
[image: image]


Fan binnen út
ier foarjier

From within
early spring


Kolofon/Colofon

ISBN boek/booklet 978 90 8954 483 4

1e druk boek 2011, 1e druk boek + CD 2012
First Edition 2012

© 2012 Tryntsje van der Veer

Opnametechnyk   Technical registration
Dirk Overwijk, St. Jânsgea

Opnamelokaasjes   Recording locations
Goede Hoedertsjerke, It Hearrenfean
Studio-opnames te De Pein en Sint Jânsgea

Utjouwer   Publisher
Elikser, Oksekop 4, 8911 LE Ljouwert
in cooperation with Binnentún,
Postbus 69, 9250 AB Burgum

[image: image]

Fotowurk   Photography
Ouke Kooistra, Steenderen

Muzyk   Music
Rob du Jardin, Amsterdam

Tekstkorreksje Ingelsk   English Proofreader
Ineke Haase-Bijlsma, Wassenaar

CD produksje   CD production
Marista, Dronryp

Ofbylding omslach   Cover
Ouke Kooistra, Steenderen

Foarmjouwing   Design
Evelien Veenstra, Apeldoorn

Lettertype   Font
Perpetua

Niets uit deze uitgave mag worden verveelvoudigd, opgeslagen in een geautomatiseerd gegevensbestand en/of openbaar gemaakt door middel van druk, fotokopie, microfilm of op wat voor wijze dan ook, zonder voorafgaand schriftelijke toestemming van de auteur en de uitgeverij.

This book may not be reproduced by print, photoprint, microfilm or any other means, without written permission from the author and the publisher.


Fan binnen út

ier foarjier

From within

early spring

Tryntsje van der Veer:  dichtwurk  poetry
Rob du Jardin:  muzyk  music
Ouke Kooistra:  fotowurk  photography


Foar/For Eppie Dam


		
			
				
				
			
			
					
					
						
						Ynhâld
					

				
					
					
						Content
					

				
			

			
					
					
						
							Foaropwurd
						
					

				
					
					
						
							Foreword
						
					

				
			

			
					
					
						
							Motto
						
					

				
					 
			

			
					
					
						Skiften
					

				
					
					
						Chapter
					

				
			

			
					
					
						
							1. Begjin
						
					

				
					
					
						
							The Beginning
						
					

				
			

			
					
					
						Muzyk
					

					
						
							Lytse útslach
						
					

				
					
					
						Music
					

					
						
							Some movement
						
					

				
			

			
					
					
						1. Letter
					

				
					
					
						Later on
					

				
			

			
					
					
						2. Jong guod
					

				
					
					
						Offspring
					

				
			

			
					
					
						3. Yn ’t iepen fjild
					

				
					
					
						In the open field
					

				
			

			
					
					
						4. Ier
					

				
					
					
						Early
					

				
			

			
					
					
						5. Bloesem
					

				
					
					
						Blossom
					

				
			

			
					
					
						6. Amper
					

				
					
					
						Nearly
					

				
			

			
					
					
						7. Fan binnen út I & II
					

				
					
					
						From within I & II
					

				
			

			
					
					
						8. Brek
					

				
					
					
						Lack
					

				
			

			
					
					
						9. Kjeld
					

				
					
					
						Cold
					

				
			

			
					
					
						10. Groeisum waar
					

				
					
					
						Growing weather
					

				
			

			
					
					
						11. Oerjefte
					

				
			

		

	
Foaropwurd

Yn it foarjier fan skreau ik daliks by it ûntweitsjen. Faaks noch tizerich fan ’e sliep. Ik skreau oer itjinge dat my bybleau fan ’e nacht. Flarden, somtiden mear.

Samar is it foarjier der, in weromkommend wûnder barren. Alle sintugen reitsje aktyf. De romte fielt oars, der binnen nije kleuren en it rûkt oars. De winter liket alwer lang ferline. It is in tiid om saken foar it ljocht te heljen en de balâns op te meitsjen. In tiid fan himmeljen, betinken en fieren.

Dit foarjier tsjinnen har ek fragen oan, oer de wrâld, de minsken, kunde en mysels. Media brochten nijs fol freugde en fertriet. Ik seach om my hinne, muzyk wie rûnom. Ik fielde my somtiden ynsletten, ek letterlik, om’t ik in dei frijwillich yn in finzenis ferbleau. Dêr lies ik op ’e flier inkele fersen fan Lewis Carroll. Mei in pear oersetten rigels iepenje ik dizze bondel, dy’t ik opdraach oan Eppie Dam, Frysk dichter, skriuwer en dosint by Tresoar, dy’t op syn hiel eigen wize myn ûntjouwing op it mêd fan it dichtsjen stipe. De kombinaasje fan ienfâld, fokus en fakmanskip yn syn wurk is my ta in grut foarbyld, yn gearhing mei in wiere ynteresse yn ’e wrâld. Myn meikursisten binne dit grif mei my iens.

