.



Admirer as | think | am

Of stars that do not give a damn,
| cannot, now | see them, say

| missed one terribly all day.

Were all stars to disappear or die,
| should learn to look at an empty sky
And feel its total dark sublime,

Though this might take me a little time.

September 1957

Twv Gotpwv, cUAOYLEMAL, elpal BaUUaoTAG
Mou adladopolv yla péva O,TL KL aV TELS,
Ma Twpa mou ta PAENW éva éva

Méoa otn pépa &g pou 'Asupe kavéva.

Av T aotpa €oBnvav o’ évav adaviouo,
Oa pabatva va BAEmw €va Adelo oupavo,
No viwBw to umépoxo PnAadntod okotadt
Kal va to cuvnBilw kabe Bpadu.

YemtéuPplog 1957



