Wistawa Szymborska: Znehybnéni

Miss Duncanova, tanecnice,
jakysi oblak, vanek, bakchantka,
mésicni tipyt na vlnach, kolébani, dech.

Kdy?z tak stoji v ateliéru fotografa,

vynata z pohybu, z hudby — tézce, télesné,
pbze na pospas pfedhozena

k falesnému sveédectvi.

Tlusté paze zvednuté nad hlavou,

uzel kolena ¢ni zpod kratké tuniky,

vpred pokrocila leva noha, nahé chodidlo, prsty,
5 (slovy pét) nehta.

Jeden krok z vé¢ného umeni v umélou vécnost —
s obtizi pfiznavam, ze néco je lepsi nez nic
a spravnéjsi nez naprosto nic.

Za paravanem ruzovy korzet, kabelka,
v kabelce jizdenka na cestu parnikem,
odjezd nazitfi, ¢ili pred Sedesati lety;
uz nikdy, ale pfesné rano v devét.

pfel. Vlasta Dvofackova
in: Wizelki wypadek, 1975, s. 36

Jaroslav Vrchlicky: Amfora

Po krajich hfebenati tahnou draci

a chvosty svymi dokola se vijf,

ty fek’ bys: majf zizen, z vasy piji,

tak vypouleny zrak jich v hloub se ztraci.

Kys athlet v stfednim poli javor kaci,
z{$ prsa sklenuta a tuhou $iji,

naproti orel v boji s Istivou zmiji,
a k zdobné noze sedli drobni ptaci.

Co poharu se naplniti dalo
z krateru toho pfi homérském kvase,
co z n¢ho sily, vasné v zily plalo!

A z n¢ho sen a domnénka — tak malo!
Vsak z n¢ho jako dnes i v ptistim case

pla formy nesmrtelnost v ryzi krase.

in: Posledni sonety samotire, 1896, s. 11



Jaroslav Vrchlicky: Astarte Syriaca
(Obraz Rossettiho.)

Ten husty vlas, pfed kterym Niagara
je mala ve svych kataraktech, tézky
na mohutnou §fj padd, oko knézky
a démona tak divym zarem hara.

V rtech ozivuje lidstva povést stara
o harpyjich, jichz naruc v lasce krusi,
a nestane, az vypit musi dusi

se vSemi plody 1éta, kvéty jara.

Jen krvi milenct svych jesti Ziva,
tou syta snem se v nekonecnost diva,
jak plaché décko, lesni zena diva

chce rtem 1 okem fici taj své krasy,
vsak nemuz, néma hled{ v pfisti casy,
tak tizi skran ji husté jeji vlasy.

in: Posledni sonety samotdre, 1896, s. 80

Percy Bysshe Shelley: On the Medusa of Leonardo Da Vinci in the Florentine Gallery

It lieth, gazing on the midnight sky,
Upon the cloudy mountain-peak supine;
Below, far lands are seen tremblingly;
Its horror and its beauty are divine.
Upon its lips and eyelids seems to lie
Loveliness like a shadow, from which shine,
Fiery and lurid, struggling underneath,
The agonies of anguish and of death.

Yet it is less the horror than the grace
Which turns the gazet’s spirit into stone;
Whereon the lineaments of that dead face
Are graven, till the characters be grown
Into itself, and thought no more can trace;
"Tis the melodious hue of beauty thrown
Athwart the darkness and the glare of pain,
Which humanize and harmonize the strain.

And from its head as from one body grow,
As [river-] grass out of a watery rock,
Hairs which are vipers, and they cutl and flow
And their long tangles in each other lock,
And with unending involutions shew
Their mailed radiance, as it were to mock
The torture and the death within, and saw
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The solid air with many a ragged jaw.

And, from a stone beside, a poisonous eft
Peeps idly into those Gorgonian eyes;

Whilst in the air a ghastly bat, bereft
Of sense, has flitted with a mad surprise

Out of the cave this hideous light had cleft,
And he comes hastening like a moth that hies

After a taper; and the midnight sky

Flares, a light more dread than obscurity.

"Tis the tempestuous loveliness of terror;

For from the serpents gleams a brazen glare
Kindled by that inextricable error,

Which makes a thrilling vapour of the air
Become a [dim] and ever-shifting mirror

Of all the beauty and the terror there —
A woman’s countenance, with serpent-locks,
Gazing in death on Heaven from those wet rocks.

(It is a woman’s countenance divine
With everlasting beauty breathing there
Which from a stormy mountain’s peak, supine
Gazes into the [mid-?] night’s trembling air.
It is a trunkless head, and on its feature
Death has met life, but there is life in death,
The blood is frozen — but unconquered Nature
Seems struggling to be the last — without a breath
The fragment of an uncreated creature.



