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WHATEVER SENDS THE MUSIC INTO TIME  ORICÂT DE PREȚUITŃ E MUZICA ċN TIMP 

 

 

NEW POEMS  

 

 

POEME NOI  

 WHERE WERE YOU? 

 

Where were you when I needed you, the year 

the old man died, the year I got the plague 

of womanhood, the year the sailor jumped  

me in the park, the year I started out 

to think of love, hugging my schoolbooks to  

my breast? You werenõt one of those who hung 

out on the corner of my eye, who stood 

apart and held me when the old man died.  

 

And when I started out to think of love  

and caught the plague of womanhood, where were  

you when  the sailor jumped me in the park? 

where were you when the boy who looked so like  

you stood apart and held me quietly  

 UNDE ERAI?  

 

Unde erai când aveam nevoie de tine, anul  

în care tata a murit, anul în care m-a lovit nńpasta   

femeiascń, anul ´n care marinarul m-a asaltat  

în parc, anul în care tocmai începusem  

a mń g©ndi la iubire, str©ng©ndu-mi manualele 

la piept? Nu erai printre cei pe care-i zńream 

doar cu coada ochiului, care au stat  

deoparte Ἠi m-au ´mbrńἪiἨat când tata a murit.  

 

ἧi c©nd am ´nceput sń mń g©ndesc la iubire  

Ἠi m-a pńlit nńpasta femeiascń, unde erai  

când marinarul m -a asaltat în parc? 

unde erai c©nd bńiatul care arńta at©t de mult  

ca tine a stat deoparte Ἠi m-a îmbrńἪiἨat tńcut  
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the day the old man died, that fourteenth spring  

when everything changed, everything?  

´n ziua ´n care tata a murit, a paisprezecea primńvarń 

când totul s-a schimbat, totul? 

 

Traducere de Mńdńlina Bńnucu 
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 PRIVILEGE  

  (for Howard) 

 

Over the terrain of your body, like a machine  

probing Mars, my hand glides sensing  

minute signs of life. To touch you in  

the dark is holy, like the side of the moon none can see 

from earth; none but me to touch you, here 

in this 6 by 6 foot square thatõs been our nightly 

station in space...asylum...aerie...To know 

this flesh we touch in time will disappear  

like stars still seen that aeons ago burned out 

makes touch ephemeral, surreal: a glow 

in space reflected from the earth...to fear 

the end of everything; to kiss your mouth.  

 PRIVILEGIU  

  (pentru Howard) 

 

Peste terenul corpului tńu, precum un robot  

cercet©nd Marte, m©na mea alunecń simἪind  

semne precise de viaἪń. Sń te ating ´n  

´ntuneric e sf©nt, ca partea lunii nemaivńzutń de nimeni 

de pe pńm©nt; doar eu sń te ating, aici  

în acest 2 pe 2 care a tot fost în fiecare noapte  

staἪiunea noastrń-n spaἪiu...azil...cuib... Sń Ἠtiu  

cń acest trup pe care-l atingem va dispńrea ´n timp 

ca stelele ´ncń vńzute care au ars acum eoni 

face atingerea efemerń, irealń: o strńlucire  

în spaἪiu reflectatń de pe pńmânt...sń mń tem de 

sfârἨitul tuturor lucrurilor; sń-Ἢi sńrut gura.  

 

Traducere de Mńdńlina Bńnucu 
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 MEMORY OF VERMONT  

 

In nightõs concerto 

of dark evergreens, solo 

on a silver birch. 

 VERMONT ÎN AMINTIRE  

 

În concertul nopἪii  

al brebeneilor închiἨi, solo  

pe-un mesteacńn alb.  

 

Traducere de Mńdńlina Bńnucu 
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 MANHATTAN MEMORY  

 

A madman lived across the street from me. 

I saw him only at night, his face  

dimly lit through slatted blinds. Three  

windows, one blackened and swollen by  

a rectangle controlling his breadth  

of air, faced mine. Across a square 

green room, bookcase-lined  

   he paced. 

 

I am a starer into space. Smoking 

and meditating (in the old -fashioned 

sense), I lay across my bed 

like a housebound dog. My eyes 

on the vague shapes of night 

in a city street, my ears 

inattentively absorbing sounds,  

   I stared. 

 

And so each night we met. For several 

 MEMORIE -N MANHATTAN  

 

Un nebun locuia peste drum de mine.  

Îl vedeam doar noaptea, faἪa lui  

slab luminatń prin jaluzele. Trei 

ferestre, una ´nnegritń Ἠi umflatń de  

un dreptunghi controlându -i intrarea  

aerului, dńdea cńtre a mea. Printr-o camerń 

verde, pńtratń Ἠi brńzdatń cu cńrἪi 

    el umbla.  

 

Eu mń holbez ´n gol. Fum©nd  

Ἠi medit©nd (cum se fńcea  

demult), ´ntinsń-n patul meu  

ca un câine bolnav. Ochii mei  

pe formele vagi ale nopἪii  

pe o stradń de oraἨ, urechile mele  

asimilând neatent sunetele,  

    mń holbam.  

 

Astfel ne-ntâlneam în fiece noapte. CâἪiva 
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years I watched him paceððôwatchedõ 

as I ôheardõ: trucks bumping 

over the familiar pothole, Saturday night  

drunks cursing their mates, distant 

screamsððôwatched,õ then, minding 

my own business. For several years 

I watched. For several years 

   he paced. 

 

My interest mostly inward -turning,  

I wondered idly (wildly) if he was  

a prisoner in that square green room 

between those blinded windows and  

a darkened archway leading...elsewhere? 

 

  The sun rising, the glass became opaque. 

  Is madness just a night profession? 

  Was he yet awake? Could it be his size, 

  the massive shoulders, the great, sagging 

  head, my own insomniac fancies 

  which lent a strange expression? 

ani l-am privit umblând ñăpriveamó 

´n timp ce ăauzeamó: camioane trec©nd  

peste cunoscuta groapń, beἪivi de sâmbńtń 

noaptea înjurându-Ἠi prietenii, Ἢipete  

-n distanἪńñăpriveamó, atunci, vńz©ndu-mi  

de-ale mele. Timp de câἪiva ani 

priveam . Timp de câἪiva ani  

    el umbla.  

 

Interesul meu ´ndeosebi orientat lńuntric,  

mń ´ntrebam liniἨtit (nelini Ἠtit) dacń era  

prizonier ´n acea camerń pńtratń, verde  

între acele ferestre orbite de jaluzele Ἠi  

acea arcadń cernitń duc©nd...altundeva? 

 

  Soarele rńsńrind, sticla a devenit opacń.  

  Este nebunia doar o profesie nocturnń? 

  Era oare treaz? Sń fie mńrimea sa,  

  umerii masivi, marele, blegitul  

  cap, propriile mele toane insomniace 

  ce confereau o expresie stranie? 
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Then one night, casually staring 

at my cigarette, watching it glow,  

behind closed windowsðð 

    ôPlease donõt look at me!õ 

  ððI saw his fist 

  pressed against the pane. 

There were a hundred windows facing his.  

How many eyes, looking up from books,  

glance at the street? Was it my vacant 

stare he caught? Shaken, 

I sidled through the dimness,  

only my fingers visible, drawing  

   the shades. 

 

Then, any night I saw him there,  

he lifted one hand, silently  

ððwhether to wave or threaten 

I could not tell. Each time 

I turned, oddly frightened: Was it me,  

my oblong room, painted red,  

 

Apoi, într -o noapte, degajat privindu  

-mi Ἢigara, privind -o lucind,  

în spatele ferestrelor închiseñ 

 ăTe rog nu mń privi!ó 

 ñi-am vńzut pumnul  

 apńsat pe geam.  

Erau o sutń de ferestre ´ndreptate spre a lui.  

Oare câἪi ochi, ridicaἪi din cńrἪi,  

privesc strada? Fusese goala mea  

pr ivire ce-o prinsese? Descumpńnitń,  

am mers sfios prin întunecime,  

doar degetele-mi vizible, trńg©nd  

    draperiile.  

 

Apoi, în orice noapte-l vedeam acolo,  

îἨi ridica o m©nń, pe tńcute  

ñfie sń salute, fie sń ameninἪe  

nu-mi dńdeam seama. De fiecare datń 

c©nd mń ´ntorceam, curios speriatń: Eram eu,  

camera mea lunguiaἪń, zugrńvitń roἨu,  
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my treasured texts his vision leapt at, 

all my thoughts strewn across 

   an unmade bed? 

 

Or had we, neighbours in the stillborn night  

ððhe pacing, shaking his fist (or waving);  

I, passive and restless as a housebound dog 

trembling behind a half -drawn shadeððat last 

vaulted the abyss, climbed the two stories 

of our lives, and broken into each otherõs 

   madness? 

preἪioasele mele texte ce-i agńἪau privirea,  

toate g©ndurile mele ´mprńἨtiate pe 

    un pat nefńcut?  

 

Sau noi, vecini ´n noaptea fńr-de viaἪń 

ñel umblând, strângând  pumnul (sau salutând);  

eu, pasivń Ἠi agitatń ca un câine bolnav  

tremurând în spatele draperieiñîntr -un final  

sńriserńm abisul, urcaserńm cele douń etaje  

ale vieἪilor noastre Ἠi nńpustiserńm ´n nebunia  

    unul altuia?  

 

Traducere de Mńdńlina Bńnucu 
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 FOUR GENTLEMEN REMINISCE  

 ABOUT ALLEN GINSBERG  

 

They talked. They didnõt ask ð but I was there. 

I had a very different take on him.  

Quiet and attentive, he didnõt stare 

 

piercingly at me or anyone. Aware  

of everything ð the aura of the courtroom, 

(They talked. They didnõt ask, but I was there) 

 

lawyers, judge, the ritual of fear - 

his eyes cast down, he read his notes, seemed 

quiet and attentive. He didnõt stare, 

 

not straight away, not till he had to swear.  

Then suddenly he shook his finger, aimed 

(They talked. They didnõt ask. But I was there) 

 

and fired a fusillade of verses at The War. 

Barricaded behind the bench, the judge kept shtum. 

 PATRU DOMNI Î ȘI POVESTESC AMINTIRILE  

 DESPRE ALLEN GINSBERG  

 

Vorbeau. Nu întrebau ð dar eu eram acolo.  

Aveam o pńrere foarte diferitń despre el.  

Tńcut Ἠi atent, nu privea fix , 

 

pńtrunzńtor la mine ori altcineva. ConἨtient  

de totul ð aura sńlii de judecatń, 

(Vorbeau. Nu întrebau, dar eu eram acolo) 

 

avocaἪi, judecńtor, ritualul fricii ð  

cu ochii plecaἪi, îἨi citea notiἪele, pńrea 

tńcut Ἠi atent. Nu privea fix,  

 

nu imediat, nu p©nń trebuia sń jure.  

Dintr -odatń-Ἠi scuturń degetul, ochi 

(Vorbeau. Nu întrebau. Dar eu eram acolo) 

 

Ἠi trase o avalanἨń de versuri la Rńzboi.  

Baricadat în spatele mesei, judecńtorul amuἪise.  
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Quiet and attentive, he didnõt stare, 

 

but waited to dismiss the case, prepared 

for  anything but this, a mad manõs poem. 

They talked. They didnõt ask. But I was there, 

quiet and attentive. He didnõt stare. 

Tńcut Ἠi atent, el nu privea fix,  

 

dar aἨtepta sń respingń cazul, pregńtit  

de orice numai nu asta, poemul unui nebun.  

Vorbeau. Nu întrebau. Dar eu eram acolo,  

tńcut Ἠi atent. El nu privea fix.  

 

Traducere de Mńdńlina Bńnucu 
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 TWO POEMS IN MEMORY OF   

 BARBARA DEMING  

 

 1. EASTER SUNDAY  

 

Sweaty and in flower,  

hibiscus and papaya, 

the heat, the sun, almost unbearable, 

and you, not quite alive on chemicals, 

 

bald and weedy as a Buddhist monk, 

laughing, complaining that laughing hurts,  

reaching for water you couldnõt drink, 

making me promise to save the world...  

 

I moved then to a colder place. 

You said youõd be the wind. I wait 

like Heathcliff on the moors.  

Air. Fire. Laughter. Words.  

 

 

 DOUŃ POEME ċN MEMORIA  

 BARBAREI DEMING  

 

 1. DUMINICA PA ȘTELUI  

 

NńduἨit Ἠi înflorit,  

hibiscus Ἠi papaya, 

cńldura, soarele, greu de suportat, 

iar tu, nu chiar în viaἪń pe medicamente, 

 

chealń Ἠi slabń ca un cńlugńr budist,  

râzând, plângându-te cń r©sul doare, 

ajungând la apa pe care nu o puteai bea, 

fńc©ndu-mń sń promit cń o sń salvez lumeaé 

 

M-am mutat apoi într -un loc mai friguros.  

Ai spus cń vei fi v©ntul. AἨtept  

ca Heathcliff, pe dealurile mlńἨtinoase. 

Aer. Foc. Râs. Cuvinte.  
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2. IN GANDHIõS EYES 

 

Barbara, it wasnõt fair, your dying. 

I take long walks to Tavistock Square to look 

(donõt laugh) for you in Gandhiõs eyes. 

 

I try to come in peace, but warring wishes  

and hypocrisy are what I bring.  

He sits, a stone, returning my stare. 

 

Still, I have a place to come, in peace 

or not. Alive, we tried to make a saint  

of you; in death, you should be free. 

 

My burden of agnostic prayer remains.  

In Gandhiõs eyes I look a lunatic. 

The long walk homeõs my blessing. 

2. ÎN OCHII LUI GANDHI  

 

Barbara, nu a fost dreaptń, moartea ta. 

Ies la plimbńri lungi p©nń ´n piaἪa Tavistock ca sń te caut  

(nu râde) prin ochii lui Gandhi.  

 

ċncerc sń vin ´mpńcatń, aduc ´nsń, numai 

dorinἪe contradictorii Ἠi ipocrizie.  

El stń, ca o piatrń, rńspunz©ndu-mi la privirea fixń. 

 

ἧi totuἨi am un loc unde sń vin, în liniἨte 

sau nu. În viaἪń, am încercat sń facem o sfântń  

din tine; ´n moarte, ar trebui sń fii liberń. 

 

Povara rugii mele agnostice rńm©ne. 

Prin ochii lui Gandhi arńt ca un lunatic. 

Lungul drum ´napoi acasń ´mi este binecuv©ntarea. 

