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From Reader Review The Selected Poems for online ebook

Patrick Gibson says

...because he is amazing and beautiful. Here's why:

"Lifeisnot adream. Careful! Careful! Careful!

Wefall down the stairsin order to eat the moist earth

or we climb to the knife edge of the snow with the voices of the dead dahlias.
But forgetfulness does not exist, dreams do not exist;

flesh exists. Kisses tie our mouths

in athicket of new veins,

and whoever his pain pains will feel that pain forever

and whoever is afraid of death will carry it on his shoulders.”

Ala'a Ahmed says

The Silence

Listen, My Child, to the Silence.

an Undulating Silence,

aSilence

That turns Valleys and echoes Slippery,
Bends foreheads

Toward the Ground.

Khaled Awad says
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Alberto says

Lorca's poetry should be read aloud, in Spanish, perhapsin a smoky Tablao with full flamenco
accompaniment. This edition is good in that the English trand ation appears opposite the original. And they're
pretty good at conveying the mystery and passion of Lorca's beloved Andalucia. The selection is a decent
display of Lorca's experiments in the region's poetic traditions. But ultimately, it's almost like watching black
and white TV after you've experienced high definition color.

Even if you don't understand Spanish, try to experience areading - you can hear Lorcas mastery of his
language. For example, in "Cancion del jinete," the words gallop along just as urgently as the poems lone
rider, dark except for the moon at his shoulder.

Kyriakos Sorokkou says

Y s la muerte esla muerte,
Jqué sera de los poetas

y de las cosas dormidas

gue ya nadie las recuerda?

* % *

If death is death,

what then of poets

and the hibernating things
no one remembers? oeA. 2-3

Anincredible collection. An instant five stars rating.

AuTt?n vT?poxn dYAwaoarn 7xdoon tn¢ oelp?c Oxford World Classics, TEpI?XEl TA KAAPTEPO ATE? TA
TIOI 2U0TA TOL HEY?AoL loTavo? ToiNT? Pedep?ko MKapb?2a A?pKa.

AUT? TIOL KVEL AUT? TN CUAAOY? T?00 ATIOAQUGCTIK? €01 TIOL LTI?PXEl TO TID?NUA OTNV APICTEP?
OeA?00 GTO TIPWI?TUTIO IOTIIVIK?, KO OTA OEE1? N ayYAIK? LET2Ppaan.

O1 LTTPAOITEEG CUAAOY?G PE TIPPAANAC KEPUEVA €Vl TO TOI2u0Ta ToL KaB2pn pe Top?AAnAo



EAANVIK? KE?2UEVO, PAvep Map?a P?AKE Je TPZAANAO YEPUAVIK?, PEUTT? UE YOAALK?, T?BOVAAOG PE
AOTIVIK? KOl 7AAQL.

AULT? ?T0V N TP?TN EOP? TL A ?7BACA K?TI OTA IOTVIK? TTVW aT1? 1 0eA?da. Map?Ao Touv €?2Xa T'
OVWALK? 3?mAa 31 2B 00 KAl TO ICTAVIK? 2101 VI 700 EUTINO?TICN TO AEEIAA ? WOV OTa |OTIOVIK?.

Tienen gotas de rocio

las alas del ruisefior,

gotas clarasdela luna

cuajadas por suilusion

* k%

OPOCOCTOA?OEC

oe @rep? andovio?

KOB?pIEC OTAY?VEC geYYapLO?
OXNUATIOU?VEG ATT AUTATE?TN OEA. 6-7

AUT? 1N CUAAOY? TEPI ?XEL TIOI2UOTA OTT? TO 1918 pu?xpt 10 1936 pe Tu0 WwoT? 10V OpV0o[¢] yia Tov
IWw?2010 ZV101€0 MEX?0¢ TO OTID?0 PETO@P?0TNKE aT? TOV N2KO K?T00 KOl PUEAOTIOI 70N KE Tr? TOV
2TA7p0 =0 pxXKO.

j Qué gran torero en la plazal
jQué gran serrano en la sierral
j Qué blando con las espigas!

j Qué duro con las espuelas!

i Quétierno con € rocio!

i Qué deslumbrante en la ferial
i Qué tremendo con las Ultimas
banderillas de tinieblal

Ti Tavpou?xog otnv ap?va!

