A Verse of a Lappland Song....

... a verse of a Lappland song

Is haunting my memory still

‘A boy’s will is the wind’s will,


And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts’



(an excerpt from Olaus Sirma’s yoik text in Scefferus’ Lapponia, 1673. Here in Longfellow’s citation from his book My Lost Youth.)

*

It is better to be on a


journey than to stay


put at one place

Time is a ship that never casts anchor



(traditional Sami proverbs)


*


I sit and watch my own life


villages


towns, 


valleys


mountains


always on a journey


and I


the eternal traveler


won’t get rooted


before the roots


grow through me



(poem by the Sami pseudonym B. Moske)

Paulus Utsi:

Min eallin

lea dego láhttu

vilges duoddaris

man guoldu jávista

juo guovssugeažis

Our life

is like a ski track

on the white open plains

The wind erases it

before morning dawns

*

I see a snail

on the mushroom

I bend over

take it in my hand

blow on it

and say

Little snail

let 

my reindeer calf

grow horns too

*

As Long As We Have Waters

As long as we have waters where the fish can swim 

As long as we have land where the reindeer can graze

As long as we have woods where wild animals can hide

we are safe on this earth

When our homes are gone and our land destroyed

– then where are we to be?

Our own land, our lives’ bread, has shrunk

the mountain lakes have risen

rivers have become dry

the streams sing in sorrowful voices

the land grows dark, the grass is dying

the birds grow silent and leave

The good gifts we have received

no longer move our hearts

Things meant to make life easier 

have made life less

Painful is the walk

on rough roads of stone

Silent cry the people of the mountains

While time rushes on

our blood becomes thin

our language no longer resounds

the water no longer speaks
Rauni Magga Lukkari:

I envy people

who can adorn life

and live like ducks

on the surface of water

*

Nu guhkás láhppon

goasii jo gávdnamin

amas oahpis

lagabu vielja

eatni gieđa lieggasebbo

amas sániid doidagasas

luottat rahpaseamen

amas mearaidii

dulvvi fárrui

*

I have gone so far away

that I almost find my way

The alien familiar

my brother closer

my mother's hand warmer

washed in strange words



Paths open up

with the flood

toward the unknown sea

Inger-Mari Aikio-Arianaick:

that person is blessed

who does not wish to own

but why 

is it my fate

to always just borrow

*

don't speak of love

after one night.

I, too, am silent

speaking only

when you have gone

*

after all the axe-men

playing fingers

like breathing

and I rang all night long

*

the fingers that play

did not return

the wolves howled

all night long

Ima (Inger-Mari-Aikio-Arianaick) 

excerpts from Suonat, DAT 2008, This Beloved Homeland, Camera Poetica 2009

Guhká vurden geasi

vilppastin

áicen

dat lea meattá

Nugo eallin álo
*

I longed for summer

saw it

held it

then it was over

Isn’t that how life is

*

For a long time I waited for summer

I turned

and realized 

it had already passed

Like life always
*

Boares olbmo gieđa suonain

eallima beaivváža

maŋimuš suotnjarat

*

In the tendons of an aged hand

the sunshine of life

in its last glow

*

The sinews of an old person’s hand

the last rays

of the sun of life
*

Mun

mun ieš

aiddo mun ieš

Lean nu dehálaš

hui dehálaš

hui hui dehálaš

Loahpas

oktonas geađgi
*

I

myself

just me

I am so important

so very important

so very very important

Leaves only

a lonely rock

PAGE  
1

