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SIGURBJGRG PRASTARDOTTIR (born1973) is the author of
eight poetry collections, a couple of novels and a few staged

plays.

Her poetry cycle Blysfarir (Torch Marches) was nominated for
the Nordic Council Literature Prize in 2009 and subsequently
published in German and Swedish. Her poetry is widely translated
for readings and anthologies in Europe and beyond.

Her mini-play Decent People, about Nobel Prize author Halldor
Laxness, was staged at King’s Place in London in 2016, and her
radio drama Boneshakers was listed as Highly Commended in the
BBC International Radio Playwriting Competition 2018.

Prastardottir is the translator of Simon Armitage’s poetry collection
From Where We Stand (Padan sem vid horfum) published by Dimma
in 2019. She also collaborates with musicians and visual artists,
most recently with composer Ingibjérg Yr Skarphédinsdéttir on
Klakabrennur II (Ice Fires IT), a piece for mezzo-soprano and string
quartet whose theme is climate angst. Her latest work in print is
the poetry collection Hryggdyr (Triste Beasts).
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requiem

Allt £f6lkid { kdornum

4 eftir ad daprast sundur

eins og salirnar { messunum

sem pad syngur;

allir barkar

munu

verpast og stokkva i tvennt
kjélkabein vedrast

og pindir pyngjast i svord, en

p6 ekki fyrr

en flutt hefur verid eitt verk

enn eda tvo eda dtta hundrud fyrir
fullum s6lum af brjéski og snittum pvi
d medan holdid hreyfist er
mikilvegt ad halda

hépinn

requiem

All the people in the choir

will wither apart

like the souls in the services

they sing;

all windpipes

will

warp and crack in two,
cheekbones will erode

and diaphragms sink into soil, but
not until

they have performed

one more piece or

two or eight hundred before

halls full of cartilage and canapés for
while the flesh is moving it

is important to clutch

together



proskalysi

Einu sinni pegar Elisabet Englands-
drottning var tuttugu og tveggja dra
st6d hun snoggt upp af badkari

og teygdi hendurnar svo hétt til himins
i einhverju bjartsyniskasti ad hun

fékk sart tak i siduna. Han smeygdi

sér stillilega i mjukar teygjubuxur sem
einhver hafdi smyglad inn til hennar

og la fyrir pad sem eftir 1ifdi pess dags.

cold-shiver-oil

Once upon a time when Queen Elizabeth

of England was twenty-two she

suddenly stepped out of a bathtub

and raised her hands so high towards the sky
in some fit of optimism that she felt

a stinging stitch in her side. She slowly
slipped into a pair of soft long trousers that
somebody had smuggled into her room

and lay quiet for what remained of the day.



vid utganginn

Sitjum ekki
svona nalegt dyrunum,
pad gustar um

glufur og

engin okkar vérn
pegar nyju pjénarnir

koma

0g

lata iskra i [6mum, af 4settu —

sitjum ekki par
sem

okkur er sagt; vid
erum fimm, peir
nyir

og hlytur ad

vega pungt ad prju okkar eru
born

10

by the exit

Let’s not sit
so close to the door,
there is a draught through

cracks and

we have no defence
when the new waiters

show up
and
make the hinges screech, on purpose

let’s not sit
where

we are told; we
are five, they are
new

and it should
carry weight that three of us are

children

11



brjéstin min

Allegro non troppo, adagio non troppo, allegretto
grazioso, piano, diminuendo, a piacere, allegro con
spirito, tenuto, (agitato), grave, presto ma non
assai, leggermente crescendo, con slancio,
fortissimo, grandioso, larghetto, quasi andantino,
allattante, mezzo forte, staccato, affettuoso, legato,
giocoso, vivace, forte, meno mosso, amabile,

alla marcia

Hratt ekki um of, haegt ekki um of, allgreitt med

reisn, veikt, smdm saman mykra, ad vild, hratt med
andagift, haldid, (6rélega), med alvoru, fljott en p6
ekki, litillega vaxandi, med dhuga, mjog sterkt,
hastemmt, nokkud breitt, naestum a gonguhrada,
mjélkandi, af hdlfum styrk, slitid sundur, af tilfinningu,
bundid, med gledi, liflega, sterkt, minni hreyfing,

ljuflega, marserandi

dolente — med sarsauka

12

my breasts

Allegro non troppo, adagio non troppo, allegretto
grazioso, piano, diminuendo, a piacere, allegro con
spirito, tenuto, (agitato), grave, presto ma non
assai, leggermente crescendo, con slancio,
fortissimo, grandioso, larghetto, quasi andantino,
allattante, mezzo forte, staccato, affettuoso, legato,
giocoso, vivace, forte, meno mosso, amabile,

alla marcia

Quick but not too quick, slow but not too slow, pretty lively
with grace, soft, gradually softer, at pleasure, fast and
spirited, held, (restless), solemn, very quick but not
extremely, lightly growing, with enthusiasm, very strong,
magnificent, rather broadly, as if at walking speed,
suckling, moderately strong, detached, affectionate,
bound, merry, brisk, strong, less movement, pleasantly,