‘Fan binnen út’ ûntstie yn it foarjier, ripe yn ’e simmer en komt yn ’e hjerst foar it ljocht. De ynhâld slút oan op myn earste bondel ‘Binnentún’, mar de fersfoarm is frijer.

Rob du Jardin (Rob Faltin) ha ’k wer ree fûn om te spyljen en Ouke Kooistra foar it byldmateriaal. Ik frege nei harren foarjier fan 2011. De muzyk waard op 7 maaie op It Hearrenfean opnaam troch Dirk Overwijk.

Al it materiaal is op in natuerlike wize yn skiften byinoar brocht.

Jitske Kingma fan Elikser seach der mei har iepen eachweid nei. Mei har help waard it noch mear ‘fan binnen út’. Sy joech de oantrún foar de Ingelske oersetting, dy’t neisjoen is troch Ineke Haase-Bijlsma.

Ta beslút binne de teksten opnaam troch Dirk. It lûd yn it Frysk waard ynsprutsen troch Tjipke Bloemhof, Sjieuwe Borger, Bjorn en Bente Faber, Elina Faber-de Haan, Bennie Huisman, Margreet de Hoop en troch de auteur sels. Yn it Ingelsk waard dit dien troch Ineke, Chris en Mark Haase en Daniel en Natasha Beckmann. Marista fersoarge de parsing.

Mei tank oan al myn ynspiraasjeboarnen en helpers diel ik dit mei jo. Ik winskje elts in eigen ‘Fan binnen út.’

Burgum, septimber 2011


Foreword

During early Spring 2011 I daily wrote a few lines. Often still half asleep, I would scribble down the remnants of the night. Fragments, sometimes more.

Suddenly, Spring arrives: a re-appearance of the yearly wonders. All senses are activated. The environment feels different, the colours are fresh and there is a new scent in the air. Winter seems a long time ago. It is time to balance and measure life again. It is a time to clean, to rethink and celebrate.

This spring came with its own questions of life, regarding the world, people, friends and myself. The news brought happiness and also sadness. I looked around, immersed in music, but also felt confined, literally, since I had volunteered 24 hours in a Dutch prison. There, I found writings on the floor, a few verses from a poem of Lewis Carroll. I will start this booklet with a translation of some lines.

I dedicate this work to Eppie Dam, Frisian poet, writer and teacher at Tresoar. He inspired and supported me to develop my own style in poetry. The blending of simplicity, focal points and artistic creation has been a great example for me, based on a deep interest in the surrounding world. I am sure my fellow course members will agree.
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‘From within’ was originally written in the Frisian language. It sprouted in Spring 2011, ripened in the Summer and was harvested in the Autumn. The contents of this booklet represents a continuation of my first Haiku poetry book, ‘Binnentún’ (translated: Courtyard), with a more liberated form and style of poetry. Just like my ‘Binnentún’ work, I asked Rob du Jardin (Rob Faltin) to compose and perform the music, Ouke Kooistra to deliver the photography, and collected their thoughts and fingerprints of Spring 2011. On May 7th, the music was recorded by Dirk Overwijk in Heerenveen (Fryslân). The material converged beautifully together in a natural way.

Jitske Kingma of Elikser Publishers gave me her feedback, open-minded, as usual. With her assistance, it reached even deeper ‘from within.’ She encouraged me to translate the Frisian version into English. Ineke Haase-Bijlsma checked the translation. Finally the texts were recorded, again by Dirk, with Frisian vocals by Tjipke Bloemhof, Sjieuwe Borger, Bjorn en Bente Faber, Elina Faber-de Haan, Bennie Huisman, Margreet de Hoop and the author. In English the texts were read by Ineke, Chris en Mark Haase, Daniel and Natasha Beckmann.

Marista music productions made the CD-edition.

With deepest thanks to all of my sources of inspiration and help, I share this work with you. I wish each of you a discovery ‘From within.’

Burgum, September 2011
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	Motto

	 



	De sinne skynde op de see
Skynde út alle macht

	The sun was shining on the sea
Shining with all his might




	Gjin fûgels fleagen der oerhinne
Der wienen gjin fûgels mear

	No birds were flying overhead
There were no birds to fly





Ut/From

The Walrus and The Carpenter

Lewis Carroll

Through the Looking-Glass 1871
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	1. Begjin

	The Beginning




	Muzyk
Lytse útslach

	Music
Some movement




	1

	 



	Letter

	Later on




	stellen tellen
ferskode tiid
yllúzje fan letter
yntiid wekker
om en om
snij ik mysels yn ’e fingers
it kin lije
efkes

	stolen moments
hands put forward
the illusion of later
whilst awake
around and around
I shoot myself in the foot give time
a while













	2

	 



	Jong guod

	Offspring




	fan striekes in nêst
taflecht fan ’e lysterfrou
jong guod sjongt maitiid

	a nest built from straw
shelter for lady blackbird
youngsters sing springtime
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	Yn ’t iepen fjild

	 



	Yn ’e wietens fan ’e dauwe,
doe’t it risseljen ferstomme,
yn ’t iepen fjild wie it
dat ik dy trof.

