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Translation Caféstarted in the year 2007, as the magazine of the MA Programme for the Translation of the
Contemporary Literary Text (MTTLC), at the University of Bucharest.

The eZINE consists of translations by graduate students of MTTLC, as a prolongation of their activity in
class. They are meant to give the graduates a taste of their future profession, and also to increase their sense (
responsibility for a translation t hey sign under their own name.

The texts are translated from or into English, and belong to all literary genres & fiction, poetry, literary
criticism, as well as the drama, the essay. The focus is on Modern Literature, broadly meaning the 20th andthe
21st centuries: Romanian, British, and American among others.
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WHATEVER SENDS THE MUSIC INTO TIME

NEW POEMS

WHERE WERE YOU?

Where were you when | needed you, the year
the old man died, the year | got the plague

of womanhood, the year the sailor jumped

me in the park, the year | started out

to think of love, hugging my schoolbooks to

my breast? You werenot
out on the corner of my eye, who stood

apart and held me when the old man died.

one of

And when | 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

6S
%

4

ORICATDEPRETUI TN E MUZI CA ¢

POEME NOI

UNDE ERAI?

Unde erai cand aveam nevoie de tine, arul

in care tata a murit, anulincarema | ovit nnpas:
femeiascn, anul -agssalatar e mar i n
n parc, anul in care tocmai incepusem

a mn gondi | a i-mimanuatele st r ©ngcC

la piept? Nu erai printre ceipecare-i z nr eam
doar cu coada ochiului, care au stat

deoparte Him-a u Tt cAnd tata a murit.

R c©nd am “nceput sniA mA gond
Hm-a phAlit nnpasta femeiasch,
cand marinarul m -a asaltat in parc?

unde erai c¢cO©nd bniatul
ca tine a stat deoparte Him-a imbr n"Hat tncut

car e a

Transla+tion
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the day the old man died, that fourteenth spring “n ziua “n care tata a murit,
when everything changed, everything? cand totul s-a schimbat, totul?

Traducere de MnA

Translation
Calé
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PRIVILEGE PRIVILEGIU

(for Howard) (pentru Howard)
Over the terrain of your body, like a machine Peste terenul corpului tnu, p
probing Mars, my hand glides sensing cercet©nd Marte, m#@cha mea al u
minute signs of life. To touch you in semne precisedevidh Sn te ating “n
the dark is holy, like the side of the moon none can see "ntuneric e sfO©nt, ca partea
from earth; none but me to touch you, here de pe pAnmGnt; doar eu sn te a
in this 6 by 6 foot square t h inacest2pe2cara totfostin fiecare noapte
station in space...asylum...arie...To know staHunea memBturn. azi Mu. . cui b.
this flesh we touch in time will disappear ch acest #rwgipgemarnva di sSphAr ¢
like stars still seen that aeons ago burned out ca stelele “"ncn vhzute care a
makes touch ephemeral, surreal: a glow face atingerea efemern, ireal
in space reflected from the earth...to fear in spa’l reflectatnde pepimént . . . sn mn tem
the end of everything; to kiss your mouth. sfarl t ul tut ur oftehtutgara.ur i | or ; sn

Traducere de MnA
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MEMORY OF VERMONT VERMONT IN AMINTIRE

Il n nightds concerto n concertul nop "

of dark evergreens, solo al brebeneilor inchi’H solo

on a silver birch. peeun mesteacnn al b.

Traducere de Mnh

Translation
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MANHATTAN MEMORY

A madman lived across the street from me.

| 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, bookcaselined

he paced.

| am a starer into space. Smoking
and meditating (in the old -fashioned
sense), | 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,
| stared.

And so each night we met. For several

Q

8

MEMORIE -N MANHATTAN

Un nebun locuia peste drum de mine.
1l vedeam doar noaptea, fa'tl lui

slab luminatn prin jaluzele.

ferestre, tHwdlathdenegritn
un dreptunghi controlandu -i intrarea

aerul ui, dhdea ontamaemeanmea.
ver de, ‘Hbmzdatract dir'H

el umbla.
Eu mn holbez “"n gol. Fum®Gnd

W medit©nd (cum se fhAcea
demul t) ;npdtuhrmeu n s n
ca un caine bolnav. Ochii mei
pe formele vagi ale nop™H
pe o0 st r guarachileneeleor a
asimiland neatent sunetele,
mn hol bam.

Astfel ne-ntalneam in fiece noapte. Caia

Transla+tion
Calé

April 2015
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years | watched himpaced d wat chedo

as | O6heardd: trucks bumpi
over the familiar pothole, Saturday night

drunks cursing their mates, distant

scream® dwatched, 8 then, mindi

my own business. For several years
| watched. For several years
he paced.

My interest mostly inward -turning,

| 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?

