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Sara says

| am not a big fan of poetry. My book club challenge was to read apoem. | did enjoy it, just not my style of
reading. | thought it was interesting that the longest poem was about his dead dog.

Brendon says

This collection of poetry was one of the eight unpublished manuscripts found in Pablo Neruda s home after
he passed away in 1973. | have mixed feelings about manuscripts published posthumously. Were we (the
public) ever suppose to see these writings? Were these writings so private Neruda never planned to share
them? These are questions we will never have the answers to but we do have wide access to these
manuscripts. | read this collection of poetry almost exactly two years ago when | still lived in Sesttle, WA.
Now living near Boston, MA, | picked up this collection of poetry, both in English and in Spanish (side by
side) to experience the intimate words of Neruda, as he talks about love, solitude, nature, politics, passions,
and home. Aswith any trangation, | am skeptical that the true feeling and meaning made it through the
translation process —in particular poetry. Despite what might have been lost, Winter Garden is a beautiful
collection, full of deep and meaningful poems. | found it challenging to write about the entire collection and
I have finally landed on talking briefly about the poems that stood out to me.

The collection opens with The Egoist. As one of the longer poems in the collection, Neruda talks about (in
my interpretation) isolation in terms of a garden and of winter. He asks powerful questions like, “What can |
doif...the thorn guided me to the pain of so many others?’ and “Should | beg forgiveness for this winter?”’
For me, this framed where Neruda was coming from when writing these poems and invites the reader in the
sharein his experiences and to struggle with the same questions.

Guatama Christ
This poem was the next in the collection that | found powerful. In this poem, Neruda talks of religion and



atrocities. To me, it seems like Neruda was writing about how the names of the saviors have been used and
overused and leaned upon and not fully understood. Y et, those names are still revered and still lifted up.

The Ocean Calls

The ocean was a common theme in Neruda s work. In this poem, he uses the ocean as a metaphor for
liberation and talks about his current state about being a shut in and not being able to visit the ocean in his
motherland. When reading this poem, it seems to me he was far away from home without a means to come
back (most likely in France). Neruda even talks about the seawhere heis as the “unknown sea,” but it is not
the same for him. | think the metaphor is a powerful one, exploring the depths of liberation and home.

Bird

This poem made me laugh. An elegant bird in Normandy discovers Neruda and is enamored, scared,
nervous, and questioning about what this gigantic creature is. The bird is determined to figure out this
mystery which is Neruda, until the bird sees a grain or worm and hops away, abandoning the mystery of this
human. This poem had a different feel and stood out to me, not just as an observation of abird, but asa
statement about abandoning the questioning of mysteries.

A Dog Has Died

This poem on the surface is about Neruda' s dog who passed away. Neruda writes from a place of reflection
about hisdog'slife and also from the inevitability of death. The poem is not about grief but about a
celebration of life for acompanion that served Neruda unconditionally. Neruda ends the poem with a direct
statement of finality: “He has gone and | buried him, and that was all.”

Finally the collection closes with The Sar. In my opinion, this was the perfect short poem to provide closure.
Powerful, layered with meaning, using the ocean and coast as powerful metaphors. After | finished The Sar,
| felt a sense of loss but also peace. Overall, | thought Pablo Neruda' s writing was abstracted, relying on
nature to convey his fedings and experiences. There were many poems | did not talk about in this review;
However, | enjoyed the experience of my second reading of this collection and | definitely have my favorite
poems | keep coming back to.

Final Rating: 4.2/5

Elaine says

Pablo Nerudais one of my favorite poets of al time, and there were many linesin 'Winter Garden' that
imprinted onto my memory:

From the titular poem, 'Winter Garden:'

"Winter arrives ... | am abook of snow, a spacious hand, an open meadow, a circle that waits, | belong to the
earth and itswinter ... | knew the rose would fall and the pit of the passing peach would sleep and germinate
once more, and | got drunk on the air until the whole sea became the night and the red sky turned to ash ...
Now the earth lives numbing its oldest questions, the skin of its silence stretched out. Once more | am the
silent one who came out of the distance wrapped in cold rain and bells. | owe to earth’'s pure death the will to
sprout.”