 

Traducere de Anca Romete  
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 POSTSCRIPT TO AN OBIT  

  (i.m. Louise Armstrong)  

 

Gee, Iõm sad sheõs dead. 

 She wouldnõt like it either, 

  being dead. Some people do, 

  or think they will before they go.  

  Some people try. Some succeed. 

 But not Louise. 

  It isnõt that she loved life all that much.  

  She was ill for years. And always 

  angry at some rotten deal, some 

  body pissed her off, even me 

  sometimes, I think. 

 She liked her anger. Even when 

 she found it hard to breathe, adrenalin  

 kept her alive. On the phone 

 6,000 miles away, she raised bloody hell. 

 

Gee, itõs hard to think sheõs dead.   Gee. 

 POST SCRIPTUM UNUI NECROLOG  

  (în memoria lui Louise Armstrong)  
 

Zńu, sunt tristń cń nu mai e ´n viaἪń. 

        Ei nu i-ar fi plńcut oricum, 

            sń fie moartń. Unora da, 

            sau cred ei cń le-ar plńcea ´nainte sń dea colἪul. 

            Unii ´ncearcń. Unii reuἨesc. 

        Dar nu Louise.  

            Nu a iubit ea oricum prea mult via Ἢa. 

            Era bolnavń de ani de zile. ἧi mereu  

            furioasń pentru vreo treabń putredń, cineva 

            o scotea din sńrite, chiar Ἠi eu  

          c©teodatń, cred.  

       ċi plńcea furia ei. Chiar Ἠi atunci când 

       ́ i era greu sń respire, adrenalina 

       o Ἢinea în viaἪń. La telefon  

       la 6 000 de mile depńrtare, ea isca iadul pe pńm©nt. 

 

Zńu, e greu de crezut cń nu mai e ´n viaἪń.          Zńu. 

 

Traducere de Anca Romete 
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 THE DISTINGUISHED THING  

 

ôSo it has come at last, the distinguished thing!õ 

HENRY JAMES 

 

Thatõs one way to regard it. Still, though long  

absented from the source, self-exiled, 

even at the end filled with that strong,  

 

deeply rooted optimism spoiled  

Americans canõt seem to shake ð how brave 

he was, facing this nothingness. Appalled? 

 

resigned? intrigued? ð no hero, rather a slave 

to irony, a grace the English say 

Americans, poor sods, never achieve ð 

 

with heaven an insufferable cliché 

and hell a Wagner opera. Looking toward  

the future, seeing only yesterday, 

 

 OBIECTUL DEOSEBIT  

 

òѼi iatń cń în cele din urmń a sosit, deosebitul obiect!ó 

HENRY JAMES 

 

Ństa e un fel de a privi problema. TotuἨi, deἨi mult timp   

substras de la sursń, autoexilat , 

plin p©nń la capńt de acel puternic, 

 

bine ´nrńdńcinat optimism de care rńsfńἪaἪi i  

americani par sń nu se poatń lepńda ð cât de brav  

a fost el sń ´nfrunte neantul. ċngrozit?  

 

resemnat? intrigat? ð deloc erou, ci mai degrab-un sclav  

al ironiei, o amabilitate pe care-o spun englezii  

americanii, sńracii nenorociἪi, ce niciodatń nu reuἨesc ð  

 

cu raiul , un cliἨeu insuportabil  

Ἠi cu iadul, o operń Wagnerianń. Privind cńtre  

viitor, vńz©nd doar ziua de ieri, 
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he claims this strange gift as a last reward 

(if means, indeed, do justify the end) 

a life lived graciously deserves, and tired  

 

to death, salutes it with an unclenched hand. 

susἪine el cń acest dar neobiἨnuit este o ultimń recompensń  

(asta dacń-ntr -adevńr mijloacele scuzń scopul) 

pe care o viaἪń trńitń frumos o meritń, Ἠi obosit  

 

de moarte, o salutń cu o m©nń lejerń. 

 

Traducere de Anca Romete 
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 FAMILY TREE  

 

So there you are with this Irish father,  

Italian mother, a related-tothe- 

Queen-but-unknown -to-her ancestor 

far, far back, but less far back a Jew, 

maternal grandmama, heroically rescued 

from a concentration camp, which makes 

you Jewish, too. They called your father ôblackõ 

as in ôblack Irishõ, for his eyes were blue 

just like your other nan, who mid -life married  

a sailor who crossed the seas from Africa ð 

and high above the royal branch she valued 

him, although a dukeõs the apex of 

the family tree. So you, our darling grandson,  

seedling still, what can you be, but handsome? 

 ARBORE GENEALOGIC  

 

Iatń, aici eἨti tu cu tatńl irlandez,  

mama italiancń, un strńmoἨ ce era rudń a 

reginei, ´nsń pe care aceasta nu ´l cunoἨtea 

cu mult, mult timp ´n urmń, ´nsń nu chiar at©t de mult, o evreicń, 

bunicń din partea mamei, salvatń ´n mod eroic 

dintr -un lagńr de concentrare, drept care 

Ἠi tu eἨti evreu la rândul tńu. Tatńlui tńu i se spunea ănegruó, 

ăirlandez negruó, cńci avea ochi albaἨtri  

exact la fel ca cealaltń bunicń a ta care s-a mńritat la v©rsta a doua 

cu un marinar care a strńbńtut mńrile tocmai din Africa ð  

Ἠi mai presus de ramura regalń l-a preἪuit  

pe el, deἨi un duce reprezintń punctul cel mai înalt al 

arborelui genealogic. AἨadar tu, dr agul nostru nepot,  

ce ´ncń ´nfloreἨti, cum ai putea fi altfel decât frumos? 

 

Traducere de Ioana Sńbńu 
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 WE ARE THE GODS  
 

We are the gods who put the gods on earth, 

in our imaginary heavens, hells.  

And how we fight for them amongst ourselves ð 

as if they gave us what we gave them: birth.  

 

We call them father, mother, play the child  

forever hovering behind the skirts  

of Papaõs ample robes as he exerts 

the powers given him when we exiled  

 

our brains. How love of ignorance  

inflicts extraordinary cruelties, 

invents bizarre moralities! Disease 

of being human, fearing the evidence 

 

we are alone, must judge and bless ourselves 

out of our pallid heavens, many circled hells.  

 NOI SUNTEM ZEII  
 

Noi suntem  zeii care au fńurit zei pe pńm©nt, 

în plńsmuitele noastre raiuri, iaduri. 

ἧi cum ne luptńm ´ntre noi ´n numele lor ð  

de parcń ne-ar fi dat ei nouń ce le-am dat noi lor: naἨtere. 

 

ċi numim mamń, tatń, facem pe copiii 

veἨnic plutind în urma faldurilor  

din bogata robń a Papei ´n timp ce ´Ἠi exercitń 

puterea care i-a fost datń c©nd noi ne-am ´nstrńinat 

 

minἪile. Cum poate iubirea ignoranἪei 

sń dea naἨtere unor extraordinare barbaritńἪi, 

sń inventeze noἪiuni bizare despre moralitate! Boala 

de a fi om, temându-ne de dovezile 

 

cń suntem singuri, trebuie sń ne judecńm Ἠi binecuv©ntńm 

din afara raiurilor noastre sterpe, iadurilor cu multe cercuri.  

 

Traducere de Ioana Sńbńu 
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 MICHAL AT THE WINDOW  

 

  [ôMichal Saulõs daughter looked through a window, and saw 

 king David leaping and dancing before the LORD; and she 

 despised him in her heart.õ 2 SAMUEL, 6:16] 

 

Pan to Michal at a window  

her shadow falling.  

(Does David look up?) 

Voice-over: Lord knows  

the hidden thoughts of women...  

 

Fade to a younger Michal 

watching Jonathan dance 

to Davidõs harp 

she in the shadows 

of her fatherõs joy. 

 

David the hero aiming his shot  

to fell Goliath and Jonathan 

in one motion. Cut to David  

 MICOL LA FEREASTRŃ 

 

  [ăFiica lui Saul, Micol a privit pe fereastrń, zńrindu-l pe 

 regele David cum sńrea ѽi dńnѿuia dinaintea  DOMNULUI; ѽi 

 l-a dispreѿuit în sufletul ei.ó 2 SAMUEL, 6:16] 

 

RoteἨte cńtre Micol ´n dreptul unei ferestre 

umbra ei cńz©nd. 

(Oare-Ἠi ridicń David privirea?)  

Dublaj: Dumnezeu Ἠtie care sunt 

gândurile ascunse ale femeilor... 

 

Intrń progresiv imaginea Micolei c©nd era mai micń 

privindu -l pe Ionatan cum dńnἪuieἨte 

la sunetul harpei lui David,  

ea ´nvńluitń-n umbrele 

´nc©ntńrii tatńlui ei. 

 

Eroul David Ἢintind ca sń loveascń 

Ἠi sń-i tr©nteascń la pńm©nt pe Goliat Ἠi pe Ionatan 

dintr -o miἨcare. Taie pânń la David  
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playing the harp as the old king  

dies contentedly. 

 

Under Michalõs window the Ark 

of the Covenant passes 

and David plays the cymbals  

freeing his legs to dance 

a soldierõs triumph. 

 

Is the shadow of the Lord 

who blessed the slaughter 

of Goliathõs avengers 

that general twilight  

which obscures her own? 

 

Camera on the ghost of Saul 

at Michalõs side, remembering 

how David seduced  

them all, save Michal. 

Close-up 

 

c©nt©nd la a sa harpń ´n timp ce bńtr©nul rege 

îἨi dń duhul, împńcat. 

 

Pe sub fereastra Micolei Chivotul 

Legii trece 

iar David c©ntń la chimval 

slobozindu -Ἠi picioarele spre a dńnἪui  

pentru biruin Ἢa soldńἪeascń. 

 

Oare umbra Domnului  

ce a blagoslovit mńcelul 

rńzbunńtorilor lui Goliat 

e acel asfinἪit atotcuprinz ńtor 

ce o ´ntunecń pe ea? 

 

Camera-ndreptatń cńtre fantoma lui Saul 

alńturi de Micol, amintindu-Ἠi  

cum David i -a sedus 

pe toἪi, mai puἪin pe Micol.  

Prim-plan 
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on her face in shadow. 

Cut. Nightfall. By candle -light  

soldiers guard 

the tent of the Ark  

of the Covenant. 

 

She who despises may not enter, 

but neither shall David,  

who waits outside.  

The Lord gives his word  

to Solomon, the tender child. 

pe chipul ei umbrit.  

Taie. Cńderea nopἪii. La lumina lum ânńrii  

soldaἪii strńjuiesc 

cortul în care zace 

Chivotul Legii.  

 

Cea cuprinsń de dispreἪ nu va putea intra,  

´nsń n-o va face nici David, 

ce aἨteaptń afarń. 

Domnul îi încredin Ἢeazń cuv©ntul Sńu 

lui Solomon, fiul cel blajin.  

 

Traducere de Ioana Sńbńu 
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 WRITING ABOUT NOTHING  

 

Itõs a challenge. Some people do it with  

panache. I wonõt say who. Their images 

evoke nothing at all, but full of pith  

 

(spongy, like the central cylinders  

of stems, feathers, marrow, the spinal chord ð 

itself a metaphor, analogous 

 

to something deep, the noun the final word  

as indeed it ought to be, helmeting  

human brains from sun; used as a verb, 

 

to kill the brains of frogs and other beings  

on the fringe, not up to human standards:  

those with significance destroying things  

 

with less) ð so much for definition, which panders  

to those critics who demand a cause... 

and there I go, almost supplying answers, 

 SŃ SCRII DESPRE NIMIC 

 

Reprezintń o provocare. Unii fac asta cu 

eleganἪń. Nu spun cine. Imaginile lor  

nu evocń absolut nimic, dar plini de miez 

 

(spongios, precum mijlocul cilindrilor  

tulpinilor, penelor, mńduvei, coloanei vertebrale ð  

´n sine o metaforń, analogń 

 

cu ceva profund, substantivul e cuv©ntul din urmń 

aἨa cum ar trebui sń fie, ferind  

creierele oamenilor de soare; folosit ca un verb, 

 

pentru a ucide creierele broaἨtelor Ἠi a altor fiinἪe 

mńrginaἨe, ce nu se ridicń la standardele umane: 

acelea de mare importanἪń le distrug  pe cele 

 

ce au mai puἪinń) ð aici se încheie definiἪia, ce stinge setea 

acelor critici care au pretenἪia unei cauze... 

Ἠi iatń, eu aproape oferind rńspunsuri, 
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forgetting the pithy stare, neglecting to pause,  

invoke the great enigma, let thoughts meander 

round flower stems, for instance. (Poppies? wars?) 

 

uit©nd de privirea plinń de miez, neglij©nd pauzele, 

invoc marea enigmń, las g©ndurile sń rńtńceascń 

în jurul tulpinilor de flori, de exemplu. (Maci? rńzboaie?) 

 

Traducere de Ioana Sńbńu 
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 YIPPEE 

 

Yippee! You remembered. So long ago, 

in ô68, the era of 

protest, madness ð above all, love 

 

which we interpreted as sex, being young 

and beautiful and free ð not knowing  

how beautiful we were, how young.  

 

Free ð that part we couldnõt help but be. 

Youth has to live a little bit recklessly,  

and yet we survived, lived long  

 

enough to look back now ð how sweet of you 

to send that summer valentine, 

so out of season and so fine. 

 URAA  

 

Uraa! Ἡi-ai amintit. Acum mult timp,  

în õ68, pe vremea 

protestelor, a nebuniei ð mai presus de toate, a iubirii  

 

pe care o interpretam ca sex, fiind  tineri  

Ἠi frumoἨi Ἠi liberi ð nu Ἠtiam 

cât de frumoἨi suntem, cât de tineri.  

 

Liberi ð nu aveam ce face, aἨa eram. 

Tinerii trebuie sń ducń o viaἪń puἪin nesńbuitń, 

Ἠi totuἨi am supravieἪiut, am trńit suficient  

 

de mult c©t sń privim ´n urmń ð c©t de drńguἪ din partea ta 

sń ´mi trimiἪi acea felicitare de dragoste vara, 

atât de târziu Ἠi atât de frumos. 

 

Traducere de Ioana Sńbńu 
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 CONUNDRUM  

 

Often I veer from wanting to be good  

to doing what is right, and back again.  

Theyõre not the same. To open up the floodgates 

of my heart may simply drown my brain;  

to stem that tide with reason, just restrain  

a passion that has instinct on its side. 

 

And what accounting must I make for pride?  