Q
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anil-am privitumbland A a pr i ve amo
“n timp ce aauzeamo:
peste cunos cididasagbntgapn,
noaptea injurandu -H prietenii, “lgete
-ndistan'fh apr i veamo,
de-ale mele. Timp de caia ani
priveam . Timp de ca'ia ani

el umbla.

cC ami
be

ng

ng atmnci ,

|l nt eresul meu “ndeosebi or i
mn " ntr éb@amiWini) dacn er a
prizonier ~n acea camern
intre acele ferestre orbite de jaluzeleHl
acea arcadn cernitn duc®©nd.
nd,
doar

Snh

sticl

(0]

rensnri
Este nebuni a
Era oare treaz?
umerii masivi, marele, blegitul
cap, propriile mele toane insomniace
ce confereau o expresie stranie?

Soare | e

fi

Transla+tion
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Then one night, casually staring

at my cigarette, watching it glow,

behind closed windows & &
OPIl ease
0 Bsaw his fist
pressed against the pane.

donot

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,
| sidled through the dimness,
only my fingers visible, drawing

the shades.

Then, any night | saw him there,

he lifted one hand, silently

0 @hether to wave or threaten

| could not tell. Each time

| turned, oddly frightened: Was it me,
my oblong room, painted red,

Q

ook

at
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Apoi, intr -0 noapte, degajatprivindu
-mi “ldara, privind -o lucind,
in spatele ferestrelor inchisef

n aTe rog nu mn privi!o
Ai-am vnzut pumnul
aphsat pe geam.

Erau o sutn de ferestre

Oare c8tbchi, ridica™ di™ cn

privesc strada? Fusese goala mea

r

“ndr e

privirece-o prinsese? Descumpnnithn

am mers sfios prin intunecime,

doar degetelemi vi zi bl e, trngond
draperiile.

Apoi, n orice noapte -l vedeam acolo,

TH ridica o mGnn, pe tncute

Af i esalgtenf i e s ABlameni n

nu-mi dnhdeam seamdat nDe fiecare

cOnd mA "~ ntorceam, curios spe

camera mea lunguia™® zugrnvit i ro’H,

Transla+tion
Calé
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my treasured texts his vision leapt at, pre’ldasele mele texte cel  abig privirea,
all my thoughts strewn across toate gOndur Hitepemel e ~ mprn

an unmade bed? un pat nefncut?
Or had we, neighbours in the stillborn night Sau noi, veciqeviaAhin noaptea fn
0 Be pacing, shaking his fist (or waving); A el umbland, strangand pumnul (sau salutand);
|, passive and restless as a housebound dog e u, pldagitatv éa un cine bolnav
trembling behind a half -drawn shaded &t last tremurénd in spatele draperiei fi intr-un final
vaulted the abyss, climbed the two stories snrisernm abisul, urcasernm c¢
of our Il ives, and broken i nt o aleviebrnoastre nnpustisernm ~n ne

madness? unul altuia?

Traducere de Mnh

Q
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FOUR GENTLEMEN REMINISCE
ABOUT ALLEN GINSBERG

They tal ked. dlutdwasthered n 6t
| had a very different take on him.

Qui et and attentive, he d
piercingly at me or anyone. Aware

of everything & the aura of the courtroom,
(They talked. They didnot
lawyers, judge, the ritual of fear -

his eyes cast down, he read his notes, seemed
gui et and attentive. He d
not straight away, not till he had to swear.

Then suddenly he shook his finger, aimed

(They talked. Theythatd dndt

and fired a fusillade of verses at The War.
Barricaded behind the bench, the judge kept shtum.

Q

ask

i dn

as

i dn

as
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PATRU DOMNIT SI POVESTESC AMINTIRILE
DESPRE ALLEN GINSBERG

Vorbeau. Nu intrebau 6 dar eu eram acolo.

Aveam o pnrere foarte diferit
T n c'ldatent, nu privea fix ,
pntrunzntor | a miHWent ori altci

detotuldaura snlii de judecatn,
(Vorbeau. Nu intrebau, dar eu eram acolo)

avocaH, judecntord, ritwualul fori
cu ochii plecaKHTHicitea noti"ele, prirea

t n chlatent. Nu privea fix,

nu i mediat, nu pO©nn trebuia s
Dintr -0 d a-H stuturn degetul, ochi

(Vorbeau. Nu intrebau. Dar eu eram acol9

‘Htrase o avalanhh de versuri la Rnizboi.

Baricadat in spatele meseij udecnt odeul amu

Transla+tion
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Qui et and attentive, he didno Tn cliatent, el nu privea fix,
but waited to dismiss the case, prepared daral ept a sn respinghn
foranything but this, a mad mar deorice numainu asta, poemul unui nebun.
They talked. They didndét as k. Vorbeau.Nuintrebau. Dar eu eram acolo,
gui et and attentive. He di dno thc atent. El nu privea fix.

cazul

Traducere de

Transla+tion
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TWO POEMS IN MEMORY OF DOUN POEME ¢N MEMORI A

BARBARA DEMING BARBAREI DEMING

1. EASTER SUNDAY 1. DUMINICA PA STELUI
Sweaty and in flower, N n d'Hb Hinflorit,
hibiscus and papaya, hibiscus 'Hpapaya,
the heat, the sun, almost unbearable, cnl dura, soarele, greu de sup
and you, not quite alive on chemicals, iar tu, nu chiar in via "Rlpe medicamente,
bald and weedy as a Buddhist monk, chealh H slabi ca un dilug fr budist,
laughing, complaining that laughing hurts, razand, plangédndu-t e cn r ©sul doar e,
reaching for water you coul dn ajungandlaapa pe care nuo puteai bea,
making me promise to save the world... facoGmdusn promit cn o sh salywv
| moved then to a colder place. M-am mutat apoi intr -un loc mai friguros.
You said youdd be the wind. I Ai spus c¢cn AHegt fi vOntul
like Heathcliff on the moors. ca Heathcl i ff Hingase. deal uri |l e n
Air. Fire. Laughter. Words. Aer. Foc. Ras. Cuvinte.

