THE ALBATROSS

Often, to amuse themselves, the men of the crew
Often the idle mariners at sea

Often, for their amusement, sailors catch albatross,

Catch those great birds of the sea, the albatrosses,

Catch albatrosses, vast birds of the deep,

Those vast birds of the seas,

Lazy companions of the voyage, who follow

Companions which follow lazily

Indolent companions of their voyages,

The ship that slips through bitter gulfs.

Across the bitter gulfs the gliding ship.

That follow the ship gliding across the bitter depths.

Hardly have they put them on the deck,

They’re scarcely set on deck, these heavenly kings,

No sooner have the sailors stretched them out on the deck

Than these kings of the skies, awkward and ashamed,

Before, clumsy, abashed, and full of shame,

Than those kings of the azure, awkward and ashamed,

Piteously let their great white wings

They piteously let their great white wings

Let their long white wings

Draggle like oars beside them.

Beside them drag, oar-like, and halt and lame.

Trail painfully by their side, like oars.

This winged traveller, how weak he becomes and slack!

See this winged traveller, so awkward, weak!

How ungainly, how contemptible the winged traveller becomes,

He who of late was so beautiful, how comical and ugly!

He was so fine: how droll and ugly now!

How laughable and graceless, he who but a moment ago was so full of beauty.
Someone teases his beak with a branding iron,

One sailor sticks a cutty in his beak,

A sailor teases his beak with a pipe;

Another mimics, limping, the crippled flyer!

Another limps to mock the bird that flew!

Another drags his foot to mimic the cripple who once soared through the air.

The Poet is like the prince of the clouds,

The Poet’s like the monarch of the clouds

The Poet shares the fate of this prince of the clouds,

Haunting the tempest and laughing at the archer;

Who haunts the tempest, scorns the bows and slings;

Who rejoices in the tempest, mocking the archer below;

Exiled on earth amongst the shouting people,

Exiled on earth amid the shouting crowds,

Exiled on earth, an object of scorn,

His giant’s wings hinder him from walking.

He cannot walk, for he has giant’s wings.

His giant wings impede him as he walks.

CHARLES BAUDELAIRE translated three times.

