Module 6: Poetry

Translation 1 (translated by Wallace Fowlie, 1966) 
The Sleeper in the Valley
It is a green hollow where a river sings 
Madly catching on the grasses 
Silver rags; where the sun shines from the proud mountain: 
It is a small valley which bubbles over with rays. 

A young soldier, his mouth open, his head bare. 
And the nape of his neck bathing in the cool blue watercress. 
Sleeps; he is stretched out on the grass, under clouds. 
Pale on his green bed where the light rains down. 

His feet in the gladiolas, he sleeps. Smiling as 
A sick child would smile, he is taking a nap: 
Nature, cradle him warmly: he is cold.

 Odors do not make his nostrils quiver. 
He sleeps in the sun, his hand on his breast. 
Quieted. There are two red holes in his right side.






Translation 2 (translated by Paul Schmidt, 1967)

ASLEEP IN THE VALLEY 
A small green valley where a slow stream runs 
And leaves long strands of silver on the bright
Grass; from the mountaintop stream the sun's 
Rays; they fill the hollow full of light. 

A soldier, very young, lies open-mouthed, 
A pillow made of ferns beneath his head, 
Asleep; stretched in the heavy undergrowth, 
Pale in his warm, green, sun-soaked bed. 

His feet among the flowers, he sleeps. 
His smile Is like an infant's—gentle, without guile. 
Ah, Nature, keep him warm; he may catch cold. 

The humming insects don't disturb his rest; 
He sleeps in sunlight, one hand on his breast, 
At peace. In his side there are two red holes.