There's one that is beyond perfect for any time you need to offer asincere apology: "Many Thanks," which



ends with, 'With these excuses for my absence | beg forgiveness for my ways."

And there's one that would be beautiful to read at the small funeral service of abeloved pet dog: "A Dog Has
Died," which ends with, 'He has gone and | buried him, and that was all."

There's a perfect poet's pleafor forgiveness, as he tries to capture all the human sentiment but of course,
inevitably, fails while simultaneously succeeding: "For All To Know"

And of course there are myriad others that would be perfect to read while sitting by the sea, or camping, or
hiking, or traveling to beautiful placesin the world just to bein nature.

Francisco Paniagua says

Uno de los poemarios postumos de Neruda, "Jardin de invierno" combinala sétira, la solemnidad bucdlica, 1a
melancoliay el tono irénico del Neruda de la Ultima etapa. Un libro que sin llegar a centenar de paginas es
imperdible.

¢Mi poemafavorito de este libro? "Un perro ha muerto”.

Szplug says

A brief suite of poems from the incomparable Neruda - perhaps the greatest Spanish language poet of the
twentieth century - sharing atheme of the regenerative powers of nature upon the burdens of the soul.
Spectral loves and the ghosts of pain and loss that haunt us lurk in the misty visions conjured forth from the
Chilean's lyrical pen:

| am keeping the name of a woman

| barely knew locked up; it'sin a box,

and now and then | pick out the syllables
that are rusted and creak like rickety pianos:
soon those trees come out, and then therain,
the jasmine, the long victorious braids

of a woman now without a body, lost,
drowned intime asin a slow lake:

there her eyes went out like coals.

Nevertheless, thereisin dissolution
the sweet scent of death, buried arteries,
or simply a life among other lives.

It smells good to turn our face
only in the direction of purity:

to feel the pulse of the raining sky
of our diminished youth:

to twirl aring in the emptiness,



to cry out to heaven.

| regret not having time for my lives,

even for the dightest thing, the souvenir left in a compartment
of atrain, in a bedroomor at the brewery,

like an umbrella left therein the rain:

perhaps these are the imperceptible lips

that speak like the cadence of the sudden

sea, in a careless moment on the road.

For that reason, Irene or Rose, Mary or Leonore,

empty boxes, dry flowers pressed in a book,

they call out fromtheir lonely corners

and we need to open them, to hear the one without a voice,
to see those things that do not exist.

Amy says

Pablo Neruda has some pretty big achievements. Chile's ambassador to France, a Nobel Prize for Literature,
and this particular title receiving Bloomsbury's Book of the Y ear. Hislife could never be described as
dull...he's certainly not your stereotypical poet, pale and anguished, hidden away and perfecting his verse.
Nerudawas out and active in life. A Chilean Senator, various worldwide diplomatic assignments, plus a
commentator on the activitiesin Chilean palitics....he was never till.

This beautiful collection, trandated by William O'Daly, was written shortly before his death. In fact, several
manuscripts were found on his desk after he died of cancer in 1973. The trandlator notes in the introduction
that Chile was always his beloved home, one that he thought of in any other location he found himself. This
fitswith what Neruda saysin "Many Thanks': "Why do | live exiled from the shine of the oranges?"

He knew he was dying but never does he descend into self-pity or maudlin reveries. He acknowledges the
big life heled, and in hisfinal days he wants to simply meditate, focus on the simpler things (like a bird that
approaches him as he sits outside alone), and retrieve the fondest of his memories.

In "Modestly", he uses aplay on the words 'see’ and 'sea’:
Without doubt | praise the wild excellence,

the old-fashioned reverence, the natural see,

the economy of sublime truths that cling

to rock upon rock in succeeding generations,

like certain mollusks who conquered the sea.

He shows some humor in "For All to Know", when he acknowledges that he's sometimes asked why he
didn't write about some significant events. His response:

"I didn't have enough time or ink for everyone....I didn't decipher it, | couldn't grasp each and every meaning:
| ask forgiveness from anyone not here."