To attract new friends and keep the old, to please 

my love beyond the argument of skin,  

must I consider each antipathy, 

concur with every shibboleth? How thin  

is such affection! Whatõs then left of me? 

But, truly, would I ever surrender love  

when thereõs no other cause Iõm certain of? 

 GHICITOARE  

 

Adesea, oscilez ´ntre a vrea sń fiu un om bun 

Ἠi între a face ceea ce este corect, Ἠi tot aἨa. 

Nu este acelaἨi lucru. Sń deschid barajul inimii mele  

ar ´nsemna sń mi se inunde pur Ἠi simplu creierul;  

sń ´mpiedic acea revńrsare dinadins, sń stńvilesc 

o pasiune care izvorńἨte din instinct.  

 

ἧi cum ar trebui sń-mi justific mândria?  

Pentru a-mi gńsi prieteni noi Ἠi pentru a-i pństra pe cei vechi, 

pentru a-i face pe plac dragostei mele dincolo de piele, 

trebuie sń Ἢin cont de fiecare antipatie, 

sń fiu de acord cu orice vorbń? C©t de slabń 

este o astfel de afecἪiune! Atunci, ce-mi mai rńmâne mie? 

Dar, sincer, mń voi lńsa vreodatń pradń iubirii 

din moment ce nu mai existń altń cauzń a cńrei siguranἪń o am? 

 

Traducere de Diana Apetroaei  
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 REMEMBERING, FORGETTING  HOW TO SKIP  

 

Yes, there have been changes. One adapts. 

Never becomes well maybe becomes compulsion. 

I rise to the occasion, not wanting to lapse 

into stodgy, reactionary, old -fashioned - 

old. And new insights, I imagine,  

drawn from experience, will compensate  

as history repeats, repeats, timeõs engine 

ever turning, the latest thing of late 

dissolving into boring repetition.  

 

In a certain light, passing by shops, 

glass fronts turned to mirrors, is it I, broken  

by reflection, who unthinkingly stops  

as if to catch a breath, the grade too steep 

that once was flat? How memory cut s deep. 

 AMINTIRILE, CUM UI ȚI SŃ TRECI PESTE ELE 

 

Da, au avut loc schimbńri. Trebuie sń te adaptezi. 

Niciodatń devine bine, poate devine obligatoriu.  

Îmi dau silin Ἢa, nu vreau sń decad  

´n ´nvechirea plicticoasń, retrogradń Ἠi de modń veche. 

ἧi îmi imaginez cń noi perspective,  

date de experienἪń, vor compensa pentru asta 

pe mńsurń ce istoria se tot repetń, motorul timpului  

se învârte neîncetat, cel mai târziu dintre târzii  

se dizolvń ´ntr-o repetiἪie plictisitoare.  

 

Sub o anume luminń, ´n timp ce trec pe l©ngń magazine, 

paravanele de sticlń se transformń ´n oglinzi, sunt eu, 

strńbńtutń de reflexie, cea care se opreἨte fńrń a se gândi  

ca Ἠi cum aἨ vrea sń-mi trag sufletul, panta care odatń fusese platń,  

e prea abruptń? Cum ´nv©rteἨte cuἪitul în ranń memoria. 

 

Traducere de Diana Apetroaei  
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 ROPE-SKIPPING SONG  

 

In the beginning is asking why,  

asking why, asking why...  

asking and asking and asking why,  

when how tells you just to get by.  

 

It takes a long time to pierce the lie, 

pierce the lie, pierce the lie; 

it takes so long to pierce the lie, 

through years of just getting by.  

 

Later, the stories of do or die, 

do or die, do or die; 

then the stories of do or die 

make it boring, just to get by.  

 

No matter how pluckily hard you try,  

hard you try, hard yo u try,  

no matter how fucking hard you try,  

youõre lucky just getting by. 

 CąNTEC PENTRU SŃRIT COARDA 

 

La început te întrebi de ce, 

te ´ntrebi de ce, te ´ntrebi de ceé 

întrebi, întrebi Ἠi întrebi de ce, 

pe când cum îἪi spune doar sń mergi mai departe. 

 

Dureazń mult timp sń strńpungi minciuna, 

sń strńpungi minciuna, sń strńpungi minciuna; 

ia at©t de mult timp sń strńpungi minciuna, 

de-a lungul anilor în care poἪi sń mergi mai departe. 

 

Mai târziu, poveἨtile cu totul sau nimic,  

totul sau nimic, totul sau nimic ; 

apoi poveἨtile cu totul sau nimic,  

fac sń fie plictisitor sń mergi mai departe. 

 

Indiferent de cât de curajos eἨti în încercarea ta, 

de cât de curajos încerci, de cât de curajos încerci, 

indiferent de cât de al naibii de mult încerci  

ai noroc cń poἪi doar sń mergi mai departe. 
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And up there the sun is in the sky, 

the sun and the moon and the birds that fly, 

the stars and the mountain tops so high, 

and still our children are asking why, 

hard as they try, hard as they try, 

whether they do or donõt, theyõll die... 

It takes so long to pierce the lie, 

be satisfied just getting by. 

 

Ѽi acolo sus soarele e pe cer 

soarele ѽi luna ѽi pńsńrile care zboarń, 

stelele ѽi vârfurile înalte ale munѿilor 

ѽi totuѽi, copiii noѽtri mai întreabń de ce, 

oricât de mult ar încerca, oricât de mult ar încerca, 

chiar dacń o fac sau nu, vor murié 

Dureazń at©t de mult sń ´nfr©ngi minciuna, 

sń te mulѿumeѽti doar sń mergi mai departe. 

 

Traducere de Diana Apetroaei  
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 EQUINOX  

 

As the curtain erratically begins  

to open on the bright proscenium  

of spring, I notice that during the winter some  

small changes have been made on set, and sense 

a subtle disparity in ambience ð 

new growth of trees above last summerõs height, 

and younger magpies (though still black and white,  

they look the same) building new nests, scavenge 

among the secret topmost leaves. All this 

I see, as in the mirror I make up 

my not -so-subtly altered face; take up, 

let out the suit that only last year fit  

me well enough, and step into the light  

of longer days ð almost the same, not quite. 

 ECHINOC ȚIU  

 

În timp ce cortina începe haotic  

sń se ridice ´n faἪa avanscenei luminate 

a primńverii, observ cum ´n timpul iernii au fost 

c©teva schimbńri minore pe scenń, Ἠi simt  

o micń diferenἪń ´n atmosferń ð  

noi copaci mai înalἪi dec©t cei de vara trecutń, 

Ἠi coἪofene mai tinere (deἨi fiind tot cu pene albe Ἠi negre, 

aratń la fel) fńc©ndu-Ἠi noi cuiburi, cautń hranń 

printre frunzele tainice cele mai de sus. Toate acestea 

le vńd, c©nd ´n faἪa oglinzii, îmi mach iez  

chipul care a trecut nu doar prin mici schimbńri; pregńtire, 

lńrgesc haina care-mi venea chiar anul trecut 

destul de bine, Ἠi paἨesc în lumina  

unor zile mai lungi ð aproape aceleaἨi ca înainte Ἠi nu prea. 

 

Traducere de Flavia Hemcinschi  

Masteratul de Traduceri Specializate Ἠi Studii Terminologice, 

Universitatea din BucureἨti  
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 WHATEVER SENDS THE MUSIC   

 INTO TIME  

 

Whatever sends the music into time, 

not just in metre but through centuries,  

Mozart years of sound, the flat stone skipped 

across the glassy surface of that fourth 

transparency; whatever it may be, 

code as tight as DNA or heavenly gift,  

 

perhaps a curse, but if a curse a gift 

for some poor devil in the mind of time - 

what I am getting at, it cannot be 

within oneõs sole control ð the centuries 

roll back, old ground uncovered, a fourth  

of history returns, the rest is skipped  

 

to be revealed again when more is skipped 

under the stone where earthõs most treasured gift 

lies buried waiting the tillerõs bringing forth 

each truth in its appointed (random) time.  

 ORICÂT DE PREȚUITŃ E MUZICA  

 ÎN TIMP  

 

Indiferent ce transmite muzica în timp,  

nu doar în metri muzicali, ci de -a lungul veacurilor,  

anii muzicali plini de Mozart, piatra cea platń alunecatń 

de-a lungul suprafeἪei sticloase a celei de-a patra 

transparenἪe; indiferent de ce-ar fi vorba, 

un cod strict ca Ἠi ADN -ul sau o manń cereascń, 

 

probabil e un blestem, dar tot e un dar 

pentru vreun amńr©t din memoria timpului - 

ce primesc eu nu poate fi 

sub controlul unei singure persoane - secolele 

se deruleazń ´napoi, se descoperń lucruri vechi, o pńtrime  

din istorie  se ia aminte, restul se ignorń 

 

doar pentru a fi din nou prezentat c©nd se ignorń mai mult 

sub piatra unde se aflń cel mai mare dar al pńm©ntului 

îngropat, aἨtept©nd ca semńnńtorul sń cheme 

fiecare adevńr la timpul potrivit (aleatoriu). 



Translation Café,  Issue  
Poems by Leah Fritz  

Translated into Romanian by MTTLC graduate students  

 

33 
 

 
 April  2015 

And so the influence of centuries 

gone by foreshadows what is yet to be. 

 

But here I am concerned with what will be 

when my pen, across the pages skipped, 

auditions for its place in centuries.  

How does a poet hint for  such a gift 

and to whom? Mother of future time,  

where do I seek you? In Einsteinõs fourth 

 

dimension? Or in myself, which can give forth  

such music as I have? Let it be 

enough for me and mine in our own time.  

About that time ð about the days I skipped 

thr ough city leaves, thinking the sun a gift  

immeasurable, no thought of centuries, 

 

no knowledge then of years (of centuries 

and histories, less intimation): if forth  

from infancy comes all there is of gift,  

struggle though I may; if it should be  

iar astfel influenἪa secolelor 

trecute prefigureazń ceea ce va urma. 

 

Dar iatń-mń aici ´ngrijoratń de ce va fi 

c©nd deodatń stiloul, aruncat de -a lungul paginilor,  

îἨi cautń locul în timp.  

Cum poate un poet sń sugereze un astfel de dar 

Ἠi cui anume? Unde te gńsesc oare 

mamń a viitorului? Oare în a patra dimensiune 

 

a lui Einstein? Sau ´n mine ´nsńmi, care am creat 

o asemenea muzicń p©nń acum? Permite sń fie 

destul pentru mine ´nsńmi la ora actualń. 

Cât despre acel timp ð mń refer la zilele petrecute 

prin frunzele urbane, luâ nd soarele drept un dar 

nepreἪui t, nu m-am g©ndit deloc la veacurile urmńtoare, 

 

n-aveam idee de anii viitori (despre secole  

Ἠi istorii , nici nu mai zic ): dacń  

din copilńrie vine tot ce e de preἪuit,  

indiferent de cât m-aἨ zbate; dacń se ´nt©mplń 
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my name in that long heritage is skipped  

for one less happy in her own true time,  

 

I think the music that I hear must be  

enough, the other vanity well skipped.  

Sufficient beauty is there in my time.  

ca din toatń acea moἨtenire uriaἨń numele sń-mi fie ignorat  

Ἠi înlocuit cu cineva mai puἪin fericitń ´n timpul vieἪii,  

 

cred cń muzica pe care o aud trebuie sń fie 

de-ajuns, cealaltń vanitate ignoratń aἨa cum trebuie. 

Cńci acum e suficientń frumuseἪe. 

 

Traducere de Flavia Hemcinschi  

Masteratul de Traduceri Specializate Ἠi Studii Terminologice, 

Universitatea din BucureἨti  
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FROM COOKIE TO WITCH   

IS AN OLD STORY  

 

DE LA PRŃJITURŃ LA VRŃJITOARE  

E POVESTE VECHE 

 

 LUNCH  

  (for Carol P. Hurwitz) 

 

ôInfinity is infinity, ô she says. 

ôThere are many infinities, but one 

will do.õ Over lunch at Leoõs 

her mind arches, this 

suburban lady come to study  

and shop. We chat the spare 

half-hour, housewives 

gossiping about the universe. 

 PRÂNZUL  

  (pentru Carol P. Hurwitz) 

 

ăVeἨnicia e veἨnicieó, spune ea. 

ăSunt multe veἨnicii, dar una singurń 

ajungeó. Lu©nd pr©nzul la Leoõs 

mintea i se ascute, la doamna 

asta suburbanń care a venit sń ´nveἪe 

Ἠi sń cumpere. Stńm la taclale  

jumńtate de orń, noi gospodinele 

care vorbim despre univers.  

 

Traducere de Flavia Hemcinschi  

Masteratul de Traduceri Specializate Ἠi Studii Terminologice, 

Universitatea din BucureἨti  
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 FINDING THE WAY  

  (for Doris Washington) 

 

Two women out after dark  

in a city strange to both 

make up the street signs 

as they go along. 

 GŃSIREA DRUMULUI 

  (pentru Doris Washington) 

 

Douń femei ieἨite în oraἨ dupń lńsarea ´ntunericului 

într -un oraἨ necunoscut amândurora 

creeazń ele semnele stradale 

în timp ce-Ἠi urmeazń drumul.  

 

Traducere de Flavia Hemcinschi  

Masteratul de Traduceri Specializate Ἠi Studii Terminologice, 

Universitatea din BucureἨti  
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 THE WOODS ARE FULL OF POETS AND 

 EVERY TAXI -DRIVER HAS A NOVEL  
 

If it were only so  

  (tygers in all the forests 

 a song to every meter 

 the whittling of words  

 outside the general store) 

  if only it were so!  
 

  poets are radioactive, they breathe 

  fire to ignite your eyes; even 

  in a proletarian age 

  they die elite 

  of their own burning truths.  
 

  (along the highway river and traffic  

  throb the driverõs tale and 

   in the woods there is 

    an ominous ticking)  

 PŃDURILE MIȘUNŃ DE POEȚI ȘI  

 ORICE TAXIMETRIST ARE UN ROMAN  
 

Dacń ar fi doar aἨa 

 (tygri ´n toate pńdurile 

 câte-un cântec pentru fiecare tip de ritm  

 cioplirea  cuvintelor  

 în faἪa magazinului cu de toate) 

  dacń n-ar fi decât aἨa! 
 

  poeἪii  sunt radioactivi, respir ń 

  foc sń-Ἢi aprindń ochii; pânń Ἠi 

  într -o epocń proletarń 

  ei mor ca o elitń 

  din cauza propriilor adevńruri arzńtoare. 
 

