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Order of Poetry Readings

Bosnian/Croatian/Montenegran/Serbian

“Strepnja” - “Apprehension”, by Desanka Maksimovic¢
Recited by Cody McSherry

Greek

“I8akn” - “Ithaca”, by C.P. Cavafy, translated by Peter Bien
Recited by Alexandra Koffler, Benjamin Pauley, and Peter Vassil

Hungarian

“Anyam tyukja” - “My Mother’s Hen”, by Sandor Petofi
Recited by Dani Peelan and Melinda Szabo

Russian

“My3a” - “Muse” by Alexaner Pushkin
Recited by Bex Dial

Slovak

“Jesenna laska” - “Autumn Love”, by Miroslav Valek
Recited by Abby Kraus and Ben Sommer

Turkish

“Davet” - “The Invitation”, by Nazim Hikmet Ran
Recited by Dannial Cardillo

Ukrainian

“Contra spem spero!” - “Contra spem spero!” by Lesya Ukrainka
Recited by Anthony Murowany and Talis Jacob
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Strepnja

Ne, nemoj mi pric¢i! Hoc¢u izdaleka
Da volim i Zelim oka tvoja dva.
Jer sreca je lepa samo dok se ceka,
Dok od sebe samo nagovestaj da.

Ne, nemoj mi prici! Ima vise drazi
Ova slatka strepnja,cekanje i stra’.
Sve je mnogo lepse donde dok se trazi
O ¢emu se samo tek po slutnji zna.

Ne, nemoj mi pri¢i! Nasto to, i cemu?
Iz daleka samo sve k' o zvezda sja;

Iz daleka samo divimo se svemu.
Ne, neka mi ne pridu oka tvoja dva.

Desanka Maksimovié

Apprehension

No, don’t come near me! I want to love
and long for the two eyes of yours from
afar.

Because happiness is good only when it’s
due, While it gives just a glimpse.

No, don’t come near me! There’s more
allure to this sweet longing, waiting and

fear.

Everything is much nicer while it’s
sought While it’s just a hint.

No, don’t come near me! Why would you
and for what? Only from afar everything
shines like a star;

Only from afar we admire all.

No, may not the two eyes of yours come

neéar me.

Desanka Maksimovié


http://www.prelepapoezija.com/srpski-pesnici-2/desanka-maksimovic/

16akn

Za ByeLg otov nnyawuo yua tnv I6dkn,

va euxeoal vaval pakpug o §pouog,

YEUATOG TEPLIETELEG, YEUATOG YVWOELG.

Toug AaLotpuyovag kat Toug KUkAwrag,

Tov Bupwpevo Moosldwva pn ofdoat,
TETOLA OTOV §pOUO O0U OTE GoU Sev Ba BpELg,
av pev' n okePLg oou uPnAn, av eKAEKTH

ouyKivNoLG TO TveLud KAl TO owpa oou ayyideL.

Toug Aalotpuyovag Kat Toug KUKAwnag,

ToV aypLo MNoostdwva dgv Ba cuvavtroELg,
av &ev toug kouBaveig ueg otnv Yuyr cou,
av n Yuxn oou Sev TOUG OTAVEL EunPOG COU.

Na eUxeoat vavat pakpug o Spouog.
MoAAA Ta KaAoKalpLvd 1pwid va eivat
TOU UE TL Euyaplotnal, pe TL xapd

Ba unalvelg o€ Alpuevag 1pWToELS WUEVOUCG,
Va OTOUATNOELG O' eunopela DOLVLKLKA,
KOL TEG KAAEG TPAYUATELEG V' ATOKTIOELG,
OEVTEPLA KAl KOPAAALQ, KeXpLundpLa K'
€Bevouc,

KaL NSOVLKA pupwsLKA KABE Aoyng,

000 unopelg 1o dpBova NSovikd pupwsdika,
o€ TOAELG ALYUTTLAKEG TOAAEG Va 1ag,

va pABeLC Kat va pdBeLg an' Ttoug
onoudaouEVouc.

