


I
Ezteietako Ozeana, uharteen gerri:
alboan ipini, abestu desagertuen eresiak niri,
zeinuak, erreka irrikatuaren zenbakiak…
Ikusezina entzun nahi dut, palmondoek
eutsitako ekinozioaren paliora denboratik jausi zena.
Eman niri silaba orok gordetzen duen ardo sekretua:
aparren joan-etorria, arrezifeetako itsas-pegarrera
isuritako ezti guztien leinuak.

II
Ez naiz ni, nik egunen arrastoa galdu nuen, Ozeana,
zure gitarra loretsuaren faltan;
perla-ostra huts zen goiztiriaren ahoa:
uharteetan marea gora zetorren bere trumoiaz,
dena zen diz-diz; ez, ordea, ene bizitza,
ez, ordea, laranja-lore usainik gabeko ene bihotza.

III
Ozeana, etzan eta toles zure gaua, itsasoak
itsasoan altxarazitako olatu bakoitzarekin
etengabe zure adatsaren zain zen gaztelu hartan
ez baitzinen zu pasatzen zena, itsasoa baizik,
itsasoa baizik itsasoa baizik… eta zer egingo nuen nik?
Berantegi zen, beste egun bat zabaldu zuen nire giltzak,
beste ate bat, eta hutsik zerraien hutsik itsasoak berak.

IV
Irribarrea higatzen joan zait, banan-banan
erori ziren nire hortzak burdinazko kutxan.
Suminduta so egin nien doluz jantzitako santuei,
ilunsentiak zekartzan zerraldo beilegiei,
nor bere amildegian harrapatutako mineralei,
behelaino pean zure betazalik ukitu gabe
kulunkatzen ziren alga urrikarriei, Ozeana horia,
Ozeana beltza, Ozeana esku gardenekoa,
tenkatu nituen zentzuak, oharkabean askatu
zen arte itsasoan arrosa tupustekoa.

V
Kantatu niri itsas-kurkuiluaz, kontatu niri kanpaiaz,
abestu niri urpeko gariaren egonarriaz,
orno-hezurrez koroatutako errege dardartiaz,
hotzez negar zegien ilargi zirkularraz.

Eta hizkuntzak balu galdutako malkorik,
utzi irrista dadin nire edalontziraino,
hura edandakoan jakingo baitut bere garaian jakin ez nuena:
kantatu niri ezpainera joan zena ezpainetik ezpainerantz
kanta bilakatuz sekula heldu gabe lurra ukitzera,
egun eztien aire aratzean aratz,
aire zabalean altu palmondoen zut gorenaz.

VI
Sirena edo palmondo peto, aparretan uso,
goi-goiko hegaldi moteleko gitarren sosegu,
errepikatu niri zu iritsi arte zainetan ahotsik gabe
nerabilen eresia, etorri ere etorri baitzinen
apar erromesez taupati, balizko kostalde gogor
urre-kolorekoz ase, hostoz hosto uretara
eta militar saldo beltzek populatutako lurrera
eroritako ipuinez gainezka.

VII
Itsaspeko harri huts izatea da nire gosea,
estatua, laba, jada desagertutako olatuek zapart
dagiten monumentuaren dorre setati bihurtzea,
kantikak eta bidaiariak zendu ziren itsaso.
Hargatik, balizkoaren erresumatik, Ozeana,
jalgi ziren zeure begi aiseak; zeure eskumuturreko pitxiek
euritan txintxinez iragarri zidaten
bazentozela, itsasoetako korola, berantiar,
kaleetan alderrai atera zen nire bihotza
gitarra begiekin abestu zeniezadan aurrerantzean.
Hasperen nazazu engoitik ametista mahatsez,
eta sagarrez, samurrenak diren datilez baino ez,
fruituak, fruitu egunsentiari lapurtuak,
ihintzaren metrailak erasotuak oraindik...
Ur-saskiak udare garbiak gorde bitza,
urruti goxoan ondutako mangoak,
guanabana oparoak, arranditsuak, usaintsuak,
granadak ezkutatzen dituen pozaren krimenak,
meloi margulen sabeletako eztia.

VIII
Ozeana, ekarri niri uharriko maskorrak,
tximistaz estali ditzadan haiekin murruak,
ekarri Spondylus-ak, arantzaz koroatutako heroiak,
Murex-ak bere arrokan duen distira morea:

ongi dakizu nola itsasoz haraindiko gatz gainean
bere elurrezko ontzian Argonauta doan.

IX
Lumajeak ekarri! Ekar ezazu aldean zerua
itsas-hondo ezkutuarekin estekatzen duen hegaztia,
zatoz jaioberrien kolibri arropetan bildurik,
hegalda daitezen lumarik luma esmeraldak.