 (de-a lungul râului Ἠi traficului de pe autostradń 

  huruie  povestea Ἠoferului, iar  

   în pńduri se aude 

    un ticńit ameninἪńtor)  

 

Traducere de Eliza Bițń 
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 ISAK DINESEN RETURNS  

 

Marriage and plantation gone, in middle age  

she sailed north from Africa  

to pick up her daydream -weaving where sheõd left off 

in Denmark.  

 

She invented another name, another sex, another 

language 

and threw a century away.  

Now, her table clear, she 

could begin. 

 

No less than the court magician 

she defined the circle 

and loops within loops appeared  

at the end all holding together  

like hands at a seance bringing back the dead. 

 

Ah, I am lost in admiration  

lost in the plan, the pattern  

 ISAK DINESEN  SE ÎNTOARCE   

 

Rńmasń fńrń cńsnicie Ἠi plantaἪie, la vârsta mijlocie 

ea navigń la nord de Africa 

sń-Ἠi reia Ἢesutul visńrii cu ochii deschiἨi, de unde-l lńsase 

în Danemarca. 

 

ÎἨi reinventń numele, sexul, 

limba  

Ἠi aruncń pe geam un veac. 

Acum, cu tabla Ἠtearsń, ea 

putea începe. 

 

Nu mai puἪin decât magicianul curἪii  

trasń cercul 

Ἠi spiralele se umplurń de noi spirale 

toate ´mpreunate la capńt 

ca mâinile la o ἨedinἪń de spiritism.  

 

Ah, sunt pierdut în admira Ἢie 

pierdut  în plan, modelul  
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I who cannot read maps 

or follow recipes  

calling for the separation of an egg! 

 

Marriage and pla ntation gone, in middle age  

she sailed north from Africa.  

I would follow her to that cold fish and beer  

in Denmark.  

 

I would follow the whorls of her gathered wool  

the fabric emerging warm to wrap us both  

against the sunless hours 

of freedom. 

eu, care nu Ἠtiu sń citesc o hartń 

sau sń respect o reἪetń, 

cer separarea unui ou! 

 

Rńmasń fńrń cńsnicie Ἠi plantaἪie, la vârsta mijlocie 

ea navigń la nord de Africa. 

aἨ urma-o spre acel peἨte cu bere rece 

în Danemarca. 

 

AἨ urmńri buclele lânii ei îngrńmdite  

Ἢesńtura ἪâἨnind  caldń sń ne învńluie pe amândoi  

înaintea orelor de libertate 

nevńzute de soare. 

 

Traducere de Eliza Bițń 
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 THE SPEAKER 

  (i.m. Andrea Dworkin) 
 

You have a way 

of winding your body back  

then thrusting a shoulder forward,  

a synonym for I have had enough 

now you will hear this:  
 

and your eyes swell 

like pictures of Ferdinand  

stung. 
 

You try sometimes 

to be light like humans  

Iõm not fooled. 
 

You say you are soft-spoken 

so is thunder 

except 

that we all  

listen. 

 VORBITORUL  

  (i.m. Andrea Dworkin) 
 

Ai un fel anume 

de a-Ἢi arcui corpul spre spate 

Ἠi-apoi de a-Ἢi împinge un umńr înainte, 

un sinonim pentru mi -ajunge 

acum vei auzi asta: 
 

Ἠi ochii Ἢi se umflń 

ca pozele cu Ferdinand 

înἪepat. 
 

încerci uneori  

sń fii ca oamenii 

nu mń pńcńleἨti. 
 

Spui cń ai vorba dulce 

aἨa spune Ἠi tunetul  

doar  

cń toἪi 

ascultńm. 
 

Traducere de Eliza Bițń 
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 THE COUNTRY AIR  

  (i.m. Barbara Deming) 

 

All the emotions  

generously there 

in so sparse a body 

the country air  

absorbs expression 

 

I come to breathe 

that air. Breezes 

of wisdom cool me 

your frail arm  

braces my decision 

 

Laughingly, I believe  

in your shrewd innocence  

guiding me through  

my menstrual hazards 

you see whatõs good 

 

 AERUL DE ȚARŃ 

  (i.m. Barbara Deming) 

 

Toate emoἪiile  

cu generozitate acolo 

într -un corp aἨa de rńzleἪit  

aerul  de Ἢarń 

absoarbe expresia 

 

Vin sń respir 

acel aer. Brizele 

de înἪelepciune mń rńcoresc 

braἪul  tńu plńpând 

strânge hotńr©rea mea 

 

Amuzant, cred  

în vicleana-Ἢi inocenἪń 

care mń ghideazń prin 

hazardurile  menstrelor mele 

tu vezi ce e bun 
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and make me see 

transparencies of flesh. 

We agree, oh we agree 

cruelty is temporal,  

each body has its need. 

 

and each question 

has its answer. I grow 

with every yes or no  

the country air  

braces my decision. 

Ἠi ´mi arńἪi 

transparenἪe de carne. 

Cńdem de acord, o, da, de acord 

cruzimea e temporalń, 

fiecare corp cu nevoia lui.  

 

Ἠi pentru fiecare întrebare 

existń un rńspuns. Eu cresc 

cu fiece da sau nu 

aerul  de Ἢarń 

strânge hotńr©rea mea. 

 

Traducere de Eliza Bițń 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Translation Café,  Issue  
Poems by Leah Fritz  

Translated into Romanian by MTTLC graduate students  

 

43 
 

 
 April  2015 

 

SOMEWHERE EN ROUTE  

poems 1987 ð 1992 

 

UNDEVA EN ROUTE  

poeme 1987 ð 1992 

 

 HAT  

  (i.m. Esther B. Hurwit) 

 

After my mother died I took to dressing  

up, something sheõd always hoped Iõd do 

when she was alive. Her death was anything 

but easy, old as she was, alone. 

I wish...well, many things. You canõt rehearse 

a death. (My mother practised life and rang  

up curtain calls.) When I was young,  

I wore my sisterõs hand-me-downs and pearls. 

 

Among the vivid dresses on a rack, 

aging eyes and memories revive. 

I look like her, sifting for good buys. 

She triumphed in refunds, taking things back  

to please my dad. I please myself. They brought 

 PŃLŃRIE 

  (i.m. Esther B. Hurwit) 

 

Dupń ce a murit mama am ´nceput sń mń 

costumez, ceea ce a sperat mereu cń voi face 

c©nd trńia. Moartea ei a fost orice altceva 

dar nu uἨoarń, bńtrânń cum era, singurń. 

ċmi dorescémulte lucruri. Nu poἪi face repetiἪii  

pentru o moarte. (Mama a exersat viaἪa Ἠi dńdea semnalul 

pentru ultima plecńciune.) C©nd eram t©nńrń, 

purtam perlele Ἠi hainele vechi ale surorii mele. 

 

Printre rochiile viu colorate din cuier,  

ochi care imbńtr©nesc Ἠi amintiri renasc.  

Arńt ca ea, aleg©nd lucrurile avantajoase. 

Triumfa în restituiri, ducând lucruri înapoi  

ca sń-l mulἪumeascń pe tata. Eu mń mulἪumesc pe mine. I-au adus 
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her clothes to me from hospital. The old 

pink hat she wore, leaving the house, was lost. 

I found one like it. Against Decemberõs cold, 

 

I dressed up for the funeral. Angora,  

it brimmed my eyes. After the stroke, her numbed  

fingers searched for mine...I wore black gloves, 

an onyx pendant that Iõd bought for her. 

hainele de la spital. Vechea 

pńlńrie roz pe care o purta, c©nd ieἨea din casń, s-a pierdut.  

Am gńsit una asemńnńtoare. Cu tot cu frigul lui decembrie, 

 

M-am costumat pentru înmormântare. Angora,  

îmi  venea p©nń la ochi. Dupń atacul cerebral, degetele ei 

amorἪite le cńutau pe ale meleépurtam mńnuἨi negre, 

un pandantiv din onix pe care i -l cumpńrasem. 

 

Traducere de Ana Maria Țone 
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 THE DOCTORõS WIDOW 

  (i.m. Ruth Gerchick) 

 

She hated the nights, room after room aflame  

with unfinished thoughts she struggled to save before  

the never-said last words went up. Choking,  

she rushed outside, not to be consumed. 

 

As natural as mourning sickness, he said, 

enjoying the pun. The symptoms would come in waves:  

numbness, minute attention to detail - 

what one would wear, the coffin and the sermon,  

coffee and sandwiches afterwards; 

the will, the finances. Anger, guilt.  

Only then the sense that death is permanent. 

 

A hundr ed cold wet sponges flew at her 

as if heõd thrown them. An icy comfort, that: 

knowing youõre not unique. It helped her, though. 

 

 

 VŃDUVA DOCTORULUI 

  (i.m. Ruth Gerchick) 

 

Nu putea suporta nopἪile, camerń dupń camerń înflńcńratń 

cu g©nduri neterminate pe care se luptase sń le salveze ´nainte 

ca ultimele cuvinte care nu au fost spuse niciodatń au explodat. 

Sufocându-se, ea a dat buzna afarń, pentru a nu fi mistuitń. 

 

Natural precum greἪurile de dimineaἪń, spuse el, 

glumind. Simptomele veneau una dupń alta: 

amorἪeala, atenἪia la detaliu ð 

ce purta cineva, coἨciugul Ἠi predica, 

cafea Ἠi sandviἨuri dup ń; 

testamentul, finanἪele. Furie, vinovńἪie, 

Doar dupń aceea sentimentul cń moartea este permanentń. 

 

O sutń de bureἪi uzi Ἠi reci zburau spre ea 

ca Ἠi cum el i-ar fi aruncat. Un confort de gheaἪń, acel: 

Ἠtii cń nu eἨti unic. TotuἨi, a ajutat-o. 
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She swept the ashes one by one, his clothes 

to charity. The decorators came, 

hammers and paintbrushes, and even the dog 

forgot  his scent with the first fall of snow.  

 

He would be the last to mind when she  

returned to playing golf. And he was there,  

not being there, at dinner with their friends.  

The nights were lonely, but her days were free. 

 

And so she waited for the happy endin g 

which had been their life, bad times to good,  

coffee and sandwiches afterwards, 

and the old dog burrowing in the snow.  

 

And all the answers at his fingertips,  

like clothes set out for morning.  

A mńturat cenuἨa puἪin câte puἪin, hainele lui  

la sńraci. Decoratorii au venit, 

ciocane Ἠi pensule de vopsit, Ἠi pânń Ἠi câinele 

i-a uitat mirosul la prima ninsoare.  

 

El va fi ultimul pe care -l va interesa când 

va ´ncepe ea din nou sń joace golf. ἧi el era acolo, 

fńrń sń fie acolo, la cinń cu prietenii lor. 

NopἪile erau singuratice, dar zilele ei erau libere. 

 

ἧi aἨa a aἨteptat finalul fericit  

care fusese viaἪa lor, vremuri bune Ἠi rele, 

cafea Ἠi sandviἨuri  dupń, 

bńtr©nul cńἪel scormonind prin zńpadń. 

 

ἧi toate rńspunsurile la v©rfurile degetelor lui, 

precum hainele pregńtite pentru dimineaἪń. 

 

Traducere de Ana Maria Țone 
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 PORTRAIT OF THE ARTISTõS WIFE 

 

In the cold wastes of my mind he slowly approaches  

the precipitous mountain. He has caught the slope of 

his own shoulders, hands deep in pockets, a thoughtful rocking  

gait. And there, the great vase of our standing joke, 

a vase so ugly and useless itõs asking to be broken. 

 

And the full moon and the stars of my  

Zodiac obsession, and something 

suggesting an Utrillo street.  

 

Around all this, my face, one eye closed 

as at an indiscretion, the other 

calm: an artistõs wife being explored. 

 PORTRETUL SOȚIEI ARTISTULUI  

 

În reziduurile reci ale min Ἢii mele el se apropie încet 

de muntele abrupt. ἧi-a prins înclinaἪia  

propriilor umeri, mâinile adânc în buzunare, un mers atent  

Ἠi clńtinat. Iar acolo, mńreaἪa vazń a glumei noastre stabile, 

o vazń at©t de ur©tń Ἠi nefolositoare cere sń fie spartń. 

 

ἧi luna plinń Ἠi stelele obsesiei 

mele cu Zodiacul, Ἠi ceva 

ce sugereazń o stradń de Utrillo. 

 

În jurul a toate acestea, chipul meu, un ochi închis 

ca Ἠi când ar vedea o indiscreἪie, celńlalt  

calm: soἪia unui artist este analizatń. 

 

Traducere de Ana Maria Țone 
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 TOURISTS  

 

When we got to Clichy, you wanted to go back.  

A dreary, disappointing walk, sex shops  

on either end, and in between 

the iron shutters of afternoon.  

 

Sun and shadows twisting to its peak, 

the sacred heart of Paris, 

the doves of Noah perched 

after a week of rain. 

 

Weõve been up there before, you said. 

So what? We will not go again, 

I promised, ending the sentence in 

the litt le graveyard of the famous men, 

you in your glory searching out their tombs.  

 TURIȘTI  

 

C©nd am ajuns la Clichy, voiai sń te ´ntorci. 

O plimbare posomor©tń, dezamńgitoare, magazine erotice 

´n oricare capńt, Ἠi între 

obloanele de fier ale dupń-amiezii.  

 

Soarele Ἠi umbrele se rńsucesc pânń în vârful sńu, 

inima sacrń a Parisului, 

turturelele lui Noe s -au aἨezat sus 

dupń o sńptńm©nń de ploaie.  

 

Ai spus cń am mai fost acolo sus. 

ἧi ce? Nu vom mai merge din nou, 

i-am promis, terminând propozi Ἢia în 

cimitirul mic al oamenilor celebri, 

Ἠi tu ´n splendoara ta cńutai mormintele lor. 

 

Traducere de Ana Maria Țone 
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 FESTIVAL  

  (i.m. Caroline McNairn) 

 

At the gallery ð what a surprise! 

Coming back from morning coffee to find  

somebody ð no, two bodies ð in my bed, 

of all things ð making love! Like Goldilocks  

they wandered in and everything was just  

right. And I, always the little bear  

in the morning, shouted, ôThere they are!õ 

And frightened them away in drunken dignity,  

me a bit the worse for wear myself, 

after an all-night binge. Oh, lovers who  

borrowed my borrowed bed, blessings on you  

for making the morning sweet in Edinburgh.  

 FESTIVAL  

  (i.m. Caroline McNairn) 

 

La galerie ð ce surprizń! 

