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The Shadow
Francesc Parcerisas 

I am the shadow that follows the year,
The year of the light or of false shadows,
The year that illuminates the days of forgiveness.
Now it lightly rains at the entrance to the subway
And the shells are full of silences,
Or full of screams.  Autumn has passed,
Spring rejoices, within the lines,
Like the helpless hand of a child
Who lives in a language they are stealing from him.
We don’t write to save ourselves,
Or to save it.  Day and darkness sleep
At the bottom of only one hand, of only one thing.
You save us, language.  Save us or
Tell us how to bury the happiness
Of names—or the pain of names—
Under this vineyard which once was ours.

(Translated by Jordi Torres)

Francesc Parcerisas  (Begues, Barcelona, 1944). Poet, translator, and literary critic, is Professor of translation 
at the UAB (Universitat Autònoma de Barcelona).  His poetic works up until 1983 are collected in the book 
Triomf del present (Triumph of the Present, 1991). His most recent books are L’edat d’or (The Golden Age, 
1983), Focs d’octubre (October Fires, 1992), Natura morta amb nens (Still Life with Children, 2000) and Dos 
dies més de sud (Two More Days of South, 2006).  He defends the idea that modern poetry conveys emotions 
through the singular use of words.  His work has three striking features: reading and translations, the evoca-
tion of love, and evidence of the passing of stages. In his most recent work, Parcerisas seems to have found a 
definitive voice. The poems exude a treasure of wisdom. 


