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How to translate a poem All poetry translators have their own method of translating and many translators use
different methods for different poems, at different times or under different circumstances. There are those such
as Robert Bly, translator of Rilke and many other poets, who have given a number of distinct stages the
process involves Bly Others, such as Clive Scott , have rejected the idea that there could be a stage of reading
separate from the act of translation see also Boase-Beier If I propose a three-stage process here, it is in the
hope that this will be understood as an idealisation, a linearly-ordered model which represents a process that is
rarely so linear, a set of stages which are rarely, in the real act of translation, completely discrete. Broadly
speaking, then, and with all these caveats, I would say that there are three stages involved in the translation of
a poem, and that they are as follows: Such stylistic features can be assumed to result from choices and thus to
reflect the mind of author, narrator, character, and so on which informs the poem. This amounts to
consideration of the cognitive effects of the poem and its style. It will be seen from the above description of
the translation process that I am assuming poetry reflects a mind and interacts with minds: As far as the
second stage, ii above, is concerned, it is an assumption influenced by reader- response theories such as those
of Iser or on the one hand and views of the literary text as an affective entity e. Pilkington , on the other. And,
in keeping with the common view see e. Parks was talking here of the Italian translations of modernist novels;
the authors he is concerned with are Barbara Pym, D. But there seems no reason to suppose that the same
observation will not hold true of original and translated poems. If this is so, there are several potential
consequences for translating poetry: The bracketed phrase in i indicates that we do not, as reader-translators,
know that the vision we are getting in the poem is that of the poet; we have no access to the poet 3 beyond that
of a figure or mentality reconstructed by our own reading. Thomas by Kevin Perryman It is important to be
aware that I was not concerned to discover anything about the quality of the translations. Most of the
translations considered are the work of German or English poets, and there is no reason to call their quality
into question. What I am concerned with is the divergence of target from original, the point at which such a
divergence arises, and what it tells us about the poetry and about poetic translation. Just two examples will be
quoted in this article for illustration. The poem describes an early morning view of the garden, and the
thoughts this view gives rise to. A comparison of the German target poem with its English original reveals that
the first stanza keeps very close to the original, but that there is a significant divergence in the second stanza
around lines in the original poem. These few lines are quoted here, first in the original English, and then in the
German translation, with an English gloss. Both phrases referred in the earlier context to plants, but now
appear to refer to plants and people alike. However, in the German version in 2 , lines 14 and 15 separate
Garten garden and jene those , so that the garden-people link is far less obvious. What this brief comparison of
these four lines tells us is that there is an especial concentration of divergences from the German source poem
at this point. If Parks is right, then these four lines mark out the essential vision of the poet Michael
Hamburger: Looking at poems with other titles reveals that many of these have a first phrase to do with
nature: Again this is a poem of two stanzas, and again the first stanza is very close in target and source texts.
Here are lines 8 and 9 in both versions: But an even stronger divergence comes in line 12 in both versions.
Here are lines in the English source poem 5 and the German target 6: Dust, in the German 6: Arising from the
contradiction inherent in clay growing tall we have at least two possible interpretations: The linguistic
divergences in the German poem at this point mean that it suggests the end rather than the origin of human
life, and that it provides no link with the trenches of the battlefields. This is a major divergence. If we accept
that target-source divergence signals poetic vision, what we now need to do is consider how this point of
divergence can be characterised stylistically within the source poem itself. This convergence of stylistic
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features is linked to the concept of the eye of the poem, which, in Chinese poetics, deriving from the notion of
adding the eye to a painted dragon to bring it to life, is considered to be an especially important point in the
poem, which requires a great deal of thought and concentration on the part of the poet Desheng Song: In
example 1 , the Hamburger poem, the lines , the point at which the German version diverged most, contain at
least the following stylistic features: The words in question at this point followed by their counterparts at other
points in the poem are: If we consider these convergences of stylistic features in their own right, rather than in
contrast to the German version, we note that their effect is likely to be that described in many studies of
foregrounding: Because they are combined with instances of ambiguity, they are doubly difficult to process,
and demand especially intense engagement by the reader. If searching is more pleasurable to us than finding or
being given cf. They also need to pick up stylistic patterns set up earlier in the poem. And they need to trigger
a re-reading of what has already been read. The consequences for translation I have suggested that comparing
a translated poem with its original will allow us to identify a point of maximum divergence between
translation and original, similar to that observed by Parks in Italian translations of modernist English novels.
