Ha én rózsa volnék, nem csak egyszer nyilnék Minden évben négyszer virágba

borulnék Nyilnék a fiunak, nyilnék én a lánynak Az igaz szerelemnek, és az

elmulásnak.

Ha én kapu volnék, mindig nyitva állnék

Akárhonnan jönne, bárkit beengednék.

Nem kérdezném t?le: Hát téged ki küldött?

Akkor lennék boldog, ha mindenki eljön.

Ha én ablak volnék, akkora nagy lennék,

Hogy az egész világ láthatóvá váljék.

Megért? szemekkel átnéznének rajtam,

Akkor lennék boldog, ha mindent megmutattam.

Ha én utca volnék, mindig tiszta lennék.

Minden áldott este, fénybe megfürödnék.

És ha engem egyszer, lánckerék taposna,

Alatta a föld is, sírva beomolna.

Ha én zászló volnék, soha sem lobognék,

Minden féle szélnek haragosa volnék.

Akkor lennék boldog, ha kifeszítenének,

S nem lennék játéka mindenféle szélnek.

A rose I’d be not once to bloom but ev’ry year four times to show to boys

and girls the truth I know that loves defines, defies the tomb.  

But if I were a door then I would always stand ajar,and whosoever came

within I’d readily admit;  I wouldn’t ask him who or what had sent him from

afar,but only I’d be happy now that ev’ryone was met.  

And then I’d be a window of such enormous size, the whole wide world would

look at me with undivided eyes;  I’d feel their smiling faces as they see me

through and through and then I’d too be happy that the truth was all to

view.

Perhaps I’d be a street and ev’ry day so clean and ev’ry ev’ning bathed in

light;  and if I ever felt the tank tracks ’ tread the weeping earth would

open up and hide me from their sight.

But if I were a flag, then I would never want to fly, the winds of all the

world would surely be my foes;  but I will not become the plaything of those

winds of hell, I’ll just be glad when people spread me out and show me to

the sky.

If I were a rose, I would not open only once I would burst into flower four

times every year

I would open to the boys, I would open to the girls, To true love and to

mortality.

If I were a gate, I would stay open all the time,  I would let in everybody,

wherever he came from, I wouldn’t ask “who sent you?”   I’d just be happy,

if everyone came to see me.  If I were a window, I’d be so big That I’d

become visible to the whole world.  They’d look through me with

understanding eyes, So I’d be happy that I had revealed everything.  

If I were a street, I’d always be clean, Every blessed evening I’d be bathed

in light. And if ever a “chain-wheel” trampled on me, The earth beneath me

would cave in, sorrowing.  

If I were a flag, I would never want to wave, I would be the enemy of every

kind of the wind.  So I would be happy if I were stretched out And would not

become the plaything of all those winds.

If I were a rose

I would bloom many times a year

If I were a gate, I'd stand open all the time And would refuse entry to no

one.

If I were a window, I'd stay open all the time So everyone could see right

through me And I'd show them everything.

If I were a street, I'd always be clean

And if someday tank treads crushed me

Even the ground beneath me would suffer.

If I were a flag, I wouldn't flutter.

I wouldn't let all sorts of winds use me.

-----------------

If I were a rose I would bloom in every season every year !

If I were a gate, i'd open every day and would welcome everyone  . . .

If I were a window, I'd be SO open that everyone could always see the truth

!

If I were a street, I'd always be clean and clear . . .

And if one day a tank's tread crushed me,  Even the ground underneath would

cry !

If I were a flag, I wouldn't flap in the winds of war, i'd only fly in

unfettered freedom's sky.