	Fergonklik is it wêzen
dat troch de tûken gûlt,
it blêdte op syn krêften ferget
oant it delbêdet.




	Do fandelest dêr jeften,
priuwe mocht ik en sjen.
Mei ’t it tiid is kear wer
foar it allerbêste.

	Dêr, yn ’e tiid tusken ’e siken,
dimmen op dit heimlik stee
fan fuorjen en bedobjen,
trof ik dy.




	Nim in rêst en rop de wyn
syn siele te ûntsluten,
de wrâld te lôgjen
ta in see fan fjoer.

	 











	
In the open field

	 



	In dampness of dawn,
when rustling silenced,
in the open field
I met you.

	Transient sound
hauling through the branches,
testing the leaves
until tranquillity.




	While collecting gifts
you offered and showed.
Please do return
for only the best.

	There, in between sighs,
quiet at this secret place
of feeding and hiding
I met you.




	Take some and call the wind
to release its soul,
heaten the world
to a sea of flames.
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	Ier

	Early




	Ear’t oerdwealsk sinneljocht
hoanne en hôf bespilet
lyk en rjocht
omwûn mei wetter.

	Preceeding the playful sunlight
provokes cockerel and yard
even and right
surrounded by water.




	Wize linebeammen
mei kromme fingers
de dei komt.

	Lime trees indicate
with curved digits up-high
the day will come.
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	Bloesem

	Blossom




	leit yn moarntiidsljocht
bloesemblêd as in wale
tilt it hert my op

	rests in morning light
a veil of blossom petals
it lifts up my heart
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	Amper

	Nearly




	Tizerige tinzen
sile as klompskipkes
yn myn beheining,
mei lead ferswierre.

	Fragments of thoughts
sailing like clogships
in my territory,
loaded with lead.




	Amper weet fan wurden
reitsje ik bline toetsen,
fertichtsje fantasij
ear’t rykdom flechtet.

	Barely knowing the words
I hit the blind keys,
condensing fantasy
before richness fades.




	Libbenslang it mijen
fan tichterby kommen,
syktocht nei romte
ûnder de boaiem.

	Lifelong avoiding
the thread of nearness,
in search of space
beneath the surface.
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	Fan binnen út

	From within




	I

	I




	ommuorre fêsting
fermidden sûnder in dak
ik tocht it my ticht

	a walled fortress
the centre without a roof
I thought it closed




	fersomme libben
ringe foar de lange flecht
fêst yn finzenskip

	neglected life
ringed for the flight home
stuck in custody




	by it lemieren
fljocht heech in draak mei winsken
swier fan myn hope

	the light entered
my kite tied with wishes
heavy with hope













	Fan binnen út

	From within




	II

	II




	lit druven rypje
swiere lêst oer tried fan stiel
ik langje nei mear

	grapes are ripening
bunches hanging on steel thread
I long for some more




	yn tichte fetten
jierren mongen ta in dronk
yn it focht baarnt fjoer

	wooden kegs are filled
years mix to an elixer
in liquid hides fire




	skodde en iepen
sil de wyn ryklik brûze
oant de lêste drip

	shaken and open
wine richly overflows
until the last drop
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	Brek

	Lack




	Keare do en ik
no net it tij,
binne wy de wurden brek
dy’t ús bêd meitsje.

	If you and I
not turn the tide,
we lack the words
that make our bed.




	Keare do en ik
net ta de floed,
ferwurdt ús sprekken
ta in werheljen.

	If you and I
not watch the flood,
our speech will turn
to a solemn repeat.




	Keare ik en do
no net ta letter,
toarstgje tongen aanst net mear
nei it swiete wetter.

	If me and you
don’t turn to later,
our tongues no longer
thirst for fresh water.
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	Kjeld

	Cold




	moeten wy inoar
in noedzjen ta kjeld ôfslaan
azem as tekken

	meeting each other
dust off the ambivalence
a white sheet of breath
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	Groeisum waar

	Growing weather




	it reint al ier
juster fersein
doe foel it ta
hjoed by de rûs
aanst giesto

	early morning rain
predicted yesterday
then not so bad
today a shower
soon you’ll go
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	Oerjefte

	Surrender




	earder hie ik hjir net tahâlden
doe’t de nacht kaam
wie ik de dearinnende wei
fan ’e oerjefte
al opgien

	no way I’ve been here before
when the night arrived
I already entered
the closed road
of surrender




	it trof my yn it hert
by ljocht

	it hit me
at daybreak
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From within contains a selection of poems written during Spring by
Tryntsje van der Veer, embellished by photographs of Ouke Kooistra.
The texts are recorded. Rob du Jardin composed and performed the
music (piano and violin)

Itis it jeien en it bédzjen,
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Itis in tn om ier te trédzjen,

mei wylde blommen en plak foar rést.

Itis the hunting and the soothing,
intrees high we made our nest.

1t's a garden for early strolling,
with wild flowers and a seat to rest.
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