Q
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2. I N GANDHI 86S EYES 2. TN OCHII LUI GANDHI
Barbara, it wasndot fair, your Barbara, nu a fost dreaptn, n
| take long walks to Tavistock Square to look lesla pl i mbnr. | dahTgvistogk €arsiie caun  p i
(donoét | augh) for you i n Gand (nurade)prinochiilui Gandhi.
| try to come in peace, but warring wishes cncerc sn vin “mpncatn, aduc
and hypocrisy are what | bring. dorin "l contradictorii 'Hipocrizie.
He sits, a stone, returning my stare. ElI stn, ca o pimatidma, praypurac
Still, | have a place to come, in peace ni totu’Hlam un loc unde sn vin, n lini He
or not. Alive, we tried to make a saint sau nu. In via"kl am incercat g1 facem o séntn
of you; in death, you should be free. din tine; “n moarte, ar trebu
My burden of agnostic prayer remains. Povara rugii mele agnostice r
I n Gandhi 6s eyes | | ook a lunPrin ochidi [ ui Gandhi arnt ca
The | ong walk homeds my bless Lungul drum “napoi acasn ~ mi

Traducere de Anca Romete

Q
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POSTSCRIPT TO AN OBIT POST SCRIPTUM UNUI NECROLOG
(i.m. Louise Armstrong) (fn memoria lui Louise Armstrong)
Gee, I 06m sad shebds dead. ZAu, sunt trist™W chA nu mai e
She wouldndét | ike it either Einui-ar f i pl Acut ori cum,
being dead. Some people do, sfiie moartn. Unora da,
or think they will before they go. sau credreiplarcelae " n#i nt e
Some people try. Some succeed. Unii " nceatscn. Unii reu
But not Louise. Dar nu Louise.
I't i sndt tlifealtthatanadh. | oved Nu a iubit ea oricum prea mult via "&l
She was ill for years. And always Era bolnavn fimerani de zil
angry at some rotten deal, some furioasn pentru vreo treec
body pissed her off, even me O scotea chidrHeusnrit e,
sometimes, | think. cOteodatn, cred.
She liked her anger. Even when ci pl Acea fHatuncigdnkki . Chi ar
she found it hard to breathe, adrenalin i era greu sn respire, adr ¢
kept her alive. On the phone 0 "lHeain via"Al La telefon
6,000miles away, she raised bloody hell. la 6 000 de mile depnrtare,
Gee, 1tds hard to t@®eenk sheds Zhu, e greu de créut A0.n nu ma

Traducere de Anca Romete

Q
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THE DISTINGUISHED THING

6So it has come at I
HENRY JAMES

That s o negardu.&¥ll, thoagh long
absented from the source, selfexiled,
even at the end filled with that strong,

deeply rooted optimism spoiled
Ameri cans ¢ an 0dhowrawen
he was, facing this nothingness. Appalled?

ast

t o

resigned? intrigued? d no hero, rather a slave

to irony, a grace the English say
Americans, poor sods, never achieved

with heaven an insufferable cliché
and hell a Wagner opera. Looking toward
the future, seeing only yesterday,

Q

t he

shake
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OBIECTUL DEOSEBIT

oChiatA criin cele din urmia sosit, deosebitul obiatt!
HENRY JAMES

Nsta e un f el d&otudH dghtmiulvtimp pr o b
substras dautoexdlat,sur sn,

plin p©nn | a capnt de acel pu
bine “nrndnci natr AN mi sm de
americanipar snN nu s edcgidedravn | epnd
a fost el sn “"nfrunte neantul

resemnat? intrigat? 8 deloc erou, ci mai degrab-un sclav
al ironiei, o amabilitate pe care-o spun englezii
americani i, Shtengiodath nuneglsod o c i

cu raiul, un cli'rtu insuportabil
W cu iadul, o opern Wagneri al
vitor, vhz©nd doar ziua de ieri,

Transla+tion
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he claims this strange gift as a last reward sus'iHe el ch acest dar neobithuit este o ultim n recompensn
(if means, indeed, do justify the end) (ast antrehadcerv nr mi jl oacel e scuzi
a life lived graciously deserves, and tired pe care o vighitrnitn frumos o merit n, 'Hobosit
to death, salutes it with an unclenched hand. de moarte, o salutn cu o moGnn