Mdavta oTov Vou oou VAXELG TV I84kn.
To pBdoLuov kel €LV' 0 1POOPLOUOG GOU.
AN\ un Bradelg to tageldL Stodovu.
KaAAltepa xpovia noAAA va SLapKETEL
KaL yepog na V' apd&eLg oto vnaot,
TAOUGLOG pE 00 KEPSLOEG OTO SpOpO,

un 1PocSoKWVTAG TA0UTN va o€ SWoeL N I6Akn.

H I6dkn o'€dwoe T wpaio tageldL.
Xwpig autrv dev BARyalveg otov §popo.
AN Sev £XEL va o€ SWOEL TLA.

KL av ttwyLkn tnv BpeLg, n I6dkn &€ o€ yehaoe.

‘ETOL 00O TOU EYLVEG, uE TOON TELPQ,
&N Ba to katdAaBeg oL IBAKeC TL onuaivouv.

Kwvotavtivog I1. KaBdapng

Ithaca

When you set your course for Ithaca,

pray the route be long,

filled with adventures, filled with learning.
Do not fear the Cyclops,

Laistrygonians, or angry Poseidon.

Such you will never find along your way

if your thoughts stay high, if choice emotions
touch your body and your spirit.

You will never meet the Cyclops,
Laistrygonians or angry Poseidon

unless you carry them inside your soul,
unless your soul props them up before you.

Pray the route be long --

that on many a summer morning

(with what delight, what joy!)

you enter harbors you’ve never glimpsed before;
that you call at Phoenician bazaars

to obtain the splendid items

of amber and ebony, coral and mother-of-pearl,
and luscious perfumes of every kind:

as lavishly as you can, luscious perfumes;

that you may go to many Egyptian towns

to learn and learn from the instructed.

Always keep Ithaca in mind.

Arrival there is your destined end,

but do not hasten the journey in the least.
Better it continue many years

and you anchor at the island an old man,
rich with all you gained along the way,
not expecting Ithaca to grant you riches.

Ithaca granted you the lovely voyage.
Without her you would never have departed on your course.
She has nothing else to grant you any more.

And if you find her squalid, Ithaca did not cheat you.
So wise have you become, so experienced,
you already will have realized what they mean: these Ithacas.

by C.P. Cavafy
tr. Peter Bien



Anyam tyukja

Anyam tyukja Ej mi a k6! tyukanyo, kend
A szobaban lakik itt bent?

Lam, csak j6 az isten, jot ad,

Hogy folvitte a kend dolgat!

Itt szaladgal fol és ala,
Még a ladara is folszall,
Eszébe jut, kotkodakol,

S nem verik ki a szobabol.

Dehogy verik, dehogy verik!
Mint a galambot etetik,
Valogat a kendermagban,
A kiskiraly sem ¢l jobban.

Ezért aztan, tytkanyo, hat
Jol megbecstilje kend magat,
Iparkodjék, ne legyen am
Tojas sziikében az anyam. —

Morzsa kutyank, hegyezd fiiled,
Hadd beszélek mostan veled,
Régi cseléd vagy a haznal,
Mindig embertl szolgaltal,

Ezutan is j6 légy, Morzsa,
Kedvet ne kapj a tyukhusra,
Elj a tyukkal baratsagba’...
Anyam egyetlen joszaga.

Petofi Sandor

My Mother’s Hen

Hey, what the heck, mother hen,
You live in our room, since when?
You have it good from the Lord,
I must say that you are spoiled!

Run around or take a rest,

You even fly on the chest.

When you feel like, you just cackle
‘Cause you’re sure you win the battle

You know you are welcome indoor,
You’'re fed like a dove, even more,
You sure get the best of grains,
You like like a queen who reigns.

I hope you appreciate,

Dear mother hen, your good fate
And you always do your best

To give my mother lots of eggs.

Listen, our good dog, Morsel,

Be sure that you hear me well,
You are our old domestic,

You served us with every old trick,

So keep behaving as it’s due,
Chicken meat is not for you.
Mother hen is your good friend,
Keep it this way ‘till the end.

by Sdandor Petofi



Mysa

B MnageHuecTBe MOeM OHa MeHs ntobuna

N ceMncTBONBHYIO LIeBHULY MHe Bpy4duna.
OHa BHMMana MHe C ynblbkol — 1 cnerka,
Mo 3BOHKMM CKBaXVHaM MyCTOro TPOCTHMKA,
Y>e HaurpbiBan s cnabbiMy nepcramm

W rMMHbI BaXkHble, BHYLLIEHHble 6oramu,

N necHn MupHble GpUrnMncKkmx NacTyxos.

