hey Called g River Charles

I sat down on the bank:

Wanted to ask you, ask myself, your secret;

To conyiit;ice myself that rivers slide towardd a
Wwis

~yessmiser and live;
'tha.u

And that each one/is born and dies is different (just Like
they call you Chardes).

1 wanted to ask you, ny soul wanted to ask you

What you yearn for, what you slide to, what you live for,

River, tell me, FRiye /2 >

And tell me, sayfiny it is they call you Charles.

A, maduwan, 3, Juad, wanbed to know whah you. were, - who you were
(genus :mecla)
And what It was, what it meant "to flow". to be " fluidh,

W "fluent!;
What noment was your moment,

. i
';Jliché,oi‘ your thousand images, your absolute image;

,}'»

ck wanted to inculm into the ultinate eewe of your life:

soul \r"‘"\t V'~ lenw
Tour singularity, that g miesomtaiondmrs of unique water,

The cne’ th;?ry.mow you%q as Ch;riis.

Charles is a sadness, ve1-‘y mlé and gray, that flows

Among hoble buildings ,Sacred to liinerva,

And aunong hangars crowned by adds and signs.

And the river flows and flows. indiffepent.

Sometines, suburban, green, a smile

of grass mmwimizx spreads along, hugéing the bank.
oA Jdow n '

I Z=me sa‘tﬁtn.em, on the winter-burnt grass

to think about wiy rivers.




(/“— S -

Aweys want the future, l#ee-you, slow and gray, (ks U

And to ask you whyx they call you Charles,

And<you Tlowed, flowed on ,anceasing, indifferent,

1O~
WPl N

And % Jlistening to your ecstatic lover.
Who looked at you,asking,
The way we look at our first love

To see whether 'a soul flows in h er eyes

nd 'uﬂleﬂlarg\ ecdsodemmsioaedariorkhe world will be 21l white 1isht,

Or whether by chance her smile is only tl}a}i_;’:
A bitter mouth that kisses.
‘That is the way T akked you: the way we ask im God | A
248 the shadow of our fifteenth year,
Between dark fevers and the days -f.-zhzrt_ 3 suaner- so
e slow.
1, wanted ;;.;ou to reaea.l Toccsx £0 116 “the seeret of 1ife.

Ehd your life, and why they called you Charles.

L don't know why I have become so sad, -o N~
eemtenplating

the flow of this river.

A river is water, tearsy but I don't kaow who cries then.
The River Charles is a grey sadness, but I don't know who
Cries i%. |

But 1 know th at sadness is grey anci that it flows.
Because sadness is all that flows in the world.

ALL thad flowd is teai-s. .

ALl that flows is sadness; and we don't lmow}bqg where
Sadness _comes(.ﬁ;r—o "\

Just as T don't know who cries you, River Charles.

As I don't know whg you are a sadness

Nor why they ecald. you Charts=" '




e
It was (bien de) morning when I sat domy to
contenmplatecthe flowing Irystemj of this river,
;’hld 1 spent many hours asking mysel¥,
Asking you,
Asking this river, grey like a God;
Asking myself the way one asks a sad god:
What do.rivers look for? What is a river?
Tell me - tell me what you are what you look for,

River and why they call you Charles.

ind now there flows 2 s

a grey river of saduness,

With slow grey bridges, like grey

Peral struct
LOEICTS L

ucvlres,

¥y soul and-umy feet are cold.

And the sun is 5601“ dom,

5 Zuch tine must have gone by.
' “Time mst have gone by slowly. slowly mimutes  memimri
-centuries} eras.
All the pain in the world must have gone by, like
Cr—dyatgeSlo 15
*’M‘W@Eﬁw‘ .JL\(_Q\ slow ”Y"\S‘c -
A11 the tears ih #h e world mst have gone by,
like an indifferent river.
fuch time mmst have gone by, my friends, mich tine
Since I sat d owm heﬁe on the bank, on the banks,

Of this gadness, of th is

river the one they call Damaso, T mean Charles.




DAMASO ALONSO

TRE CA SRS ¥ OHAr R

A RIVER CALLED CHARLES .
(Charles River, Cambridge, lMassachussetts.)
I I sat doun on the bank:
I wanted to ask you, ask myself, your secret;
= To convince myself that rivers slide towards a
wish and live;
—~  Ind that each one that is born and dies is different (just like
they call you Charles).
I wanted to ask you, my soul wanted to ask you
— What you yearn for, what you slide to, what you live for.
Tell me, River,
~— jnd tell me, say why it is they call you Charles.

Ah, madman, I, mad, wanted to know what you were, who you were
(genus, specie) ¥
— Mnd what it was, what it meant "to flow", to be "fluid",
nfluent!;
— What nmoment was your mnonent,
— Which of your thousand images, your absolute inage;
I wanted to incquire into the ultimate domain of your life:
= Your singularity, that soul of unique water,

— The one they know you by, as Charles.

Charles is a sadness, very mild and gray, that flows

— Among noble buildings sacred to Minerva,
— Iind anong hangars crowmed by adds and signs.

And the river flows and flows, indifferent.

Sometimes, suburban, green,:a smile
= Of grass spreads along, hugging the bank,

I have sat down there, on the winter-burnt

grass, to think about why rivers
&mw)%‘a,-.&lways wali=the future, slow and grey like you.
And to ask you why they call you Charles,

nd you flowed, flowed on, unceasing, indifferent,
<. And weren't listening to your ecstatic lover,
— Who looked at you asleE, SUs RoL Lou
— The way we look at our first love
-=To see whether a soul flows in her eyes
= And whether deep dowm in her the world will be all white light,
— Or whether by chance her smile is only that: a bitter mouth
— That kisses.
—~ That is the way I asked you: the way we ask Cod in
— +the shadow of our fifteenth year,
- Between dark fevers and the days ~what a sumner- soO
slow.
I wanted you to reveal to me the secret of life,
— /nd your life, and why they called you Charles.

T don't know why I have become so sad, cone=
templating
= The flow of this river,




A river is water, tears: but I don't know who cries then,
The River Charles is a gr@y sadness, but I don't know who
Gries it.
But I kmow that sadness is ¢ and that it flows.
Because sadness is all that flows in the world.
All that flows is tears.
A1 that flows is sadness, and we don't know where
sadness conmes from,
Just as I don't know who cries you, River Charles,
~—=As I don't know wlyy you are & sadness
—Nor why they call you Charles.

It was early morning when I sat dowm to
contemplate the flowing mystery of this river,
== And T have spent many hours asking myself, S«esilor
Asking you,= # =
Asking this river, gr@y like a God;
“Asking myself the way one asks a sad god:
What do rivers look for? What is a river?
Tell me, tell me what you are, what you look for,
River, and why they call you Charles.

And now there flows a sadness in me,
— A grgy river of sadness,
 With slow grey bridges, like grqy
= Ifuneral structures.
My soul and my feet are cold.
.And the sun is going down.
Much time must have gone by.
Time must have gone by slowly, slowly, nminute;
centuries, eras.
A1l the pain in the world must have gone by, like
such w slow time,
All the tears in the world mist have gone by,
like an indifferent river.
Much time must have gone by, my friends, mmuch
time
~3ince I sat down here on the bank, on the banks
=0f this sadness, of this
—River, the one they call Damaso, I mean Charles.

Dunster House, Febuary,