Traducere de Anca Romete

Transla+tion
Calé

April 2015




Translation Café, Issue142
Poemsby Leah Fritz
Translated into Romanian by MTTLC graduate students

19

FAMILY TREE ARBORE GENEALOGIC
So there you are with this Irish father, | at N, H tadutinlirlendez,
Italian mother, a related -tothe- mama i tali anlkcéerarudma st r nmo
Queen-but-unknown -to-her ancestor reginei, “"nsn pe Heare aceast a
far, far back, but less far back a Jew, cumult,t mutt i mp “n urmn, “nsn nu ch
maternal grandmama, heroically rescued bunicn din partea mamei, salywv
from a concentration camp, which makes dintr-un | agnr de concentrare, d
youJewi sh, too. They call ed vy o Htuetevreularandultnu. Tathluitnuise spuneaanegruo,
as in 6black Il risho, for his airlandez negrud Hicneci avea o
just like your other nan, who mid -life married exactlaf el ca ceal al t-a mAani tat al &:
a sailor who crossed the seas from Africad Cu un marinar care a strndntu
and high above the royal branch she valued W mai presus dapredimura regal
him, although a adukeds the ape>peeldehunduce reprezintnpunctul cel mai inalt al
the family tree. So you, our darling grandson, arborelui genealogic. A'tddar tu, dragul nostru nepot,
seedling still, what can you be, but handsome? ce ~ nc i cumdi puea fiealtfel dec at frumos?

Traducere de

Q
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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 8

asif they gave us what we gave them: birth.

We call them father, mother, play the child
forever hovering behind the skirts

of Papabds ample robe
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

S as

we are alone, must judge and bless ourselves

out of our pallid heavens, many circled hells.

Q

he

e
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NOI SUNTEM ZElII
Noisuntemz ei i care apnm&@ur it zei
inpl Asmuitele noastre raiuri,
M cum ne lupthAnm “nd&re noi ' n
de paracrn fne dat -amidatmdar nalere. | e
¢cCi numim mamh, tatn, facem pe
ve'hhic plutind Tn urma faldurilor
din bogata robn Hexdcadnpei “~n ti

putereacarera f ost datfamcOmdtmaii nrae

min “te. Cum poate iubirea ignoran "l

s n d étere unaa extraordinare barbarit N"H

s n i nv e’idbi izare despoe moralitate! Boala
de a fi om, teméandu-ne de dovezile

cn sunt en rseibrug ter is,N'limien ¢ wuw\ © mt
din afara raiurilor noastre sterpe, iadurilor cu multe cercuri.

Traducere de
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MICHAL AT THE WINDOW MI COL LA FEREASTRN
[ 6Mi chal Saul ds daughter | [@Fiica lui Saul, Micolapr vi t pe f edpeast
king David leaping and dancing before ti@RD; and she regel e Da vddinwia dimintsaD@OMNaLUI; @
despi sed hi 2ISAMUELI6E6] heart . |-a dispréuit Tn sufletul ei6 2 SAMUEL, 6:16
Pan to Michal at a window RoteHec ht re Micol " n dreptul un
her shadow falling. umbra ei c¢cnhz©©nd.
(Does David look up?) (Oare-Hiridic n David privirea?)
Voice-over: Lord knows Dublaj: Dumnezeu Hie care sunt
the hidden thoughts of women... gandurile ascunse ale femeilor...
Fade to a younger Michal Il ntrn progresiv Iimaginea Mico
watching Jonathan dance privindu -l pe | onatteile cum dnn
to Davidds harop la sunetul harpei lui David,
she inthe shadows ea  nvnumhrelet n
of her fatherodés joy. “"ncOntAarii tatAlui ei
David the hero aiming his shot Eroul David "iHtind ca sn loveasa
to fell Goliath and Jonathan W -shAtr ©nt eascn | ddpplonatadnt pe C(
in one motion. Cut to David dintr -o mi'tare. Taie gannh la David

Transla+tion
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April 2015




playing the harp as the old king

dies contentedly.

Under Mi chal 0s

of the Covenant passes

and David plays the cymbals

freeing his legs to dance
a soldieros

Is the shadow of the Lord

who blessed the slaughter
of Goliathos
that general twilight

which obscures her own?

Wi
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ndow t he Ark

triumph.

avengers

Camera on the ghost of Saul

at Michal &8s
how David seduced
them all, save Michal.
Close-up

S i

de,

remember.i

Q

ng
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cOnt ©nd |l a a sa harpn “"n ti
THdn duhul, Tmpncat.

Pe sub fereastra Micolei Chivotul

Legii trece

iar David c©ntn | a chimval
slobozindu -H picioarele spre a din"ti

pentru biruin "Bl soldi"easa).

Oare umbra Domnului
ce a blagoslovit mncel ul

razbunntorilor | ui Gol i at
e acel asfirfidatotcuprinz ntor
ceo "ntunecn pe ea?

Camerandr eptatn chtre fant oma
al ntur i de MiF ol , amintindu
cum David i -a sedus

pe to'Hmai pu i pe Micol.