But it has also been my intention to show that the divergence which such comparison illuminates coincides
with a point of stylistic convergence within the poem itself. This point, which I have compared to the Chinese
notion of the eye of the poem, is further marked by both ambiguity and the presence of metaphors
characterising the vision which inform the poem. If stylistic analysis alone will allow us to identify the eye of
the poem then why, one might ask, need one bother to compare a translation and original to arrive at 15 the
same point? There are, I think, two reasons. One is simply that the divergence between target and source texts
coinciding with internal convergence provides far stronger evidence for the presence of the eye of the poem as
a general phenomenon than would internal evidence alone. And the second is that the divergence might in
itself tell us something about the potential difficulties of translation. Having identified, in both these ways, a
point which we can consider the eye of the poem, we should be able to draw some specific consequences for
translating. More importantly, perhaps, as point iii suggests, the discovery that poems do indeed seem to have
an eye, and that this is not always identified by the translator, might suggest that we revisit the three stages
given in Section 1 for the translation of a poem. The first of these stages, stylistic analysis, would now be seen
to include identification of the eye of the poem. The eye of the poem should thus help the translator to identify
important semantic, lexical or phonological patterns in the poem. Though I have used a comparison between
translated and original poems to help argue that a poem has an eye, its confirmation by stylistic analysis
should allow it to be identified using the latter method alone. Though it is not my intention here to criticise the
translations I have considered â€” their sole function in this paper was to help identify the point of greatest
divergence from the original â€” it is certainly reasonable to argue that a process of translation which took into
account some of the features I have mentioned and resulted in a translated poem with a clearly identifiable eye
might have rendered divergence from the original vision less great. Any poet-translator might quite reasonably
argue that what she or he has set out to do is to create a poem that works in the target language and that
divergence from the original is neither here nor there. I would counter this potential argument with the
following: Thanks to all participants for feedback there. Literary, Linguistic and Philosophical Perspectives,
Newark: University of Delaware Press. Concise Oxford Dictionary ed. Unterhaltung mit der Muse des Alters,
Munich: Johnson Animals in Translation, New York: Johns Hopkins University Press. A Theory of Aesthetic
Response, London: A Relevance Theory Perspective, Amsterdam: University of Exeter Press. University of
Nebraska Press. Stockwell Cognitive Poetics: To the Silenced, Todmorden:
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A moody child and wildly wise Pursued the game with joyful eyes, Which chose, like meteors, their way, And
rived the dark with private ray: Olympian bards who sung Which always find us young, And always keep us
so. Those who are esteemed umpires of taste are often persons who have acquired some knowledge of admired
pictures or sculptures, and have an inclination of what is elegant; but if you inquire whether they are beautiful
souls, and whether their own acts are like fair pictures, you learn that they are selfish and sensual. Their
cultivation is local, as if you should rub a log of dry wood in one spot to produce fire, all the rest remaining
cold. Their knowledge of the fine arts is some study of rules and particulars, or some limited judgement of
color or form, which is exercised for amusement or for show. It is a proof of the shallowness of the doctrine of
beauty as it lies in the minds of our amateurs, that men seem to have lost the perception of the instant
dependence of form upon soul. There is no doctrine of forms in our philosophy. We were put into our bodies,
as fire is put into a pan to be carried about; but there is no accurate adjustment between the spirit and the
organ, much less is the latter the germination of the former. So in regard to other forms, the intellectual men
do not believe in any essential dependence of the material world on thought and volition. Theologians think it
a pretty air-castle to talk of the spiritual meaning of a ship or a cloud, of a city or a contract, but they prefer to
come again to the solid ground of historical evidence; and even the poets are contented with a civil and
conformed manner of living, and to write poems from the fancy, at a safe distance from their own experience.
