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NIELS HAV
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Premio de Honor 2008 — Denmark
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texts in Danish (original), Albanian, Arabic, Bulgarian,
Dutch, English, Portuguese, Serbian, and Turkish.

Sjelen danser i sin vugge
Danish (original) by Niels Hav

Hyvis det er sandt, at sjelen

er fgdt gammel

og livet igennem bliver yngre,
sa er du og jeg bade @ldre

og yngre end hinanden.

Séadan en fusion er farlig.

Lad os vare @rlige: hver dag
bor vi sammen med Skabnen,
ligesom folk der lever i et delta
gennemstrgmmet af ebbe og flod.
De er fortrolige med manen;

vi bor pa den.

Hjertet slar frit, sjeelen

danser i sin vugge.

Shpirti vallézon né djep

Albanian version by Kujtim Morina

Nése &shté e vérteté qé

shpirti lind i vjetér

dhe pataj rinohet duke u rritur gjaté jetés
Atéhere ju dhe uné jemi mé t€ vjetér
dhe gjithashtu mé t€ ri se njéri-tjetri

Ky lloj kombinimi éshté i rrezikshém

Le té tregohemi t& ndershém, ¢do dité
ne jetojmé fatin toné t&€ paracaktuar
njélloj si njerézit qé jetojné né nj¢ delte
ku vérshojné shumé rryma

Ata jané né€ intimitet me hénén

Ne jetojmé mbi t&
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Zemra rreh lirisht, shpirti
vallézon qé né djep
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Arabic version by Naji Naaman
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Jymara TaHIyBa B CBOSITA JIIOJIKA
Bulgarian version by Katja Houmann

AKO € BSIpHO, ue AyuiaTta

€ poicHa Bh3pacTHa

U TIpe3 )KHUBOTA CE MOAMIIAISABA,

TH U a3 CMC U HO-B’I)3paCTHl/I

U no-MJjiaau €aAuH OT )lpyF.

TaxkoBa egHo 00eIMHEHNE € OIIACHO.
Hexka O0b16M OTKPOBEHU: BCEKH JICH
)kuBeeM cbe Cpbara,

TOYHO KaTO XOpa KUBEECIIH B €/IHA JIENTa
3aJBaHa OT MPWJINBH U OTIIUBH.

Te mo3naBar g00pe TyHaTa;

HHE )KUBEEM Ha Hesl.
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Cepuero 6me cBOOOTHO, ITymaTa
TaHIlyBa B CBOSITA JIFOJIKA.

De ziel danst in zijn wieg
Dutch version by Jan Baptist

Als het waar is dat de ziel

oud geboren is

en gedurende het leven jonger wordt
dan zijn jij en ik zowel ouder

als jonger dan elkaar.

Zo’n fusie is gevaarlijk.

Laten we eerlijk zijn: elke dag

leven we samen met het Lot,

net als mensen die in een delta wonen
doorstroomd door eb en vloed.

Ze zijn vertrouwd met de maan;

we wonen erop.

Het hart slaat vrij; de ziel
danst in zijn wieg.

The Soul Dances in its Cradle
English version by P.K. Brask & Patrick Friesen

If it is true that the soul

is born old

and grows younger throughout life,
then you and I are both older

and younger than one another.
That kind of fusion is dangerous.

Let’s be honest: every day

we live with Fate

just like people who live in a delta
overrun by tides.

They are intimate with the moon;
we live on it.

The heart beats freely, the soul
dances in its cradle.

Alma danga em seu berco

Portuguese version by Rafael Altino

Se for verdade que a alma
nasce velha
e a vida, verdadeira e jovem,
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entdo somos tu e eu, velho e jovem,
um com O outro.
Tal fusdo € perigosa.

Sejamos honestos: todos os dias
convivemos com o Destino

como pessoas que vivem em um delta
atravessando marés baixas e altas.

Os outros estdo acostumados com a lua;
nds vivemos 1a.

