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                A Night of Sonnets at Hermann’s Jazz Club (April 30, 2024) 

            List of Readers and Sonnets 

1. Dr. Dan Russek: Introductory Sonnet as Territorial Acknowledgement (pp.2-3) 

2. Dr. Greg Rowe: HORACE (pp.3-4) 

3. Dr. Lloyd Howard: DANTE (pp.5-6) 

4. Alisa Atanackovic: QUEVEDO (pp.6-8) 

5. Navarra Houdin
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Against Colonialism, may empathy 

Among Humanity finally rule. 

May reconciliation have its day. 

 

Hopefully benevolence will show 

The future way: may the land 

Deliver to all the fruits it bears. 

 

 

2. Odes 1.31 by Horace (Rome, 65 BC – 8 BC) read by Dr. Greg Rowe (Greek and Roman 

Studies, UVic)  

Quid dedicatum poscit Apollinem 

vates? quid orat de patera novum 

fundens liquorem? non opimae 

Sardiniae segetes feracis, 

 

non aestuosae grata Calabriae 

armenta, non aurum aut ebur Indicum, 

non rura, quae Liris quieta 

mordet aqua taciturnus amnis. 

 

premant Calenam falce quibus dedit 

fortuna vitem, dives ut aureis 

mercator exsiccet culillis 

vina Syra reparata merce, 

 

dis carus ipsis, quippe ter et quater 

anno revisens aequor Atlanticum 

inpune. me pascunt olivae, 

me cichorea levesque malvae. 
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He sees her such that when he repeats this to me, 

I do not understand, so subtly does he speak 

to my sorrowing heart, that makes him speak. 

 

I know he speaks of that noble one, 

for he often mentions Beatrice, 

so that I understand him well, my dear ladies. 

 

 (Translation from Dante's Lyric Poetry by Kenelm Foster and Patrick Boyde, with some 

 minor adaptations). 

 

4. “Desde La Torre” by Francisco de Quevedo (Spain, 1580-1645) read by Alisa 

Atanackovic 

Retirado en la paz de estos desiertos, 

con pocos, pero doctos libros juntos, 

vivo en conversación con los difuntos 

y escucho con mis ojos a los muertos. 

 

Si no siempre entendidos, siempre abiertos, 

o enmiendan, o fecundan mis asuntos; 

y en músicos callados contrapuntos 

al sueño de la vida hablan despiertos. 

 

Las grandes almas que la muerte ausenta, 

de injurias de los años, vengadora, 

libra, ¡oh gran don Josef!, docta la emprenta. 

 

En fuga irrevocable huye la hora; 

pero aquella el mejor cálculo cuenta 

que en la lección y estudios nos mejora. 
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To the compelling magnet of thy grace 

Since my breast as docile steel is drawn, 

Why dost thou with soft ways enamour me 

If from me then in mockery though must fly? 

And yet thou mayst nowise in triumph boast 
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A lightning flash... then night! Fleeting beauty 

By whose glance I was suddenly reborn,  

Will I see you no more before eternity? 

 

Elsewhere, far, far from here! too late! 





13 
 





15 
 

 

Elle, défunte nue en le miroir, encor 

Que, dans l'oubli fermé par le cadre, se fixe 

De scintillations sitôt le septuor.
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on the empty room’s credences: no ptyx, 

abolished bauble, sonorous inanity 

(Master has gone to draw tears from the Styx 

with that one thing, the Void’s sole source of vanity).  

 

Yet near the vacant northward casement dies 

a gold possibly from the decorations 

of unicorns lashing a nymph with flame; 

 

dead, naked in the looking-glass she lies 

though the oblivion bounded by that frame 

now spans a fixed septet of scintillations. 

 (Translated by E. H. and A. M. Blackmore) 

 

11. "Yo persigo una forma" by Rubén Darío (Nicaragua, 1867 - 1916) read by Mateo 

Serrano 

Yo persigo una forma que no encuentra mi estilo, 

botón de pensamiento que busca ser la rosa; 

se anuncia con un beso que en mis labios se posa 

el abrazo imposible de la Venus de Milo. 

 

Adornan verdes palmas el blanco peristilo; 

los astros me han predicho la visión de la Diosa; 

y en mi alma reposa la luz como reposa 

el ave de la luna sobre un lago tranquilo. 

 

Y no hallo sino la palabra que huye, 

la iniciación melódica que de la flauta fluye 

y la barca del sueño que en el espacio boga; 
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12. Los sonetos de la muerte by Gabriela Mistral (Chile, 1889 – 1957) read by Alex Brooks 

and Dr. Carmen Rodríguez de France 

 I   

    Del nicho helado en que los hombres te pusieron, 

te bajaré a la tierra humilde y soleada. 

