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Questions

‘Write me what you're wearing. Is it warm?
‘Write me how you're lying. Softly in bed?

‘Write me how you look now. As you always did?
Write me what you miss. Is it my arm?

‘Write me how you are. Do they let you be?
‘Write me what their moves are. You won't quit?
‘Write me what you're doing. And the good of it?
‘Write me what you're thinking of. Is it me?

‘These questions are all I have for you, it's true
‘And I can hear what comes to me in answer.
‘When you are tired I can carry nothing for you

And I can give you nothing when you hunger.
1t quite as though I'd quit the world and were
No more there than if I'd forgotten you.
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Aletter from Steffin to Brecht, Paris 1933.

Morning, afternoon, evening and at night I am alone here in my
present lodgings. 1 am always a bt fearful of the night. For much
longer than ten years I have been sed to dreaming every night.
But now night after night I always dream the same. I see you with
various women, get very agitated, keep waking up, sometimes even
in floods of tears, again and again hysterical nonsense of that kind.
But people say that things go away if we speak of them so I expect
that this stuff too will go away since | have spoken about it. But

all the same I do sometimes wonder, if 1 simply can't g to sleep,
when will your various friends say to some other girl (as they have
done these last weeks to me): ‘Yes, and then in 1932-3 he often had.
agirl with him, she was called Grete Steffin, and after her .." And

I keep hearing what Helli said to me last in Berlin: 1 feel sorry for
you, child. Then I feel sorry for myself but Istill can't get to sleep.
Otherwise, 'm doing all right...
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Last night I dreamed that I was lying by you
And you said to me: Bring me where you are.
But still my chest was hurting as before

And my right arm was heavy, dull and slow.

And why? OF course the doctor had bound it tight.
He knew full well I can't be still but nor

‘Will binding help. I must go where you are.

But all at once you had vanished from my sight.

Theard you say: And it is too late now.
And then I heard your car and you were gone.
Tleapt up: Oh Iwilll Twill!

1 could not shout for I was running so
But you were driving off. The rear light shone.
I thought: now there'll be nothing more. And I was stil.
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BRECHT:

‘When we were first divided into two
And one of our beds stood here and one stood there
‘We picked an inconspicuous word to bear

‘The sense we gave it: | am touching you.

‘The pleasure of such speaking may seem paltry
For touch tself is indispensable

But we at least kept ‘it inviolable

And saved for later, like a surety.

Stayed ours, and yet removed from you and me
‘Could not be used yet had ot ceased to be
Not rightly there and yet not gone away

And standing among strangers we could say
‘This word of ours as in the common tongue
And mean by it: we know where we belong.
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STEFFIN:

Emboldened, putting off formal address

Now I am given to you and wish your good entirely.
‘Whatever I lack I shall be well unless

Your love should ever be withdrawn from me.

The lttle word that we decided on
And none but us knew touch was what it meant
‘Word of the irresistible seduction

For months my hoard of good in banishment

That word is an embracing and a kiss
Iwho must wait solong for you I kiss
‘The word in every letter you write to me

And when I read it all my tears mean
Is that now you are with me once again
And I want nothing. As though you slept with me.
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e alone in bed. Like the eye of a cow

‘The moon gawps at me. And the mild night air
Through which a tom has yowled hour after hour
‘Would make me yowl as well. But I'll be quiet now.

And yet I've no desire to be quiet.

T'd rather we were lying here, us two

And much Id let be done with me by you.
‘That doesn't mean that 1 am bad, does it?

‘They say your garden if you want abundant
Flowering there and blossoming and scent
Water it heart and soul and plenteously.

‘They say so much. Lies mostly. This time though
Lam afraid that what they say is true.
It makes me bitter lying here just me.
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‘When I come to you please let it be
Just as though I came in every day.
And for the few hours with you let me not
‘Want anything myself in any way.

And when I'm with you then you must tell me
What will and has already come to pass.

But do not talk about the other women.

And let me be so all Isay is yes.

Just imagine all the women you

Have had come to your bed. And of the lot
‘How many are nice still? Very few.

Not one, you think, isfit to be looked at.

But all of them stand silent and severe
And each tonight demands to have her fun
Of you. And when you've done it her

She steps aside, pointing to the next one.
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Lasciviously they reach at you. And you
Are finished. Those you once chose for
Your fun they have it, evilly, now with you.

And I see my own self there in the queue
See my self coming shamelessly to you
And you lie pale and sick and wretched there.
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Encounter with the ivory guardians

One day when no news of you had come

I summoned the guardians, the six clephants,

Tothe Are de Triomphe and they took up their stance
That night towards eleven on the Avenue de Wagram.

‘They eyed me, swaying slightly. I said to them:
‘When 1left her in your protection

Iordered you to trample anyone

She made complaint about to strawberry jam.

They stood in silence til the largest beast
Lifting his trunk, malignly slowly
Pointed, trumpeting, to the guilty party: me.

Like thunder all six charged. 1 led. So chased
To the post office and squinting frightened through
‘The window I wrote the letter I owed you.
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Atnight, by the hedge they hung the washing on ...

By the stream in the wood, you were standing, wilderness ...
In the small wooden bed, under the bronze likeness ...

On a Swedish bed in the workroom just begun

Drying ... On the hillside, at a steep angle ...

Behind the cupboard by the window in the writing room ...
At the inn, the oil stove stank ... In that same

Storage corner of the writing room, postprandial ...

Excited by pianos in the monastery ...
Purnished; you threw the key down from the balcony ..
In that hotel - in one room, in both rooms ...

In the Motherland of the Proletariat ... All times

Of day, all times of night... Occasions
In at least four countries and in all four seasons.

(Stefin commented: “You forgot tat time in the car)
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Hesitant, lifting the black receiver, so

Much fear was in me I had no delight

In the word ‘cured”. It was not till night
Ivowed Id send you a dream and a laudatio.

This s the dream: when you step into the daylight
Our guardian beasts shall bow their heads to you
And raise them trumpeting the respect you'e due
For such conspicuous valour in a mortal fight.

Praised be whoever won't cast down the burden
That she was charged with though the ground give under her!
The greatest victory: the one that seemed beyond her!

‘The smallest whitest beast shall give you thanks for this
That you by courage and by canniness
Saved us the fighter and the good woman.
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