György Petri
I Loved That Woman Very Much 
(to the memory of C.P. Cavafy) 

That woman, the heroine of my first 

failure in love (my friend's wife), 

I loved very much. From the moment we kissed 
when the room spun as a matchbox does flipped over 

and she slipped gently away, as if swimming. 
As she was when I first saw her and fell in love with her 
in the swimming-pool, just seventeen years old 
(since when, neither I nor my friend have ever 
been there again, to that pool, which was where under water 
we'd kick ageing actors for bad acting 

and would splash, by way of punishment, 
one or two cocksure tenors from the Opera) ... 
Ten years have left on us their... as to what, 
let's not be specific. You dress badly. 

Since then, you see, I've looked out for such things more. 
Or is it perhaps that, aware of 

how dress-conscious you are, I notice more? 


From the moment we kissed 

when the room spun as a matchbox does flipped over, 

I have sometimes doubted whether I still loved you. 
That was two years ago: in the meantime, one way or another, 
a lot's happened. Too much perhaps. Can we, can I 
look back on those torments with a serious view? 

I loved that woman a lot, my friend's wife. 
And in 1967 and '68, in cheap cafes 

and in my sub-let room on the couch's cynical springs, 
with some English books for company, four 

dirt-rotten walls, a museum-piece of a typewriter, 
and her at thirteen in a supercilious photo, 
I knew what it is to be bored. 
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