Sń mń ´ntorc de la cafeaua de dimineaἪń ca sń gńsesc 

o persoanń ð nu, douń persoane ð în patul meu,  

dintre toate lucrurile ð fńc©nd dragoste! Precum Bucle Aurii 

erau în trecere Ἠi totul era  

bine. Iar eu, întotdeauna micul urs  

dimineaἪa, strigam ăIatń-i!ó 

ἧi îi speriam cu o demnitate ameἪitń, 

eu ´nsńmi am ceva puἪin mai prost de purtat,  

dupń cheful de azi-noapte. O, ´ndrńgostiἪi care 

aἪi împrumutat patul meu împrumutat, fi Ἢi binecuvântaἪi cń 

aἪi fńcut dimineaἪa plńcutń în Edinburgh.  

 

Traducere de Ana Maria Țone 
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 THE SERVANTS  

 

  ôThe composer is the servant of music and music isnõt 

 the whore of celebrity.õ 

 Giles Easterbrook in an obituary of the composer 

 Christopher Steel, The Guardian, 12 January 1992. 

 

This is the strength you have, would give to me,  

hungry for light as a mole blessed suddenly  

with eyes while the earth keeps falling in:  

You, unblind at birth, choose to disdain  

the whorish sun, the pimpery of stars  

cold as the uncut diamonds that bar 

our passage underground, content to serve 

the small vibrations as we move the earth, 

as if art can survive on private visions  

and music exist only when no one listens. 

 SERVITORII  

 

  ôCompozitorul este servitorul muzicii, iar muzica nu este 

 desfr©nata celebritńŤii.õ 

 Giles Easterbrook într-un anunŤ mortuar al compozitorului 

 Christopher Steel, The Guardian, 12 ianuarie 1992. 

 

Asta e puterea pe care o ai, pe care mi-ai da-o mie, 

flńm©nd dupń luminń, ca o molie binecuv©ntatń dintr-o datń 

cu ochi, ´n timp ce pńm©ntul continuń sń se prńbuĺeascń: 

Tu, neorb la naĺtere, alegi sń dispreŤuieĺti 

soarele dezmńŤat, codoĺia stelelor 

reci ca diamantele neĺlefuite care ne opresc 

trecerea ´n subteran, mulŤumit sń emitń 

micile vibraŤii ´n timp ce miĺcńm pńm©ntul, 

ca ĺi cum arta poate supravieŤui cu ´nchipuiri tainice, 

iar muzica poate exista doar atunci când nimeni n-o ascultń. 

 

Traducere de Iul ia Dodu  
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 LONDON LETTER  
 

Yesterday they mortared Number Ten  

and missed. Today the snow, they said, crippled 

the city. Grown -ups, kids, everyone 

suddenly discovered time. People 
 

who seldom laughed were forced to smile,  

if  only against the wind. The war still rages.  

Children trudge up, sled down Primrose Hill.  

At home, the isolated old turn pages 
 

or look for better news on television;  

try to keep warm. The homeless settle for 

state shelters, soup kitchens and Salvation. 

The rich have parties and secure their doors. 
 

The Gulf is far away. Belfast is near. 

Yesterday they mortared Number Ten  

and missed. We do not (dare not) give way to fear, 

full knowing tomorrow theyõll be back again. 

 SCRISOARE DIN LONDRA  
 

Ieri au bombardat Numńrul Zece 

ĺi-au ratat. Azi, zńpada, au spus ei, a paralizat 

oraĺul. AdulŤii, copiii, toŤi 

au descoperit dintr -o datń timpul. Oamenii 
 

care arareori r©deau au fost obligaŤi sń z©mbeascń, 

chiar ĺi numai v©ntului. Rńzboiul ´ncń se dezlńnŤuie. 

Copiii urcń dealul Primrose târându -ĺi picioarele ĺi-l coboarń cu 

sania. 

Acasń, bńtr©nii ´nsinguraŤi dau filele de carte 
 

sau cautń ĺtiri mai bune la televizor; 

´ncearcń sń-ĺi Ťinń de cald. Cei fńrń casń se mulŤumesc cu 

adńposturi de stat, cantine gratuite ĺi Armata Salvńrii. 

BogaŤii dau petreceri ĺi-ĺi ´ncuie uĺile. 
 

Golful e departe. Belfast e aproape. 

Ieri au bombardat Numńrul Zece 

ĺi-au ratat. Noi nu (´ndrńznim sń) ne dńm bńtuŤi ´n faŤa fricii, 

ĺtiind prea bine cń m©ine se vor ´ntoarce din nou. 
 

Traducere de Iulia Dodu  
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THE WAY TO GO  

 

 

CALEA DE URMAT  

 CUTTING BACK  

 

He cuts the shrub like an expensive barber, 

when he remembers to: a bit off there, 

but nothing to show itõs really felt the shears 

except a clearer part. As virgin forest 

he keeps the small front garden. Over the street 

a thorn branch hangs so low, tall passers-by, 

as if in deference, must step aside, 

while I display old prowess in a leap  

to touch the bottom limb, and idling past,  

can recollect a child cutting school, 

Pinocchio-ed with a maple -seed, who knew 

that wasting timeõs the way to make it last. 

 RETEZÂND  

 

Reteazń tufiἨul ca un frizer scump,  

atunci când îἨi aminteἨte: un pic de acolo, 

dar niciun semn cń prin acel loc au trecut foarfecele, 

cu excepἪia unei pńrἪi mai îngrijite. Pństreazń 

o pńdure virginń ´n mica grńdinń din faἪń. Peste drum, 

o ramurń ruptń at©rnń at©t de jos, ´nc©t trecńtorii ´nalἪi,  

parcń din respect, trebuie sń se dea la o parte, 

´n timp ce eu ´mi etalez vechiul curaj fńc©nd un salt 

ca sń ating creanga de jos Ἠi, trecând agale pe lângń, 

îmi amintesc de un copil care chiulea de la Ἠcoalń, 

cu nas de Pinnochio fńcut din seminἪe de arἪar, care Ἠtia 

cń doar timpul pierdut va dńinui. 

 

Traducere de Alina Diaconescu  
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 THE SNOOKER PLAYER  

 

Under an angled canopy of lights  

as bright as day and shadowless as noon, 

until the last black ball pursued by white  

is swallowed in the pocket of the zoom,  

 

his cueõs the bow of a Stradivarius 

and he the Paganini of his time; 

a telescope to plot the universe, 

a lever to divert the earthõs incline; 

 

the tableõs baise a canvas of Da Vinci, 

his elongated brush defining both  

science and art in human anatomy. 

And he will play as if he is alone,  

 

his mind, his eye, his hand, the cue, the ball 

in one obliterating stroke ð sod all. 

 JUCŃTORUL DE SNOOKER 

 

Sub bolta dreptunghiularń de lumini 

strńlucitoare ca ziua Ἠi la fel de senine ca amiaza, 

p©nń c©nd ultima bilń neagrń urmńritń de cea albń 

e înghiἪitń de buzunarul mńrit,  

 

tacul sńu este arcuἨul unui Stradivarius  

Ἠi el e Paganini al vremurilor sale;  

un telescop care sń schiἪeze universul; 

o p©rghie care sń devieze ´nclinarea pńm©ntului; 

 

postavul mesei e pânza lui Da Vinci, 

pensula sa alungitń defineἨte atât  

ἨtiinἪa, cât Ἠi arta anatomiei omului.  

ἧi va juca de parcń ar fi singur,  

 

mintea sa, ochiul sńu, m©na sa, tacul, bila 

într -o miἨcare nimicitoare ð s-au dus! 

 

Traducere de Alina Diaconescu  
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 THE WAY TO GO  

 

Though born where skyscrapers supplant whatõs left 

of trees as fast as timber turns to paper, 

I was never properly introduced,  

I think (familiar from old books and nature  

walks on summer holidays) there must  

be flowers still whose faces I remember 

 

but whose names I cannot place, deep woods, 

meanders twisting, heights to view them from - 

phenomena that Turner turned to  art, 

Wordsworth into poetry. I think  

theyõve not all gone extinct, though for my part 

I never write about them, nor of spring  

redolent of resurrection, autumn  

symbolising age, but tend to brood  

 

instead on what is fashionable: annoyances, 

petty and anonym ous, 

sounds of drilling in the street, a cat  

 CALEA DE URMAT  

 

DeἨi nńscut acolo unde zgârie-norii înlocuiesc rńmńἨiἪele 

copacilor la fel de repede cum buἨtenii se transformń ´n h©rtie, 

nu am fost niciodatń iniἪiat cum se cuvine, 

cred (recunosc din cńrἪi vechi Ἠi din plimb ńrile  

prin naturń din vacanἪa de varń) cń trebuie 

sń existe flori ale cńror chipuri ´ncń mi le amintesc 

 

dar pe care nu le pot numi, pńduri ad©nci, 

meandre Ἠerpuitoare, înńlἪimi de la care sń le privim ð  

fenomene pe care Turner le-a transformat ´n artń, 

Wordsworth în poezie. Cred  

cń nu au dispńrut toate, deἨi eu unul  

nu scriu niciodatń despre ei Ἠi nici despre primńvara 

care sugereazń renaἨtere, toamna 

care simbolizeazń bńtr©neἪe, ci am tendinἪa sń meditez 

 

mai degrabń la lucruri mondene: iritńri, 

neînsemnate Ἠi anonime, 

sunetele de forare din stradń, o pisicń 
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idling in the dooryard, knocking over  

the neighbourõs dustbin. So youõd never guess 

that these late years Iõve mainly lived in clover. 

That would be the last thing Iõd confess! 

While nature might be present in a  rat 

dead on the pavement, pigeons setting up 

housekeeping on antennas, I avoid 

 

all reference to tenderness, to what 

they used to call the soul, and concentrate 

on love that perishes with lingerie  

circling in the automatic, cars 

and people crashing, suicides on speed. 

Families who visit counsellors  

engender irony; matters of state 

succumb to angry verses; apartment blocks 

 

disapproved of by Prince Charles 

(but all thatõs royal and anachronistic 

otherwise) encounter my self-righteous 

disaccord. High on politics,  

lenevind ´n vestibul, rństurn©nd 

coἨul de gunoi al vecinului. Deci nu ai ghici niciodat ń  

cń ´n ultimii ani am trńit mai mult în trifoi.  

Ar fi ultimul lucru pe care l -aἨ recunoaἨte! 

DeἨi natura ar putea fi prezentń într -un Ἠobolan 

mort de pe asfalt, în porumbeii care îἨi amenajeazń 

cuiburile pe antene, evit 

 

orice referire la tandreἪe, la ceea 

ce ei obiἨnuiau sń numeascń suflet, Ἠi mń concentrez 

pe iubirea care piere odatń cu lenjeria 

care se roteἨte în maἨina de spńlat, maἨini  

Ἠi oameni ciocnindu -se, sinucideri în vitezń. 

Familiile care viziteazń consilieri 

dau naἨtere la ironii; problemele statului  

cedeazń ´n faἪa strofelor mânioase; blocurile de apartament 

 

dezaprobate de PrinἪul Charles 

(dar totul e regesc Ἠi anacronic 

´n afarń de asta) ´nt©lnesc dezacordul meu 

fńἪarnic. Entuziast al politicii,  
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correctly socialist, though bored with pious  

Labour monologues and turgid quarrels,  

I search for equanimity in thoughts  

of finally silenced highways on a planet  

poisoned once but gradually restored, 

new greenery exploding from old granite,  

 and a place for me, a fly upon the wall  

 where an appropriate blue plaque has been installed. 

socialist, aἨa cum se cuvine, deἨi plictisit de evlavioasele  

monologuri lab uriste Ἠi certuri afectate, 

caut indiferenἪa în gândurile  

autostrńzilor reduse la tńcere pe o planetń 

odatń otrńvitń, dar refńcutń ´n timp, 

cu o explozie de vegetaἪie nouń din granitul vechi  

 Ἠi un loc pentru mine, o muscń pe peretele  

 pe care a fost montatń o placń albastrń adecvatń. 

 

Traducere de Alina Diaconescu  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Translation Café,  Issue  
Poems by Leah Fritz  

Translated into Romanian by MTTLC graduate students  

 

57 
 

 
 April  2015 

 AFTER THE DROUGHT  

  (for Carol Rumens) 
 

Enough of bloated hollow men who versed  

the world into an arid piety;  

the camelõs schadenfreude at the Nomadõs thirst. 

Iõm dried and salvaged to satiety. 
 

Itõs time we buried the wastelandõs unwombed gods. 

This is renewable wilderness. Even 

among the Holocaustõs hot ash, green pods 

touch down, take root. Itõs time to bless such gleanings. 
 

The seas that gather in cumulous clouds remit 

their heavy debt. Gestating forms stir under  

post-modern compost. Rain beats in divers rhythms. 

Earth finds her voice regenerating thunder,  

showers her light on every living thing.  

After the glowering night, this glistening.  

 DUPŃ SECETŃ  

   (pentru Carol Rumens)  
  

Destul cu oamenii înfumuraἪi Ἠi pustii care au versificat  

lumea într -o aridń pietate; 

cńmila cuprinsń de schadenfreude când nomazii au fost însetaἪi. 

Sunt uscat Ἠi refńcut pânń la saἪietate. 
 

E vremea sń ´ngropńm zeii nepurtaἪi în pântece ai pustiului.  

Asta e o pustietate care poate renaἨte. Chiar Ἠi 

printre cenuἨa fierbinte a holocaustului, pństńile verzi  

ajung pe pńm©nt, prind rńdńcini. E vremea sń binecuv©ntńm 

aceste spice. 
 

Mńrile care se str©ng ´n nori denἨi îἨi elibereazń 

povara grea. Siluete gestante se miἨcń sub 

compostul post-modern. Ploaia rńpńie pe ritmuri felurite. 

Pńm©ntul descoperń cń are glas de tunet regenerat, 

aἨterne valuri de lumin ń pe toate fiinἪele vii. 

Dupń noaptea asprń, aceste strńluciri. 