But the highest minds of the world have never ceased to explore the double meaning, or shall I say the
quadruple or the centuple or much more manifold meaning, of every sensuous fact; Orpheus, Empedocles,
Heraclitus, Plato, Plutarch, Dante , Swedenborg, and the masters of sculpture, picture and poetry. For we are
not pans and barrows, nor even porters of the fire and torch-bearers, but children of the fire, made of it, and
only the same divinity transmuted and at two or three removes, when we know least about it. And this hidden
truth, that the fountains whence all this river of Time and its creatures floweth are intrinsically ideal and
beautiful, draws us to the consideration of the nature and functions of the Poet, or the man of Beauty; to the
means and materials he uses, and to the general aspect of the art in the present time. The breadth of the
problem is great, for the poet is representative. He stands among partial men for the complete man, and
apprises us not of his wealth, but of the common wealth. The young man reveres men of genius, because, to
speak truly, they are more himself than he is. They receive of the soul as he also receives, but they more.
Nature enhances her beauty, to the eye of loving men, from their belief that the poet is beholding her shows at
the same time. He is isolated among his contemporaries by truth and by his art, but with this consolation in his
pursuits, that they will draw all men sooner or later. For all men live by truth and stand in need of expression.
In love, in art, in avarice, in politics, in labor, in games, we study to utter our painful secret. The man is only
half himself, the other half is his expression. Notwithstanding this necessity to be published, adequate
expression is rare. I know not how it is that we need an interpreter, but the great majority of men seem to be
minors, who have not yet come into possession of their own, or mutes, who cannot report the conversation
they have had with nature. There is no man who does not anticipate a supersensual utility in the sun and stars,
earth and water. These stand and wait to render him a peculiar service. But there is some obstruction or some
excess of phlegm in our constitution, which does not suffer them to yield the due effect. Too feeble fall the
impression of nature on us to make us artists. Every touch should thrill. Every man should be so much an artist
that he could report in conversation what had befallen him. Yet, in our experience, the rays or appulses have
sufficient force to arrive at the senses, but not enough to reach the quick and compel the reproduction of
themselves in speech. The poet is the person in whom these powers are in balance, the man without
impediment, who sees and handles that which others dream of, traverses the whole scale of experience, and is
representative of man, in virtue of being the largest power to receive and to impart. For the Universe has three
children, born at one time, which reappear under different names in every system of thought, whether they be
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called cause, operation and effect; or, more poetically, Jove, Pluto, Neptune; or, theologically, the Father, the
Spirit and the Son; but which we will call her the Knower, the Doer and the Sayer. These stand respectively
for the love of truth, for the love of good, and for the love of beauty. These three are equal. Each is that which
he is, essentially, so that he cannot be surmounted or analyzed, and each of these three has the power of the
others latent in him and his own, patent. The poet is the sayer, the namer, and represents beauty. He is a
sovereign, and stands on the centre. For the world is not painted or adorned, but is from the beginning
beautiful; and God has not made some beautiful things, but Beauty is the creator of the universe. Therefore the
poet is not any permissive potentate, but is emperor in his own right. Criticism is infested with a cant of
materialism, which assumes that manual skill and activity is the first merit of all men, and disparages such as
say and do not, overlooking the fact that some man, namely poets, are natural sayers, sent into the world to the
end of expression, and confounds them with those whose province is action but who quit it to imitate the
sayers. The poet does not wait for the hero or the sage, but, as they act and think primarily, so he writes
primarily what will and must be spoken, reckoning the others though primaries also, yet, in respect to him,
secondaries and servants; as sitters or models in the studio of a painter, or as assistants who bring
building-material to an architect. For poetry was all written before time was, and whenever we are so finely
organized that we can penetrate into that region where the air is music, we hear those primal warblings and
attempt to write them down, but we lose ever and anon a work or a verse and substitute something of our own,
and thus miswrite the poem. The men of more delicate ear write down these cadences more faithfully, and
these transcripts, though imperfect, become the songs of the nations. For nature is as truly beautiful as it is
good, or as it is reasonable, and must as much appear as it must be done, or be known. Words and deeds are
quite indifferent modes of the divine energy. Words are also actions, and actions are a kind of words. The sign
and credentials of the poet are that he announces that which no man foretold. He is the true and only doctor; he
knows and tells; he is the only teller of news, for he was present and privy to the appearance which he
describes. He is a beholder of ideas and an utterer of the necessary and causal. For we do not speak now of
men of poetical talents, or of industry and skill in metre, but he of the true poet. I took part in a conversation
the other day concerning a recent writer of lyrics, a man of subtle mind, whose head appeared to be a
