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Our national romantic poetry - Croatia

Dear students, you'll be translating your romantic poetry from your mother tongue into English and then Croatian, Turkish or Polish students will translate some of them into their mother tongue.
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Your names and surnames

A romantic poem in Croatian

Translation of the poem into English

(Translation of the poem in German - for some countries)

Translation of the poem into Italian/Polish/Turkish

Kim and Laura Miklik

Sanjam kako idem pored tebe (Dragutin Tadijanovi¢)

...ali kad te u daljini ugledam,
Prelazim na drugu stranu, protivnu,
Gdje me nece$ opaziti

Izmedu prolaznika mnogih.

Pred tobom se sakrivam

Za uglove ulicne

Ili za Siroka stabla.

U no¢i, sanjam kako idem pored tebe.

Walter Morello - 1ISS EINAUDI CASAREGIS GALILEI, Genoa, Italy

...ma quando ti vedo in lontananza,
attraversero dall'altra parte, la parte opposta,
dove non mi noterai

fra i tanti passanti.

Di fronte a te, mi nascondo

dietro gli angoli delle strade

o dietro gli alberi.

Di notte, sogno di camminare al tuo fianco.
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"Marze o spacerowaniu przy Tobie" - Dragutin Tadijanovié, Polish version

..lecz gdy dostrzegam Cie z daleka,
Przechodze na drugg strone, przeciwna strone,
Gdzie mnie nie dojrzysz

Wsréd ttumu przechodniow.

Naprzeciw Ciebie, kryje sie

| dream of walking beside you s rogami

lub szerokimi drzewami.

( D raguti n Tad ija noVi c’) Noca, marze o spacerowaniu przy Tobie.

Petra, Korina, Ema i Katarina

..but when | catch sight of you in the distance,
| cross to the other side, the opposite side,
Where you Wonlt notice me Pono¢ ve¢ je prosla, svjetlo mi se gasi,

Na bar§unu crnom lezi teska no¢;

Samotna ljubav (Antun Gustav Matos)

Celom mi se truni spomen tvojih vlasi -
Am (@) ng th e ma ny p assers by, Ljubavi daleka, kad ées, kad ée§ do¢?

Otisla si. Gdje si? Ko da umrla si,

Udaljenost ima smrti tuZnu mo¢,

Srcem srsi, strasti, duSom sumnje, strasi-

Poginut ¢u nocas i za dragom po¢.

| N fro nt Of yo u I h id e - Ljubav nije sreca! - znas li kad mi re¢e?-
£ - Ljubav, to je rana, i ta rana pece,
behind the street corners et et onom ko vl -

Nisi pravo rekla. Ljubav bol je, plamen,

or behind the broad trees. Al samo Kad sam sam - ko kamen.
At night, | dream of walking beside you.

Kim Petek and Laura Miklik, 2.b
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Wspominam Twe wlosy muskajace moje czoto.
Moja mitoéci, kiedy przybedziesz,

kiedy nadejdziesz?

Odeszta$. Gdzie jeste$? To tak, jakby$ umarla,

Lonely love
(Antun Gustav Matos)

Umre dzi$ wieczorem i rusze za moja ukochana.
Mitoé¢ to nie jest szcze$cie! - Wiesz kiedy mi powiedziata?

- Mito$¢, to rana, a ta rana plonie,

- Mitoé¢ boli, boli, tak jak boli zycie,

- Cigzko, cigzko jest temu, kto bardzo kocha. -

Nie powiedziata$ tego dobrze.

Mitos¢ to bol, ptomien

Ale przeszkadza mi tylko wtedy, gdy jestem sam - jak kamien.

Midnight has already passed, my light is turning off,

Laura, Ines, Leona i Katja

A heavy night is lying on the black velvet ;
The memory of your hair remains on my forehead -
My faraway love, when, when will you come?

Antun Branko Simié, Ljubav
Zgasnuli smo Zutu lampu
Plavi plast je pao oko tvoga tijela

Vani Sume oblaci i stabla
Vani lete bijela teska krila

You've left. Where are you? It's like you died, T ,.
oje tijelo ispruzeno podno tvojih nogu
Distance has the sad power of death, Moje ruke svisia se Hade male
My heart is burning, my soul is full of fear and doubts - v neka o teske rose
3 f 4 kroz no¢ zavijore, zavijore
I'll perish and follow my darling tonight.