T Bp?x0¢ VW ot Fouv?!

Ti aTA?C U T'?2ypla oT?xval

T duvaT?¢ pe Ta oTupovial

T TPLEP?C e TNV dpoal?!

Ti AaputeEp?¢ ota Tavny?plal

T1 TPOUEP?C LE TIC OTEPV?C

Tou oKOTOdI0? TIC UTIIVTEP?ALEC! OEA. 162

MapaiaBnoioy?vog Taupop?xog ZaABad?p NTaAl
2tav wpa 20 KTANEN ?tav avakAva 2t 0 A?pka ypade Kal 21 Tol2u0ta oto FoAIKIOK?,
YA?000 TIOU JIALZTaL oTnv FOAIK?0 TNG IoTv?20¢ KAl €0l o0V Y2eUPO JETAE? TV [OTIIVIKY KAl

TV MOoPTOYOAIK .

Pol-a testa de Galicia
xa ven salaiando a i-alba.



A Virxen mira pra o mar
dend'a porta da slla casa.

KUKA?vEL TNV 2kpn TN FaAIK?a(
TPEUOUAIACT? OU?XAN £07.

AT 10 EWTT?PTI NG

n Mavay? aywavie?el mpog tn 8?Aacod

KaA? eal va onUEI?0w ?T1 T TOI7U0TA TIOU CUUTEPIAGUBVOVTAL 0" aLT?TO PIBA?0 TRIPUVA OTE?
TN cLAAOY? MolNT?¢ otn N?a Y ?pKn ?X0UV VTOVEC COUPEAAIOTIK?C EIKVEC KAl TINPACOT?0ELC,
SZNUEIWT?0V 211 0 A?pKO 2TV KOA?C OPAOC PE TOV PEY?A0 O0UPEAAIOT? {wyp?2Po ZoABad?p NTaA?.

El rey de Harlem
Con una cuchara
arrancaba los ojos a los cocodrilos
y golpeaba €l trasero de los monos.
Con una cuchara.

M' 2va KOUT?AL

TI?PE L?2TIA KPOKOBE?A WV

KOl XT?TNOE Twv T187Kwv Ta oT?061a
1 2va KOUT?AL.

AlapB?ovtac aut? 10 BIBA?0 UTOP? va T PE BEPal ?tnNTa 2Tl 0 A?PKO €VAL ATT? TOUC AYATI UV 0UG
OV TOINT?G KAl OPOOTOLPYO?C.

O A?pKO €01 TIO WWOT?C W 0 CLYYPAP?AC TOL MATWUAOUL [ 2UoV, AAA? TIC HEYPAEC TOU
TPOYWO?EC TIC ypae U?AIC TN dekaeT?a Tou 30. ATT? T0 1918 pu?2xpl 10 (?D1K0) T?A0¢ TN {Ww?¢ TOL
APO@E TOL2UATOA, OBOV-YKAPVT, GOLPEAAICTIK?, BpV0OUE, TOIYYNIKO TPAY0o?dla, 0oV ?Td,
KOUKAOB?0TPO Kal TIOAA? PAAQL.

Mey?An arouc?a n Q38? otov ZaABavt?p NTOA?

Q ZaABad?p NTAA?, UE TN @WV? COL TIOU 'Val EAdLoypa@?a!

A&V ETIIV? TNV ATEA? GOUL TIVEAL? 0OV £?000VV 2@NBo¢

0?TE TO XP?1A OOUL TIOU ?A0 PAEPT?PEL ATIOXP?CEIC TOU KALPO? GO,
TANV QVUV? TOUG @?BOVC GOV UEC OTNV TETEPOCHU VN LWV ?TNTO.

Znue?won: EKt?¢ am? tnv Q&7 PAeg 01 LTTPAOITEG PETAPP?0EI G 6F6-F2dE VAL dIK?C LOU.

Ayop?ote 10! AToOAQ?0TE TO!

Jonfaith says

| have lost myself in the sea many tunes



with my ear full of freshly cut flowers,

with my tongue full of love awl agony.

| have lost myself in the sea many times

as| lose myself in the heart of certain children.