Prim-plan

Transla+tion
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on her face in shadow. pe chipul ei umbrit.
Cut. Nightfall. By candle -light Taie.Cn d e r e Ladumima lum anrrii
soldiers guard soldaiHstr njuiesc
the tent of the Ark cortul in care zace
of the Covenant. Chivotul Legii.
She who despises may not enter, Cea cupr i n SiHuvadpateadniras pr e
but neither shall David, " n s-a@varface nici David,
who waits outside. ce diieaptn afarn.
The Lord gives his word Domnul ii incredin "eaznc uv ©nt u | Snhu
to Solomon, the tender child. lui Solomon, fiul cel blajin.

Traducere de
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WRITING ABOUT NOTHING SN SCRI | DESPRE NI MI C
| t s a c h apeopk dogtevith S o me Reprezi ntn o provocare. Unii fez&
panache. I wondt say who. The eleganl Nu spun cine. Imaginile lor
evoke nothing at all, but full of pith nu evocnh absolut nimic, dar p
(spongy, like the central cylinders (spongios, precum mijlocul cilindrilor
of stems, feathers, marrow, the spinal chord @ tulpinilor, penelor, miduvei,
itself a metaphor, analogous “n sine o metaforn, anal oghn
to something deep, the noun the final word cucevaprofund, subst anti vul e cuv©Ont
asindeed it ought to be, helmeting akh cum ar trebui sn fie, ferind
human brains from sun; used as a verb, creierele oamenilor de soare; folosit ca un verb,
to kill the brains of frogs and other beings pentru a ucide creierele broakelor 'Ha altor fiin "&l
on the fringe, not up to human standards: mn r g’lié,ceanu se ridiai la standardele umane:
those with significance destroying things acelea de mare importarhlle distrug pe cele
with less) & so much for definition, which panders ce au mai pu'ln) d aici seincheie defini"ld, ce stinge setea
to those critics who demand a cause... acelor critici care au preten’ld unei cauze...
and there | go, almost supplying answers, W i1 atn, eu aproape oferind ri

Q
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forgetting the pithy stare, neglecting to pause, ui t©nd de privirea plinn de n
invoke the great enigma, let thoughts meander i nvoc mar glaa se ngiCnnatrui it iNlce as it h
round flower stems, for instance. (Poppies? wars?) mjurul tulpinilor de flori, o

Traducere de
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YIPPEE URAA
Yippee! You remembered. So long ago, Uraa! 'H-ai amintit. Acum mult timp,
in 668, the era of n @8, pe vremea
protest, madnessd above all, love protestelor, a nebuniei d mai presus de toate, a iubirii
which we interpreted as sex, being young pe care o interpretam ca sexfiind tineri
and beautiful and free d not knowing ‘Hfrumo H Hliberi 6 nu 'Hiam
how beautiful we were, how young. cat de frumo’iHsuntem, cat de tineri.

Freedt hat part we coul dndt hel p Liberi dnuaveam ce face, & eram.

Youth has to live a little bit recklessly, Tinerii tr ebdUApeideedbudiycn o vi a
and yet we survived, lived long ‘Htotu Ham supravie idt, am trnit suficient

enough to look back now d how sweet of you de mult c©O©t snc®ti diekindpanegtar mn
to send that summer valentine, s n ~ mitacearfelicitare de dragostevara,

so out of season and so fine. atat de tarziu ‘Hatét de frumos.

Traducere de
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CONUNDRUM GHICITOARE
Often | veer from wanting to be good Adesea, oscilez “"ntre a vrea
to doing what is right, and back again. ‘Hintre a face ceea ce este corechitot a'td.
Theydre not the same. To open Nuesteaceldilucru. Shdeschid barajul inimii mele
of my heart may simply drown my brain; ar “nsemna sn fisimpluereierubunde pu
to stem that tide with reason, just restrain sh “mpiedic acea revnrsare di l
a passion that has instinct on its side. O pasi une Hedmirstingt.zvor n
And what accounting must | make for pride? M cum ar-mijustéicomandriag n
To attract new friends and keep the old, to please Pentrua-mi gnsi p W pemdrt &-irp hstrarnpe Gei vechi,
my love beyond the argument of skin, pentru a-i face pe plac dragostei mele dincolo de piele,
must | consider each antipathy, t r e b u'ld eont deffiecare antipatie,
concur with every shibboleth? How thin sh fiu de acord cu orice vorb
is such affection! Whatds t he esteo astfel de afeddne! Atunci, ce-mi mai r Améane mie?
But, truly, would | ever surrender love Dar, sincer, mnAn voi | hsa vreo
when thereds no other cause | din moment ce nu mai exi Sioam?a

Traducere de Diana Apetroaei

Q

Transla+tion
Calé

April 2015



Translation Café, Issue142
Poemsby Leah Fritz
Translated into Romanian by MTTLC graduate students