C yTpa 40 Beyepa B HEMOW TeHU Ay60B
MprnexHo A BHMMan ypokam AeBbl TANHOW,
N, pagys MeHs HarpaZor ciy4vyanHowm,
OTKWHYB IOKOHbI OT MUJ/IOTO Yena,

Cama 13 pyk Moux cBMpesib oHa bpana.
TPOCTHUK 6bIN1 OXKMBNIEH 60XECTBEHHbIM
AbIXaHbeM

N ceppLie HaNONHSAN CBATbIM O4apOBaHbEM.

Alexander Pushkin

Muse

In my youth's years, she loved me, I am sure.

The flute of seven pipes she gave in my tenure

And harked to me with smile -- without speed,

Along the ringing holes of the reed,

I got to play with my non-artful fingers

The peaceful songs of Phrygian village singers,

And the important hymns, that gods to mortals bade.
From morn till night in oaks' silent shade

I diligently harked to the mysterious virgin;
Rewarding me, by chance, for any good decision,
And taking locks aside of the enchanting face,

She sometimes took from me the flute, such commonplace.
The reed became alive in consecrated breathing

And filled the heart with holiness unceasing.

Alexander Pushkin



Jesenna laska

Laska je strasne bohata, laska, ta vsetko sltbi,
no ten co lubil, sklamal sa a ten, Co sklamal, Tubi.
Prach dlhych smutnych letnych dni na staré listie
pada,

poznala prili§ neskoro ako ho mala rada.

Tak kazdorocne v jeseni svetla sa tratia z duse
a Clovek, konik tulavy od srdca k srdcu kluse.
Pre kazdé chce zomierat, zit nechce pre nijaké
chcel by mat jedno pre seba, je mu jedno aké.

Mozno, Ze iba obrazok, mozno tonu iba.

No pred cielom sa zastavi. Komu zas srdce chyba?
Zo vsetkych mojich obrazkov mamivy osial stpa.
Bola to laska? Sklamanie? Aj laska bola hlupa,

7Ze chcela vSetko naraz mat a vSetko naraz straca.

Kolko raz v noci majovej hladeli do mesiaca.
No m4j im malo §tastia dal a kratke bolo leto,
len jesen, ta vie o vSetkom a jesen nepovie to.
Sla zima dolu udolim a niesla odkaz maju.
Tuzieval, ¢akal, dockal sa. Odisla. Nepozna ju.

Laska je strasne bohata, lasaska, ta vSetko slubi,
no ten Co Iubil, sklamal sa a ten, Co sklamal, Tubi.
Prach dlhych smutnych letnych dni na staré listie
pada,

poznala prili§ neskoro ako ho mala rada.

Vilek, Miroslay

Autumn Love

Oh, love is frightfully rich she would promise all in one
breath,

though let down is, who wanted a bit and who let down, now
loves.

The dust of long sad summer days lies upon the sodden
earth,

too late she realised how much she had loved him, she still
does.

Every autumn the light is fading sparing for us no thoughts,
and a man, a roaming horse, from heart to heart trots,

he’s prepared to die for everyone, though to live for none,
he’d like to own one just for himself, doesn’t matter which
one.

Just a heart. A mere picture, or perhaps only a mere shade.

Though at the finish line he stops: Who misses the heart
again?

From all my cherished pictures a stupefying frenzy flits;
was it a real thing? A let-down? Even love is out of wits,
she wanted to have all at once but all at once she loses.

So much they were gazing at May moon — one of lovers’
muses,

but May gave them a very little time and summer was short.
Only autumn, she knows everything but she will say that not.
Winter went down the dale with the message, knocked on the
May’s door:

he fancied her, waited, loved her, she’s gone, he knows her no
more.

Oh, love is frightfully rich she will promise all by one breath,
though let down is, who wanted a bit and who let down, now
loves.