O coragdo pulsa livre, e a alma
danga em seu bergo.

Dusa igra u svojoj kolevci

Serbian version by Tatjana Simonovi¢ Ovaskainen

Ako je istina da se dusa

rada stara,

i tokom Zivota postaje sve mlada,
onda smo tiijai stariji

i mladi jedno od drugog.

Takvo stapanje je opasno.

Hajde da budemo iskreni: svakog dana
Zivimo sa Sudbinom

bas kao i ljudi koji Zive u delti,
preplavljeni plimom.

Oni su prisni s mesecom;

mi u stvari Zivimo na njemu.

Srce lupa slobodno, dusa
igra u svojoj kolevci.

Can dans ediyor besiginde

Turkish version by Hiiseyin Duygu & Murat Alpar

Canin yash dogup

yasadikca genclestigi

dogruyse eger,

senle ben birbirimizden

hem yagli hem de genciz.

Boyle bir birlesme ¢ok tehlikeli.

Acik konusalim simdi: Yazgimizla
birlikte yastyoruz her giin,
gel-gitlerle yikanan bir deltanin
agzinda yasayan insanlar gibi.

Ay ile siki iligkisi var onlarin,

biz ise iizerinde yasiyoruz ayin.
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Ozgiirce carpiyor yiirek, can
dans ediyor besiginde.

ROZI THEOHARI
Prix d'Honneur — Honour Prize
Premio de Honor 2006 — Albania/U.S.A
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REMEMBERING LONGFELLOW

1. “LONGFELLOW BRIDGE”

All alone—Monday November second, 2009

Walking on the long Charles River bridge

That joins Boston and Cambridge

Surrounded by skyscrapers and yellowish leafy trees.

Above, in the blue sky floating a few white clouds

As pink cruises slide off onto the teal blue Charles River

The shining water full-of-fall-red-dead-leaves, like tears,

A balmy breeze smoothes the green poster, “Longfellow Bridge’
Named for him—The Nation’s Honored!

i

In his days the poet attended regularly this bridge
Attracting the attention of the passers-by

Walking and reciting his verses with rhythmic steps:
“Gazing with half-open eyelids,

Full of shadowy dreams and visions,

On the dizzy, swimming landscape,

On the gleaming of the water,

On the splendor of the sunset.”

I rest on the rusty, thick, old, iron hand rail

Feeling the bridge noise shaking from his steps—absorbed

With the clank of railroad trains, cars, trolley, trucks, bicycles, pedestrians,
While “Boston Duck Tours” swim under me.

O Birch tree! Growing by the mystic Charles River!
In your white-skin wrapper—writing a good hand
“The Song of Hiawatha”—unforgotten narrative.
Save it forever...

The poet’s ghostly figure following me near the banister
It murmurs, repeats, and whispers still,

Fragments of verses chased by steps and by wind,

That shall echo forevermore!

O young girl! In sports uniform and ear phones
Stepping along with the music’s melody on the “Longfellow Bridge”
Send the poet a wave...
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2. THE NAHANT SUMMERS OF LONGFELLOW

“The tide rises, the tide falls,

The twilight darkens, the curlew calls
Along the sea—sands damp and brown
The traveler hastens toward the town,
And the tide rises, the tide falls.”

Perhaps, this “evening of life”” thought

Was written of Nahant beaches by Longfellow

In their summer sojourning with his second wife, two boys
And Harvard friends. Boarding in the cottage of the Johnson family.
(He couldn’t buy a “poet’s cottage” thought the rich wife)

The sunny summer days Henry swam and walked on the shore
Watched the surf and the white sails between the blue waters
Breathing in the wild pink roses’ aroma.

Evenings on the veranda, with books and friends, chatting
Reciting poems of “The Seaside and Fireside”

He wrote inspired from the brilliant Nahant sunset.

During his summer in Nahant, Longfellow came down to people,
Meeting fashion-gloved arms-elegant ladies with big fancy hats

And tail-coated gentlemen, adoring him: ”Our Nahant Poet!”