28

REMEMBERING, FORGETTING HOW TO SKIP AMINTIRILE, CUM Ul TI SN TRECI PESTE ELE
Yes, there have been changes. One adapts. Da, au avut Il oc schimbnari. Tr
Never becomeswell maybéecomes compulsion. Ni ci od at lfing doatedevimeobligatoriu.
| rise to the occasion, not wanting to lapse Tmi dau silin "8, nu vreau s decad
into stodgy, reactionary, old -fashioned - “n “nvechirea pl iHdetmotheexhen, r e
old. And new insights, | imagine, Riimii maginez c¢cn noi perspectiv
drawn from experience, will compensate date de experien’Bl yor compensa pentru asta
as history repeats, repeats, pe mAsurn ce istoria se tot r
ever turning, the late st thing of late se Tnvarte neincetat, cel mai tarziu dintre tarzii
dissolving into boring repetition. s e di z odrepétiid plictisitoare.
In a certain light, passing by shops, Sub o anume | umirrerc, p'en |ItGinmMmM a
glass fronts turned to mirrors, is it |, broken paravanele de sticln se trans
by reflection, who unthinkingly stops strnbntutn de r efledriiasedndi ea c
as if to catch a breath, the grade too steep ca’Hlcum aHvrea si-mi trag sufletul, panta care odath fusese plat,
that once was flat? How memory cuts deep. e prea abr up t’ieZui]dnmannh mend®ia.t e

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, piercethe 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,

youdre lucky just getting

Q

by.
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CaNTEC PENTRU SNRIT CO

La Tnceput te intrebi de ce,

te “"ntrebi de ce, te
intrebi, intrebi "Hintrebi de ce,

pe cand cum T"Hspune doar sn mergi mai departe.

“ntrebi

Dureazn mult timp sn strnAapung
sh strApungi minciung, sh str
ia at©t de mult timp sn strnp
de-a lungul anilor in care po "Hsh mergi mai departe.

Mai tarziu, pove ‘Hile cu totul sau nimic,

totul sau nimic, totul sau nimic ;

apoi pove'lile cu totul sau nimic,

fac sn fie plictisitor sn mer

Indiferent de céat de curajos €Hi in incercarea ta,
de cét de curajos incerci, de cat de curajos incerci,
indiferent de céat de al naibii de mult incerci

ai n o r OHloarsmmengionai departe.
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And up there the sun is in the sky, CDacolo sus soarele e pe cer
the sun and the moon and the birds that fly, soarelébluna®prsyr i | e care zboar A,
the stars and the mountain tops so high, steleleddvarfurile Tnalte ale musor
and still our children are asking why, dtotudd copiii nafri mai intreabi de ce,
hard as they tryhard as they try, oricat de mult aincerca, oricat de mult ar incerca,
whet her they do or dondot, thechiar dacn o fac sau nu, vor
It takes so long to pierce the lie, Dureazn at©t de mult sn “~nfrcC
be satisfied just getting by. s n t ¥emeindobr simergi mai departe.

Traducere de Diana Apetroaei
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EQUINOX ECHINOC TIU
As the curtain erratically begins In timp ce cortina incepe haotic
to open on the bright proscenium sn se r iddvarsenei luminatea
of spring, | notice that during the winter some a primAverii, observ cum “n t
small changes have been made on set, and sense cOteva schi mbniAr iklsimi nore pe sc
a subtle disparity in ambience & o micn Hlifreretdmosf er n
new growth of trees above | as noicopacimaitinalH dec©t <cei de vara
and younger magpies (though still black and white, ‘H cobfene mai tinere (deHifiind tot cu pene albe 'Hnegre,
they look the same) building new nests, scavenge ar atan fel )Hfno®©ndui buri, caut
among the secret topmost leaves. All this printre frunzele tainice cele mai de sus. Toate acestea
| see, as in the mirror | make up |l e vnd, "®oglmadi, imi mach iez
my not-so-subtly altered face; take up, chipul care a trecut npur edgratri
let out the suit that only last year fit | 1 rsgh&na care-mi venea chiar anul trecut
me well enough, and step into the light destul de bine, 'H patscin lumina
of longer days d almost the same, not quite. unor zile mai lungi 0 aproape aceledtica Tnainte 'Hinu prea.

Traducere de Flavia Hemcinschi
Masteratul de Traduceri Specializate 'H Studii Terminologice,
Universitatea din Bucure 'Hi
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WHATEVER SENDS THE MUSIC ORICAT DE PRE TUI T N E MUZI CA

INTO TIME iN TIMP
Whatever sends the music into time, Indiferent ce transmite muzica in timp,
not just in metre but through centuries, nu doar in metri muzicali, ci de -a lungul veacurilor,
Mozart years of sound, the flat stone skipped animuzicali plini de Mozart, p
across the glassy surface of that fourth de-a lungul suprafe "&i sticloase a celei dea patra
transparency; whatever it may be, transparen’gt indiferent de ce-ar fi vorba,
code as tight as DNA or heavenly gift, un cod strict ca’ HHADN -ulsauoman it er eas c n,
perhaps a curse, but if a curse a gift probabil e un blestem, dar tot e un dar
for some poor devil in the mind of time - pentru vreun amhr ©t -din memor
what | am getting at, it cannot be ce primesc eu nu poate fi
within oneo $thescentusesc ont r ol sub controlul unei singure persoane - secolele
roll back, old ground uncovered, a fourth se deruleazn “"napoi, ®epdésca
of history returns, the rest is skipped din istorie seiaaminte, r est ul se ignorn
to be revealed again when more is skipped doar pentru a fi din nou prez
under the stone where earthds sub piatra unde se afln cel n
|l ies buried waiting the till e ingropat,al ept ©nd ca semnnntorul s
eachtruth in its appointed (random) time. fiecare adevnr (dleatorit)i mpul potr