on the march

dolente — mournful

13



utvatna

{ dkvednum bjarma undir

badljésinu er ég tekin eins og langalangamma
min sem 4tti tta born 4 pessum aldri og

var hress, niunda barnid dé

ur berklum, ég hlusta & Joan Baez

ur malmhlut innan ur stofu og dypka hrukkurnar
til gamans pvi ég veit ad pessir dalir

undir augunum koma ur

fjallinu ofan vid sveitakirkjuna

6mmu minnar sem var hress og ég

maka 4 mig blaleitu kremi, meli mér
pverhandarbreidan tannpradarspotta

ur gleeru hulstri og slekk

1j6sid eins

og

han hefdi gert til ad fara vel med

14

washout

In a certain glare under

the bathroom light I am haggard

like my great-great-grandmother

who had eight children at this age and

was swell, the ninth child died

of tuberculosis, I listen to Joan Baez

from a metal object in the living-room and
dramatize my wrinkles for fun because

I know these dales

beneath my eyes are from

the mountain above the country church
of my grandmother who was swell and

I smear myself with bluish cremes, measure
a dental floss the size of my palm

from alucid case and put

out the light like

she

would have done to skimp

15



innflytjandi / juni

mér finnst pad wtti ad blanda
beinaflisum i malbik og ad
pt ettir ekki ad vera i svona
hihzludum ském hér (peir
getu sokkid hun er

heit s6lin)

ertu med svona ha kinnbein?

ad ganga alveg hljodlaust
grata sig i svefn rifa e-0d
isig

er eina markmioid i dag 4
morgun faum vid nyja

hugmynd

mér finnst ég hafi sé0 pessi
augu pin 40ur kemurdu

oft hingad? hér voru

miklu fleiri adddendur

ddur en vegurinn var lagdur
svona beint

hun er heit sélin, vid samt
petta langt fra

16

immigrant / june

i think they ought to mix

bone splinters into the tarmac and that
you shouldn’t be wearing such

high heels here (they

could sink it’s

hot the sun)

have you got such high cheekbones?

walking without a sound
crying yourself to sleep wolfing something
down

is the only goal today
tomorrow we’ll have a new
idea

i think i’ve seen those

eyes of yours before do you come
here often? there were

many more admirers here

before the road was laid

that straight

it’s hot, the sun, though we're
this far away

17



heimsending

kemur madur hjélandi

inn i stofuna hjd mér

eyrnastér og drypur af honum
beirdaolia

nefstér og skalmarnar teettar
stigur af hjélinu

munnstor en segir ekki ord
oliubrak 4 gélfinu

kannski er ég heett ad skilja folk en
hvad vill pessi madur?

er a0 hugsa um ad bjéda honum eplasafa
pa skemmir hann pégnina
pireygdur, skodar sig um og segir:
ja, varst pu ad panta byltingu?
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home delivery

aman comes cycling

into my living room

big-eared and dripping

riot oil

big-nosed and ripped pant legs
dismounts from his bike
big-mouthed but doesn’t say a word
an oil slick on the floor

maybe i’ve stopped understanding people but
what does this man want?

i consider offering him apple juice
then he ruins the silence
squint-eyed, looks around and says:
yes, did you order a revolution?

19



mordsaga

haustid hetti vid ad fara

kom aftur um jélin

ég setti skoinn ut i glugga

og fékk piané

en lika petta laufblad af bjork

setti pad i pykka bok

sem ég hafdi aldrei lesid

sé fyrst nuna hvad pad er kunnuglegt
pad hefur sama lag

og halsinn pinn innanverdur

ég geti gert eitt

ég geetilagt pad varlega i kokid 4 pér
pannig geetirdu heett ad anda
tyrirhatnarlaust

rammislenskt laufblad

nefurpunnt

er fallegasti dauddaginn

finnst pér ekki
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murder story

the autumn decided not to leave
came back at christmas

i put a shoe in the window

and got a piano

but also this leaf of a birch tree
putitin a thick book

thatihad never read

see first now how familiar it looks
it has the same shape

as your throat

and i could do one thing

i could place it carefully in your gullet
so you could stop breathing
without effort

a genuine icelandic leaf
wafer-thin

is the most beautiful way to die
don’t you think
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vid perrum tar we dry our tears

P4 fara There go

jakarnir the icebergs

i on

hungurverkfall a hunger strike

einn yet

ganginn enn again

(ok vid perrum (and we dry our

Oskeer cloudy

tar) tears)

»Hér er engin mannabyggd og langt & daginn lidid.” “This is a lonely place, and the hour is now late.’
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heimskautasirkusinn
Tja,

madur er petta, hva, fjorir
aflangir skankar sem
lidast ut fra
bradhreddum

bol

er nema von ad manneskjur brotni

the arctic circus

Well,

each of us is, what, four
oblong extremities

snaking from a

flare-scared
trunk

collapse is quite on the cards




