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Part Two

…Except the hollow sea’s,

Mourns o’er the beauty of the Cyclades.

Byron, Don Juan, Canto 4, lxxii.

The serene night

is crowned by stars,

the pure blue of the skies

transparent as gauze.

The melancholy moon

hides behind

the hills: its white timid

face barely rising,

barely lighting the horizon,

a pure, solitary virgin

bathing sky and earth

with smooth white light.

The stream flows gently 

between emerald fringes,

a radiant ribbon of silver

in the gleam of the moon.

Silvered sparkles shine

through the dense branches,

and in the bosom of the flowers

the gentle breezes lull to sleep.

Awake (perhaps) they whisper,

and spreading their wings,

rock white orange-blossom,

and stir the fragrant acacia;

they ruffle branches and flowers,

embalming themselves in fragrance:

such a night is as pure

as when the angels

spread their wings wide

over the very first flame

that love kindled in the world,

born in the paradise of Eden.

A woman!  Is it perhaps 

a white solitary sylph,

wandering mysteriously

through the rays of the moon?

Her dress is white, her hair

flows freely down her back.

Petal by petal, she plucks

the flowers held in her hand.

Her step is uncertain and slow,

her gaze, anxious;

she seems like a wondrous dream

falsely flattering the soul.

Look at her glancing to heaven,

now sighing, now halting:

perhaps a tear fills

her eyes, scalding

her cheek; a gust

of passion has stirred

a wave of the stormy

sea in her soul.

She paces the garden

anxiously, then stops

to listen; now she sits,

now she stands, bewildered.

It is the rustle of the wind,

the murmur of the water,

not his voice, nor the

wistful sound of the harp.

They are illusions of days gone by:

memories that trick you,

shadows of past pleasures…

forgotten by the one you love.

The same night and moon

looked indifferently 

on your bliss, as now

they look on your disgrace.

Oh! weep, poor Elvira!

Sad, abandoned mistress!

Do you know, unhappy one,

where the wind blows

those flower petals

you pluck so distractedly?

Gone where your loves went,

your hopes and illusions;

the poor flowers of your soul

are stricken and withered!


____

White cloud of dawn,

dyed with opal and scarlet

by the flickers of first light,

you are a shining herald

of the pristine morn.
But alas! now your virginal 

purity is gone:

the air took away your charm

as it did the perfect joy

that love promised you.

Leaves fallen from a tree

are toys of the wind:

oh! lost illusions

are leaves detached 

from the tree of the heart.

A loveless heart!

A sad heath covered

with the lava of grief,

an immense dark wasteland

where no flower grows!

A distant wood darkens,

the sun sets over the sea,

gypsies camp on the beach,

and further off a ship sails

with a following wind;

a telescope reveals

illusions of fantasy,

visions of pleasure 

to the enchanted eye, 

magnifying the imagination.

Woman, you are a translucent

beacon of beauty:

woe is you! if, fed by madness and 

the desire to harm, man

cracks your wondrous shell.

But you are fortunate indeed Elvira,

if, even in your misfortune,

even when your breast sighs,

your mysterious madness

enchants you.

Sanity is a torment:

better to lose

your mind and hold

thought in feeling,

than dwell on pain.


____

Look at her, wandering in her madness,

dreaming of the bliss gone forever;

she whispers sweet words of love,

believing she hears her adored deceiver.

See her kneeling, imploring his mercy

as if he were there gazing at her:

see how she broods and weeps,

look at her delirious smile.

Her whirlwind mind shadows

her confused thoughts,

just as thick clouds, amassed 

by black swirling winds, hide the sky.

See her carefully picking flowers,

carrying them in her skirt folds,

passing time weaving a garland,

a nuptial crown for her love.

In the midst of her sweet delirium

a sad memory disturbs her soul;

she walks to the bank of the silver river,

casts away the flowers one by one;

she watches them follow the flow,

hurrying one after another,

in her confused eyes and mind

she feels herself drowning in tears:

she sings of love, and chants

tender elegies, melancholy songs:

songs that leave behind a lacerated soul,

laments that deeply wound the heart.


____

What use your peace and tenderness to me,

tranquil night, solitary moon,

if you do not calm the cruelty of fate,

nor offer me hope of fortune?

What use grace and beauty to me,

or to love as no woman ever loved,

if the passion that devours my soul,

does not touch him whom I love?

____

Tears choke her sad song,

her head falls on her breast,

and the weeping wind whispers

her last tearful words.

*
*
*
*
*

Poor Elvira died of a broken heart;

she was an innocent rose withered by grief,

a soft perfume inhaled by the traveller,

snatched by the wings of the dawn.

She was a vessel of blessings, 

bright colours of daylight reflected in her crystal,

her brightness dimmed by the earth

and smashed at the hand of an impious man.

A dream caressed her mind:

a celestial soul born to love,

love was the fountain of her life,

and her life close to her dream.

Beloved of the Lord, a happy flower,

she died full of youth and love:

waking with joy one fine morn,

only to be asleep in her coffin by dusk.

But as she stirred from madness

in the last moments of her life,

lost reason returned to her mind

moments before resting in her grave.

Cold reason!  Bitter truth!

Blissful past and painful present…!

Happy the one who feels the weight

of such a load only when dying!

Fading, the victim shed a tear

that burnt her cheek and, knowing

the end to be near, her trembling

hand wrote to the faithless man:

‘I am dying: forgive me if my

unwelcome words trouble your ear:

Don Félix, this is the last lament

of the woman who loved you so deeply.

I feel the frozen hand of death…

Farewell: I neither ask you for love nor compassion…

When I leave this world, listen and forgive

if an anguished cry of death escapes me.

‘Ah! farewell forever.  Long ago, the waters

of my life flowed happily because of you,

and hearing words fall from your lips

was heavenly rapture for me.

My mind still delights in the dear illusion

I lost forever: wretched me…!

Now everything has fled: it left with you!

Sweet hours of love, I bless them!

‘Yes, I bless those blissful hours,

forever present in my memory,

enchanting images of love

that still soothe me in my agony.

But alas! fly, run away forever,

deceitful shadows; my final day

is upon me: forgive me, forgive me, dear God,

if I still enjoy reliving my madness!

‘Don Félix, if remembering

my misfortune troubles you,

think that my eyes are tired

of crying silent, bitter tears.

As the tomb welcomes my remains

grant this solace to my sadness:

read these lines with compassion,

then forget Elvira forever.

‘Never let my unhappy memory

disturb your pleasures with bitter thoughts;

let living give you delight; fame, triumph;

the world, joy; and other women, love:

if my wretched history

brings pain to your memory,

weep for me, yes, but may your heart

beat free from the torments of remorse.

‘Farewell forever, farewell: for a brief instant

I feel life, and in my heart the fire

of my love still burns; my errant gaze

wanders faintly… now, oh death,

soothe my disquiet…! I go to death alone!

Love me, no, forgive me: a hopeless request!

Farewell!  Farewell!  I lost your heart!

Everything in the world has ended for me!’

Thus she wrote her sad farewell

moments before dying, and embraced

her mother’s pained bosom,

maternal tears soaking her bed.

Sighing her final breath,

she bound herself to her mother

and with a quick, convulsive movement,

her lips whispered a name.

Her soul fled to the blissful mansions

where the angels dwell… Sorrowful flowers

break the earth around her grave,

and the zephyr bemoans her love.

Above her a willow inclines its branches,

lending her shadow in a faint swoon:

and there, in the gloaming, the last rays

of the setting sun bathe her peaceful tomb…
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