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Si slisal tudi ti?

Vso noc je tvoj nemir

hodil po mokrih ulicah Lizbone,
cap, cap.

Ob svitu me je prebudila

tiha tozba.

V zarji

je prepevala ptica —

tudi njo je nekaj prebudilo.

Vso noc je, nespecen,
v meni Se naprej hodil
in mize strmel

tvoj nemir.

Zvok se je razlegel

z vdihom oceana sredi naraslih valov.
Si med obracanjem sredi pregibov rjuh

tudi ti slisal ptico?

Did You Hear It Too?

All night long your restlessness
walked the wet streets of Lisbon,
pitter-patter.

A silent moan

woke me at daybreak.

A bird

was singing in the dawn:
something had woken it up too.

All night long your restlessness,
unable to sleep, walked and peered
with eyes closed

inside me.

A sound broke in the ocean’s sigh
amidst the rising waves.

Turning over in the sheets’ folds,
did you hear the bird too?
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Z lastnimi besedami

Rekli so: ne hodi na konec sveta,
kajti tvoja vse daljsa senca te bo prestrasila.
Tam je svet krilatih pitonov,

tamkajsnja zemlja plameni od ognja, ki ga bruhajo.

Ce bos prisel tja, kjer ni ne dneva ne noci,
bos med cakanjem okamnel.

Kakor bi tedaj lastne besede slisal

od nekoga drugega.

Ce bi lahko imel generalko za celotno Zivljenje,
bi v besedilo vnesel nekaj sprememb,

a lastnim besedam ne morem ubezati:

z vraCanjem,

odhajanjem,

ljubljenjem tebe.

Ve¢ dni nisem mogel pisati,

nisem bil v redu.

V tezkih Casih sem Se naprej postajal tezak,
nedovzeten kot Cas,

kot ujet v urni mehanizem,

ponorel zaradi lastnih besed.

In Your Own Words

They said: Don’t go to the end of the Earth
because your lengthening shadow will frighten you.
There it is the world of winged pythons;

the earth there is ablaze with the fire they spit.

If you arrive where it is neither day nor night
you'll be turned into stone while you are waiting.

As if I had heard these words of mine
from somebody else.

If I’d had a full life rehearsal

I’d have made some changes to the text;
but I can’t get away from my own words:
returning;

going aways;

loving you.

But I wasn’t good enough,

I couldn’t write for days.

Living in evil times, I turned evil;
not seeing time passing,

I became imperceptible

as if trapped in clockwork
driven crazy by my own words.
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Po polnoci

Nekje dalec sem uzrl zvezde,
kot sem dale¢ od njih tudi sam.
V tistem hipu so se pokazali —
trenutki migotave preteklosti.
V brezdanjosti temote.

Te ure vso no¢

lovijo jutro.

In ne morem se odlociti:

Ali to zivljenje Zivim prvi¢?

Ali pa ga ponavljam, pozabljam, ko
vsaki¢ podozivljam prvi trenutek diha?

Ali tudi ribe pijejo vodo?

Ali sonce cCuti vrocino?

Ali svetloba vidi temo?

Ali se tudi dez vedno zmoci?

Ali sanje sprasujejo o spanju kot jaz?

Dalec, dale¢ sem hodil,

in ko sem uzrl zvezde, so bile cisto blizu.

After Midnight

I saw the stars far off -

as far as I from them:

in this moment I saw them -

in moments of the twinkling past.
In the boundless depths of darkness,
these hours

hunt the morning through the night.

And I can’t make up my mind:

am [ living this life for the first time?
Or repeating it, forgetting as I live

the first moment of breath every time?

Does the fish too drink water?

Does the sun feel the heat?

Does the light see the dark?

Does the rain too get wet?

Do dreams ask questions about sleep as I do?

[ walked a long, long way
and when I saw, I saw the stars close by.
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Danes je bil ves dan dez
in ti spiral besede z obraza.

Today it rained all day long and the words were
washed away
from your face.
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Barva vode

Pada dez, dan za dnem,
kot bi skusal ocistiti
nase trdovratne madeze,
a zgolj razbarva

to srajco, v kateri je minilo vec letnih casov,

in spomini nanje so se prav tako sprali
z zidov.