music-box of delicate tunes and rhythms, and whose skill and command of language we could not sufficiently
praise. But when the question arose whether he was not only a lyrist but a poet, we were obliged to confess
that he is plainly a contemporary, not an eternal man. He does not stand out of our low limitations, like a
Chimborazo under the line, running up from a torrid base through all the climates of the globe, with belts of
the herbage of every latitude on its high and mottled sides; but this genius is the landscape-garden of a modern
house, adorned with fountains and statues, with well-bred men and women standing and sitting in the walks
and terraces. We hear, through all the varied music, the ground-tone of conventional life. Our poets are men of
talents who sing, and not the children of music. The argument is secondary, the finish of the verses is primary.
For it is not metres, but a metre-making argument that makes a poemâ€”a thought so passionate and alive that
like the spirit of a plant or an animal it has an architecture of its own, and adorns nature with a new thing. The
thought and the form are equal in the order of time, but in the order of genesis the thought is prior to the form.
The poet has a new thought; he has a whole new experience to unfold; he will tell us how it was with him, and
all men will be the richer in his fortune. For the experience of each new age requires a new confession, and the
world seems always waiting for its poet. I remember when I was young how much I was moved one morning
by tidings that genius had appeared in a youth who sat near me at table. He had left his work and gone
rambling none knew whither, and had written hundreds of lines, but could not tell whether that which was in
him was therein told; he could tell nothing but that all was changedâ€”man, beast, heaven, earth and sea. How
gladly we listened! Society seemed to be compromised. We sat in the aurora of a sunrise which was to put out
all the stars. Boston seemed to be at twice the distance it had the night before, or was much farther than that.
Plutarch and Shakespeare were in the yellow leaf, and Homer no more should be heard of. It is much to know
that poetry has been written this very day, under this very roof, by your side. These stony moments are still
sparkling and animated! I had fancied that the oracles were all silent, and nature had spent her fires; and
behold! Every one has some interest in the advent of the poet, and no one knows how much it may concern
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him. We know that the secret of the world is profound, but who or what shall be our interpreter, we know not.
A mountain ramble, a new style of face, a new person, may put the key into our hands. Of course the value of
genius to us is in the veracity of its report. Talent may frolic and juggle; genius realizes and adds. Mankind in
good earnest have availed so far in understanding themselves and their work, that the foremost watchman on
the peak announces his news. It is the truest word ever spoken, and the phrase will be the fittest, most musical,
and the unerring voice of the world for that time. All that we call sacred history attests that the birth of a poet
is the principal event in chonology. Man, never so often deceived, still watches for the arrival of a brother who
can hold him steady to a truth until he has made it his own. With what joy I begin to read a poem which I
confide in as an inspiration! And now my chains are to be broken; I shall mount above these clouds and
opaque airs in which I liveâ€”opaque, though they seem transparentâ€”and from the heaven of truth I shall see
and comprehend my relations. That will reconcile me to life and renovate nature, to see trifles animated by a
tendency, and to know what I am doing. Life will no more be a noise; now I shall see men and women, and
know the signs by which they may be discerned from fools and satans. This day shall be better than my
birthday: Such is the hope, but the fruition is postponed. Oftener it falls that his winged man, who will carry
me into the heaven, whirls me into mists, then leaps and frisks about with me as it were from cloud to cloud,
still affirming that he is bound heaven-ward; and I, being myself a novice, am slow in perceiving that he does
not know the way into the heavens, and is merely bent that I should admire his skill to rise like a fowl or a
flying fish, a little way from the ground or the water; but the all-piercing, all-feeding and ocular air of heaven
that man shall never inhabit. I tumble down again soon into my old nooks, and lead the life of exaggerations as
before, and have lost my faith in the possibility of any guide who can lead me thither where I would be. But,
leaving these victims of vanity, let us, with new hope, observe how nature, by worthier impulses, has insured
the poets fidelity to his office of announcement and affirming, namely by the beauty of things, which becomes
a new and higher beauty when expressed. Nature offers all her creatures to him as picture-language. Every line
we can draw in the sand has expression; and there is no body without its spirit or genius. All form is an effect
of character; all condition, of the quality of the life; all harmony, of health; and for this reason a perception of
beauty should be sympathetic, or proper only to the good. The beautiful rests on the foundations of the
necessary. The soul makes the body, as the wise Spenser teaches: For, of the soul, the body form doth take,
For soul is form, and doth the body make. Here we find ourselves suddenly not in a critical speculation but in
a holy place, and should go very warily and reverently. We stand before the secret of the world, there where
Being passes into Appearance and Unity into Variety. The Universe is the externalization of the soul.