 

Traducere de Alina Diaconescu  
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 DOWN BY THE RIVERSIDE  

 

Not time ð that is, not time itself ð too fraught  

with depth for finely balanced intellect  

teetering on high-wired linear thought  

 

to fathom, looking straight ahead ð abstract 

as Godõs embodiment, yet so concrete 

men ride it to the stars, downsizing fact  

 

to images of time in full retreat,  

approaching speed of light as, passing death, 

they watch the world go by from first -class seats 

 

and squandering finite currencies of breath  

(and baser coins), balloon the absolute, 

surer than any angel felled to earth 

 

bedevilled faith and doubt with living proof  

allõs relative, and everlasting life 

a human possibility in truth  

 JOS LA ȚŃRM  

 

Nu timpul ð vreau sń spun, nu timpul însuѽi ð prea 

profund pentru ca o minte bine echilibratń 

pendulând pe firul înalt al gândirii liniare  

 

sń ´l ´nἪeleagń, privind drept înainte ð abstract 

precum întruchiparea Domnului, Ἠi totuἨi atât de concret  

´nc©t oamenii cńlńtoresc prin el spre stele, reduc©nd fapte 

 

la imagini ale timpului care se refugiazń, 

apropiindu -se de viteza luminii, ´n timp ce, trec©nd pe l©ngń moarte, 

privesc pńm©ntul trec©nd pe l©ngń ei de pe locuri de clasa ´nt©i 

 

Ἠi irosind resursele limitate de suflare  

(Ἠi monedele mai uzuale), se înalἪń spre absolut, 

convinἨi cń orice înger cńzut pe pńmânt 

 

a zdruncinat încrederea Ἠi îndoiala prin dovada v ie  

cń totul este relativ Ἠi viaἪa veἨnicń 

a omului e cu adevńrat posibilń 
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if universe is heaven ð not that time 

for us (I was born too soon and so 

were you) who still, down by the riverside,  

 

re-crossing Jordan nightly, moving slow,  

must count each clock-scarred minute as we go. 

 

dacń universul e paradis ð nu acel timp  

al nostru (m-am nńscut prea devreme Ἠi  

tu la fel) care, jos la Ἢńrm, 

 

strńbńt©nd r©ul Jordan noapte de noapte, merg©nd agale, 

´ncń trebuie sń numere pe ceas fiecare minut petrecut pe-a 

noastrń cale. 

 

Traducere de Alina Diaconescu  
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 THE ONES THEY CHOOSE  

 

Their lives, like an unsettled day, are grey, 

shot through with streaks of gold; the most oblique,  

whose sentences end vaguely, eyebrows raised, 

 

half-stammering to get there (yet they speak 

at length!), word -spirals whorling down a vortex  

uncontrollably, hoping to beach  

 

on some supportable conclusion, forged next 

morning, once last night stops spinning round;  

haunt bookshops afternoons for answers to vexed 

 

questions which, come evening, will astound  

like -minded fanciers of the over-praised; 

then, as counterpoint to the profound  

 

(vulgarity, the coup di grace of taste); 

decant rude lyrics into old show tunes  

deriding those who only stand and waste 

 CEI PE CARE-I ALEG  

 

VieἪile lor, ca o zi tulbure, sunt cenuἨii , 

brńzdate de fulgere aurii; cel mai ascuns, 

ale cńrui propoziἪii se sfârἨesc vag, cu sprâncenele ridicate, 

 

pe jumńtate b©lb©indu-se pentru a reuἨi (totuἨi vorbesc 

mult timp!), spirale -cuvânt rotindu -se în jos într-un vortex  

necontrolat, sper©nd sń se ´mpotmoleascń 

 

într -o concluzie suportabilń, fńuritń ´n 

dimineaἪa urmńtoare, imediat ce noaptea trecutń s-a oprit din rotaἪie; 

b©ntuie librńriile dupń-amiaza cńut©nd rńspunsuri la iritate 

 

´ntrebńri care, la cńderea serii, vor uimi 

visńtorii cu g©nduri similare ai preamńriἪilor;  

apoi, în echilibru cu profundul  

 

(vulgaritatea, coup di grace a gustului);  

decanteazń versuri aspre în cântece din spectacole vechi  

luându-i în râs pe cei care stau Ἠi se pierd 
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away in ever lengthening dark queues 

wondering why they choose the ones they choose. 

 

în cozi întunecate mereu crescânde 

întrebându-se de ce-i aleg pe cei pe care-i aleg. 

 

Traducere de Eliza Bițń 
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 SOME GENTLEMEN PREFER COWS  

  (for a poet with zoomorphic tendencies) 

 

Maybe your lady is a grazing cow,  

dead white or otherwise. Or maybe sheõs 

a tigress, after all. I wouldnõt know. 

My loves are of the human sort. Could be 

she isnõt with you any more, found grass 

a lick more tasty, or a jungle where 

she preys on nasty metaphors ð an ass 

remembered fondly as incisors tear 

the flesh from rhinos (white or otherwise),  

myopic, graceless unicorns who prove 

their masculinity in overdrive  

by crushing other creatur es slow to move. 

Or does a woman runinating thus  

arouse your gentlemanly animus? 

 UNII DOMNI PREFERŃ VACILE 

  (unui poet cu tendinѿe zoomorfe) 

 

Poate doamna ta este o vacń pńsc©nd, 

foarte albń sau altfel. Sau poate cń e 

o tigroaicń, ´n fond. Nu am de unde sń Ἠtiu.  

Iubirile mele sunt omeneἨti. S-ar putea 

sń nu mai fie cu tine, sń fi gńsit iarbń  

o idee mai bunń, sau o junglń unde 

v©neazń metafore indecente ð un mńgar 

amintit  cu tandreἪe în timp ce incisivii smulg  

carnea rinocerilor (albi sau altfel),  

inorogi miopi, fńrń graἪie, care îἨi dovedesc 

masculinitatea surmenaἪi 

zdrobind alte creaturi încete în miἨcńri.  

Sau o femeie ce rumineazń 

îἪi stimuleazń astfel dorinἪa de gentleman? 

 

Traducere de Eliza Bițń 
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 THE CARROT MAN  

  (for the Poetry Society) 

 

This is no church, although we do divine  

the soul, and those who enter here are urged 

to wipe theirs on the tabulae outside,  

to leave the purse-strings but bring in the purse.  

 

This is no stock exchange, but you are free 

to audit us. We deal in paper proph ets 

(at a loss, sometimes, for words). Come clean. 

Whatõs in it for you? We run with foxes, 

 

you with hounds. Canine kin, we scent  

the dog-eat-dog about you when you bark  

in language weõre not meant to comprehend, 

but being linguists, do. It is no lark,  

 

is it, that draws you to this lair? Youõve heard 

the pen is mightier than the sword, and want  

a piece of it. Here. Take it. Write a verse 

 THE CARROT MAN  

  (pentru Poetry Society) 

 

Nu existń bisericń, deἨi diviniz ńm 

sufletul, iar cei care intrń aici sunt zoriἪi  

sń Ἠi le Ἠteargń pe tablele din exterior, 

sń lase afarń Ἠnurul pungii, dar s ń aducń înńuntru punga.  

 

Nu existń casń de schimb valutar, dar eἨti liber  

sń ne faci socotelile. Afacerile noastre includ profeἪi pe hârtie 

(care uneori nu-Ἠi gńsesc cuvintele). VorbeἨte pe Ἠleau. 

ce câἨtigi din asta? Noi alergńm cu vulpile, 

 

voi cu copoii. Ca neam de câini, îἪi mirosim  

cruzimea când latri  

într -o limbń pe care nu ne e dat s-o înἪelegem, 

dar pe care, ca lingviἨti, o pricepem. Nu petrecerea 

 

te atrage ´n vizuina noastrń, nu? Ai auzit  

cń pana ´nvinge sabia, Ἠi vrei  

Ἠi tu s-o foloseἨti puἪin. Poftim. Ia-o. Scrie un vers 
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if you can; a cheque, please, if you canõt. 

 

This is no prison and you are no guard, 

though it has come to that before and may 

again ð words on prison walls in blood  

and a clear light shimmering, anyway.  

dacń poἪi; un cec, te rog, dacń nu. 

 

Aici nu -i închisoare Ἠi nu eἨti gardian,  

deἨi s-a ajuns aici Ἠi poate se va ajunge  

iar ð cuvinte scrise cu sânge pe zidurile închisorii 

Ἠi-un licńr viu de luminń, ´n orice caz. 

 

Traducere de Eliza Bițń 
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 ANNIVERSARY  

  (for Howard) 
 

This tricky life, beginning not so much  

in innocence as fear, weõve floundered in, 

heads down, then bobbing up to take such risks 

as are inevitable, or simply just ð 
 

against or with the elements, earthõs quaking 

unreliability, surreal  

in context with our state (connubial),  

exciting loveõs ecstatic imitation ð 
 

truly started when seas parted and we ran 

(they say, debatably) across them dry, 

then up the mountain, down the other side, 

jumping the queue craftily to Canaan.  
 

The rest is biblical, although unwritten:  

Next door to the wilderness is heaven. 

 ANIVERSARE  

  (pentru Howard) 
 

Aceastń viaŤń ´nĺelńtoare, care a ´nceput nu at©t 

´n inocenŤń c©t ´n teamń, ´n care ne-am zbńtut sń intrńm, 

cu capetele plecate, apoi subit riscând lucruri 

în mod inevitabil, sau doar ð 
 

´mpreunń sau împotriva elementelor, nestatornicia tremur©ndń 

a pńm©ntului, nelumeascń 

potrivitń cu starea noastrń (conjugalń), 

st©rnind imitarea ecstaticń a iubirii ð 
 

a ´nceput cu adevńrat c©nd mńrile s-au despńrŤit ĺi noi am fugit 

(discutabil, spun ei) peste ele, secetoĺi, 

apoi am urcat muntele ĺi am cobor©t pe cealaltń parte, 

sńrindu-i cu iscusinŤń coada, p©nń ´n Canaan. 
 

Restul e biblic, deĺi nescris: 

Vecin cu sńlbńticia este raiul. 

 

Traducere de Iulia Dodu  
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 SOLSTICE: WINTER  

  (i.m. Anita Hoffman) 

 

Meanwhile, a friend is dying, cell by cell.  

A fog -edged moon thatõs overstayed the night 

beckons through black trees. Magnet-eyed, 

it  draws long buried rivers in its swell.  

Low in the east, the sun stands still. Wind serrates 

glass, yet she persists with life. This is 

Fallõs final curtain call. Infinite twists 

permute a trite, exhausted theme. Death waits; 

artõs in the kill. Though tortures disease invents 

inquisitors must envy, and nature incites  

her marrow to rebel, she wills this rite  

prolonged, this morning/night when sun suspends  

its motion, moon cancels flight, the cutting wind  

engraves the sharded crystals of her mind. 

 SOLSTIţIU: IARNA  

  (i.m. Anita Hoffman) 

 

ċntre timp, un prieten moare, celulń cu celulń. 

O lunń cu contur ceŤos, ce a rńmas ĺi dupń zorii zilei 

face semn printre pomi negri. Cu ochi magnetici,  

atrage la pieptul sńu r©uri demult ´ngropate. 

Jos, ´n est, soarele stń pe loc. Vântul taie 

sticla, ĺi totuĺi ea persistń trńind. Acesta este 

strigńtul final al Toamnei. Rńsuciri infinite 

transformń o temń banalń, rńsuflatń. Moartea aĺteaptń; 

arta stń ´n crimń. Deĺi boala inventeazń torturi 

pe care inchizitorii trebuie cń le invidiazń, iar natura ´i incitń 

esenŤa la rebeliune, ea vrea ritualul 

prelungit, aceastń dimineaŤń/searń c©nd soarele ´ĺi am©nń 

miĺcarea, luna anuleazń zborul, v©ntul tńios 

graveazń cristalele ciobite ale minŤii ei. 

 

Traducere de Iulia Dodu  
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GOING, GOING  

 

MERGÂND, MERGÂND  

 FRIENDS  

  (for Irina Ratushinskaya) 

 

You say you bring your friends good luck, your own  

a roller-coaster ride: gradual 

ascent to first plateau, a jiggling hint  

of sudden twists to follow ððthen straight down  

to hell. Only, no up -again, it seemed. 

 

The mechanism stuck. Then friends from near 

you knew and friends from far away you didnõt 

sent the necessary oil, and off 

you flew, your landing gradual and safe ðð 

a borrowed miracle you would return.  

 

You say your poems come from ôsomewhere else.õ 

You write them in your head. As once in jail,  

where, half-way through a poem, you were...freed!  

(To be continued...when you got back home.) 

 PRIETENI  

  (pentru Irina Ratushinskaya) 

 

Spui cń le porἪi prietenilor  tńi noroc, propria ta  

cursń în montagne russe: gradual, 

înaintezi  cńtre primul suiἨ, un indiciu zgâlἪâitor  

ale unor viraje care urmeazń sń se facńñapoi, direct în jos, 

cńtre iad. Doar cń, ba nu, din nou ´n sus, s-ar pńrea.  

 

Mecanismul s-a blocat. Apoi, prieteni din împrejurimi,  

pe care îi Ἠtiai, Ἠi prieteni de departe, cńrora nu le-ai  

trimis  necesarul de ulei, Ἠi, cu vitezń,  

te-ai depńrtat, aterizarea ta are loc treptat Ἠi în siguranἪńñ 

un miracol de ´mprumut, pe care aveai sń-l returnezi.  

 

Spui cń poemele tale provin ăde altundevaó. 

Le scrii ´n mintea ta. Dupń cum, c©ndva, ´n ´nchisoare, 

unde, pe când te aflai la jumńtatea unui poem, ai fost...eliberat! 

(Va urma ... c©nd te vei ´ntoarce acasń.) 
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Seamless, it reads, by way of illustration. 

 

ôThe mind intensifies in concentration 

to stay alive,õ I do not sayððbut breathe. 

We hear each other breathe. ôI have a friend 

who needs me now.õ You pause, and kindly add: 

ôPlease stay with us, if ever youõre in Moscow.õ 

Dintr -o bucatń, aἨa se citeἨte, judecând dupń ilustraἪii.  

 

ăMintea îἨi intensificń concentrarea, 

ca sń rńm©nń ´n viaἪń,ó eu nu rostesc ð ci respir.  

Ne auzim respiraἪia unul celuilalt. ăUn prieten de-al meu 

are nevoie de mine acum.ó Faci o pauzń, Ἠi adaugi cu bunńtate: 

ăTe rog, vino sń stai la noi, dacń vreodatń te afli ´n Moscova.ó 

 

Traducere de Izabela Vațe 
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 OCCASIONAL POEM  

  (for Mimi Khalvati) 

 

You never know when laughter will break out.  

Thatõs the beauty of it: the surprise. 

There we were, Mimi, Jane and I, 

alone, belowstairs, after a mighty bout  

of listening upstairs, chez Poetry Soc. 

Free at last, suddenly we let 

three heads of massive, vari-coloured locks - 

Janeõs brown, mine grey, Mimiõs possibly red 

that day ð down. Pissed on wine, of course. 

