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PRUFROCK

and Other Observations
1917

For Jean Verdenal, 1889-1915
mort aux Dardanelles

Or puoi la quantitate
comprender dell’ amor ch’a te mi scalda,
quando dismento nostra vanitate,
trattando I'ombre come cosa salda.



PRUFROCK

si alte observatii
1917

Lui Jean Verdenal, 1889-1915
mort aux Dardanelles

Or puoi la quantitate
comprender dell’amor ch’a te mi scalda,
quando dismento nostra vanitate,
trattando I'ombre come cosa salda.’



THE LOVE SONG OF J. ALFRED PRUFROCK

8’ io credessi che mia risposta fosse

a persona che mai tornasse al mondo,
questa fiamma staria senza piti scosse.
Ma per cio che giammai di questo fondo
non torno vivo alcun, s’ i’ odo il vero,
senza tema d’ infamia li rispondo.

Let us go then, you and I,
When the evening is spread out against the sky
Like a patient etherised upon a table;
Let us go, through certain half-deserted streets,
The muttering retreats
Of restless nights in one-night cheap hotels
And sawdust restaurants with oyster-shells:
Streets that follow like a tedious argument
Of insidious intent
To lead you to an overwhelming question...
Oh, do not ask, ‘What is it?’
Let us go and make our visit.

In the room the women come and go
Talking of Michelangelo.

The yellow fog that rubs its back upon the window-panes,
The yellow smoke that rubs its muzzle on the window-panes,
Licked its tongue into the corners of the evening,
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CANTECUL DE DRAGOSTE AL LUI J. ALFRED PRUFROCK

§’io credessi che mia risposta fosse

a persona che mai tornasse al mondo,
questa fiamma staria senza pitl scosse.
Ma per cio che giammai di questo fondo
non torno vivo alcun, s’ i’ odo il vero,
senza tema d’ infamia ti rispondo.*

Sd mergem deci, tu §i cu mine,
Cdnd seara s-a intins pe cer in fine
Asemenea unui bolnav cloroformizat pe masi;
Sd mergem, prin anume strdzi pe jumatate moarte
Si prin alei bolborositoare
De noptile fird somn in hoteluri ieftine de-o noapte
Si birturi cu rumegus si cu gdoci de stridii:
Strazi care se urmeaza una-ntr-alta ca o ceartd rea, sicaitoare
Si cu subintelesuri ce sunt niste insidii
Care te-mping spre o aceeasi mare intrebare...
0, sd nu-ntrebi ,Si ce mai e si asta?”,
S4 mergem s ne facem vizita.

Prin camer4 femeile se invartesc de colo pand colo
Palavragind despre Michelangelo.?

Ceata gilbuie care-si freacd spinarea de ferestre,
Fumul gilbui care isi freaca nasul de ferestre,
S-a lins pe bot prin ungherele inseririi,
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Lingered upon the pools that stand in drains,

Let fall upon its back the soot that falls from chimneys,
Slipped by the terrace, made a sudden leap,

And seeing that it was a soft October night,

Curled once about the house, and fell asleep.

And indeed there will be time
For the yellow smoke that slides along the street
Rubbing its back upon the window-panes;
There will be time, there will be time
To prepare a face to meet the faces that you meet;
There will be time to murder and create,
And time for all the works and days of hands
That lift and drop a question on your plate;
Time for you and time for me,
And time yet for a hundred indecisions,
And for a hundred visions and revisions,
Before the taking of a toast and tea.

In the room the women come and go
Talking of Michelangelo.

And indeed there will be time
To wonder, ‘Do I dare?’ and, ‘Do I dare?’
Time to turn back and descend the stair,
With a bald spot in the middle of my hair —
(They will say: ‘How his hair is growing thin!’)
My morning coat, my collar mounting firmly to the chin,
My necktie rich and modest, but asserted by a simple pin —
(They will say: ‘But how his arms and legs are thin!’)
Do I dare
Disturb the universe?
In 2 minute there is time
For decisions and revisions which a minute will reverse.
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A mai intdrziat prin baltile care s-au strans in rigolele murdare,
Lasand s ningd lent funinginea din cosuri pe spinare,

Si s-a prelins pe sub balcoane, apoi deodati a zvicnit,

Si apoi, vizand cd-i doar o seard blandd de octombrie,

S-a incoldcit in jurul casei si a adormit.

Si intr-adevir, are sd mai fie vreme
Si pentru fumul galbui serpuind de-a lungul strdzilor umezi
Frecandu-si iar spinarea de feresti,
Mai este vreme, are sa mai fie vreme
Sa-ti compui fata s faci fata fetelor pe care le intalnesti;
Mai este vreme si ucizi si sd creezi,
Vreme pentru lucrdrile si zilele acestor maini
Care-ti ridicd si-ti arunca in farfurie vreo intrebare;
E vreme pentru tine §i vreme pentru mine,
Si vreme pentru-o sutd de indecizii,
Si vreme pentru o sutd de viziuni si revizii,*
Pand sd ne ludm ceaiul cu painea prajita bine.