To ni poletni dan,

niti jesenski niti zimski:
vCasih se prepoznam,
nato pa pozabim.

Morda po toliksnem dezju
Cez kaksno stoletje ne bo ve¢ nobene barve,

The Colour of Water

Rain falling, day after day,
as if trying to clean off
our permanent stains,

but all it does is discolour
this well-worn shirt,

and wash the memory

of all the passing seasons
from the walls.

This is not summer
nor autumn nor winter:

sometimes I recognize myself,

then forget.

Maybe after so much rain

moja srajca pa bo imela barvo vode. all colour will be washed out
and my shirt then be the colour of water.
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Fotografija

Na obeh straneh gozd, v sredini pot, svetloba in
smer.

Na obeh straneh gozd, glasen smeh, v sredini pot,
tisSina.

Na obeh straneh gozd, vpitje, v sredini pot,
nepremicnost.

Na obeh straneh gozd, potopljen v sanje, v sredini
pot, prosta spanca.

Ta prizor v oceh drhti kot odsev na vodni gladini.
Osupel obraz, ki se sklanja nad njo.

V zaprtih, vlaznih oceh

se razliva svet.

Kot kompas te ljubezen znotraj tebe

popelje na neznano pot

in resnica te osvobodi.

Razpri stisnjene dlani.

Veter se ne more skriti vanje,
tudi svetloba ne.

Zaprle so se v lastno jeco.

The Photograph

Woods on either side: light along the path down the
middle.

Woods on either side and loud laughter: path silent
down the middle.

Woods on either side, and screams: path unmoved
down the middle.

Woods on either side, bathed in dreams: the path
released from sleep.

This vision trembles on the eyes like the mirroring
surface of water.

A face bent over it is startled

at the world shimmering

in those shut, moist eyes:

like a compass, the love inside you

takes you on an unfamiliar path

and the truth releases you.

Open out your clenched palms.
The wind can’t hide inside them,
nor light either.
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Videti Zelim tvoj obraz,
nato pa presenecenje.

They have made their own prison.
I want, suddenly, to see your face:
then to be surprised.

Translated by Bernard O’Donoghue and

Lucy Rosenstein
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Modrooki kos

Ali je prav, da govorim o sebi?

Toliko bo dovolj:

Sem modrooki kos,

moja krila poznajo vse smeri,

moj let je dosegel barvo neba,

med dviganjem v visave sem uzrl tudi temo onstran,

sledil sem usihajo¢im rekam in naras¢ajoc¢im
pusCavam,

osmodilo me je v gorecih gozdovih,

poljubil sem muko, ko se je topila na dezju,

videl sem Zensko, ki je rojevala na drevesu v poplavi,

tolikokrat sem zamenjal telo,

a sem Se vedno modrooki kos.

Ljudje na begu, ki se pred vojno skrivoma

vzpenjajo po nepredvidljivih pobocjih, zastanejo,

ko me zagledajo, presunjeni, da so tako visoko,
tako dalec,

Ceravno zivim v njihovih srcih.

V globokih brazdah njihovih obrazov

se sesuvajo in obnavljajo drzave.

The Blue-Eyed Blackbird

Is it right to speak of myself?

This will do:

I am a blue-eyed blackbird

My wings know all directions

My flight has touched the colour of the sky

When soaring aloft I’ve glimpsed the darkness
beyond

Pve tracked drying rivers and swelling deserts

I’ve been singed in burning forests

I’ve kissed anguish as it melts in the rain

I’ve seen a woman give birth in a tree besieged by
flood

I’ve changed my body so many times

and yet [ am always a blue-eyed blackbird

People in flight from war, in hiding,
climbing steep slopes, stop when they see me
Stunned they are so high, so far,

even though I live in their hearts

In the deep lines of their faces

countries are shattered and rebuilt

19
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Oni pa kupujejo nove kljucavnice, kljuce za nova
nebesa.

Na kaj je mislil Boabdil, ko je Izabeli

izrocal kljuce Alhambre,

ji zasepetal le: Tu so kljuci raja?

Ta neskoncni let brez dneva in brez nodi,

ko sonce vcasih hkrati zaide in vzide.