It has been a meandering weekend, laden with thoughts on consciousness and narrative, These thoughts led
to acertain brooding. Most of the selected work here appeared lighter, odes to tranquility and affection. My
soul wasn't overly callous for such but neither did it bloom.

These clipped lines embrace Spain's M oorish past. Not the Caliphate but traditions of poetry which rolled
across deserts and seas. There were troubadours of the moment who found hope in the scent of flowers.
Unfortunately the same tide of history which propels those sentiments brought something ugly his way.

Khashayar Mohammadi says

Vivid, lyrical and imaginative. A handful of breathtaking poems hide withing this fantastic collection of
poems, along with their Spanish original.

Negar sabet says
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I men Benyoub says

Autumn Song

Today in my heart
avague trembling of stars,
but my way islost

in the soul of the mist.
Light lops my wings.

The hurt of my sadness
moistens memories

in thought’ s fountain.

All roses are white,

white asmy pain,

white only when

snow’ s fallen on them.

Earlier they wore a rainbow.
Snow’s also falling on the soul.
The soul’ s snow is kissed

by flakes and scenes

lost before in the shadow

or the light of the person thinking.
Snow falls from roses,

but remains on the soul,

and the year’ sthick needle
makes a shroud of them.

Will the snow melt

when death claims us?

Or will there be more snow
and more perfect roses?

Will we know peace
as Christ promises?




metaphor says

In the meadow
my heart danced

(acypress shadow
on the wind)

and atree unplaited
the dew breeze.
Breeze,

silver to the touch!

| said: do you remember?
(The star

the rose

do not concern me.)
Remember?

Lost language!

Language

without horizons!

Remember?

In the meadow
my heart danced

(acypress shadow
on the wind).

vi macdonald says

Y ou know what's wrong with the poems of Federico Garcia Lorca?
Nothing. Absolutely nothing.

| loved this selection so much that | immediately went out and bought a volume of his complete works
because | needed more - | just couldn't get enough of the guy.

George Ballin says

Lorca might be the most inspiring writer that 1" ve ever read. This collection iswell trandated and features
some of his best/best known poetic works. Everyone interested in poetry should have read Lorcaand | think



this might be a good starting point. He"s more a magician than a poet to me.

Michael Finocchiaro says

One of Spain's greatest 20th century poets cut down in his prime by a homophobic Nazi regime, his work
lives on as a testament to his aged soul and his delicate pen.

Ahmad Sharabiani says

The Selected Poems of Federico Garcia-Lorca, Federico Garcia Lorca
Lorcas poetry is steeped in the land, climate, and folklore of his native Andalusia, though he writes
memorably of New Y ork and Cuba too.

Chozen Pazoki says
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Marwa Eletriby says

Dan Arama says

"The ?rst time
| didn’t know you.
The second time | did.

Tell me
if theair tellsyou so.

One sharp morning

| grew sad

and was seized

by the impulse to laugh.

| didn’t know you.
But you knew me.
Yes| knew you.
You didn’t know me.

Now a month stretches
between us two,

no feeling,

like a screen of grey days.

The Zrst time
| didn’t know you.

The second time | did."

There are not many things in thisworld so natural and beautiful like Lorca's poetry.

Anastag a Kostic says

U po?etku mi se nisu dopale pesme, aonda sam naletelanaovu i jos par pesamai oduSevila sam se.

Crni suim konji



Crne potkovice
NaogrtaZimasijaju
mrlje mstilai voska
Nose, zato ne pla?u
lobanje od olova.

Sa duSom crnom kao lak
idu drumom.

Pogureni i 2utljivi,
kuda pro?u , nare?uju
?utanje tamne gume

i strah finog peska.

Idu kad im se prohte

i uglavi kriju

nejasnu astronomiju
nekonkretnih revolvera.

O ciganski grade!

Na uglovima zastave.
Meseci tikva
saslatkim od visanja.

O ciganski grade!
Kotejevideo
anese?ate se?

Grade bolai mo3usa
satornjevimaod vanile.
Kada bi doSlano?,

oh, kakva no?, no?na no?,
Cigani su u kova?icama
kovali suncei strele.
Jedan smrtno ranjen konj
Zvao je nasvim vratima.




