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Tell him [The Angel] things… “Will 
us to change them completely, in 

our invisible hearts/ into… us! 
Whoever, in the end, we are.  

(Rilke 9th Elegy)



Rilke’s “The Swan” 

https://youtu.be/KXFby6TEwZk 
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This clumsy living that moves lumbering  
as if in ropes through what is not done, 
reminds us of the awkward way the swan walks.
And to die, which is a letting go  
of the ground we stand on and cling to every day, 
is like the swan when he nervously lets himself down
into the water, which receives him gaily 
and which flows joyfully under 
and after him, wave after wave, 
while the swan, unmoving and marvelously calm, 
is pleased to be carried, each minute more fully grown, 
more like a king, composed, farther and farther on.
translated by Robert Bly

https://youtu.be/KXFby6TEwZk


The Ninth Elegy  
 

The Ninth Elegy opens with the question why we might not live as laurel? Why cannot we 
accept life as we find it and constantly search for other ways and choose to interfere with 

Destiny itself? The experience of mortal life is indisputable and our place unique and 
necessary to the whole. We cling to life, unwilling to part with any one thing but unsure of 

what, if anything, we can take with us into that 'other realm'. The poet knows human 
experience would have no voice there. Here is the time of the utterable, to name and give 
awareness to things which we, the most transient, have created as part of our experience 
and have given hope that in us, in our hearts, they can be transformed and saved. Even 
Earth seems to carry the secret wish to be invisible in us and in his ecstatic adoration, for 

a brief moment, the poet takes on the Angel's mantle of permanence. 

Tell him [The Angel] things… “Will us to 
change them completely, in our invisible 

hearts/ into… us! Whoever, in the end, we 
are. (9th Elegy)



SONNET 146 

Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth,  
Feeding these rebel powers that thee array,  
Why dost thou pine within and suffer dearth, 
Painting thy outward walls so costly gay? 
Why so large cost, having so short a lease,  
Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend? 
Shall worms, inheritors of this excess,  
Eat up thy charge? is this thy body's end? 
Then, soul, live thou upon thy servant's loss, 
And let that pine to aggravate thy store; 
Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross; 
Within be fed, without be rich no more:  
   So shalt thou feed on death, that feeds on men, 
   And, death once dead, there's no more dying then. 

W. Shakespeare  



•  

The Duino Elegies 
The Task of Transformation 
Q.3

November 1925: We of the present are never satisfied by the world of time… transience 
everywhere plunges into the depths of being… it is our task to print this temporal, perishable 

earth so painfully, passionately and deeply into ourselves, that its essence is resurrected again, 
invisibly, within us… the Elegies show this, the work of endlessly converting the visible, 
tangible world we love into the invisible vibrations and tremors of our own nature….”

We are the bees of the invisible. 
We wildly collect the honey of 
the invisible, to store it in the 

great golden hives of the 
invisible. 



The Duino Elegies 
Die Duino Elegien (1912-1922)

https://youtu.be/vPX_H5lb0sk 

Wenn es nur einmal so ganz stille wäre. 
Wenn das Zufällige und Ungefähre  
verstummte und das nachbarliche Lachen, 
wenn das Geräusch, das meine Sinne machen, 
mich nicht so sehr verhinderte am Wachen -

Dann könnte ich in einem tausendfachen  
Gedanken bis an deinen Rand dich denken  
und dich besitzen (nur ein Lächeln lang), 
um dich an alles Leben zu verschenken  
wie einen Dank.

https://youtu.be/vPX_H5lb0sk


Duino 
Elegy 9

Q.4-14



Duino 
Elegy 9

Q.15



Duino 
Elegy 9



Merton on Duino 
Ch 10: God Speaks to Each of us: The Poetry and Letters of Rainer Maria 

Rilke Amazon Audible.

Sonnets to Orpheus XXI First Part

Frühling ist wiedergekommen. Die Erde

Frühling ist wiedergekommen. Die Erde
ist wie ein Kind, das Gedichte weiß;
viele, o viele .... Für die Beschwerde
langen Lernens bekommt sie den Preis.

Streng war ihr Lehrer. Wir mochten das Weiße
an dem Barte des alten Manns.
Nun, wie das Grüne, das Blaue heiße,
dürfen wir fragen: sie kanns, sie kanns!

Erde, die frei hat, du glückliche, spiele
nun mit den Kindern. Wir wollen dich fangen,
fröhliche Erde. Dem Frohsten gelingts.

O, was der Lehrer sie lehrte, das Viele,
und was gedruckt steht in Wurzeln und langen
schwierigen Stämmen: sie singts, sie singts!

Spring has again returned. The Earth  
is like a child that knows many poems, 
many, o so many . . . . For the hardship 
of such long learning she receives the prize.  
 
Strict was her teacher. The white 
in the old man's beard pleases us. 
Now, what to call green, to call blue,  
we dare to ask: she knows, she knows! 
 
Earth, now free, you happy one, play  
with the children. We want to catch you, 
joyful Earth. Only the most joyful can do it. 
 
O, what her teacher taught her, such plenitude, 
and that which is pressed into roots and long 
heavy, twisted trunks: she sings, she sings!  


