Dannsa 'san t-seomar-feitheamh

Tha ar beatha gu leir

‘san fheitheambh.

Lorgaidh sinn aig an am sin

ar sinn-fein do-aireambh:
trioblaideach, dochasach, critheanach,

miannach, eagalach, mi-fhoighidneach.

Tha.ar faileasan-dannsa gu leir an sin
ag imrich ann an leth-sholus

do mhi-reuson,

domhlachadh le-cheile

ann an teasachan do ghluasad,

gun fhois, gun aonachd.

‘S nuair a chanas guth ‘An ath dhuine’,
bidh danns ur
ri toiseachadh.

Dancing in the waiting room

All our living

1s In waiting.

In these moments

we find our myriad selves :
anxious, hopeful, trembling,
wishful, fearful, impatient.
All our dancing shadows
are there

flitting in the half-light

of unreason,

crowding together

1n fevers of movement,
never still, never one.

Then a voice says 'Next',
and a new dance
begins.

Angus Macmillan
translated from Gaelic by the author

Poems for..waiting

wWww.poensfor.org

Poems for... is a Hyphen project. “Hyphen-21"is a col

COoy
%
(@]

2 '\‘°
t —-—
<t -
THE POETRY SOCIETY

<, Q
Ve LS

mpany registered in Cardiff n0.2925831. Registered Charity no.1040077. www.hyphen-21.org




