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habiak 
 

Negua lo gelditu zaigu oinetan behelainotan, 

bihotzekin baino ez dugu ikusten, itxututa. 

Minak habiak egin dizkigu esku ahurretan eta 

itsasoak gainezka begietan. 

Argirik ez da sartu geroztik barrura, 

udaberririk ez dute somatzen loreek gurean, 

txorien zain daramagun arren urtaro osoa, 

saiak baino etzaizkigu hurbiltzen lehiora. 

Bihotza harri bihurtu zaigu, gogortuta, 

goroldioa dugu lehen azala zen lekuan. 

Desertua baino ez dut orain ikusten zure begietan 

eta ibai lehorrak dira gure zainak. 

Ta nahiz eta minak habiak egin dizkigun esku ahurretan, 

saiak baino biltzen ez bazaizkigu gure lehiora, 

goroldioa dugun arren gorputz osoan, 

hemen iraungo dugu elkarrekin ilargi berotan zain, 

zain, 

zain, 

ilargi berotan zain. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



nests 
 

Winter has fallen asleep in the dust, down there in the mist, 

and we only see with our hearts, blinded as we move. 

Pain has laid its own nests in the palms of our hands and 

the sea wells up in our eyes, overflows. 

No light has come into us since then; 

the flowers around us have felt no spring here, 

though we've spent all season waiting for birds, 

to our windows only crows come. 

Our hearts have turned to stone and hardened, 

now we've moss where skin used to be. 

And all I see in your eyes is a desert, 

our veins stream from where water's long run out.  

And though pain has laid nests in the palms of our hands, 

to our windows only crows come, 

and though moss covers every inch of our bodies, 

here we'll wait together for the warm moon. 

Waiting, 

waiting, 

waiting for the warming moon. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Izibene Oñederra 

Tinta paperean 

39 x 50 

 

  



 

  



bihotza galdu dut 
 

Bihotza galdu dut, nonbait, zure izara artean 

eta ero moduan nabil orain galduta, noraezean. 

Bidertzak sagar ta orbelez betetzen hasiak direnean, 

udazkena eskutitzak bidaltzen ari balitz bezala. 

Zulo haundi bat dut orain hemen, bularraren erdian, 

ezerk betetzen ez duen zulo sakon eta iluna, 

bertan ehortzi nahi ditudan arren guri buruzko guztiak 

zure hitzak entzuten ditut memoriaren irratian. 

Eta euria ari du, aspaldi ez bezala, 

dena lutuz jantziaz bals ilun bat bailitzan. 

Utzidazu berriro galtzen zure izara artean 

han bakarrik aurkitu dezaket behin han galdu nuena. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



I've lost my heart 
 

I seem to have lost my heart in your sheets, 

and mad I wander with no path for my feet. 

Apples and leaves start to fill up the gutters 

autumn writing and sending us letters. 

And now I've a huge hole in my chest, 

a dank, dark, deep hole that gives me no rest; 

I'd like to bury our everything in there, 

but on memory-radio your words I hear. 

And after so long once more here's the rain 

dressing us up for dark dancing again. 

So let me get lost in your sheets once more, 

the sole place I'll find what I lost before. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Idoia Beratarbide 

marrazkia eta collagea 

23 x 17 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

  



denbora 

 

Ozeanoak pasatzen dituzten 

arrain bakartiak lez, errari,  

naufrago gabiltz intxaur oskol baten, 

haize erauntsien mirabe, norabide gabe. 

Ez dakigu zenbat denbora falta den, 

ez zenbat behar den, nora goazen. 

Erlojuak hautsi zenituen eta orain 

area eskuetan, eskuetatik ihes.  

Emaidazu eskua eta oinutsik 

iragango dugu elkarrekin, denbora,  

memoriaren errautsen gainean oina hutsak errez,  

denbora. 

Atzoko suen hausterrek oraindik 

erretzen badute ere segi aurrera,  

ez dizut emango galderarik ezidazu 

eskatu erantzunik, goazen aurrera. 

Bihotza emango dizut nik, 

triku-azal baten bildurik, 

hautsi ez dadin, 

mindu ez dadin, 

urra ez dadin, bilduta emango dizut nik. 

 

 

 

 



time goes by 
 

Like solitary fish that 

swim across oceans, 

shipwrecked in a nutshell, 

slaves to a storm wind, lost. 

No telling how much time's left, 

how much we need, or where we're going. 

Your watch is broken and now 

there's sand in your hand, runing through your fingers. 

Give me your hand and barefoot 

we'll walk together… Time goes by. 

Bare feet burning on memory's dust…  

Time goes by. 

Though yesterday's embers 

still burn, carry on. 

I won't ask you questions, don't 

ask me for answers, let's carry on. 