The most poignant poem of al is"In Memory of Manuel and Benjamin", two close friends of his, who



unimaginably die on the same day by accidents. Nerudais genuinely perplexed at the loss: both were friends
but they couldn't have been more different and while words were his voice, he finds it difficult to compose
anything to make sense of it:

| loved my two contrary friends

who, with their silence, left me speechless
without knowing what to think or say.

So much searching under the skin

and so much walking among souls and roots
hour by hour so much pecking at paper.

Even if they didn't have the time to grow tired,
now quiet and finally solemn,

they enter, pressed together, the vast silence
that will lowly grind down their frames.

Tears were never invented for those men.
Given hisimpending death, late in life, it's easy to see how pained Nerudawas. This collection features
many personal thoughts, among them his eager wish not to be praised or to receive accoladesin his late days.

He wants to watch water through windows and see the sunrise. He's gracious and brave.

This book is part of aseries by Copper Canyon Press of Neruda's works, translated by O'Daly from the
Spanish (which is till featured in the left facing pages).

Ahmad Sharabiani says

El jardin del invierno = Winter Garden (Copper Canyon Press, 1987, 2002) (translated by James Nolan),
Pablo Neruda

Pablo Neruda was the pen name and, later, legal name of the Chilean poet-diplomat and politician Ricardo
Eliécer Neftali Reyes Basoalto (July 12, 1904 — September 23, 1973). He derived his pen name from the
Czech poet Jan Neruda. Pablo Neruda won the Nobel Prize for Literaturein 1971.
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Nathan Albright says

| am no stranger to reading poems [1], and this is the second book of the poet'sthat | haveread. This
particular book was posthumously published from a written manuscript of the poet's after he died of cancer
as his nation's | eftist government was soon to be overthrown. Given that the poet was Chile's ambassador to
France at the time, and was in exile from his beloved Isla Negra, this book is taken as a book that expresses a



feeling of exile and silence and an awareness of his approaching death. It istherefore an instructive case of
what a poet thinks about and reflects about as the time of his end rapidly approaches. Most writers can be
expected to show their natures in the face of death, and this book has a feeling of late autumn and
approaching winter that shows the author bravely facing his death and demise, if without as much hope as
one would expect. Thereis a genuine sense of beauty and melancholy with these works, and that makes this
adecent book of poetry to read, despite the gulf that separates the worldview of the author and | on a great
many subjects.

This particular book is a short one written as a diglot with the poet's native Chilean Spanish on the left and
the English trandation on theright. Overall there are twenty poems that take up about 70 pages or so. As
might be expected for a poet who felt most at home on a quiet and somewhat remote island, a great deal of
this poem reflects on nature--the ocean, birch trees, a beloved but dead dog that is dealt with strikingly
unsentimentally, as well asimages of forests and the titular winter garden. Even when the author talks about
something as joyful as homecoming he strikes a mournful tone: "I am aman of so many homecomings/ that
form acluster of betrayals/ and again, | leave on afrightening voyage / in which | travel and never arrive
anywhere: / my single journey isahomecoming (41)." These are not happy poems, and the author appears
to write them without any sort of hope in an afterlife or a better life afterwards. He even seems to anticipate
that his death will be atime of eating because of the various organisms that will feed off of his decaying
body. It isan atogether gloomy and dark collection of works.

Of course, Pablo Neruda being who heis, he could not resist afew political comments that detract from the
quality of thiswork because they remind the reader that the poet has an uncongenia political worldview, as
when he speaks about Nixon and shows his spleen. One wonders whether the poet, and those who publish
and market hisworks, are aware that not everyone is friendly to the leftist viewpoint of the author and who
find the poet's stridency off-putting. Perhaps people are used to being in an echo chamber where they do not
have to face the withering criticism of those who have different views of the world and for whom a poet like
this can be enjoyed and appreciated only with a sense of caution and wariness because of the awareness that
the poetical and the political are never too far apart when it comes to many writers, myself included. Asthis
writer is one whose political viewpoint is unworthy of a great deal of respect or praise, and as he appears to
have no faith in resurrection or a better world to come, this book is a gloomy example of the poetry of those
who write without hope.

[1] See, for example:
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