Q
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And so the influence of centuries iar astfel influen "&d secolelor
gone by foreshadows what is yet to be. trecute prefigureazn ceea ce
But here | am concerned with what will be Dar -matai ci ’‘deagvaifij or atn
when my pen, across the pages skipped, c ©nd d etibodl,atuntat de-a lungul paginilor,
auditions for its place in centuries. TH ¢ doaut Tmtimp.
How does a poet hint for such a gift Cum poat e sugerepecue dstfelsdé dar
and to whom? Mother of future time, ‘Hcuianume?Un d e desc oggen
where do | seek you? I n Einst mamn a vi? Qaredma patraidimensiune
dimension? Or in myself, which can give forth alui Einstein?Sau ~ n i, cage am oreatn
such music as | have? Let it be 0O asemenea muziPeAnmp@ansacum
enough for me and mine in our own time. dest ul pentru mine. nshAmi | a
About that time 0 about the days | skipped Céat despre acel timp d m nrefer la zilele petrecute
through city leaves, thinking the sun a gift prin frunzele urbane, lua nd soarele drept un dar
immeasurable, no thought of centuries, nepre'tit, num-am goO©ndit del oc toare Vv e ¢
no knowledge then of years (of centuries n-aveam idee de anii viitori (despre secole
and histories, less intimation): if forth ‘Historii , nici nu mai zic):d a ¢ h
from infancy comes all there is of gift, din copilnrie vditne tot ce e d
struggle though | may; if it should be indiferent de cat m-akzbate;d acn se “~nt ©mpl n

)
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my name in that long heritage is skipped
for one less happy in her own true time,

| think the music that | hear must be
enough, the other vanity well skipped.
Sufficient beauty is there in my time.

cadint oat n deniecariaiomume | emideignorat
‘Hinlocuit cu cinevamaipu™n f eri ci t A " n t i

cced ch muzica pe €¢emmre o aud 1
de-aj uns, ceal al t Aheumtrebdieat e 1 g |
Cnci acum e suW®licientn frumus

Traducere de Flavia Hemcinschi

Masteratul de Traduceri Specializate 'H Studii Terminologice,
Universitatea din Bucure Hi
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FROM COOKIE TO WITCH DELAPRNJI TURN LA VRNJI T
IS AN OLD STORY E POVESTE VECHE

LUNCH PRANZUL

(for Carol P. Hurwitz) (pentru Carol P. Hurwitz)
oOlnfinity is infinity, 0 she avehiciae vehiicied, spune ea.
0There are many infinities, b aSuntmulteveth i ci i , dar una singurhn
will do.6 Over lunch at LeoGs aunged. Lu©nd pr©nzul |l a Leods
her mind arches, this mintea i se ascute, la doamna
suburban lady come to study asta suburbann cehre a venit s
and shop. We chat the spare W sh cumpere. Stnm |l a tacl al
half-hour, housewives jumnt ate de orn, noi gospodin
gossiping about the universe. care vorbim despre univers.

Traducere de Flavia Hemcinschi
Masteratul de Traduceri Specializate 'H Studii Terminologice,
Universitatea din Bucure 'Hi
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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.
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GNSI REA D

RUMUL U

(pentru Doris Washingtoh

Doun f ehménioraldeu p

n | Ahsarea “~ntu

Tntr-un ora’Hhecunoscut amandurora

creeazn el e se
intimpce-H ur meazn

mnel e stradal e
dr umul

Traducere de Flavia Hemcinschi

Masteratul de Traduceri Specializate 'H Studii Terminologice,
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THE WOODS ARE FULL OF POETS AND PNDURI L BEUNMIDE POETI Sl
EVERY TAXI -DRIVER HAS A NOVEL ORICE TAXIMETRIST ARE UN ROMAN
If it were only so Dacn ar Wi doar a

(tygers in all the forests

a song toevery 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 driverodos

in the woods there is
an ominous ticking)

\

(tygri “"n toate pnduril e
cate-un cantec pentru fiecare tip de ritm
cioplirea cuvintelor
n fa"éd magazinului cu de toate)
da c mar fi decat at!

po€iH sunt radioactivi, respir n
focs fitaprind n ochii; pann'H
intr-o epocn proletarhn

eemor ca o elith
dncauza propriilor adev
(de-alungulraului ' traficului de p
huruie povestea'tdferului, iar
inpnduri se aude

unt i cni tA@meni n

Traducere de Eliza Bith
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ISAK DINESEN RETURNS ISAK DINESEN SE INTOARCE
Marriage and plantation gone, in middle age Rn masn f n rhplantarfids la varsta raijlocie
she sailed north from Africa eaenavign | a nord de
to pick up her daydreeam-we avi ng wher e she6sitreia™butulvi shr i i ¢ uH, deardde-li
in Denmark. in Danemarca.
She invented another name, another sex, another THreinvent i numele, sexul,
language limba

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

W aruncnh pe geam
Acum, cu tabla 'Hearsn, ea
putea incepe.