Prin camer4 femeile se invartesc de colo pand colo
Palavragind despre Michelangelo.

Si intr-adevir are sd mai fie vreme
S4 md intreb ,Am sa-ndrdznesc?” i ,Am sd am curaj?“,
Si vreme sd md intorc §i sd cobor pe scari,
Cu un loc chel in crestet, mai ascuns de franj —
(Si se va spune: ,Uite cum incepe sa cheleasca!“)
Jiletca mea, gulerul urcandu-mi sus pe gat, dupd moda birbiteasca,
Cravata infoiatd si modestd, pusd-n valoare de un ac simplu, mare —
(Si se va spune: ,Uite, ce brate si picioare, ca niste scobitoare!“)
Am sa-ndriznesc
§d tulbur un intreg univers?
Si-ntr-un minut e vreme intreagd
Pentru decizii si revizii pe care-o alti clipa le reneaga.
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For I have known them all already, known them all —
Have known the evenings, mornings, afternoons,
I have measured out my life with coffee spoons;
I know the voices dying with a dying fall
Beneath the music from a farther room.
So how should I presume?

And I have known the eyes already, known them all —
The eyes that fix you in a formulated phrase,
And when I am formulated, sprawling on a pin,
When I am pinned and wriggling on the wall,
Then how should I begin
To spit out all the butt-ends of my days and ways?
And how should I presume?

And I have known the arms already, known them all —
Arms that are braceleted and white and bare
(But in the lamplight, downed with light brown hair!)
Is it perfume from a dress
That makes me so digress?
Arms that lie along a table, or wrap about a shawl.
And should I then presume?
And how should I begin?

Shall I say, I have gone at dusk through narrow streets
And watched the smoke that rises from the pipes
Of lonely men in shirt-sleeves, leaning out of windows?...

I should have been a pair of ragged claws
Scuttling across the floors of silent seas.

And the afternoon, the evening, sleeps so peacefully!
Smoothed by long fingers,
Asleep... tired... or it malingers,
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Cici eu le-am cunoscut toate acestea, le-am trdit pe toate —
Stiu serile, si diminetile, si dupd-amiezile incerte,
Mi-am dramuit viata cu lingurita de cafea;
Le stiu, glasurile care se sting si mor inerte’
Prin muzica abia razbitand din oddi departate.
Si ce pretentie ag mai putea avea?

Si-am intalnit si ochii, 1i stiu de fiecare datd —
Ochii fixandu-se intr-o frazd bine formulata,
Si cand si eu sunt pus in formuld, prins cu un ac,
Cand sunt infipt cu acul si ma zbat pe perete,
Acum cum ag mai putea incepe
Sd-mi scuip mucurile moarte ale zilelor stinse?

Si ce pretentie ag mai putea avea?

Si-am cunoscut si imbritisdrile, le stiu —
Bratele prinse in britiri, albe si dezgolite
(Insd in bitaia limpii suflate cu puf castaniu!)
Si s mai fie din rochii ridicAndu-se cate un parfum
Care md face iar sd divaghez acum?
Bratele ldsate pe-o tdblie, sau in sal infofolite.

Si ce pretentie ag mai putea avea?

Si cum ar trebui sd incep?

S spun, m-am plimbat in amurg pe strizi inguste
Si-am urmdrit fumul urcandu-se din pipele unor barbati
Doar in cdmasa, opriti 1a ferestre, insingurati?...

Eu ar fi trebuit sa fiu o pereche de cingi hirsute
Grabindu-ma pe fundul mérilor ticute.®

Si dupa-amiaza, seara, doarme atat de linistita!
Alene mangaiatd de o mand obositd,
Si adormitd... languroasi... sau se da imbolnavita,
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Stretched on the floor, here beside you and me.
Should I, after tea and cakes and ices,
Have the strength to force the moment to its crisis?
But though I have wept and fasted, wept and prayed,
Though I have seen my head (grown slightly bald) brought
in upon a platter,
I am no prophet — and here’s no great matter;
I have seen the moment of my greatness flicker,
And T have seen the eternal Footman hold my coat, and snicker,
And in short, I was afraid.

And would it have been worth it, after all,
After the cups, the marmalade, the tea,
Among the porcelain, among some talk of you and me,
Would it have been worth while,
To have bitten off the matter with a smile,
To have squeezed the universe into a ball
To roll it towards some overwhelming question,
To say: ‘T am Lazarus, come from the dead,
Come back to tell you all, I shall tell you all' —
If one, settling a pillow by her head,
Should say: ‘That is not what I meant at all.
That is not it, at all.’