Kroz no¢

kose moje drage duboko Sumore

kao more
-Love isn't luck!-do you know when she told me that?
- Love, it's a wound, and that wound burns, Giovanni Repetto - 1SS EINAUDI CASAREGIS GALILEI, Genoa, Italy
- Love hurts, hurts, like life hurts. Amore

Spegnemmo la lampada gialla
- Hard, It's hard for the one who loves deeply.- oot o Dosch e e
You didn't say right. Love is hurting, like a flame ronsenopessnaitbinche chevolane
But it only hurts when I'm alone - like a stone.

Il mio corpo disteso sotto ai tuoi piedi
Le mie mani si flettono, bramano, pregano

Tesoro, lascia che i tuoi pesanti capelli
Turbinino nella notte, turbinino

Nella notte
"Samotna Mito$¢" - Antun Gustav Matos, Polish version
I cappelli del mio tesoro mormorano profondi

Pétnoc juz minela, $wiatta gasna, c 1
ome il mare.

ciezka noc rozpieta na czarnym aksamicie;


https://padlet-uploads.storage.googleapis.com/466081356/194fa5c274b40aa0e0bbedc1ad9e4849/lonely_love.png

Antun Branko Simi¢

Love, Antun Branko Simi¢

We turned off the yellow lamp

The blue cloak fell around your body
Outside there are forests, clouds and trees
Outside there are heavy white wings flying
My body stretched out underneath your feet

My hands are bending, craving, praying

Darling, let your heavy hair
Whirl through the night, whirl

through the night

my darling's hair murmurs as deep
as the sea


https://padlet-uploads.storage.googleapis.com/466081356/78449f18182356567eaf670508a1cd38/love_ab__imi_.png

"Mito$¢" - Antun Branko Simié, Polish version

Zgasilismy Z6ttg lampe

Niebieski ptaszcz opadt na Twoje ciato

Na zewngtrz chmury i drzewa

Biate cigezkie skrzydta trzepocg na zewnatrz
Moje ciato rozcigga si¢ pod Twymi stopami
Moje dlonie uginajg si¢ do modlitwy
Kochanie, pozwol swoim cigzkim wlosom
trzepota¢ noca

nocg

wlosy mej ukochanej szumia gleboko w lesie
niczym morze.

Laura, Ines, Leona i Katja

Ivan Slamnig, Pjesma

Ti si nemoguca babuskara
al za to mi milo puca

jer srce nema ociju

srce nema ni srca

pa ne pita je li se laze

ne pita za kakvocu.

Sve su mi druge draze

a samo tebe ho¢u
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"Wiersz" - lvan Slamnig, Polish version

Jeste$ niebywalg przewodniczka
I za to jestem wdzigczny!

Bo serce nie ma oczu,

Nie ma nawet serca,

Wiec nie pyta, czy klamie

Nie prosi o jakos¢.

Wole wszystko inne,

Lecz pragne tylko Ciebie.

Petar, Matija, Marcel, Mihael :D

Mala kavana (DobriSa Cesari¢)

Mala kavana. Treperenje sunca
I stol u kutu za dvoje -

Pa ti me ljubis, zbilja me ljubis,
Drago, jedino moje?!

Mjesece, ljubav je u meni rasla,
Al' nikom to ne htjedoh reci.

Bio sam sam, ispijen od ¢eznja,
A tako blizu sreci.

Da I' mogo sam slutiti ovoga jutra,
Blijed jos od probdite noci,

Da ¢u ti Saptati rijeci,

Sanjane u samoéi?

I da ¢u tog jutra, Sto e se viecno
U riznici srca da zlati,

Nai¢' na ruku toplu i spremnu
Da stisak mi dr$éuci vrati?

The Little Café

The little café. The sunshine flickering
And a table in the corner for two -
You really love me, you really love me,
My dear, my only one!

Oh, moon, love had been growing inside me,

But | didn't want to confess it to anyone.

| was alone, exhausted from longing,

Yet so close to happiness.

Could I have foreseen this morning,

Still pale from the sleepless night,

That I'd whisper you the words,

That were dreamed in solitude?

And that I'd find that morning,

Which will forever shine in the treasury of the heart,
A warm hand ready to return my handshake while trembling.


https://padlet-uploads.storage.googleapis.com/466081356/cf4751c4632bdb2f7b08fe645e5e930b/the_little_cafe.png

"Mata kawiarnia" - DobriSa Cesari¢, Polish version

Mata kawiarnia, migotanie storica

I stolik w rogu dla dwojga -

Wtem mnie catujesz, naprawde mnie catujesz
Moj jedyny, Kochanie?!

Ach ksigzycu, mito$¢ wzrosta we mnie,
Lecz nie chciatam nikomu tego wyznac.
Bylam sama, pijana tesknotg,

I tak blisko szczescia.

