POEMS

by JoE FRIGGIERI

(translations by Fr. Peter Serracino-Inglott)

STEDINA

I-mithna li zZzaqZzaq fuq rasna

taf kliemna bhal kredu

taf ruhna minn gewwa

u taf il-litanija

ta’ l-immijiet qabel ma troxx id-dalma

meta jiqfilna l-kliem

u ruhna tinxef qoxqox

ibqa’ ejja mieghi taht il-mithna l-kbira
u ssemma’ sewwa.

FAIRE-PART

En gringant sur nos tétes

le grand moulin n’aurait-il apprit

nos redites comme le récit

d’un credo, ne pourrait-il

les dédales de nos dedans

parcourir, s’il voulait, & ’aveuglette,
et aussi les litanies de oui-mais

dont nous faisons litiére dans la brume
qui tombe tout autour de nous

en attendant la totale obscurité.

Lorsque les mots ne couleront plus

et nos dmes écorchées se desséchent

fréquentions encore cet endroit sous le grand moulin
et alors écoute bien. "
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GHALIEX?

Ghaliex il-qiegh tal-bahar

tllum mhux ibezZzaghni

u l-krib tal-gawwi fuq il-blat

inhossu bhal stedina?

ghaliex ir-rih rax-xitwa

gisu tmellisa helwa f'xaghri mhabbla
u l-qtar tax-xita fwikéi

jahraq bhal omm qed tibki?

Tghid qed tistrieh il-mewt
fuq l-alga sewda

u nista’ llum sa fl-ahhar
nistejqer bl-arja tfuh

u bl-ilma mielah?

Tghid nista’ nimxi ’l boghod
illum u ghada

minghajr ma nhossu j¢edi
ir-ramel tahe riglejja?

Imqgar li jkun dan biss

illum u ghada

umbaghad ha tigi l-mewt bil-mingel f’idha,
ha taghmel festa bija, ha tifnini,

lagwa li nkun mxejt

illum u ghada

gabel immur nistrieh

fuq l-alga sewda.
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IT-TIENI DARBA

Il-bebbuxu trekken f'xaqq fil-blat
ma’ l-eku ta’ lehinna
mal-passi ta’ riglejna

illum ersaqna kisnijiet
laint la jien ma wrejna
lakelma la &aqgliqa

u l-bebbuxu ma raniex

u baga’ jilghab fuq ir-ramla bajda.

LA DEUXIEME FOIS

L’escargot s’enfonga dans une crevasse du rocher
a I’écho de nos voix
au piétinement de nos pattes.

Mais aujourd’hui nous sommes arrivés 4 la sourdine
toi et moi nous voici

sans un mot sans un geste

et 'escargot ne s’est apergu de rien

et il continua le jeu sur la plage blanche.

EPIGRAMM A EPIGRAMM B

Igbor taghqa Jien naqta’ drieghi
aqta’ kewkba ghas-sbieh ghajnejk
tigrix hafna u naqsam bahar

inti u gejja biex nigi hdejk
hekk ghallinqas imma kemm tahseb
qabel tasal li int sabiha

nilhaq nohlom biex wara kollox

I’inti hdejja. nibqa’ bir-riha?
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LOGHBA

Is-surmast dawwama tond ma’ hofra kbira
u l-ohrajn kollha qabZu minn tarf sa carf
imma meta mess lili

kejjile I-ixbar b’ ghajnejja

u bqajt imwahhal

f'xifer il-hofra l-kbira.

GHID

Dan ghalmin hargu t-tfal
bil-palm u l-liedna?

u ghalmin l-orgni

fawwar hnejjiet il-karidral
b’noti qabbieZza?

Mhux ghalina
is-sliem tal-flawt u l-arpa
u l-ghanja raqqadija tal-flejguta.

In-nisa taghna xuxthom mahlula
irahbmu f’'nofs l-indiema;

qarset ix-xema' wilé il-bniet imgezwra
fl-imnatar vjola

u fuq ras il-bhejjem taghna

ghadna rroxxu l-irmied.
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(translations by Theresa Micallef)
VJAGG

Tfajjel aghtini idek

u hudni ’l boghod sakemm jaghjew riglejna
sakemm ma jidhrux iZjed il-kampnari

u l-qniepen ma jdoqqux is-seba’ moti

ta’ l-erwieh midinba

hudni fejn ma tasalx

il-bikja tan-newwieha
u gabel tarani rieqed
thallinix,

Umbaghad meta tismaghhom
ir-russinjoli fl-arja kahlanija
meta tarah il-lewz ifur bil-bjuda
u x-xefaq qed ibexbex
umbaghad ejja qajjimni.

A VOYAGE

Boy, give me your hand

and take me far undl we’re tired out
unti] the steeples fade

and the bells stop tolling

for the souls of the lost.