Mimi strutting a brand -new cardigan 

set us off, and we were kids again, 

sharing giggly secrets, bawdy talk,  

laughing like idiots or drunken fools,  

what teachers get up to when theyõre not at school. 

 POEM DE OCAZIE  

  (pentru Mimi Khalvati) 

 

Nu Ἠtii niciodat ń când se va izbucni râsul. 

Acesta este tot farmecul lui: elementul surprizei.  

Iatń-ne acolo: pe Mimi, Jane Ἠi pe mine, 

singure , la subsol, dupń o mńreaἪń reprizń 

de tras cu ureche la ce se petrece la etaj, chez Poetry Society. 

Libere, în sfârἨit, brusc, le dńm 

pletelor  voluminoase, în felurite nuanἪe ð  

castanii ale lui Jane, ´ncńrunἪite ale mele, poate roἨcate ale lui Mimi  

în ziua aia ð frâu liber . ċmbńtate cu vin, desigur.  

Mimi, etalându -Ἠi ἪanἪoἨń un cardigan nou-nouἪ, 

este cea care dń semnalul, Ἠi suntem din nou copii,  

ne ´mpńrtńἨim secrete chicotind, flecńrim trivialit ńἪi, 

râzând precum idioἪii or mńscńricii beἪi,  

despre cum se gńtesc profesorii noἨtri când nu sunt la Ἠcoalń. 

 

Traducere de Izabela Vațe 
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 WOMEN IN THE PARK  

  (sketches from the Vietnam years in New York) 

 

And there were babies in the park who grew 

into adults before the war was over,  

sticky sandbox images that glued 

themselves to pages of a city motherõs 

snapshot-album mind ð eternal whoosh 

of swings, the jeopardy of slides...Across 

the street from the Museum of Art, I pushed  

my children high into the air and caught  

their sturdy laughter coming down to earth;  

took them to galleries on rainy days;  

had friends to talk about the paintings with  

at 5 oõclock, after the childrenõs play 

wound down in my, or someone elseõs, home - 

the mothers sharing laughter of their own.  

 

Oh, the torrid gossip under the spray  

designed to temper the wrath of New Yorkõs summer! 

Recklessly for fun on holiday  

 FEMEI ÎN PARC  

  (schiѿe din anii Vietnamezi în New York) 

 

Erau pe-atunci bebeluἨi în parc, care deveneau 

adulἪi înainte ca rńzboiul sń se sfârἨeascń, 

fotografii  lipicioase, ´nfńἪiἨând cutii cu nisip,  

care s-au lipit de paginile cu instantanee  

ale albumului min Ἢii unei mame de la oraἨ ð eternul vuiet   

al leagńnului, primejdia toboganelor...Vizavi  

de strada cu Muzeul de Artń, mi-am aruncat  

copiii sus, ´n vńzduh, Ἠi le-am prins  

r©setele puternice, c©nd coborau ´napoi, pe pńm©nt; 

i-am dus la galerii de artń ´n zilele ploioase; 

mi-am rugat prietenii sń discute despre tablouri cu ei 

la ora cinci, dupń ce copiii îἨi terminń joaca 

mń relaxez ´n casa mea, sau a altcuiva - 

mamele îἨi împńrtńἨesc glume Ἠtiute doar de ele 

 

Vai, b©rfa ´nflńcńratń de sub spray-ul  

conceput sń tempereze urgia verii New York-eze! 

cu nesńbuinἪa Ἢesutń pentru amuzament, în vacanἪa 
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from boarding school, Vicky and her lover,  

Jim, like Romeo and Juliet, 

eloped to Italy (unwed) before  

the decade of the pill and waywardness. 

Her father and a hasty marriage bore 

them home. Victoria gave birth to twins.  

ôThatõs the story of my life,õ she shrugged. 

Only the dull, it seemed, believed in sin  

or stayed together for the washing up. 

Jimmy and their marriage hit the skids;  

Vickyõs novel, the best-seller list. 

 

Mary took the crisis lying down.  

She could not bear the thought of Cuban missiles 

pointed at her son, neglected now 

as his psychiatrist-father mutely listened  

to his patient on the couch just yards 

away...Kruschev and Kennedy like boys 

facing off over their baseball cards, 

nose-to-nose and making a lot of noise, 

and no one, it seemed, to hold them back. Mary  

de la Ἠcoala cu internat, Vicky, împreunń cu-al sńu iubit,  

Jim, precum Romeo Ἠi a sa Julietń, 

au fugit pe -ascuns în Italia (necununaἪi), înainte 

de decada pilulei Ἠi a rebeliunii.  

Al sńu tatń Ἠi-un mariaj încheiat în pripń  

i-a ´ntors acasń. Victoria a dat naἨtere unor gemeni. 

ăAceasta este povestea vieἪii mele,ó a spus ea, dând din umeri. 

doar cei încuiaἪi la minte, pare-se, credeau în pńcat 

or stńteau laolaltń, fńrń niciun viitor. 

Jimmy Ἠi-al lor mariaj a sfârἨit eἨuând; 

romanul  lui Vicky, pe lista bestseller -urilor.  

 

Mary a fńcut faἪń crizei Ἠezând. 

Nu putea suporta sunetul rachetelor Cubaneze 

îndreptate cńtre al sńu fiu, acum neglijat, 

în timp ce al sńu tatń-psihiatru îἨi asculta tńcut 

pacientul aἨezat pe canapea, la doar câἪiva yarzi  

depńrtare...lui Hrusciov ѽi Kennedy le place ca bńieѿii  

sń se ´nfrunte de dincolo de cartonaѽele de baseball, 

nas în nas ѽi fńcând mult zgomot, 

ѽi ca nimeni, sau aѽa pńrea, sń nu-i opreascń. Mary  
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had had a hysterectomy after 

their  son was born. That was her malady, 

her husband diagnosed, not the disaster 

posed by Kruschev, Kennedy, those missiles 

(soon withdrawn, thanks partly to Bertrand Russell).  

 

Scholars of paediatrics now, as not 

too long ago theyõd mastered history, 

linguisti cs, calculus, etc. 

for baccalaureates, fervently 

the women studied poisons in the air  

their children breathed, in milk they poured down them  

as conscientiously as they prepared 

fresh orange juice with mashed-up vitamins,  

and finally concluded they must tak e 

a stand against the venomous carcinogens 

spewing from atomic tests ð at stake 

their planetõs future. So they brought the children ð 

bottles, diapers, prams ð into Times Square. 

Police on horseback waited for them there. 

 

suferise o histerectomie dupń 

ce s-a nńscut fiul lor. Aceasta era maladia ei, 

a diagnosticat-o soἪul ei, nu dezastrul  

reprezentat de HruἨciov, Kennedy, or acele rachete 

(curând anulate, mulἪumitń, în parte, lui Bertrand Russell) 

 

StudenἪii secἪiei de pediatrie, acum, de vreme ce, 

nu ´n urmń cu mult timp, Ἠi-au însuἨit tainele istoriei,  

lingvisticii , calculului, etc. 

pentru bacalaureate, cu fervoare, 

femeile au studiat otrńvurile din aerul 

pe care copiii lor îl respirau, din laptele pe care ele îl turnau , 

la fel de conἨtient precum, tot ele, au preparat 

suc proaspńt de portocale, amestecat cu vitamine, 

Ἠi, ´n final, au tras concluzia cń trebuie sń adopte  

o poziἪie împotriva substanἪelor carcinogene, otrńvitoare, 

împrńἨtiate de testele atomice ð în joc se afla 

viitorul  planetei lor. AἨa cń Ἠi-au adus copiii -  

biberoane, scutece, cńrucioare ð în piaἪa Times Square. 

PoliἪiἨti  cńlare pe cai le-au aἨteptat acolo. 
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Anne never did recall where she had been 

the day that Kennedy was shot, but she 

remembered Elinorõs first afternoon in 

kindergarten: a selective memory ð 

Anneõs father died that day. It wasnõt her fault 

(was it?) that heõd worried when sheõd gone 

with friends from Harlem and the South th e week before 

to the historic March on Washington.  

Beautiful and hot as Paris in 

the August sun, the emptied avenues 

opened to the motley in their thousands.  

Whom the gods destroy, they first make fools,  

believing in dreams like Martin Luther Kingõs, 

about which Anne remembered everything.  

 

I am touching on the ones least touched 

by war, though distant events do radiate  

until they move even the frivolous  

(or seeming so) to sense that tidal waves 

inundating foreign shores may spend  

their force elsewhere, but nowhere is so far 

Anne niciodatń nu Ἠi-a amintit unde fusese 

în ziua în care Kennedy a fost împuἨcat, dar ea 

Ἠi-a amintit de prima dupń-amiazń a lui Elinor la 

grńdiniἪń: o memorie selectivń -  

tatńl lui Anne a murit în acea zi. Nu era vina ei  

(sau era?) cń el se îngrijorase când ea a plecat  

cu prieteni din  Harlem Ἠi din Sud, cu o sńptńmânń înainte,  

la marἨul istoric, la Washington.  

Frumos Ἠi fierbinte precum Parisul în 

soarele de august, bulevardele pustii  

s-au deschis pentru pestriἪul, în miile sale de forme, 

Oricine e distrus de zei mai întâi e dus la nebunie,  

crezând în visuri precum cel al lui Martin Luther King,  

despre care Anne îἨi amintea totul.  

 

Eu îi mângâi pe cei cel mai puἪin mângâiaἪi  

de rńzboi, cu toate cń evenimentele distante chiar radiazń 

p©nń îi miἨcń chiar Ἠi pe cei frivoli  

(sau pe cei aparent astfel) sń simtń cum valul de indignare, 

care inundń Ἢńrmuri str ńine, poate sń-Ἠi epuizeze 

forἪa altundeva, dar nicńieri nu este atât de departe, 
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away on earth that the prevailing winds  

wonõt blow the debris home. In Central Park 

mothers pushing English carriages 

and talking (yes) of Michelangelo,  

their infants piggybacked through galleries,  

aware that they are privileged, still know  

the common, deadly pain of giving birth,  

the cord that, broken, tears the universe. 

pe pńm©nt, ´nc©t rafalele triumfńtoare de v©nt  

sń nu loveascń locuinἪa ruinatń. În Central Park, 

mamele ´mping trńsuri englezeἨti  

Ἠi discutń (da) despre Michelangelo, 

pruncii  lor sunt purtaἪi în spate prin galerii,  

conἨtiente de faptul cń sunt privilegia te, conἨtiente ´ncń de 

obiἨnuita , ca de moarte, a durere a facerii, 

de cordonul care, odatń tńiat, duce universul spre ruinń.  

 

Traducere de Izabela Vațe 
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 DEATH IN FLORENCE  
 

ôI yield the grave for thy sake, and exchange 

My near sweet view of Heaven, for earth with thee!õ 

E.B.B. 
 

A plaque the city gratefully inscribed  

all but named her Florenceõs Nightingale. 

Despite the winterõs dampness there, the pale 

cloudõs chill, in middle age, so alive 

she was, she would dare anything: to have 

a child; compose a tomeððAurora Leigh; 

succor the poor. ôThe best is yet to be,õ 

he wrote, and so it was. I saw her grave 

in Florence, and the footnote (graver still)  

appended to his stone in Westminster. 

She fell from fashion. Whose thought, to inter  

the ôbetterõ half in that memorial, 

leaving her in Florence on her ownðð 

the way flesh decomposes, leaving bone? 

 MOARTE ÎN FLOREN ȚA 
 

ăLas mormântul, de-al tńu drag, ѽi schimb  

A cerurilor dulce priveliѽte, pentru o viaѿń lumeascń, lângń tine.ó  

E.B.B 
 

O placń memorialń, gravatń de oraἨul plin de recunoἨtinἪń, 

aproape cń a numit-o Privighetoarea FlorenἪei.  

În ciuda umezelii iernii de -acolo, rńcoarea  

norului  palid, în Evul Mediu, atât de însufle Ἢitń  

era ea, încât ar fi ´ndrńznit orice: sń aibń 

un copil; sń scriem un tom ð Aurora Leigh; 

sń le fie sprijin celor sńraci. ôCei mai bun ´ncń are sń vie, ô 

scrise el, Ἠi aἨa a fost. I-am vńzut morm ântul  

în FlorenἪa, iar adnotaἪia (mai morm©ntalń), 

adńugatń pe piatra lui funerarń în Westminster.  

Ea a ieἨit  din graἪii . Al cui gând, sń ´ngroape 

mai ôbunaô jumńtate ´n acel memorial, 

lńs©nd-o în FlorenἪa de una singurń -  

la fel cum carnea se descompune, lńs©nd ´n urmń osul? 
  

Traducere de Izabela Vațe  
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 PIAZZA SAN MARCO  

 

It was spring. Too early spring, before 

the Easter innocents and local rogues 

profaned the set, the hungry birds performed  

their cooing begging ritual in droves.  

Early morning, too. Caffés still closed. 

Fishmongers and garbage scows along 

the Grand Canal. Two lonely pigeons strolled  

across the great expanse till church bells stung 

them into sudden flight. Surprising cold,  

the light which wavered with the waterõs lung, 

foreshadowing a drowning end to all  

this ôhistory, ô in time called by the young.  

 

So whitely, quietly snow fell on stone,  

laced the terra cotta and was gone. 

 PIAZZA SAN MARCO  

 

Era primńvarń. O primńvarń prea timpurie, ´nainte 

de PaἨte, cei nevinovaἪi Ἠi escrocii locali 

au profanat decorul, pńsńrile ´nfometate Ἠi-au  

sńv©rἨit , în stoluri, ritualul de uguit Ἠi cerἨit.  

ἧi dimineaἪa devreme. Cafenelele sunt încń închise. 

Negustori de peἨte Ἠi gunoaie plutesc de-a lungul  

Marelui Canal. Doi porumbei singuratici au cutreierat  

de-a lungul marii ´ntinderi, p©nń c©nd clopotele bisericii i-a  

silit sń porneascń ´ntr-un zbor neaἨteptat. Surprinzńtor de rece,  

lumina  care tremura odatń cu al apei plńm©n, 

prevestind o preschimbare care se scufundń a acestei 

întregi  ôistoriiô, numitń astfel, ´n cele din urmń, de cńtre cei tineri. 

 

Atât de strńlucitoare, tńcuta ninsoare s-a aἨternut pe lespezi, 

s-a împletit cu teracota Ἠi a dispńrut.  