I'll give you my heart 

in a hedgehog's skin 

so it doesn't break, 

so it doesn't hurt; 

I'll wrap it tight for you so it doesn't snap. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Uxue Pascual 

Oleoa 

39'5 x 33,5 



 

  



geuk piztutako suak 
 

Neuk piztutako sutan erre naiz berriz, 

lehen ibilitako bidetan, 

oraingo galbidetan, deslai nabil. 

Bide-gurutzera iristean okerreko bidetik,  

ilargiari segika batzuetan zugana ihesi, 

bestetan zugandik. 

Baina bidea jakin arren, 

galdu egingo naiz berriz,  

itsaso berdinetan ito, 

eguzki berdinetan erre, behin eta berriz.  

Bide ertzeko zoko ilunetan, 

lo gelditzen naiz sarri,  

bazterreko pizti hilekin lo, 

txakur galduen bidean zure atzetik.  

Baina bidea jakin arren, 

galdu egingo naiz berriz,  

itsaso berdinetan ito, 

eguzki berdinetan erre, behin eta berriz.  

Geuk piztutako sutan erreko gera berriz, 

eta su zaharren ke beltzetan biderik aurkitu ezinik, ihesi. 

 

 

 

 

 



burnt on my own flame 
 

I'm burnt again on my own flame, 

my way lost down the road 

I took before, and who's to blame. 

I'll follow the moon from you to be free, 

but take the wrong turn in the end, 

while other times it's you I run to see. 

Yes, I know the way so well, 

but I'll get lost again you'll see, 

burn once more in the same sun, 

drown again in the same sea. 

Sometimes asleep I fall 

down on the dark side of the way, 

sleeping with the dark beasts down there, 

then I'm after you like a stray. 

Yes, I know the way so well, 

but I'll get lost again you'll see, 

burn once more in the same sun, 

drown again in the same sea. 

We'll burn again on our own flame, 

wrapped in smoke, trapped in our game. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

   

Zaloa Ipiña 

eskaiola, metakrilato eta aluminiozko eskultura 

75 x 50 x 48 

 



 

  



aztarnak 
 

Desertu erdian bale eskeletu bat da behin 

itsasoa han izan zeneko aztarna bakarra,  

aztarna bakarra. 

Mendi altuan karakola bat da, 

behin itsasoa han izan zeneko aztarna bakarra,  

aztarna bakarra.  

Etxe osoan usain antzeko bat da, 

behin hemen izan zineneko aztarna bakarra, 

aztarna bakarra. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



the only trace 
 

In the middle of a desert a whale's bones, 

the only sign it was once a sea; 

the only trace. 

There's a snail on a mountain top, 

the only sign it was once a sea; 

the only trace. 

There's a scent around my home, 

the only sign you once had a key; 

the only trace. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Nagore Legarreta 

Argazkilaritza 

28 x 34 



 

  



zubiak 
 

Dena utzi eta berriz ihes egin duzu,  

eta zuri deika atzean utzi nauzu,  

pizti herabeen moduan ari natzaizu,  

gauez kantuan.  

 

Hautsi duzu, eraikitako zubia deusestatu,  

eta orain harri pilo bat baino ez dugu,  

min egiten duten milaka harri dugu elkarri botatzeko. 

 

Eraikitako zubia amildegi egin zaigu,  

ibai erdian harro pasatzen zaigu,  

denbora bailitzan dena eramanez, ezabatuz.  

 

Eta denboraz, azkenean geu ere harri bihurtu,  

ez dugu sinesten eta ezin sentitu,  

hitzak sugeak bailiran lotzen zaizkigu eta ezin askatu.  

 

Eraikitako zubia amildegi egin zaigu,  

ibai erdian harro pasatzen zaigu,  

denbora bailitzan dena eramanez, ezabatuz.  

 

Denbora bailitzan ibaia, ibaia bailitzan denbora. 

 

 

 



bridges 
 

You run away once more, leave it all, 

leave me behind you again and I call, 

like a scared animal I cry out, 

into the dark night I shout. 

 

You've broken it, the bridge we built destroyed, 

a pile of stones and then it's just a void, 

all those stones we throw at each other. 

 

The bridge we built is now a cliff, 

the river runs past us fast as if 

it were time, washing it all away. 

 

In the end time turns us too into stone, 

we don't believe, no feelings of our own; 

words tie us like serpents, there's no way home. 

 

The bridge we built is now a cliff, 

the river runs past us fast as if 

it were time, washing it all away. 

 

The river ticks by while time flows on. 

 

 

 



 

 

Marrabila 

akuarela, tinta txinatarra eta arkatz akuarelagarriak 

50 x 70 



 

  



aztia 
 

Gaueko ardoak dena agindu arren 

esnatzean haren muga ahulak ikusi 

itxurak egiteko mozorrorik gabe 

gezurrak, ametsak, denak ahitu zaizkit; 

gezurrak, ametsak ahitu zaizkit. 

