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Plyng ciche, srebrne Izy

Plyng ciche, srebrne izy

1 fioletow ptynie zal

w nieskonczong ciemng dal —
pachng zwiedte bzy —

to Ty, | duszo? Ty! |

W chmurach leci czarny ptak, |
niesie w szponach krwawy plon |
— Czy to z Twoich dumnych lon
— wyrwany ten znak?

Tak, ma duszo, tak.

— Ty$ mig zaklat w teczy
snow |

— do tych szarych, zimnych
mglic —

— co masz mowic

— predko méw —

—1zy Ci ptyna z lic —

Nic, ma duszo, nic.

Transkrypcja fonetyczna

pwindw teixe, srebrne wzi

i fioletuf pwine zal

v neskontsondw teemndw dal—
paxndw zviendwe bzi —

to tt, | duso? ti! |

f xmurax letei {sarni ptak, |
neee f sponax krfavi plon |
— tst to s tfojix dumnix won
— virvani ten znak?

tak, ma dugo, tak.

— tie migw zaklow f tenfst
snuv |

— do tix sarix, zimnix
mgliits —

— ts0 mas muviite

— prentko muv — _

— wzi tei pwindw z liits —

pits, ma duso, pits.

Silent, silver tears flow

Silent silver harsh tears flow
and sorrow of purples flows
To the endless dark distance —
wilted lilacs smell —

is that you, | poor soul? You! |

A coal-black bird flies in the
clouds, |

Holds a bloody prey in its claws |
— Is it from your fertile womb

— this bad sign torn out?

Yes, my poor soul, yes.

—I’m spelled in the rainbow of
dreams |

— to this grey and chilly

mist —

— what you should say

— say it fast —

— Your huge tears flow down

Naught, my pour soul, naught.



