Richard Wilbur: * Dwa glosy na lace * / * Two
Voices in a Meadow * (t1. Ela Binswanger)

Richard Wilbur: DWA GLOSY NA tACE

Trojes¢

Réj jak cherubiny
Ponad ztébkiem Boga,
Nasion biel, drobiny,
Jak eksplozja wroga.
Gdziez ta moja sita,
Nim jg mogtam oddac¢,
Moc wiatru jg wzbita,

By mi take poddac.

Kamien

Pac jak krowie fajno
Pod kotyske Boga,
Leze gdzie popadto
Po uszy i w nogach.
Bo ¢4z mi sie ruszad,
Musiatbym zamarzy¢,

Prég tu, w niebie dusza,

Juz tu mi sie darzy.



(tt. Binswanger)

Richard Wilburg: TWO VOICES IN A MEADOW

A Milkweed

Anonymous as cherubs
Over the crib of God,
White seeds are floating
Out of my burst pod.
What power had |

Before | learned to yield?
Shatter me, great wind:

| shall possess the field.

A Stone

As casual as cow-dung

Under the crib of God,

| lie where chance would have me,
Up to the ears in sod.

Why should | move? To move
Befits a light desire.

The Sill of Heaven would founder,

Did such as | aspire.



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ZN7luofHPLg



