Two Poems by Jorge Luis Borges (Argentina): Spanish with English translations

Instants
If I could live again my life,
In the next - I'll try,
- to make more mistakes,
I won't try to be so perfect,
I'll be more relaxed,
I'll be more full - than I am now,
In fact, I'll take fewer things seriously,
I'll be less hygienic,
I'll take more risks,
I'll take more trips,
I'll watch more sunsets,
I'll climb more mountains,
I'll swim more rivers,
I'll go to more places - I've never been,
I'll eat more ice creams and less (lime) beans,
I'll have more real problems - and less imaginary
ones,
I was one of those people who live
prudent and prolific lives -
each minute of his life,
Of course that I had moments of joy - but,
if I could go back I'll try to have only good moments,

Don't lose the now!

I was one of those who never goes anywhere
without a thermometer,
without a hot-water bottle,
and without an umbrella and without a parachute,

If I could live again - I will travel light,
If I could live again - I'll try to work bare feet
at the beginning of spring till
the end of autumn,
I'll ride more carts,
I'll watch more sunrises and play with more children,
If I have the life to live - but now I am 85,
- and I know that I am dying ...
Instantes

Si podría vivir otra vez mi vida, en el siguiente - intentaré, - 

para incurrir en más equivocaciones, no intentaré ser así que 

perfecto, seré relajado, seré más lleno - que mí ahora soy, en 

hecho, yo tomaré pocas cosas seriamente, seré menos hygenic, tomaré 

más riesgos, tomaré más viajes, miraré más puestas del sol, 

subiré más montañas, nadaré más ríos, iré a más lugares - yo 

nunca he estado, yo comeré más helado y menos habas (de la cal), 

tendré más problemas verdaderos - y los menos imaginarios, era uno 

de esa gente a que vive prudente y prolífico vivida - cada minuto de 

su vida, Offcourse que tenía momentos de la alegría - pero, si 

podría ir detrás yo intentará tener solamente buenos 

momentos, 

¡Si usted no sabe - los thats qué vida se hace, ahora no pierden! 

Era uno de ésos que nunca va dondequiera sin un termómetro, sin una 

botella de agua caliente, y sin un umberella y sin un 

paracaídas, 

Si podría vivir otra vez - viajaré luz, si podría vivir otra vez - 

intentaré trabajar pies pelados al principio del resorte hasta 

finales del otoño, yo montaré más carros, miraré más sunrises y 

juego con más niños, si tengo la vida a vivir - pero ahora soy 85, - 

y yo saber que estoy muriendo
The first known version of the text was authored by American humorist and cartoonist Don Herold, and published by College Humor before 1935, or perhaps early that year, under the title "I'd Pick More Daisies". [2] Herold's text is in prose, and it lacks the melancholic tone of the Spanish poem. E.g.:

If I had my life to live over, I'd try to make more mistakes next time. I would relax. I would limber up. I would be sillier than I have been this trip. I know of very few things that I would take seriously. I would be crazier. I would be less hygienic. I would take more chances. I would take more trips. I would climb more mountains and swim more rivers. I would burn up more gasoline. I would eat more ice cream and less bran.

INSTANTES NOT WRITTEN BY BORGES
By Jorge Luis Borges (Argentina) (1977)

Historia de la noche
A lo largo de sus generaciones 
los hombres erigieron la noche. 
En el principio era ceguera y sueño 
y espinas que laceran el pie desnudo 
y temor de los lobos. 
Nunca sabremos quién forjó la palabra 
para el intervalo de sombra 
que divide los dos crepúsculos; 
nunca sabremos en qué siglo fue cifra 
del espacio de estrellas. 
Otros engendraron el mito. 
La hicieron madre de las Parcas tranquilas 
que tejen el destino 
y le sacrificaban ovejas negras 
y el gallo que presagia su fin. 
Doce casas le dieron los caldeos; 
infinitos mundos, el Pórtico. 
Hexámetros latinos la modelaron 
y el terror de Pascal. 
Luis de León vio en ella la patria 
de su alma estremecida. 
Ahora la sentimos inagotable 
como un antiguo vino 
y nadie puede contemplarla sin vértigo 
y el tiempo la ha cargado de eternidad.

Y pensar que no existiría 
sin esos tenues instrumentos, los ojos.

History of the night

Throughout the course of the generations
men constructed the night.
At first she was blindness; 
thorns raking bare feet,
fear of wolves.
We shall never know who forged the word
for the interval of shadow 
dividing the two twilights;
we shall never know in what age it came to mean
the starry hours.
Others created the myth.
They made her the mother of the unruffled Fates
that spin our destiny,
they sacrificed black ewes to her, and the cock
who crows his own death. 
The Chaldeans assigned to her twelve houses;
to Zeno, infinite words.
She took shape from Latin hexameters
and the terror of Pascal.
Luis de Leon saw in her the homeland
of his stricken soul.
Now we feel her to be inexhaustible
like an ancient wine
and no one can gaze on her without vertigo
and time has charged her with eternity.

And to think that she wouldn't exist 
except for those fragile instruments, the eyes.
A History of Night
Through the course of generations
men brought the night into being.
In the beginning were blindness and dream
and thorns which gash the bare foot
and fear of wolves.
We shall never know who fashioned the word
for the interval of darkness
which divides the two half-lights.
We shall never know in what century it stood
for the starry spaces.
Others began the myth.
They made night mother of the tranquil Fates
who weave all destiny
and sacrificed black sheep to her
and the rooster which announced her end.
The Chaldeans gave her twelve houses;
infinite worlds, the Stoic Portico.
Latin hexameters molded her,
and Pascal’s dread.
Luis de León saw in her the homeland
of his shivering soul.
Now we feel her inexhaustible
as an old wine
and no one can think of her without vertigo,
and time has charged her with eternity.

And to think that night would not exist
without those tenuous instruments, the eyes.
(Trans. Alastair Reid) 
Love Sonnet XII by Pablo Neruda (Chile)
Plena mujer, manzana carnal, luna caliente

espeso aroma de algas, lodo y luz machacados

que oscura claridad se abre entre tus columnas?

que antigua noche el hombre toca con sus sentidos?

Ay, amar es un viaje con agua y con estrellas,

con aire ahogado y brucas tempestades de harina:

amar es un combate de relampagos

y dos cuerpos por una sola miel derrotados.

Beso a beso recorro tu pequeno infinito,

tus margenes, tus rios, tus pueblos diminutos,

y el fuego genital transformado en delicia

corre por los delgados caminos de la sangre

hasta precipitarse como un clavel nocturno,

hasta ser y no ser sino un rayo en la sombra.

Love Sonnet XII – translated by Stephen Mitchell

Full woman, fleshly apple, hot moon,

thick smell of seaweed, crushed mud and light,

what obscure brilliance opens between your columns?

What ancient night does a man touch with his senses?

Loving is a journey with water and with stars,

with smothered air and abrupt storms of flour:

loving is a clash of lightning-bolts

and two bodies defeated by a single drop of honey.

Kiss by kiss I move across your small infinity,

your borders, your rivers, your tiny villages,

and the genital fire transformed into delight

runs through the narrow pathways of the blood

until it plunges down, like a dark carnation,

until it is and is no more than a flash in the night.

