Jan Kresadlo
Vanocni Rondel

UZ opét prichazi ten cas
- a navraci se stale znova,
kdy temno noci probil jas
boZiho vtéleného Slova.

Zvést stard, kazdym rokem nova,
Ze BUh sestoupil mezi nas,
nabyva tvaru, zvuku zas

- a navraci se stdle znova.

»At temno zloby, zdsti mraz
propdli zvést ta nadcasovd,
At padnou pouta Adamova,
sobeckd mezi lidmi hraz ... «
tak kazdym rokem vold hlas
- a navraci se stdle znova.

Christmas Roundel

That time of year, that day of days

- always returning, ever fresh,

when the dark night was split, ablaze
by God's Word made incarnate, flesh.

An ancient tale, each year afresh,

that God came down to share our ways,
takes form again, in toning, play

- always returning, ever fresh.

»Let the news melt hate's icy gaze,

scorch ill-will dark to cinders, dash

the bonds of Adam, tear this mesh,

these walls of greed, our human maze ... «
the Call perennial rends the haze

- always returning, ever fresh.

(the original Vanocni rondel by Jan Kresadlo translated by VZJP)