Czy moglam zgadna¢ dzié rano,

Wrcigz blada po dlugiej nocy,

Ze wyszeptam Ci stowa...

Marzysz w samotnosci?

Uczynig to tego poranka, ktory juz na zawsze bedzie 1$nit w skarbcu mego serca,

Spotkam cieptg dton, gotowa odwzajemni¢
moj drzacy uscisk?

Petar, Matija, Marcel, Mihael

Gustav Krklec, Susret

O Bezimena, mi ¢emo se sresti
jedanput negdje na dalekoj cesti,

bjegunci bijedni, beskuénici, raja,
bez praga rodnog i bez zavicaja.

I naSe oci, nekad Zive vatre,
kruzit ¢e tudim krajem ko da snatre.

Nas susret bit ¢e samo ruku stisak.
Trenutak Sutnje. Pozdrav. Ili vrisak?

Krvavi vrisak, $to su prosli dani
i §to smo na tom strasnom putu strani.

Encounter (Gustav Krklec)

Oh, Nameless, we will meet
once, somewhere, on a faraway road,

Miserable fugitives, homeless people, crowd
without a home and a homeland.

And our eyes, once burning fire,
will roam foreign land as if they were dreaming.

Our encounter will be just a handshake.
A moment of silence. A greeting. Or a scream?

Bloody scream, because the days have passed and
and because we are foreigners on that awful path.


https://padlet-uploads.storage.googleapis.com/466081356/7d44f2deb475b6f17a10fe3673422cb8/Encounter__Gustav_Krklec_.png

"Spotkanie" - Gustav Krklec, Polish version

O Bezimienna, gdy juz si¢ spotkamy

na dalekiej drodze,

nedzni uciekinierzy, bezdomni ludzie nieba,
bez wlasnego progu i bez ojczyzny.

I nasze oczy, niegdys$ zywe, plongce,

beda okrazaly czyja$ ojczyzne, tak jakby $nity.
Nasze spotkanie bedzie jedynie u$ciskiem dloni.
Chwila ciszy. Powitanie. Czy krzyk?

Krwawy krzyk, dni minety

Jeste$my obcy na tym nieludzkim szlaku.

Patrik i Fabijan

Dobrisa Cesari¢, Ljiubav
Od naSe ljubavi i srece,
Gle, zvijezde su veceras vece;

A $um $to dopire iz grada,
Nije I' ko pjesma vodopada?

O, to je polet u visinu!
Srca nam zamiru i ginu.

U ljubavi bih s tobom, draga,
Nestati htio ja bez traga.

Love (Dobri§éCesarié)'

~ From our love and happiness,

Look, the stars are bigger tonight;
And the noise that comes from the city,

Isn't it like the song of a waterfall?

Oh, that's soaring in the air,
~ Our hearts die and perish.

| would like with you, dear,
disappear without any fear.


https://padlet-uploads.storage.googleapis.com/466081356/62015b15aa9e04720feed6d4c1ce5568/cesari_.png

Joshua Murtas - 1ISS EINAUDI CASAREGIS GALILEI, Genoa, Italy

Dal nostro amore e felicita,
Guarda, le stelle sono pit grandi stasera;

E il rumore che viene dalla citta,
Non ¢ il canto di una cascata?

Oh, ¢ alta quota,
I nostri cuori muoiono e muoiono

Sarei innamorato di te,cara,
Volevo scomparire senza lasciare traccia.

"Mitos¢" - Dobrisa Cesari¢, Polish version

Dzieki naszej mitosci i szcze$ciu,
Spojrz, gwiazdy sg dzi$§ wieksze;

I ten szum, dochodzacy z miasta,

Czyz to nie jest pie$n wodospadu?
Och, to duza wysokos¢!

Nasze serca umierajg i umieraja.
Bylabym w Tobie zakochana, kochanie,
Chciatam znikng¢ bez §ladu.

Sara and Bernard

Dobrisa Cesarié, Slutnja

Idem u susret nekoj nepoznatoj.
Da li je blizu ili je daleko,

Ja ne znam. Ali da ti oci sjaju,
Dosta je znati da te ¢eka neko.

U strahu za ljubav ispitujem srce.
Sto ima za nju? Ima, ima dosta.
Ja joj se smijesim nekud u daljinu:
Docekaj spremna svoga gosta.

Hunch (Dobrisa Cesaric)

I'm going to encounter someone unknown.

Is that one near or far,

| do not know. But shining of your eyes

Let's you know that someone waiting for you.

In fear, | question my heart about love.

