In Praise of Mystery: A Poem for Europa
Ada Lim6n

Arching under the night sky inky
with black expansiveness, we point
to the planets we know, we

pin quick wishes on stars. From earth,
we read the sky as if it is an unerring book
of the universe, expert and evident.

Still, there are mysteries below our sky:
the whale song, the songbird singing
its call in the bough of a wind-shaken tree.

We are creatures of constant awe,
curious at beauty, at leaf and blossom,
at grief and pleasure, sun and shadow.

And it is not darkness that unites us,
not the cold distance of space, but
the offering of water, each drop of rain,

each rivulet, each pulse, each vein.
O second moon, we, too, are made
of water, of vast and beckoning seas.

We, too, are made of wonders, of great
and ordinary loves, of small invisible worlds,
of a need to call out through the dark.

Na chvalu tajomstva: Basen pre Europu
Ada Limo6n

Klenac pod no¢nou oblohou atramentovo
¢iernou rozpinavost'ou ukazujeme

na planéty, ktoré pozname, my

pripnite rychle Zelania na hviezdy. Zo zeme

¢itame oblohu, ako keby to bola neomylna kniha

vesmiru, odborna a evidentna.

Napriek tomu st pod nasou oblohou tajomstva:

spev velryb, spev vtakov spievajici

svoje volanie v konari vetrom otraseného stromu.

Sme stvorenia neustalej bazne,
zvedavi na krasu, na listy a kvety,
na smutok a poteSenie, slnko a tien.

A nie je to tma, €o nas spaja,
nie chladna vzdialenost’ vesmiru, ale
ponuka vody, kazda kvapka dazd’a,

kazda riava, kazdy pulz, kazda zila.
O, druhy mesiac, aj my sme stvoreni
z vody, z obrovskych a vabiacich mori.

Aj my sme stvoreni zo zazrakov, z velkych
a obycajnych lasok, z malych neviditeI'nych
svetov, z potreby volat’ cez tmu.



