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ART

MODRI

GREB

lve Kora

Kalojte 6rgane
ne zelin hi

cut.

Plac¢e mi se,
drcen

ko prat....

Zivot

ko kltko
préje,
zénso moj.

Dokle se
ne odmoto
né znos

za krdj.

I ne pénsos
jéecilo

il je bfz
retoj.

MIodi smo bili.
Jemali

u sve vire,

ma ni godis¢a
nisu

za take
pensire.

Pénsoli smo
koji ¢e brod
kojo jita,
kojo nas
¢ékoju mora
koji kroj
svita.

THE BLUE
GRAVE

trans. by Mirna Cudi¢ Zgela

Silence the organ
I do not want

to hear it.

| feel like crying,

I shiver

like a leaf ....

Life

is like a ball
of yarn,
old mate.

Until it is
unraveled

you know nothing
of the end.

You do not wonder
if it is whole

or perchance
aremnant.

Young were we.
Full

of faith,

young age

is not fit

for such
worries.

We thought

what ship,

what voyage,

what seas

lay ahead,

what endof earth

we were heading for.



Kladili
smo se
koji ¢e

od nos
prvi pasat

Cobo de Hornos.

Duson

i tilon

¢atin zéb....
U nésoj
jubavi
prvéga
vijaja

nos3o si

gréb.

RJIECNIK

kalat
organi
kluko
preja
pénsot
bz
zénso
pasat
retoj
vira
pensir
jita
vijoj
jé

zéb

skinuti

orgulje

klupko

preda

razmisljati
mozda

imenjak

prodi, prepoloviti
ostatak necega
vjerovanje

misli, misao
odredeno putovanje
putovanje

jeli

zebnja

We placed bets
which

of us

would be the first
to pass

Cape Horn.

| feel chill

in my soul
and body.....
In our

love

of the first
voyage

you found

your grave.
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