What does it have for her? It surely has enough.
I 'm smiling at hersomewhere in the distance:
Be ready to meet your guest.


https://padlet-uploads.storage.googleapis.com/466081356/965d8d65b0cd4104895dec7cc2411796/cesari__slutnja.png

Andrea Mantani - 1ISS EINAUDI CASAREGIS GALILEI, Genoa, Italy

Hunch (Dobrisa Cesaric)

Sto andando ad incontrare uno sconosciuto.

E vicino o é lontano,

Io non lo so, ma che i tuoi occhi brillino

E abbastanza per sapere che c'¢ qualcuno che ti sta aspettando.
Nella paura dell' amore domando al cuore.

Cosa posso offrirle?

Questo é abbastanza.

Le sorrido ovunque io sia.

Stai pronta ad incontrare il tuo ospite.

"Przeczucie" - Dobrisa Cesari¢, Polish version

Spotkam kogo$ nieznanego,

Czy jest blisko, czy daleko.

Nie wiem. Ale zeby Twoje oczy 1$nity,
Wystarczy wiedzie¢, ze ktoé na Ciebie czeka.

W obawie o milo$¢, pytam serce.

Czy tam jest co$ dla niej? Jest, jest odpowiednio.
UsSmiecham si¢ do niej w oddali:

Badz gotowa na swojego goscia.

Ivan and Luka

Jure Kastelan, Volio bih da me volis
Volio bih da me voli§

da budem cvijet u tvojoj kosi.

Ako si no¢, ja ¢u bit zora

i bljesak svjetlosti u rosi.

Volio bih da me voli§

i da svi dani budu pjesma.
Ako si izvor i ja ¢u biti

u zivoj stijeni bistra ¢esma.

| would like you to love me
(Jure Kastelan)

| would like you to love me
to be the flower in your hair.
If you are night, 1 will be dawn
and a flash of light in the dew.

| would like you to love me
and that all the days are a song.
If you are a source, | will be
a clear fountain in the living rock .


https://padlet-uploads.storage.googleapis.com/466081356/2eeb1824c0dc8e071e849ebca5637b29/ka_telan.png

Jesbin Panthaloor - 1ISS EINAUDI CASAREGIS GALILEI, Genoa, Italy

Vorrei che tu mi amassi - Jure Kastelan
Vorrei che tu mi amassi

essere il fiore tra i tuoi capelli.

Se tu sei la notte, io saro l'alba

e un lampo di luce nella rugiada.

Vorrei che tu mi amassi

e che tutti i giorni siano una canzone.

Se tu sei la fonte io saro

una fontana di acqua chiara nella roccia viva.

TR/istanbul Uskiidar High School /by Beyza G.

BENI SEVMENI
ISTERDIM

Beni sevmeni isterdim.
Sacindaki ¢icek olmay:
Eger sen geceysen ciyde
bir 151k patlayip
Ben safak sokecegim

Beni sevmeni isterdim
Ve butun gunlerin bir
sarki olmasini
Eger sen kaynaksan
Ben kayanin i¢inde
yasayan berrak bir
cesme olacagim.
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"Chciatbym zebys$ mnie kochata" - Jure Kastelan, Polish version

Chciatbym zeby$ mnie kochata
Pragne by¢ kwiatem we wlosach.
Jedli jeste$ nocg, to ja bede $witem
i btyskiem $wiatta na kroplach rosy.

Chciatbym zeby$ mnie kochata
i aby wszystkie dni byly pie$nia.
Jedli jestes Zrodlem, to ja bede
czystg fontanng w zywej skale.

Karlo

Slavko Mihali¢, Doslo je, doslo vrijeme

Mozda je doslo vrijeme
kada ljubav treba tajiti.
Treba je sakriti

u podrumu kakve
napustene kuce.
Izrezati je iz mesa,
odjenuti u bosjacke tralje.
Zatvoriti joj usta,

o¢i zapecatiti.
Strovaliti u provaliju,
spaliti, i njezin prah
razbacati na sve Cetiri
strane.

Doslo je, doslo vrijeme
kad je i poezija nepravda.

It has come, the time has come

(Slavko Mihalic)

Maybe the time has come

when love needs to be kept secret.

It needs to be hidden
in the basement of some
abandoned house.
Cut it out of meat,
dress it in trawls.
Shut her mouth,

seal her eyes.

Stall into the abyss,
burn, and scatter

her ashes on all fours
sides.

