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The Albatross

Often, to pass the time on board, the crew
will catch an albatross, one of those big birds
which nonchalantly chaperone a ship

across the bitter fathoms of the sea.

Tied to the deck, this sovereign of space,

as if embarrassed by its clumsiness,

pitiable lets its great white wings

drag at its sides like a pair of unshipped oars.

How weak and awkward, even comical
this traveller but lately so adroit --

one deckhand sticks a pipestem in its beak,
another mocks the cripple that once flew!

The Poet is like this monarch of the clouds
riding the storm above the marksman's range;
exiled on the ground, hooted and jeered,

he cannot walk because of his great wings.

-- Charles Baudelaire
(1821-1867)
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AndRetuswore,

Swore on hisidol of the Spear god
Thathe had seen the great white beast
Flying overhead,

With feathers of silver metal
Andavoice ofan elephant.

They had laughed athis dream,
Sayinghe was noseer,

Until Matummake the Blind
Said his vision was true.

Matummake said he knew it was a true vision
Because he had once spokento

Ornakka, the high preistess,

Now long dead,

Who had said she was told of the white devils
Which controlled the greatbird,

Fromher grandmother.

Retu now raised his spear

Andspoke endlessly about the great rewards
The white beast would bring
Tothoseinthevillage who believed.

He spoke of the great gifts

He had seenin his vision,

And heimagined the greatlands
The white bird could bear them to.

And he prayed to the gods
Thathis vision would be realin his lifetime
Sohecould partakeinits bounty.

Poetry

And he was answered, swiftly.
Butthe rewardsforbelief were death
And enslavement.

Ashamed of his vision,

He chucked his spear at the ghostbird,
Butitdid notbleed norcryin pain.
Itmerely loomed above Retu

Like a cliff of smoothest stone.

Thenwithascream, the bird flew,
Carrying Retu’s childrenalong
Toaplacebeyond hisvision,
Beyond his help.

Retu criedfor three hundred days
Andthree hundred nights

Until his eyes were as useless

As his vision, and the spearat his side.
Then, he retired with Matummake the Seer
Tothe cave of the Old and Blind,

Where noman lives.
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