Que he de dormirme en ella los hombres no supieron, 

y que hemos de soñar sobre la misma almohada. 

    Te acostaré en la tierra soleada con una 

dulcedumbre de madre para el hijo dormido, 

y la tierra ha de hacerse suavidades de cuna 

al recibir tu cuerpo de niño dolorido. 

    Luego iré espolvoreando tierra y polvo de rosas, 

y en la azulada y leve polvareda de luna, 

los despojos livianos irán quedando presos. 

    Me alejaré cantando mis venganzas hermosas, 

¡porque a ese hondor recóndito la mano de ninguna 

bajará a disputarme tu puñado de huesos! 

 

 
II   

    Este largo cansancio se hará mayor un día, 

y el alma dirá al cuerpo que no quiere seguir 

arrastrando su masa por la rosada vía, 

por donde van los hombres, contentos de vivir... 

    Sentirás que a tu lado cavan briosamente, 

que otra dormida llega a la quieta ciudad. 

Esperaré que me hayan cubierto totalmente... 

¡y después hablaremos por una eternidad! 
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    Sólo entonces sabrás el por qué no madura 

para las hondas huesas tu carne todavía, 

tuviste que bajar, sin fatiga, a dormir. 
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it’s garden with a snow of lilies overlaid. 

Harsh hands tragically entered your breast…                                    

 

And I said to God: “Down deadly paths 

they’re leading him. Beloved shadow they cannot steer! 

Pull him away, God, from those fatal hands, 

or sink him in the deep slumber you confer! 

 

I can’t call out for him, I cannot follow! 

His boat is carried by a black storm wind. 

Bring him back into my arms or his bud cut short!” 

 

The rose rowboat of his life came to a halt… 

Have I not known love? Have I not pitied? 

You who will judge me, understand, my Lord! 

   (Translated by Langston Hughes) 

 

13. “Ausente” by César Vallejo (Peru, 1892 - 1938) by Scarlet Bowness 

Ausente! La mañana en que me vaya 

más lejos de lo lejos, al Misterio, 

como siguiendo inevitable raya, 

tus pies resbalarán al cementerio. 
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Ausente! Y en tus propios sufrimientos 

ha de cruzar entre un llorar de bronces 

una jauría de remordimientos! 

 

 English version: Absent 

 

 Absent! The morning when I go away 

farther than faraway, to the Mystery, 

as if following an inevitable ray,  

your feet will slide into the cemetery. 

 Absent! The morning when I go away 

like a lugubrious bird to the shore  

of the dark sea and that silent empire,  

the white family tomb, will be your captivity. 

 It will act as night in your glances; 

and you’ll suffer and then you’ll possess 

the penitent, lacerated, whitenesses.  

 Absent! And in your own sufferings,  

will cross, between a cry of bronzes,  

a dog pack of remorse! 

(Translated by Rebecca Seiferle) 

 

 

14. “Sonnet 65” by John Berryman (USA, 1914 – 1972) read by Dr. Francis Landy 

(Emeritus, Religious Studies, University of Alberta) 

Once when they found me, some refrain "Quoi faire?" 

Striking my hands, they say repeatedly 

I muttered, although I could hear and see 

I knew no one.- I am silent in my chair, 

And stronger and more cold is my despair 

At last, for I have come into a country 
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Whose vivid Queen upon no melody 

Admits me. Manchmal glaub ich, ich kann nicht mehr. 

Song follows song, the chatterer to the fire 

Would follow soon ... Deep in Ur's royal pits 

Sit still the courtly bodies, a little bowl 

By each, attired to voluntary blitz... 

In Shub-ad's grave the fingers of a girl 
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I can't immortalize you, love - our joys 

Will lie unnoticed in the vault of time. 

When Mrs Thatcher has been cast in bronze 

And her administration is a page 

In some O-level text-book, when the dons 

Have analysed the story of our age, 

When travel firms sell tours of outer space 

And aeroplanes take off without a sound 

And Tulse Hill has become a trendy place 

And Upper Norwood's on the underground 

Your beauty and my name will be forgotten - 

My love is true, but all my verse is rotten. 

 

 Sonnet # 55 by William Shakespeare (England, 1564 – 1616) 

 

Not marble nor the gilded monuments 

Of princes shall outlive this powerful rhyme, 

But you shall shine more bright in these contents 

Than unswept stone besmeared with sluttish time. 

When wasteful war shall statues overturn, 

And broils root out the work of masonry, 



25 
 

17. Sonnet 