The dust of long sad summer days lies upon the sodden
earth,

too late she realised how much she has loved him, she still
does.

Miroslay Vilek



Davet

Dortnala gelip Uzak Asya'dan
Akdeniz'e bir kisrak basi gibi uzanan
bu memleket, bizim.

Bilekler kan iginde, disler kenetli, ayaklar ¢iplak
ve ipek bir haliya benziyen toprak,
bu cehennem, bu cennet bizim.

Kapansin el kapilari, bir daha agilmasin,
yok edin insanin insana kullugunu,
bu davet bizim....

Yasamak bir agag gibi tek ve hiir

ve bir orman gibi kardesgesine,
bu hasret bizim...

Nazim Hikmet Ran

The Invitation

Galloping from Far Asia
Stretching out to the Mediterranean like a mare's head
This country is ours.

Wrists covered in blood, teeth clenched, feet bare
And the earth which looks like a silk carpet,
This hell, this heaven is ours.

Let the gates of others close, never to be opened again,
Destroy human's servitude to human,
This invitation is ours....

To live solitary and free like a tree

and brotherly like a forest,
This longing is ours...

Nazim Hikmet Ran



Contra spem spero!
bes3 Haall cnoaiBatock! (J1aT.)

FeTbTe, AYMU, BU XMapW OCIHHI!
To » Tenepa BecHa 3o010Ta!

Yum TO TaK y >Kanto, B rO/IOCIHHI
MpoMUHYTL MonoAll nita?

Hi, g Xouy KpI3b C1bO3U CMIATUCH,
Cepep nvxa cniBaTtyi MICHI,

bes HaAll Taky cnoAIBaTUCD,
XKntum xouy! letb, Aymn cymHi!

1 Ha B6OrIM CyMHIM nepenosi
Byay c1aTb 6apBUCTI KBITKN,
Byay CI9Tb KBITK/ Ha MOpPO3I,
Byay nWTb Ha HUX CbO3W TIPKI.

I BI4 CNI3 TUX rapAYmMX po3TaHe
Ta Kopa nboa0Bas, MiLHa,
Moxxe, KBITU 31M4YyTb — | HacTaHe
LLle n ans meHe Becena BeCHa.

1 Ha ropy KpyTy KpeM'sHyro
Byay KaMIHb BaXXKuid NigIAMaTh
I, Hecyumn Bary Ty CTpaLLHYIO,
Byay nicHIo Beceny crniBaTb.

B AOBry, TEMHYO HIUKY HEBUAHY
He cTynto HI Ha XBUAbKY o4Yelt —
Bce wykaTrMy 31pKy NPOBIAHY,
SIcHy Bnagapky TeEMHUX HOYe.

Tak! 5 6yay KpI3b C/IbO3U CMISITUCD,

Cepeg nunxa cniBaTu MICHI,
be3 Haall Takn cnoalBaTuCh,
byay xutun! retb, Aymun cymHi!

necs yKpaiHka

Contra spem spero!
Without hope, hope! (Latin)

Thoughts away, you heavy clouds of autumn!
For now springtime comes, agleam with gold!
Shall thus in grief and wailing for ill-fortune
All the tale of my young years be told?

No, I want to smile through tears and weeping,
Sing my songs where evil holds its sway,
Hopeless, a steadfast hope forever keeping,

I want to live! You thoughts of grief, away!

On poor sad fallow land unused to tilling

I'll sow blossoms, brilliant in hue,

I'll sow blossoms where the frost lies, chilling,
I'll pour bitter tears on them as due.

And those burning tears shall melt, dissolving
All that mighty crust of ice away.

Maybe blossoms will come up, unfolding
Singing springtime too for me, some day.

Up the flinty steep and craggy mountain

A weighty ponderous boulder I shall raise,
And bearing this dread burden, a resounding
Song I'll sing, a song of joyous praise.

In the long dark ever-viewless night-time
Not one instant shall I close my eyes,

I'll seek ever for the star to guide me,

She that reigns bright mistress of dark skies.

Yes, I'll smile, indeed, through tears and weeping
Sing my songs where evil holds its sway,

Hopeless, a steadfast hope forever keeping, I shall live!

You thoughts of grief, away!

Leysa Ukrainka