And would it have been worth it, after all,
Would it have been worth while,
After the sunsets and the dooryards and the sprinkled streets,
After the novels, after the teacups, after the skirts that trail along the floor —
And this, and so much more? —
It is impossible to say just what I mean!
But as if a magic lantern threw the nerves in patterns on a screen:
Would it have been worth while
If one, settling a pillow or throwing off a shawl,
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Sau rdsturnata pe podea, aici aldturea de tine si de mine.
Si-ar trebui, cAnd mi-am baut ceaiul cu prijiturele fine,
Sd am puterea sd imping lucrurile pand la incheierea lor fireasca?
Dar chiar dacd am plans si am tinut postul, am plans si m-am rugat,
Chiar dacd mi-am vazut capul (care incepe si cheleascd) adus

pe-un taler si purtat’,
Eu nu sunt un profet — si nici nu e vreun lucru mai de seamd;
Eu mi-am vazut clipa de maretie palpaind,
Valetul etern m-a asteptat cu pardesiu-n mina sa-1 imbrac, pufnind,
Si-ntr-un cuvant, si mie mi s-a ficut teama.

Si daca s-ar mai spune c-a ficut osteneala,
Dupi ce s-a servit ceaiul, in cesti de portelan,
Si dupa vreo conversatie, despre mine, despre tine, putin mai personald,
S-ar mai spune c-a ficut osteneala,
Sa-nchizi totul intr-un surds deodata,
§4 strangi tot universul intr-un gogolos, in mand,®
Si sd-1 rostogolesti spre aceeasi intrebare colosald,
S4 spui: ,Sunt Lazdr, iatd, vin dintre morti,
Si m-am intors sd vd spun totul, tot am sd vd spun“ —
Daci, potrivindu-i o pernd la-ndemand,

I-ai spune ei: ,Dar nu asta am vrut sd spun.

Nu era deloc asta“.

Si-ar fi facut, adicd, osteneala, sd te asculte,
Ar insemna atunci c-a facut osteneala,
Dupa amurgurile prin portaluri, si pe strizile stropite,
Dupa romanele, si cestile de ceai, si rochiile care atirna pe podea —
Si dupd astea, si incd altele, mai multe? —
Si nu mai poti sd spui exact ce-ai vrut sa spui!
Dar ca o lanternd magicd iscind reteaua nervilor pe un perete:
Ar mai fi insemnat c-a ficut osteneala
Dacd atunci cand agezi o pernd sau dai la o parte un sal,
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And turning toward the window, should say:
‘That is not it at all,
That is not what I meant at all.’

No! I am not Prince Hamlet, nor was meant to be;
Am an attendant lord, one that will do
To swell a progress, start a scene or two,
Advise the prince; no doubt, an easy tool,
Deferential, glad to be of use,
Politic, cautious, and meticulous;
Full of high sentence, but a bit obtuse;
At times, indeed, almost ridiculous —
Almost, at times, the Fool.

I grow old... I grow old...
I shall wear the bottoms of my trousers rolled.

Shall I part my hair behind? Do I dare to eat a peach?
I shall wear white flannel trousers, and walk upon the beach.
I have heard the mermaids singing, each to each.

I do not think that they will sing to me.

I have seen them riding seaward on the waves
Combing the white hair of the waves blown back
When the wind blows the water white and black.
We have lingered in the chambers of the sea

By sea-girls wreathed with seaweed red and brown
Till human voices wake us, and we drown.
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Si, intorcandu-te citre fereastrd, deodata spui:
,Dar nu-i asta deloc, nu asa,
Nu asta am vrut s spun‘.

Nu! eu nu sunt Printul Hamlet, nici n-am vrut sa fiu,
Sunt doar un gentilom din suita, pot si fiu
Bun si-i sporesc suita, sau la inceputul vreunei scene,
Sd-i dau sfaturi printului; unealtd buna, neindoios,
Un om atent, i gata sd se dovedeascd de folos,
Cu simt politic, precaut si meticulos;
Si manuind vorbe alese, doar putin cam opac;
Parcd alunecand citre ridicul chiar, din vreme in vreme —
Cam cum ar fi — Nebunul.?

Imbitranesc... imbitrinesc...
Am sd port pantalonul suflecat, tineresc.

Sd-mi fac carare la spate? Sa indraznesc sa mananc piersici crude?
Am sd port pantaloni sport, sd md plimb pe plaji, printre pietre ude.
Si-am ascultat sirenele cintandu-si, una alteia.

Mie nu cred ca-mi vor cinta.

Si le-am vizut purtate inspre larg de valuri
Si netezind pdrul cirunt al valurilor spulberate
Cand vantu-mpinge valurile albe i intunecate.

Si-am adastat in iatacurile marii adanci
Langa sirenele cu crestetul de ierburile marii incununat
Pani cand glasurile omenesti ne-au trezit — si atunci ne-am inecat."

Traducere de Mircea Ivdnescu
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