Wherever the life is, that bursts into appearance around it.
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The causes were cirrhosis of the liver and tuberculosis due to prolonged serious alcoholism. Gibran started
drinking seriously during or after publication of The Prophet. Several years before his death, he locked himself
in his apartment, away from visitors, drinking all day. Gibran expressed the wish that he be buried in Lebanon.
I am alive like you, and I am standing beside you. Close your eyes and look around, you will see me in front
of you. There she discovered her letters to him spanning twenty-three years. She initially agreed to burn them
because of their intimacy, but recognizing their historical value she saved them. She gave them, along with his
letters to her which she had also saved, to the University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill Library before she
died in Excerpts of the over letters were published in "Beloved Prophet" in Haskell had been thinking of
placing her collection at the Telfair as early as In a letter to Gibran, she wrote "I am thinking of other
museums There when I was a visiting child, form burst upon my astonished little soul. The future American
royalties to his books were willed to his hometown of Bsharri , to be "used for good causes". Writings[ edit ]
Style and recurring themes[ edit ] Gibran was a great admirer of poet and writer Francis Marrash , [25] [26]
whose works he had studied at al-Hikma school in Beirut. Love one another but make not a bond of love: But
his mysticism is a convergence of several different influences: Christianity, Islam, Judaism and theosophy. I
love you when you prostrate yourself in your mosque, and kneel in your church and pray in your synagogue.
You and I are sons of one faithâ€”the Spirit. Its popularity grew markedly during the s with the American
counterculture and then with the flowering of the New Age movements. It has remained popular with these
and with the wider population to this day. Since it was first published in , The Prophet has never been out of
print. Having been translated into more than 40 languages, [31] it was one of the best-selling books of the
twentieth century in the United States. He reportedly read passages to his mother and over the years gave away
copies of "The Prophet" to friends and colleagues. Photographs of his handwritten notes under certain
passages throughout his copy are archived on various Museum websites. One of his most notable lines of
poetry is from "Sand and Foam" , which reads: Yeats , Carl Jung and Auguste Rodin. His drawings were
collected by Mathaf: Arab Museum of Modern Art in Doha. Religious views[ edit ] Gibran was born into a
Maronite Christian family and raised in Maronite schools. He was influenced not only by his own religion but
also by Islam, and especially by the mysticism of the Sufis. Gibran also worked with St. He used to say:
Illustration from The madman, his parables and poems The Madman transcriptions:
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The eye of the poet, Sees differently, Things that are Things that will be. Moved by emotion, Love, Poetry, The poet
looks, For essentiality, Nature, soul.