Reading his tale “The Golden Legend,” or visiting “Swallow’s Cave.”
If he wrote for the heroic

He could have tea with former President J. Adams,

If he felt despairing and lonely

He might find himself sitting in the moonlight—looking to the sea
Nahant was his “Treasure Island”—shimmering through his poetry...

The poet left Nahant the last Sunday of August 1851,

The last August Sunday, 2004,

I am sitting on Nahant’s south shore, between ocean and forest

At the foundation stones of Johnson’s broken down house

Under the shadow of willows, the poet’s pleasant trees,

Reading “Evangeline”—over the ruins and the grass

Listening to “Druids of eld”—those prophetic Gaelic priests approach me:
Sighing, “Henry Wadsworth wrote its first large expression, here...”
This is the forest primeval. The murmuring pines and the hemlocks.
Bearded with moss and in garments green, indistinct in the twilight,
Stand like Druids of eld.........

Loud from its rocky caverns, the deep-voiced neighbouring ocean
Speaks, and in accents disconsolate answers the wail of the forest.

The Nahanters joined the Longfellows

On Sunday singing at the Nahant Village Church.

I’m going every Sunday to the same church, rebuilt,

He is seated near me—I see his profile—praying the lines

Of “Christus,” statement of his deep belief, his highest inspiration.
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The tide rises, the tide falls,
Printing the poet’s name on the sands...

3. THANK YOU—OUR POET!

I walk along Nahant’s oak-tree streets

Reciting from “Tales of a Wayside Inn”

Astonished by the magic of his art

“I for ever!”—The Saga of King Olaf

Yes, you are for ever—O King of verses—Henry Wadsworth.
O magnificent ballad-singer!— O national bard!

Not just America fit in your heart

But the whole planet.

The worldwide epic heroes’ poet

Familiar with Europe—Longfellow

Even my country—Albania,

Praising our nation’s hero—George,

Who vanquished the Turks with his dazzling sword

Your verses—a hymn’s impetus—incited the Albanian people
Fighting for freedom from Ottoman Empire.

Your “Scanderbeg” inside “Tales of a Wayside Inn” is immortal!

I, an Albanian daughter

Reciting those verses with the rhythm of my spirit
Repeating with the centuries: Scanderbeg...Scanderbeg,
Remembering Longfellow—Our Poet!

VALERIU BUTULESCU

Prix d'Honneur — Honour Prize
Premio de Honor 2006 — Romania
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texts in Romanian by the author, in French by Génévieve Gomez,
and in Lebanese, Syrian and Egyptian dialects by Naji Naaman.

1
In fiecare an trecem nepasatori prin ziua mortii noastre.
Chaque année, nous dépassons, sans en avoir conscience, la date du jour de notre mort.
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Conjug de trei ori verbul «a munci » si simt nevoia sd ma odihnesc.
Je conjugue trois fois le verbe "travailleret je ressens déja le besoin de me reposer.
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3

Criticii vad muzica si aud pictura.
Les critiques voient la musique et entendent la peinture.
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4
Poezia e cantec de delfin. Nu orice ureche o poate intelege.
La poeste est chanson de dauphm toutes les oreilles ne peuvent la percevoir.
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Tu alergi odata cu vantul, deci tu nu simti furtuna.
Tu cours avec le vent donc tu ne sens pas l'orage.
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6
Doar cdmatarii se bucura de trecerea timpului.
Il n'y a que les usuriers pour jouir du passage du temps.
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7

Detest somnul. Atatea ere am dormit. Atitea ere voi mai dormi.
Je déteste le sommeil. J'ai dormi de nombreuses éres et je dormirai encore autant.
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Série littéraire gratuite établie et dirigée depuis 1991 par
Free of charge literary series established and directed since 1991 by
Serie literaria gratuita establecida y dirigida desde 1991 por

Naji Naaman
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