L
COLUR - By COUNTEE CULEN
Simon the Cyrenian Speaks
He never spoke a word tp me,
And yet He called my name;
He never gave a sign to me,
And yet I knew and came. <>
At first I said, "I will not bear
His cross upon my back;
He only seeks to place it there
Because my skin is black."
But He was dying for a dream,
And He was very meek,
And in His eyes there shone a dfédn gleaw
Men journey far to seek. <:;£i}>

It was Himself my pity bought;
I did for Christ alone

What all of Rome could not have ught
With bruise of lash or stopne.

r ,
Cirenei Simon beszel

Egy szél sem szélt hoz ’n g;Za.
Es hallottam npevem
Egyszer sem lattam

megis ismerem.

"

Szoltam elobb: - on
heresztjet nem viszem;
Csuphn azert tenne r )
Amert sotet inem.,

megfogott;
t meg, amit velem
Réma sem tudott.
i ’
KOZMA DEZSO forditasa

April 24, 1966

e very fortunate to have such fine piece of work of literature
to us as this #ne - both halves of it - and I consider it a great
for me that you have helped. me place the two halves side by side.

With deep sincerity, //