Take me where the song of mouming cannot be heard
stay undl I’ve fallen asleep.

Only then, when you can hear the nightingales in the blue air,
when the almond tree overflows with white

and the horizon is streaked with light,

only then, you must come and call me.
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QCUDDIESA

Int taf

armaj ruhi xrafet bid-dnubiet il-mejta

kull platt 1i gie laqqattu

u meta stajt billejt subghajja sew

fiz-%ejt u l-bal zmu tal-passjoni l-kbira
u talli la gerrejt u la soghbieni
il-hanin Alla nsieni.

Da’ x’kien illejla m’intx tobroxli mohhi
bis-seba’ sjuf tas-sagramenti l-godda?
lanqas tikwi f’genbejja

karattri homor b’tarf dufrejk misnuna?
x'inhi dir-riha ta’ gismek shun

bhal qamh Awissu mxarrab?

u x’inhu jsib il-bahar f'ghajnejk rotob?

Mhux sewwa troxx il-melh fuq il-ferita,
imma jekk trid, ghal-lejla biss,

ninsew li hell l-inbid u l-hmira qraset,

u mqar ghal-lejla biss,

la hawn dal-plejju jfuh, la haw’ l-urieZzagq,
inqaddsu taht il-qamar.
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GHELCEN

Thallihx jixref rasu d-dudu
tad-dubju seksiek

thallihx is-serp isefsef f’widincek
kliem ghasli bhal ta’ Eva

izd’ ishqu bla ma thares

ma tmurx illejla

meta ma tkunx tistenna
tohirog minn Zot-tuffieha
il-qrusa tal-misteru

u llejla wkoll

bir-rih li jmelles wi&éna
jagsam id-dlam ragg 'Adonajs
u ssir taf kollox.

BIDLA

Hekk meta jihmar is-shab

u l-palm jitbandal wahdu

fuq gbini tinZzel fwieha rqiqa

u minn jor-ramel titla’ s-sinfonija
ta’ l-ilmijiet hadrana.

Imma meta jiswied is-shab
u l-palm jissara ma’ l-irwiefen
u r-ramel isir taghaq iniggeZz

l-arja timtela bit-twerZiq ta’ l-isqra

u jekk ma jkunx xi hadd li jzommli jdejja
f’tarf l-irdum inhossni qed nistordi

u l-bahar ma jridx wisq

biex jitla’ ghalija.
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AWRIKARJ A

Tifrakar il-bahar

tifrakar il-blat

tiftakar ix-xemx u l-qamar
tiftakar ir-rih

tiftakar is-sajf inkaljat u x-xitwa
tiftakar il-lejl u n-nhar

tifrakar il-kwiekeb

tliet mite sajf tiftakar
tliet mitt xitwa qalila

tliet mitt rebbiegha bi tliet mitt tqala gdida

tliet mict harifa bla ma tohrof darba

u l-blat inkaljat taht riglejha

u s-silg ma’ kuxtejha

u l-beraq li jfellel genbejha

u r-rih bhal azzar gol-qurriegha

bil-karba tal-hlas dejjiema
bil-horhara li ddakkar u terga’
fi tliet mitt sajf li Zej

tliet mict xitwa galila

tliet mitt rebbiegha ghajjiena

ma jkunx id-dudu li jnawrilha qalbha
ma tkunx is-shana li mixxfilha gherugha
ma jkunx is-silg li jingazzalha demmha.

Tiftakar il-bahar

tifrakar il-blat

tiftakar ix-xemx u l-qamar
tiftakar ir-rih

tiftakar is-sajf inkaljar u x-xitwa
tiftakar il-lejl u n-nhar

tifrakar il-kwiekeb.
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Il-bebbuxu trekken f’xaqq fil-blat
ma’ l-eku ta’ lehinna
mal-passi ta’ riglejna

illum ersaqna kisnijiet
laint la jien ma wrejna
lakelma la &agliqa

u l-bebbuxu ma raniex

u baga’ jilghab fuq ir-ramla bajda.
THE SECOND TIME

The snail squeezed itself into a crevice
to the echo of our voices, to the sound of our footsteps.

Today we came stealthily

both you and I came

without a word without a move

and the snail never saw us

and went on playing on the white beach.

IX-XIE U JIEN

Meta stagsejt lix-xwejjah

li jaf jaqgra l-grajja
“Xwejjah aqrali jdejja”,
ix-xemx ghamietu 'x-xwejjah
u minn xufftejh imfella
waqa’ bhal hagar jaqta’
kliem li ma jithmu hadd

u telaq wahdu biex imiss il-kwiekeb.

THE OLD MAN AND I

When I asked the old man who reads fortunes
*Old man, read my hand’,

the sun blinded the old man

and from his furrowed lips

cryptic words fell like pointed stones.

And he set off to touch the stars.
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