Then suddenly they saw
The myrtle of the hero lying at
hislaststep.
Isithere, by hisgun, on the green,
near his last threshold,
That he dies?!
Here, does he die here?
Here and now, atnoon sharp?
Now, when with the final sign of
victory his fingers shook
the gate of the old house
and the walls of the island.
Now when he directed the last steps
towards the door...
and concluded the journey
With the return of our dead.
Beneath the windows of small houses
theseaslept
...Yousca! We have not sinned much
Youancient sea, listen!
Don’t give us more than the others!
We know that the sacrifices are much more.
We know that the waters are clouds at the end.
...Theyremained the same.
They used to return and ask grim fate:
Does growth of vision, increasing the
starson our banner by one,
require the death of ahero?
Theyfailed toadd arose to the end,
They failed to alter the course of the
ancient myths
The anthem remained the same:
Nochoice! A hero has tofall
on the verge of victory
when the anthem is at its peak.
...Youhero...alittle patience!
Live another night!
Let’sreach the end which bears an
incomplete beginning crown;
Live another night!
Let’scomplete the bleeding dream-journey,
Youcrown of thorns, you crowned fairy dawn,
With an endless beginning...
Alittle patience, you hero!
Live another hour!
Let’sbegin the heavenly dance of victory!
We haven’t won yet
Waityou hero, wait a bit
Why leave
An hour before arrival?
Wait!
Youhero
Inall of us
Wait!
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... Theystill carry from their exile
the autumn of recognition.
Theystill maintain a path to exile...
Rivers running with no banks
Thereisstill in them the feeble
Narcissus, afraid of dying
Still they maintain what can alter them
If they came back and failed tofind:
Thesamered anemones
The same soft fuzz of stubborn quinces
The same daisies
Thesame apricot tree
The same tall cars of corn
The sameelder tree
The same clusters of dried garlic
The same oak tree
And the same alphabet.
... Theywere about to approach the
atmosphere of their houses...
Of what dream do theyrise?
Ofwhat dream are they dreaming?
Through what way do they enter
gardens with gates
while exile remains exile?
...They know their way to the end
Theykeptdreaming,
Come they did from tomorrow
totheir present and they knew
What would happen to the songs
in their throats...
and they dreamed
Of theroses of the new exile
on the house wall
andthey knew
What would happen to hawks
after settling in palaces,
and theydreamed
of their daffodil’s battle with
Paradise converted to theirexile,
andthey knew
What would happen to the swallow
whenburnt by spring,
andtheydreamed
of the spring of their image
which comes and doesn’t
and they knew
What would happen when the dream comes
from a dream
When the dreamer realizes
that he was dreaming;
Theyknow, they dream, they return,
they dream, they know, they return,
theyreturn, they dream, they dream, and
theyreturn. o
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