 

Traducere de Izabela Vațe 
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 UNDER WESTMINSTER BRIDGE  

 

It had been a perfect summer ôweather-wise,õ 

and still in October late lingering sunshine poured  

its warmth on tourists to the London Eye  

waiting in spiral queues, as others devoured 

pasteboard-tasting burgers at the ôcaff õ 

outside what used to be the GLC, 

inside the tawdry lights and noisy blasts  

of gambling games, an arcade travesty 

not of that Councilõs fall ð just politics,  

one bureau cancelling another ð but 

of the Thames ruffling beneath the bridge 

Wordsworth made holy (in the event, now shut  

for maintenance). Still, it was beautiful,  

a sunlit reprieve, the world out on parole.  

 SUB PODUL WESTMINSTER  

 

Fusese o varń perfectń aἨa cum era de aἨteptat, 

Ἠi t©rziu ´n Octombrie ´ncń mai zńbovea lumina soarelui 

picurându -Ἠi cńldura pe turi Ἠtii de la Ochiul Londrei  

ce formau cozi spiralate, iar ceilalἪi se înfruptau  

din burgeri cu gust de carton la cafeneaua 

din faἪa a ceea ce-a fost odatń Primńria Londrei extinse, 

printre luminile Ἢipńtoare Ἠi zgomotoasele lovituri  

date la jocurile de noroc, un pod ce e o parodie, 

nu a desfiinἪńrii Primńriei ð jocuri politice,  

un birou anulându -l pe celńlalt ð ci  

a Tamisei unduindu -se pe sub podul 

pe care Wordsworth l-a sfinἪit (numai atunci, acum e-nchis 

pentru lucrńri de ´ntreἪinere). TotuἨi, era frumos, 

o suspendare ´nsoritń, oamenii eliberaἪi pentru bunń purtare.  

 

Traducere de Ioana Sńbńu 
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 ON BLACKFRIARõS BRIDGE 

 

Is it too late to ask an artist now 

to turn this  London afternoonððclouds full  

and light as happiness and mutable 

as their reflections in the rippled flow  

beneath this bridge?ððhaphazard junction of  

profoundly slow -revolving ferris wheel  

with old St. Paulõs still dome?ððthe sudden chill  

on my bare arm of rain?ððIs it too much 

to ask an artist now to transform this  

round, slow -revolving hemisphere of sky,  

this arc of bridge, the clockwork of that Eye  

into perpetual apocalypse; 

a casual crossing to the Undergroundðð 

under this bridge, the rushing current,  drowned? 

 PE PODUL BLACKFRIAR  

 

E oare prea t©rziu acum sń-i cerem unui artist  

sń preschimbe aceastń dupń-amiazń londonezń ð norii acoperń tot 

iar lumina e ca fericirea Ἠi nestatornicń 

precum reflexia oamenilor în torentul ondulat  

de sub acest pod? ð întâlnirea ´nt©mplńtoare dintre 

roata cea mare ce se învârte extrem de greu 

Ἠi domul statornic al Sfântului Paul? ð fiorul brusc  

pe care-l lasń ploaia pe braἪul meu gol? ð E oare prea mult 

sń-i cerem unui artist sń transforme aceastń 

curbatń emisferń cereascń ce se învârte extrem de greu, 

acest pod arcuit, mecanismul acelui Ochi 

într -o nesfârἨitń apocalipsń; 

o trecere obiἨnuitń cńtre metrou ð  

pe sub acest pod, curentul repede, un înec? 

 

Traducere de Ioana Sńbńu 

 

 

 



Translation Café,  Issue  
Poems by Leah Fritz  

Translated into Romanian by MTTLC graduate students  

 

79 
 

 
 April  2015 

 DOGS  

 

The old brown dog in Princess Road who wagged 

her whole fat body when I passed; the wirehair  

terrier who shook from cold and begged  

for me to ring his ownerõs bell ð alive 

at 21, still chasing bitches for 

a bit of fun ð both now are gone; and my 

sweet mongrel, brought from Battersea, who roars 

her disapproval at the neighbourõs cat but shies 

at raindrops beating at the window ððslow 

and ever slower stalks the gathering snow. 

 CÂINI  

 

Bńtr©na cńἪea albastrń de pe Drumul Princess care Ἠi-a agitat 

întregul Ἢesut adipos când am trecut; sârmosul  

terrier care tremura de frig Ἠi se ruga 

de mine sń sun la uἨa stńpânului sńu ð în viaἪń 

la 21 de ani, ´ncń ieἨind dupń cńἪele ca sń 

se mai distreze puἪin ð niciunul nu mai e acum; iar  

simpaticul maidanez, adus din Battersea, care-Ἠi urlń 

nemulἪumirea la adresa pisicii vecinului dar se fereἨte 

de picńturile de ploaie ce bat ´n geam ð lent 

Ἠi chiar Ἠi mai lent urmńreἨte zńpada crescândń. 

 

Traducere de Ioana Sńbńu 
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 FRANKLIN  

 

He sent a kite up in the rain. Eureka, 

electricity! Itõs raining now. 

Iõm high ð high as a kite. Below, the ground 

looks hard and threatening. Kindly, you break a  

thought as though it were a fall. Thatõs just 

as well. No sparks tonight. A muffled wind  

behind the heavy curtains of my mind  

recalls the fantasy of safety, trust, 

as if Iõm not alone, nothing will change,  

and this is reality. But even static 

moves and crackles in the air, the cosmic 

candle of the sun all that remains 

to limit disillusion; you, your key  

out there with mine, should lightning strike us free.  

 FRANKLIN  

 

El a trimis un zmeu în sus pe ploaie. Evrika,  

curent electric! Acum plouń. 

Sunt aerianń ð aerianń precum un zmeu. Dedesubt, pńm©ntul 

pare dur Ἠi ameninἪńtor. Binevoitor, întrerupi un  

g©nd de parcń ar fi o cńdere. Asta este 

Ἠi mai bine. Nicio scânteie în seara asta. O adiere ´nńbuἨitń 

în dosul grelelor perdele ale minἪii mele 

aduce gândul siguranἪei, încrederii,  

de parcń n-aἨ fi singurń, totul va rńmâne la fel, 

iar aceasta este realitatea. Dar chiar Ἠi statornicele 

miἨcńri Ἠi trosnetele din aer, cosmica 

lumânare a soarelui sunt tot ceea ce 

´ncń mńrginesc dezamńgirile; tu, cheia ta 

acolo, alńturi de a mea, lovitura unui fulger ne-ar elibera. 

 

Traducere de Ioana Sńbńu 
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 CONJUGAL GROPE  

 

Wakeful at night, I  

kiss your snoring mouth, hoping  

your  sleepõs contagious. 

 BąJBąIRE CONJUGALŃ 

 

Treaz în puterea nopἪii, îἪi 

sńrut gura prin care sforńi, ´n speranἪa 

cń somnul tńu e contagios. 

 

Traducere de Ioana Sńbńu 
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 JUST ANOTHER YEAR  

 

ôJust another New Yearõs Eve,õ I said, 

marking midnightõs newly fallen snow 

with hubris heels, jaded sophisticate 

on Madison Avenue, my date in tow,  

whoever he was. Thatõs me at 21. 

And now, an altogether other age, 

I hear the strangerõs laugh, my pose undone, 

see the snapshot of my sparkling face 

blushing in moonlight, feel the glancing kiss,  

softness of some youthful mouth almost  

retrieved, that snowdrift -slow approaching bus 

catching us up like Cinderellaõs coach - 

too good to be true? Memory is like that, clear 

as paperweight snow settling over the years. 

 ċNCŃ UN AN 

 

ăċncń un revelionó mi-am spus, 

imprimându -mi pe zńpada proaspńtń de la miezul nopἪii  

tocurile, plinń de mine, indiferentń Ἠi sofisticatń 

pe Bulevardul Madison, cu un bńiat dupń mine 

pe care nu mi-l amintesc. AἨa eram la 21 de ani. 

Iar acum, c©nd am cu totul altń v©rstń, 

aud r©sul acelui strńin, am ´ncetat sń mai pozez, 

vńd imaginea feἪei mele strńlucitoare 

cum roἨeἨte sub lumina lunii, simt un s ńrut rapid,  

catifelarea unor buze pline de tinereἪe aproape 

recuperatń, acel autobuz apropiindu -se încet printre troiene 

venind dupń noi precum caleaἨca CenuἨńresei ð  

prea frumos ca sń fie adevńrat? AἨa sunt amintirile, clare  

precum zńpada uἨoarń ce se aἨazń peste ani. 

 

Traducere de Ioana Sńbńu 
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 CHRISTMAS 2001  

  (after 9/11) 

 

Sing me no Christmas Carols, no hymns to Him  

Who couldnõt save the world. The road to hell 

is paved with good intentions, and the inn  

is still full up. Bell ringers, ring no bells.  

For all I care, let Santa stay and freeze 

up there among the sentient Eskimos 

in hi s red suit and silly hat. The trees 

of Norway need not fear the axe. Who knows 

whose neck will feel it next? Whatever joy  

there is, let each enjoy: a momentõs peace, 

an inward ecstasy thatõs unalloyed 

with guilt -edged glints of othersõ sorrows. Release 

control, observe earthõs silent spin 

like Nero practicing the violin.  

 CRŃCIUN 2001 

  (dupń 11.09) 

 

Nu -mi c©nta niciun colind de Crńciun, niciun inm de mńreἪie 

a Celui ce n-a putut salva lumea. Drumul cńtre iad 

este pavat cu bune intenἪii, iar acea ospńtńrie  

´ncń este plinń ochi. Clopotari, sń trageἪi clopotele nu se cade. 

Dupń mine, puteἪi sń-l lńsaἪi pe MoἨ Crńciun sń îngheἪe 

afarń printre eschimoἨii cei plini de acribie  

în costumul lui ro Ἠu Ἠi pńlńria lui caraghioasń. Copacii 

din  Norvegia n -au de ce sń se teamń de topor. Cine Ἠtie 

al cui g©t urmeazń a-l simἪi? Oricare bucurie 

ar exista, sń ne bucurńm fiecare de ea: o clipń de rńgaz 

o ´nc©ntare interioarń care sń fie nep©ngńritń 

de strńlucirile mńrginite de vinń ale amńrńciunilor altora. PuneἪi 

zńgaz controlului, observaἪi a pńmântului lini Ἠtitń-nvârtealń 

tot aἨa cum Nero exersa la vioarń. 
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 IN THE EARLY HOURS  
 

  ôThere is no such thing as wise meditation. All habitual 

 meditation contains a germ of delirium. It borders on hysteria, 

 on artificially-induced ectasy, painful or otherwise...õ 

  ð from The Shackle by COLETTE 
 

Writers go mad on the amphetamine 

of meditation. Itõs not the museõs 

faultððher gracious energy empowers 

the penððbut Onanõs posturing between 

self-doubt and daft aggrandisement that looses 

phantoms in the early morning hours  

to rout our sense of ordinary being.  
 

How Kipling iffed obscurity and fame;  

how Shakespeare would, his whole outrageous fortune, 

have given for one nightõs unbroken sleepingðð 

dreamless, unambiguous and sane; 

how restless Milton prayed to end the torture  

of the waiting game. Unwise, Colette? 

Out of unwisdom, then, is wisdom bred.  

 ÎN PRIMELE ORE  
 

 ăNu existń sub nicio formń meditaѿie înѿeleaptń. Orice 

 meditaѿie obiѽnuitń conѿine un grńunte de delir. Este vecinń cu 

 isteria, cu extazul indus în mod artificial, dureros sau nu...ó 

           ð din LõEntrave de COLETTE 
 

Scriitorii îἨi pierd min Ἢile din pricina amfetaminei  

meditaἪiei. Muza nu  poartń nicio 

vinń ð energia ei graἪioasń îi dń putere 

condeiului ð dar Onan se aratń ´ntre 

nesiguranἪa de sine Ἠi prosteasca afirmare care elibereazń 

fantome în primele ore ale dimineἪii  

ce pun pe fugń senzaἪia existenἪei noastre obiἨnuite. 
 

Cum s-a dezis Kipling de obscuritate Ἠi de faimń; 

cum Ἠi-ar fi dat Shakespeare întreaga soartń scandaloasń 

pentru o singurń noapte de somn ne´ntrerupt ð  

lipsit de vise, de ambiguitate Ἠi perfect normal;  

cu c©tń fervoare s-a rugat Milton sń scape de chinul 

statului  la p©ndń. Lipsit de ´nἪelepciune, Collette? 

Atunci, din lipsa de în Ἢelepciune ia naἨtere înἪelepciunea. 
 

Traducere de Ioana Sńbńu 



Translation Café,  Issue  
Poems by Leah Fritz  

Translated into Romanian by MTTLC graduate students  

 

85 
 

 
 April  2015 

 CONTINUUM  

 

When, in the foreground, the final cul de sac 

looms as the only view, and aft, a quagmire 

of nostalgia; worse ð but donõt look back ð 

beyond that murky swamp, a towering cragõs sheer 

drop to traumas long and best forgot;  

when north and south are both forbidding trails  

leading to freezing poles, tropics too hot  

for temperate thought, then the diagonals  

that curve across, oblique like leaning shade-trees 

cutting the glare, grasses that even in mild 

breezes bend, the quiet paths of present, ease 

my anxious mind too stubborn/proud to yield  

to simple time. Life takes so little space, 

the whole encircled in our last embrace. 

 CONTINUUM  

 

Atunci c©nd ´nspre prova, cea din urmń fundńturń 

se iveἨte pe-ntreg orizontul, iar dinspre pupa, o mla Ἠtinń 

de nostalgie; Ἠi mai rńu ð dar nu privi în urmń ð 

dincolo de acea bńltoacń-ntunecoasń, un pisc semeἪ  

prńbuἨindu -se sub povara unor traume de mult uitate;  

atunci când nordul Ἠi sudul sunt deopotriv ń cńi interzise 

ce duc cńtre poli cuprinἨi de îngheἪ, tropicele sunt prea arzńtoare 

pentru gânduri temperate, diagonalele  

care se curbeazń de-a curmeziἨul, oblice precum umbrele 

înclinate ale copacilor 

spintecń lumina, firele de iarbń chiar Ἠi de la uἨoare 

adieri se ´ndoaie, cńile liniἨtite ale prezentului îmi elibereazń 

mintea agitatń Ἠi prea încńpńἪânatń/m ândrń pentru a se supune 

timpului simplu. Via Ἢa ocupń atât de puἪin spaἪiu, 

întregul e-ncercuit ´n ´mbrńἪisarea noastrń cea din urmń. 

 

Traducere de Ioana Sńbńu 

 


