Vilks Vianacis Dzird Savu Elposanu

Nekada veja, s1 diena bez veja
Smacigs, sutigs, bet viss stav uz vietas

Koku zari nesupojas, priekskari nekust
lapas pilniga miera

bet akmeni neripo

satrunejusi koki negazas

avizlapas neburzas

durvis ir vali nu vala vai ciet

Un Vilks Vienacis, nekustigs ta
ka tikai bulta lokam uz stigas var but, doma :

»,Kas es esmu ? Kur manas majas ?”

Bet vieniga atbilde
vieniga skana

ir vina pasa elposana

Juris Kronbergs (b. 1946)

No wind, today is utterly windless
Stifling, humid, everything is standing still

Branches do not sway, curtains do not move
leaves are motionless

stones do not roll

rotted trees do not fall

doors stay either open or closed

And Wolf One-Eye, as unmoving
as only an arrow on a bowstring can be, thinks :

“Who am I ? Where do I belong ?”

But the only answer
the only sound

1s his own breathing

translated from the Latvian
by Mara Rozitis

from “Wolf One-Eye” published by Arc Publications, 2006. Reprinted by permission

Wolf One-Eye Hears His Own Breathing

Poems forx...one world
https://poensforthewall.org

Poems for...the wall is a Hyphen project. “Hyphen-21"is a company registered in Cardiff no.2925831. Registered Charity no.1040077.