V mojih oceh je zaklenjena zemljepisna dolzina.
Ob branju dnevnika pesnikovih sanj

izgubljen v megli

padem in se spojim z zemeljskim prahom

in znova se rodi modrooki kos.

Nekdaj puscice, zdaj puske so uperjene vame.
Ne bojim se.

Moja kri se bo pomesala z jesenskim karminom.
Poletel bom spet iz druge drzave,

druge smeri.

Iz vasih besed bom klesal Zivljenje.

Nisem od tega sveta.

Je prav, Ce Se govorim o sebi?

Toliko bo dovolj.

They buy new locks, news keys to new heavens
What did Boabdil think when he handed the keys
of the Alhambra to Isabella,

whispering, ‘Here are the keys to paradise’?

This endless flight with no day and no night
when the sun sets and rises at once
Longitude is locked in my eyes

Reading the diary of a poet’s dreams

lost in fog, I fall

merging with the earth’s dust

a blue-eyed blackbird is born again

Arrows, now guns, are aimed at me

I have no fear

My blood will mingle with the crimson of autumn
I’ll take flight from another country

Another direction

Casting life from your words

[ am not of this world

Is it right to speak more of myself?

This will do
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Pomivalec

Ko sem tiho opazoval, kako blesceca
jutranja svetloba trga goste oblake,
sem pozabil na nebo

in boleco roko.

Ko sem opazoval, kako razlivajoci se odsev
guba vodo,

sem pozabil na svojo starost.

Ko sem opazoval okrvavljene

sence v zibajo¢em zelenju,

sem pozabil na zdajsnjost mrtvih

in pomislil na nekaj drugega.

Ko mesam kosaro oblakov

na sinjem nebu,

se umivam.

The Washerman

Silently watching the morning’s brilliant
light tear the dense clouds

I forgot the sky and

the aching hand

Watching the brimming reflection
wrinkle the water

I forgot my own age

Watching the bloodied

shadows in the swaying greenery
I forgot the nowness of the dead
and turned to something else
Stirring the basket of clouds

into the blue sky

I wash myself

Translated by Lucy Rosenstein
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Druga beseda za to

Vselej drugacne modrine
neba in valov.

Oblak mrmra sanje

pri odprtih oceh.
Kaksen bo torej ta dan,
to oblacilo trenutkov?
Klobcdic volne,

ki plete cas,

boza dremotne kamne.

Verjetno obstaja boljsi nacin,
kako to povedati
kdaj drugic.

Another Word for It

Different blues

in sky and waves.

The cloud hums a dream

of eyes open.

So what will this day be like,
this garment of moments?
The ball of thread

that knits time

taps the sleepy stones.

There may be a better way
to say this
some other day.
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Kartograf

Med vrsticami si ti,
odsoten, a z nekaksno tiho prisotnostjo,

kot je v mimobeznih oblakih odsoten dez.

Odsoten si v vsaki praznini zivljenja.
V vsakem presledku Casa

na teh cestah panike.

Ne gledam skozi nobeno okno,

ne ustavljam se pri nobenih vratih,
ne gledam na uro,

ne slisim nikogarsnjega klica.

V zemljepisu sprememb meja

je moj edini druzabnik strah.

The Cartographer

Between the lines it’s you,

absent, but a silent presence

just as the rain is absent in the passing clouds.
There you are, absent, in every empty space
of life. In every gap of time

on these panic-stricken roads.

I don’t look out any window,

I don’t stop at any door

I don’t watch the clock

I hear no one’s call.

As geography changes its borders,

fear is my sole companion.

Translated by Bernard O’Donoghue and
Lucy Rosenstein
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Zaplata

Gozd se je najprej posusil v meni.

Reka je okamnela.

Nebo je ogolelo.

Zemlja je opuscena.

Sirila se je puscava

in sleherno kapljico posrkala kot pivnik.
Sleherna oblika je zgrmela do korenin,
tam sem bil preckal pesceni most.

Pod nogami se mi je posusil zelen poganjek.

Spomin - takoj ob dotiku — je postal pesek.
Moje stopinje so izginile.

Naokrog se je vrtincil zblaznel vroci zrak
in cefral dah iz mojih pljuc.

