Liza Lim: Tongue of the Invisible

Text by Jonathan Holmes after the poet Hafez

I. At dawn | heard the tongue of the invisible
Swept up at every meeting

Scattered at every leavetaking

Welcome!

Drink!

Drink boldly!

Wine from the garden

Enter!
If the light has failed, light the lamp of the moon.

Let my pupil pluck a rose from your garden,
Ensnared in the thickets of your hair.

The crescent vessel of the moon
Halts in its voyage across the over-ocean.

The roots of the world are entwined in the wind,

And in the smile of the rose there is no constancy.

Swept up at every meeting
Scattered at every leavetaking
A tongue...a tongue

A poem humming in its flesh

At dawn | heard the tongue of the invisible

Ill. This door is the mouth of love

This door is the mouth of love,

Whether it leads to the mosque or the wine-shop.
Souls inhabit the dust of its threshold

Behold the eye beneath the twilit archway
A rapture spreads through the heart of your ruby
May each night bring a new dream of you

In the fecund womb of your eye
| am reborn each morning
Our embraces are a banquet of revolving time

IV. Between the pages of the world
The rose flowers for a day only,
Before the bud is pressed

Between the pages of the world.

VII. Encircling its towers with a silver coronet
of song

At dawn

| heard the tongue of the invisible

Proclaim this the age of wine.

Drink boldly!

My bare arms
Charm the evil eye.
Wear them always around your neck

May every night bring a new dream of you
May each day enflesh that dream
You suck as if at your mother’ s milk

A rapture spreading through the heart of your ruby.

Text: Jonathan Holmes podle basnika Hafize

I. Za dsvitu jsem uslysel jazyk neviditelna
Unesen kazdym setkanim

Otfesen kazdym rozlou¢enim

Vitej!

Pij!

Sméle pij!

Vino ze zahrady

Vejdi!
Zeslablo-li svétlo, rozezni lampu mésice.

Nech mé oci utrhnout rizi ze tvé zahrady,
Lapen do pasti tvych hustych vlas(.

Lodka pllmésice
Zastavuje svoji plavbu pres ocean.

Koreny svéta se proplétaji s vétrem,
Usmévu rlize je vlastni nestalost.

Unesen kazdym setkanim
Otfesen kazdym rozlou¢enim
Jazyk... jazyk

Basen znéjici jeho télem

Za usvitu jsem uslySel jazyk neviditelna

Ill. Tyto dverFe jsou usty lasky

Tyto dvere jsou usty lasky,

At uz vedou do mesity, nebo do vinného sklepa.
Prach na jejich prahu obyvaji duse

Pohlédni do potemnélé chodby
Extaze pronika srdcem tvého rubinu
Necht kazda noc pfinese novy sen - s tebou

V trodném I(iné tvych oci
Jsem kazdé rano znovuzrozeny
Nase objeti jsou hostinou prchajiciho ¢asu

IV. Mezi strankami svéta
Jen jeden den kvete rlize,
Nez jeji kvét stlaci
Stranky svéta.

VIL. Ovijeji jeho véze stF¥ibrnym diadémem pisné

Za usvitu

Jsem uslysel jazyk neviditelna
Hlasal ¢as vina.

Sméle pij!

Mé holé ruce
Oc&arovaly oko hrisnika.
Méj je stale ovinuté okolo krku

Necht kazda noc pfinese novy sen - s tebou
Necht kazdy den ten sen uskutec¢ni

Sajes jako z matcina prsu

Extdze pronika srdcem tvého rubinu.



This door is the mouth of love,

Whether it leads to the mosque or the wine-shop.
Souls inhabit the dust of its threshold

Living at the border of inside and out

Like a kiss

Bid welcome to the guest!

A tongue,

A poem humming in its flesh.
Enter!

A language, murmuring
Along a garland of streets,
Caressing the body

Of my city,

Encircling its towers

With a silver coronet of song.

We are singers on the wings of the stars -
Swimmers, in the wine-dark sunrise.

Oh, my lover!

Be silent!

VIIl. Our embraces are a banquet of revolving time
Think how the cypress measures the breeze
Bending an ‘n’ before it

And so we reckon our love

Stooping to sup from the red-rimmed cup

The sun is a candle to the fire in my breast

A rose between your breasts

Wine in our bowl

My love in your heart

At such a dawn

The Sultan of the world is slave to me

Living like a kiss at the border of inside and outside.
Our embraces are a banquet of revolving time.

Tyto dvere jsou usty lasky,

At uz vedou do mesity, nebo do vinného sklepa.
Prach na jejich prahu obyvaji duse

Ziji na hranici vnitfniho a vnéjsiho

Jako polibek

Privitej hosta!

Jazyk,

Basen znéjici jeho télem.
Vejdil

Slova Sevelici

Girlandami ulic

Hladi télo

Mého meésta,

Ovijeji jeho véze

Stribrnym diadémem pisné.

Jsme pévci na kfidlech hvézd -
plavci v Usvitu barvy temného vina.
Ach, ma lasko!

Tise!

VIII. Nase objeti jsou hostinou prchajiciho ¢asu
Vis§, jak cypfis méfi silu vétru

Ohybaje se v jeho proudu

A tak my ukazujeme hloubku lasky

Sklangjice se k dousku z rudé ramovaného poharu
Slunce je svici pozaru v mych prsou

R0Ze na tvé hrudi

Ma laska ve tvém srdci

Za takového rana

Je Sultdn svéta mym otrokem

Jako polibek na hranici vnitfniho a vnéjsiho.

Nase objeti jsou hostinou prchajiciho ¢asu.



