ESSE

Przygladalem si¢ tej rwarzy w oslupieniu. Przebiegaly éwiatla stacji metra, nie
?auwaz'a!tm ich. Co mozna zrobic, jezeli wzrok nie ma sily absolutnej, tak,
Izr:!:::.r wciggal przedmioty z zachlysnicciem si¢ szvbkodci, zostawiajac za sobg
juz tylko pustke formy idealnej, znak, niby hieroglif, ktory uproszczono
z rysunku zwierzgcia czy ptaka? Lekko zadarty nos, wysokie czolo 2 gladko
za:zcsa?}mi wlosami, linia podbrodka — ale dlaczego wzrok nie ma sily ab-
solumej? — i w rozowawej bieli wyciete otwory, w ktorych ciemna blyszczaca
111-'-'3. Wchiongc tg twarz, ale rownoczesnie mie¢ jg na tle wszystkich galezi
wiosennych, murdw, fal, w placzu, w émiechu, w cofnieciu jej o pietnascie lat,
w posunigciu naprzod o trzydziesci lat. Mieé. To nawet nie pozadanie, Jak
r_nut}'!, ryba, lodyga rosliny, tylko rzecz bardziej tajernnicza. Na to mi przyszio,
e po tylu probach nazywania $wiata umiem jui tvlko powtarzaé w kolko
llla]'mriaz:, jedyne wyznanie, poza ktore zadna moc nie moze siggnac: ja
jestem — ona jest. Krzyczcie, dmijcie w tragby, utworzcie tvsigczne
pochody, skaczcie, rozdzierajcic sobie ubrania, powtarzajac to jedno: jest!

’Wygindla na Raspail. Zostalem z ogromem rzeczy istniejgcych. Gabka
ktora cierpi bo nie moze napelni¢ si¢ wodsg, rzeka ktora cierpi bo odbicia
oblokdéw i drzew nie sa oblokami i drzewami.

Brie-Comte-Robert, 1954
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1 looked at that face, dumbfounded. The lights of métro stations flew by;
I didn’t notice them. What can be done, if our sight lacks absolute power to
devour objects ecstatically, in an instant, leaving nothing more than the void
of an ideal form, a sign like a hieroglyph simplified from the drawing of an
animal or bird? A slightly snub nose, a high brow with sleekly brushed-back
hair, the line of the chin — but why isn't the power of sight absolute? — and
in a whiteness tinged with pink two sculpted holes, containing a dark,
lustrous lava, To absorb that face but to have it simultancously against the
background of all spring boughs, walls, waves, in its weeping, its-laughrter,
moving it back fifteen years, or ahead thirty. To have. It is not even a desire.
Like a butterfly, a fish, the stem of a plant, only more mysterious. And so it
befell me that after so many artempts at naming the world, I am able only to
repeat, harping on one string, the highest, the unique avowal beyond which
no power can attain: | am, she is. Shout, blow the trumpets, make
thousands-strong marches, leap, rend your clothing, repeating only: it/

She got out at Raspail. 1 was left behind with the immensity of existing
things. A sponge, suffering because it cannot saturate itself; a river, suffering
because reflections of clouds and tress are not clouds and trees.

Brie-Comte-Robert, 1954

translated by Czeshaw Milosz
and Robert Pinsky
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