Nortasun guztiak antzeteaz asperturik 

inork ez du nahi aurrea hartzerik 

marinel matxinaturiko barku batean 

itsasorik gabeko marinela naiz ni. 

 

(Mi) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



magician 
 

Though last night the wine promised it all, 

when we wake its walls will all fall, 

no mask can build the disguise: 

its lies, dreams – a word to the wise; 

lies, dreams – a word to the wise. 

No more wish to play out a part, 

who's first for that change of heart. 

My ship's lost and gone aground, 

a sailor with no sea around. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Okene Abrego  

Collage 

30 x 40 



 

  



zuganako bideak 
 

Hiria lokartu da ilunabarraren eskailaretan, 

haize boladak abailtzen eta ostoak joka gure ateetan. 

Zuhaitzik ez dagoen arren gure amets izoztuetan, 

ostoak ateratzen eta joka gure ateetan. 

Kale zabalen bakardadea neurtzen da aulki hutsetan 

eta ihes atera zen jendea esertzen da orain bertan. 

Udazken hilezkor honen osto infinitoen pean 

ezabatzen zaizkit niri zuganako bideak. 

 

(Jon Maia) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



my way to you 
 

Out city's asleep on the steps down to dusk, 

and the wind covers doors with leaves and dust. 

There are no trees in our dreams' drawer, 

but still leaves come to knock upon our door. 

Lonely streets are measured in empty places 

and those who once fled now show their faces. 

Under endless leaves of never-ending fall 

my way towards you hits into a wall. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Ramon Zabalegi 

Akuarela 

30 x 42 



 

  



amultsu dator iluna 
 

Amultsu dator iluna, 

urrundik ingurura, 

ingurutik azalera, azaletik barru-barrura. 

Amultsu dator iluna, itsasgandua bailitzan, 

muineko zokondorik gordeenetan, 

dudaren argi-leuna zabaltzera. 

 

(Juan Luis Zabala) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



darkness comes with love 
 

Darkness comes with love 

from afar to nearby, 

from around us to our skin, from there to deep within. 

Darkness comes with love, like a sea mist 

in the furthest reaches of your trust, and tries 

to spread dim doubt out wide. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Maite Arbonies 

grafitozko arkatzekin; akuarela eta tintarekin; irudia digitalizatua 

30 x 40 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

  



ekilibristak 

 

Lehiotik sartu zaigu eguzkia lapur bat bailitzan 

eta eskuetan ohostu dizkigu ametsak 

eta atzo izotz handi-handi bat zena  

gaur ur hutsa da behatz minduetan behera, 

eta ezin eutsi, berriz etsi. 

Atzean zubi denak erre eta ihesi goaz 

oinak hautsitako zaldi baten gainean, 

bi ilargidun gau hori ea non agertuko zain 

egunsentiak harrapatzen gaitu beti, ihesi. 

Eskuak amets haziz bete 

eta ondar antzutan ereingo ditugu 

amets berriak, eta uzta noiz jasoko 

zain zerura begira egongo 

eta zeru ilunak amenazu beti, amenazu beti. 

Eta zer gara botila hutsak baino, 

zer gara ekilibristak baino,  

bi bihotzen arteko soka hauskor 

hortan errari dabiltzan 

ekilibristak baino. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



acrobats 
 

The sun slips in like a thief in our home 

stealing everything that we call our own,  

and what was once a huge frozen stone 

has melted down, just water alone, 

and we can't go on, can't give up again. 

Bridges behind us burned, we flee into dusk, 

riding along on a horse covered in dust, 

those two moonlit nights waiting to see who's there, 

but we're always caught when dawn appears. 

Our hands full of schemes 

and we'll sow our new dreams 

with fruitless wealth, looking to the sky 

to see our harvest come along, 

but the dark sky always does us wrong. 

What are we but plain water, 

what but acrobats, 

weak ropes between two hearts, 

just acrobat who flex 

from one heart to the next. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Txakur Gorria 

Collage digitala 

21 x 40 



 

  



itsas-erauntsiak 
 

Gehien beldurtzen nauen itsaso iluna zuk barruan daramazuna  

eta arrotzen deneko ataka gogorretan begiak betetzen dizkiguna 

eta arrotzen deneko ataka gogorretan 

malko gaziz gainezka egin duena 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



storms at sea 
 

The dark sea inside you is what most scares me: 

at the cruel, unmapped strait our eyes are the sea; 

at the cruel, unmapped strait 

salt tears await. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Alaia Gaztelumendi 

gouache-a, Fedrigoni papera 

30 x 30 
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