It has come, the time has come
when even poetry is unfair.


https://padlet-uploads.storage.googleapis.com/466081356/71b892aa7ff132574962ed72acde1e96/Mihali_.png

Hira-Tr Istanbul Uskudar High School

GELDI,ZAMAN GELD]

Belki de askin sir olarak saklanmasi gereken zaman gelmistir.
Terk edilmig bir evin bodrum katinda saklanmasi gerekiyor.
Etten kesin, trollere koyun.

Kapa ¢eneni, gozlerini miihtirle. Uguruma dal, yak, kiillerini dort bir yana sac.

Geldi, siirin bile adaletsiz oldugu zaman.

GELDI,ZAMAN GELDI

Belki de askin sir olarak saklanmasi gereken zaman
gelmistir.
Terk edilmis bir evin bodrum katinda saklanmasi
gerekiyor.
Etten kesin, trollere koyun.
Kapa ceneni, gdzlerini mahrle.
Ucuruma dal, yak, kiillerini dort bir yana sag.
Geldi, siirin bile adaletsiz oldugu zaman.
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"Nadszedt juz, nadszedt juz czas" - Slavko Mihali¢, Polish version

Moze nadszed! juz czas

kiedy mito$¢ musi by¢ utrzymywana
w tajemnicy.

Musi by¢ ukryta

w piwnicy jakiego$

opuszczonego domu.

Wytnij to z migsa

ubrany we wilokowg szate.

Zamknij jej usta,

zaklej jej oczy.

Stan w otchtani

spal, i rozsyp

jej prochy na

wszystkie cztery

strony.

Nadszed! juz, nadszedt juz czas,

gdy poezja jest takze niesprawiedliwoscia.

Katarina, Korina, Ema i Petra

Josip Pupacié¢, Zaljubljen u ljubav
Volio sam je

kao travu

i kao jasenje,

ko trstiku i kanarinca,
ko uspavanku

i majcino budenje.
Zaljubio sam se u nju,

u malu djevojku,

u njezine prste nemoc¢ne
u struk kostelje moje
zelene.

Volio sam je,

vodu divljeg jezera,
dijete u povoju,
vitku i brzu
jegulju.

Nju, u ¢ijim se kosama
migoljila magla,

nju, Ciji je vrat
skladni snop zita,

¢iji je hod
Setnja paprati.

Nazivao sam je
vidrom i lasicom,
rijekom i pasnjakom,
srnom

i janjetom.

Jer se svlacila kao zora,
jer se podavala kao svije¢a
i otimala

kao Zivica.

Volio sam je kao Zenu,
ko dijete,

ko brata,

volio sam je kao mir

i kao povratak;

nju, vodu divljeg jezera,
dijete u povoju,

vitku i brzu

jegulju.
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In Love With Love (Josip Pupacic)

I loved her
like grass
and like ash trees,
like reed and a canary,
like a lullaby
and my mother waking me up.
I fell in love with her,
with that little girl,
with her fingers powerless
with the waist of my
green elm tree.

| loved her,
the water of a wild lake,
a child in bandages,
slim and fast
eel.

Her, in whose hair
the fog flickered,
her, whose neck
is a harmonious sheaf of grain,
whose walk
is the walk of ferns.

I called her
an otter and a weasel,
a river and a grassland,
a doe
and a lamb.

Because she undressed like the dawn,
because she gave out like a candle
and struggled
like a hedge.

| loved her like a woman,
like a child,
like a brother,

I loved her like peace
and like a comeback;
her, the water of a wild lake,
a child in bandages,
slim and fast
eel.

"Zakochany w Mitosci" - Josip Pupacié, Polish version

Kochatem ja

jak trawe

ijak jesiony,

jak trzcine i kanarka,

jak kotysanke

i budzaca mnie matke.
Zakochalem si¢ w niej,

w tej matej damie,

w jej bezsilnych palcach
w talii mojego

zielonego drzewka.
Kochatem ja,

wode dzikiego jeziora,
dziecko w powijakach,
szczuptego i szybkiego
wegorza.

Te, w ktorej wlosach
migotata mgta,

Te, ktorej szyja

jest harmonijnym snopem zboza,
ktorej chod

jest chodem po listkach paproci.
Nazywatem jg

wydra i fasica,

rzekg i polang,

sarng

i owieczka.

Bo rozbierata sie jak $wit,
Bo oddawata sig¢ jak $wieca
i wykrecata sie

niczym Zywoplot.
Kochatem ja jak kobiete,
jak dziecko,

jak brata,

Kochatem jg jak spokoj
ijak powrot;

ja, wode dzikiego jeziora,
dziecko w powijakach,
szczuptego i szybkiego
wegorza.
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