Pretekli dnevi so shranjeni v pajcevinah,
v zunanjih ogledalih notranjega sveta.

Upi lezijo naokoli s polomljenimi lopatami.

Prisij zaplato
na raztrgane robove dneva,
da se lahko odprejo kaksna vrata.

A Patch

The forest first dried inside me

The river turned into stone

The sky became barren

The earth fallow

Desert spread

soaking up every drop like blotting paper
Every shape tumbled onto its roots,

I had crossed a sand bridge there

A green shoot dried under my feet

A memory - just touched — became sand
My footprints disappeared

Crazed hot air whirled about
unravelling breath from my lungs

Past days are saved in spider webs

in the outer mirrors of the inner world,
Hopes lie around with broken spades
Sew a patch

on the torn fringes of the day

so that a door may open

29
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To stoletje je zatavalo
na temni stezi Casa.

Odprtih oci vidim
ta svet, vsenaokrog

se besede spreminjajo v prah.

Najprej je v meni
zabucal pesceni vihar.

This century has lost its way
in the dark lane of time

With eyes open I see

this world, all around
words turn into dust
First inside me,

the sand storm has struck

Translated by Lucy Rosenstein
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Pomena ni v besedah

Na dezju susim besede,

dokler nekega dne ne ostane le belina.
Veranda se bles¢i od praznine,

nesem jih nazaj noter.

To so kaplje zivljenja, ki so padle in se razprsile.

Pobiram jih, zlagam in ustvarjam
vzorec, ¢igar pomena ni mo¢ dognati,
brez razloga

se v njih razodeva

padanje listja.

Ob meje vrta

tréi dezni oblak.

Vstopi most, ki je razdvajal
recna bregova,

kot bi zelel nekaj reci.

Po tej cesti navadno potuje zelo malo ljudi.
Na nobenem zemljevidu je ni,
te ceste, ki ne vodi nikamor.

Not What the Words...

I dry out words in the rain

until one day all that is left

is whiteness. The verandah dazzles
with emptiness, so I take them back in.

These are the fallen, scattered shards of life.

I pick them up and fit them all together

to make a pattern whose meaning can’t be made out,
though in autumn

the leaves still fall in their season.

A rainy cloud hits

the edges of the garden,

and a bridge that has held apart
two riverbanks

comes in as if to speak.

As a rule few people travel this road.
It features on no map,
this road that leads nowhere.
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A brz ko med hojo kaj poberem,
se nenadoma pojavi smer: kot se, kadar pade list,
iz tega padanja nekje rodi seme.

But when, out for a walk, I pick something up,
the track appears: just as, when a leaf falls,
a seed somewhere is born out of that falling.

Translated by Bernard O’Donoghue and

Lucy Rosenstein
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Mobhan Rana

(1964, Indija), hindijski pesnik, odrasel v New
Delhiju, ze dolgo zivi v Bathu v Angliji. V poeziji
raziskuje teme identitete, resnice, spominov in narave.
Objavil je osem pesniskih zbirk v hindiju. Sodeloval
je na domacih in tujih pesniskih festivalih Ledbury
(2011), Stanza (2014), Svetovnem knjiznem sejmu v
New Delhiju (2014), Slovenskem knjiznem sejmu v
Ljubljani (2016), angleskem literarnem salonu PEN
na londonskem knjiznem sejmu in festivalu umetnosti
in literature Odisha v Bhubaneswarju (2018). Njegova
poezija je prevedena v $panski, italijanski, norveski,
nemski, hrvaski, beloruski, nepalski in slovenski jezik
ter v marathi.

(1964, India) is a Hindi poet who grew up and
studied in Delhi. Now living for many years in

Bath, England, he has been writing poems exploring
themes of identity, truth, memories, and nature.

He has published eight poetry collections in Hindi.
Rana participated in the Ledbury Poetry Festival
(2011), Stanza International Poetry Festival (2014),
New Delhi World Book Fair (2014), Slovenian Book
Fair Ljubljana (2016), English Pen Literary Salon

at London Book Fair (2017) and Odisha Art &
Literature Festival, Bhubaneswar (2018). His poems
have been translated into Spanish, Italian, Norwegian,
German, Croatian, Slovenian, Belarusian, Marathi
and Nepali.