He grew up in Mullingar , Ireland. Due to asphyxiation at birth, Christopher was born with permanent
impairment of his "nerve-signaling system, a condition he said is now labelled dystonia. At the beginning of
his life people believed he was intellectually disabled, but his mother proved them wrong. Bernadette brought
her son to see Dr. He was a consultant of physical medicine and rheumatology who possessed a particular
interest in children with cerebral Palsy. Barry was attached to the Central Remedial Clinic. He played games
with Christopher, the toddler, and in so doing noted the child anticipated his actions and informed his mother
that he was of sound mind. Due to the severity of the palsy, he used a wheelchair. In an interview, his father
explained how, at the age of 10, he was placed on medication by Dr. Barry that "relaxed him so he could use a
pointer attached to his head to type. He communicated with others by moving his eyes, using a signal system.
When he was young, his father told him stories and read passages from James Joyce , Samuel Beckett and D.
Lawrence to keep his mind stimulated. His mother strung up letters of the alphabet in the kitchen, where she
kept up a stream of conversation. His sister, Yvonne, sang songs and acted out skits. His first book was
published when he was fifteen; he was also awarded an Honorary Doctorate of Letters in the UK, the medal of
excellence from the United Nations Society of Writers , and a Person of the Year award in Ireland. At the age
of fifteen, he published his collection of poems titled Dam-Burst of Dreams. He wrote an account of his
childhood, Under the Eye of the Clock , published by St. Nolan spent more than a decade writing The Banyan
Tree. The story is seen through the eyes of the aging mother. However, nothing has been released from the
book since his death. He died after a piece of salmon became trapped in his airway. Irish president Mary
McAleese , upon hearing the news, said: The book reveals the deep relationship between Nolan and his
mother, whom he calls Nora. The book was a best-seller in Britain and the United States. Yeats and James
Joyce. The collection was published four years after Nolan was administered Lioresal but some of the poems
were written when Nolan was just 12 years old. The title of the collection emphasized the theme surrounding
most of the poems, the overflow and release of his mental intellect. His poems in the collection are heavy with
alliteration, and incorporate words invented by Nolan utilizing the combination of pre-existing root words.
Influences and mentors[ edit ] Nolan often discouraged inquiries about his literary influences. During an
interview he once wrote: Mount Temple Comprehensive School headmaster John Medleycott believed it was
possible to devise a set-up to accommodate Nolan: He had been deprived of oxygen for two hours when he
was born, so he was quadriplegic. But his mother believed he could understand what was going on and used to
teach him at home. Eventually, they discovered a drug that allowed him to move one muscle in his neck. So
they attached this unicorn device to his forehead and he learned to type. Then he put out a collection called
Dam-Burst of Dreams, which won a load of awards and he went off to university and became a genius. Nolan
was once approached by a Los Angeles film producer who was interested in making his biography into a
movie. Nolan declined the offer and responded: Can we ever see eye-to-eye on that schemed scenario? The
"Eye of the Clock Awards" are hosted in the last week of school for all students.
5: The Eye of the Storm (poem) by Lloydene F Hill on AuthorsDen
"Beauty in the Eye of a Poet" "Beauty is not in the face; beauty is a light in the heart."- Kahlil Gibran. Comparatively
between "Sonnet ", by William Shakespeare and "The Harlem Dancer", by Claude McKay, they are English sonnets with
fourteen lines or stanzas, and the rhyme.

6: Christian poem: 'The Eye of The Storm' by Gertrude Jefferies | www.enganchecubano.com
Non-wordpress bloggers please enter your email address to follow this blog and receive notifications of new posts by
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7: Translating the Eye of the Poem | Jean F Boase-Beier - www.enganchecubano.com
In The Eye of Poetry, one ponders what sort of eye: Is it like the eye of an old man in Edgar Allan Poe's short story, The
Tell-Tale Heart, hated by a young character? Can one know if The Eye of Poetry is devilish or angelic?

8: Eye Poems | Examples of Eye Poetry
The Eye by Robinson www.enganchecubano.com Atlantic is a stormy moat and the Mediterranean The blue pool in the
old garden More than five thousand years has drunk sacrifice Of ships and.

9: The Eye Of The Poet Poem by Sandra Feldman - Poem Hunter
List of Eye Poems. Note: The forms for these poems were selected by the poet. Often poems are assigned the wrong
form. Please confirm the accuracy of the poetic form before referencing the poem.
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