X
Gogoan izan kaiolan daramazun txori-bihotza:
hegoen zafrada eta kanta, eta hegaz bizkortzen diren
biolin sortatik jaso, jaso enetzat
hotsak eta harribitxiak. Airez eta suz bilduta,
asanblea ozena lagun, lingote goiztiarren ur-jauzira heldu.
Taupa egin beza, gure maitasunak, arrainak hotzean bezala.

XI
Ez ba, Ozeana, Hegoaldeko anbar txairoa,
ene arima, ez ba itzuli zure itsas harrira...
Itsasontzi gurean, gure lurrean hartu ditugu
urruneko irletako polena eta arraina;
adi, belarria, adi xuxurlari eta uhin-doinuari,
arrain galduen goizetako errituari, adi.
Ozeana, balizko itsasargi baten dorrean
zure zain zen norbait baino ez naiz ni;
ez da ipuin honetan zure itsaspeko bularrena beste
marearik igotzen gauaren argipean.
Bi egia baino ez sonata honetan ageri:
zure begi ilun biak, uretan zabal-zabalik.
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I
Oceana nuptial, sway of the islands,

here at my side, sing me the vanished

songs, signs, numbers of the river desired.

I want to hear the invisible, what fell from time

onto the equinoctial canopy of palms.

Show me the secret wine stored in each syllable:

spume coming and going, rays of honey fallen

into a sea jug washed against the reefs.

II
I am not, I lost my days, for back then

I was missing, Oceana, your flowery guitar,

dawn’s mouth made of mother-of-pearl:

in came the tide thundering over the islands

and all but my life was glowing, all

but my orange-blossomless heart.

III
Oceana, put your night to rest in the castle

endlessly awaiting the brush of your hair

in each wave raised by sea in sea

and then it wasn’t you passing but the sea

but the sea but the sea and I, what could I do:

it was late, another day opened with my key,

another door, the sea still empty.

IV
I spent my smile and my teeth fell out

one by one into an iron box.

Furious, I pondered the mourning saints,

amber coffins brought by dusk,

minerals imprisoned in their abyss,

pitiful seaweed swaying in the mist,

never touching your lids, Oceana yellow,

Oceana black, Oceana of transparent hands,

I stretched my senses until unknowingly

a sudden rose blossomed in the sea.

V
Sing me seashell, tell me bell,

sing me patience of underwater wheat,

quivering king crowned in vertebrae,

diametrical moon crying of cold.

If there is a tear lost in language

let it slip into my cup

and drinking I’ll know what I didn’t then:

sing me what went from lip to lip to lip

sung without ever touching ground

pure in the pure air of honeyed days,

high in the air like the everlasting palm.

VI
Siren or plumed palm, foamy dove,

serene strings in slow, high flight

sing me again the song circulating in my blood

voiceless until you came, until

you came pulsing in the sea, pilgrim,

from absent coasts, harshly golden,

from stories fallen leaf by leaf into water

and onto the land of black regiments.

VII
I hunger to be nothing but sea stone,

statue, lava, stern tower monument

where vanished waves crash,

seas that perished with song and traveller.

So when from nothingness, Oceana,

your wide eyes appeared, your bracelets

rattling in the rain, I knew

you had arrived, corolla of the seas, late

my heart wandered lost through the streets

and from then on sing to me with strummed eyes.

From now on sigh me with amethyst grapes,

apples and strictly tender dates,

fruits, fruits newly stolen from dawn,

wounded still by bullets of dew.

May the water basket hold pure pears,

mangoes ripened to far-off sweetness,

copious, pompous, fragrant guanábanas,

radiant crimes concealed by pomegranate,

honey in the belly of pale melons.

VIII
Oceana, give me the shells of the reef

to cover the walls with your lightning,

the Spondylus, heroes crowned with thorns,

purple splendour of the murex on its rock:

you know how the Argonaut sails his snowship

over ultramarine salt.

IX
Plumages! Bring with you the bird

binding secret depths and sky,

come wrapped in your newborn hummingbird clothes

until feather to feather emeralds fly.

X
Remember the bird’s heart you carry

in its cage: debate over wings and song,

so many violins soaring and glimmering

rgather, gather for me sound and stone.

Until wrapped in air and fire we go

accompanied by sonorous assembly

to the waterfall of morning ingots.

May our love flutter like a fish in the cold.

XI
In the end, in the end do not return to your sea stone,

Oceana, my soul, amber of the South, grace.

On our ship, on land we welcome

pollen and fish from distant islands,

hearing, hearing from afar, murmur and barcarole,

matinal rite of lost oars.

I am, Oceana, but someone who waited for you

in the tower of a lighthouse that never was,

and in this tale no other tide rises than your sea

breasts beneath nocturnal light.

There are only two truths to this sonata:

your dark eyes, open in the water.
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