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Robert Graves’ Poems

Jiro AKUTSU

Abstract

I was deeply charmed by Robert Graves’ poems. This was not only because his poems
are based on classical tradition of English poetry, but also because of their being developed
by his constant experiments. I believe that the most important parts of his poems are
those about love. I translated some of them into Japanese. I chose them according to my

taste.
The owls trilled with tongues of nightin-
A LOVE STORY gale.

The full moon easterly rising, furious, These were all lies, though they matched
Against a winter sky ragged with red; the time,
The hedges high in snow, and owls And brought me less than luck: her image

raving— Warped in the weather, turned beldamish.
Solemnities not easy to withstand: Then back came winter on me at a
A shiver wakes the spine. bound,

The pallid sky heaved with a moon-quake.
In boyhood, having encountered the

scene, Dangerous it had been with love-notes

I suffered horror: I fetched the moon To serenade Queen Famine.
In tears I recomposed the former scene,

home,
With owls and snow, to nurse in my head Let the snow lie, watched the moon rise,
Throughout the trials of a new Spring, suffered the owls

Famine unassuaged. Paid homage to them of unevent.

But fell in love, and made a lodgement

Of love on those chill ramparts. ROYHE
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VANITY

Be assured, the Dragon is not dead
But once more from the pools of peace
Shall rear his fabulous green head.

The flowers of innocence shall cease
And like a harp the wind shall roar
And the clouds shake an angry fleece.

‘Here, here is certitude’, you swore,
‘Below this lightning-blasted tree.
Where once it struck, it strikes no more.

‘Two lovers in one house agree.
The roof is tight, the walls unshaken.
As now, so must it always be.’

Such prophecies of joy awaken
The toad who dreams away the past
Under your hearth-stone, light forsaken,

Who knows that certitude at last
Must melt away in vanity —
No gate is fast, no door is fast—

That thunder bursts from the blue sky,
That gardnes of the mind fall waste,
That fountains of the heart run dry.
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THE CHRISTMAS ROBIN

The snows of February had buried
Christmas