Nu mai pu "4 decét magicianul cur "H
tr a seicul

HMspiralele se umplurn
capnt

toate” mpr eunate | a

like hands at a seance bringing back the dead. camainile la o 'edin"Alde spiritism.

Ah, | am lost in admiration
lost in the plan, the pattern

Ah, sunt pierdut Tn admira “te
pierdut Tn plan, modelul

Q
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| who cannot read maps
or follow recipes
calling for the separation of an egg!

Marriage and plantation gone, in middle age
she sailed north from Africa.

| would follow her to that cold fish and beer
in Denmark.

| would follow the whorls of her gathered wool
the fabric emerging warm to wrap us both
against the sunless hours

of freedom.

39

eu, care nu’liu sn citesc o harn

saus N r es pect
cer separarea unuiou!

o) r e

Rn masn f n rhplantarfids la varsta raijlocie
eaenavign | a nord de
aHurma-o spre acel pdéte cu bere rece

Tn Danemarca.

A’Hurm nri buclele lanii ei Tngrimdite
"Bl s n t"&Hind caldn sn ne invnluie pe amandoi

Tnaintea orelor de libertate
nevnzute de
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THE SPEAKER VORBITORUL

(i.m. Andrea Dworkin) (i.m. Andrea Dworkin)
You have a way Ai un fel anume
of winding your body back de a-"Harcui corpul spre spate
then thrusting a shoulder forward, rapoi de a-"Hmpinge un um nr fnainte,
a synonym for | have had enough un sinonim pentru mi -ajunge
now you will hear this: acum vei auzi asta:
and your eyes swell Hochii™H s e umfl A
like pictures of Ferdinand ca pozele cu Ferdinand
stung. in"epat.
You try sometimes Tncerci uneori
to be light like humans sn fii ca oamenii
|l &m not f ool ed. numn phAKE Nl e
You say you are soft-spoken Spui c¢ch dalde vorba
so is thunder atd spune ‘Htunetul
except doar
that we all cnto™™
listen. ascul tnm

Traducere de Eliza Bitn
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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

| come to breathe
that air. Breezes
of wisdom cool me
your frail arm
braces my decision

Laughingly, | believe

in your shrewd innocence
guiding me through

my menstrual hazards

you see whatos

Translation Café, Issue142
Poemsby Leah Fritz

Translated into Romanian by MTTLC graduate students
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AERUL DE TARN

(i.m. Barbara Deming)

Toate emd'ie

Cu generozitate acolo
intr-un corp ath de mzle'i
aerul de "Bn
absoarbeexpresia

Vin sn
acel aer. Brizele
dein"elepciune mn ricoresc
bra™dl triu plnpand
strangeh ot A rn@a e a

respir

Amuzant, cred

n vicleana-"Hnocen™
caremnghi deazn
hazardurile menstrelor mele
tu vezi ce e bun
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and make me see W mi Har n
transparencies of flesh. transparen’elde carne.
We agree, oh we agree Cn d e macare o, da, de acord
cruelty is temporal, cruzimeae tempor al n,
eachbody has its need. fiecare corp cu nevoia lui.
and each question ‘H pentru fiecare intrebare
has its answer. | grow exi utnh r Aspuns. Eu cresc
with every yes or no cu fiece da sau nu
the country air aerul de "Bn
braces my decision. strangeh ot nrn@a e a

Traducere de Eliza Bith

Transla+tion
Calé

April 2015




Translation Café, Issue142
Poemsby Leah Fritz
Translated into Romanian by MTTLC graduate students

SOMEWHERE EN ROUTE
poems 19870 1992

HAT
(i.m. Esther B. Hurwit)

After my mother died | took to dressing

up, something shedd al ways
when she was alive. Her death was anything

but easy, old as she was, alone.

| wish..well, many t hi ngs. You candt
a death. (My mother practised life and rang

up curtain calls.) When | was young,

Il wor e my smesdowngaddspednsa n d

Among the vivid dresses on a rack,

aging eyes and memories revive.

| look like her, sifting for good buys.

She triumphed in refunds, taking things back

to please my dad. | please myself. They brought

Q
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UNDEVA EN ROUTE
poeme 19870 1992
PNLNRI E
(i.m. Esther B. Hurwi)
Dupn ce a murit mama am ~ncep
h o costumez,ceeaceasperaner eu c¢cn voi face
cOnd trnia. Moartea ei a fost
dar nu u’tbarn, bitr&nn cum era, singurn.
relé¢mi dorescémul t #facenepetiitbr i . Nu

pentru o moarte. (Mama a exersat via' ®l’Hdndea semnalul
pentru ultima plecnciune. ) CC
purtam perlele 'Hhainele vechi ale surorii mele.

Printre rochiile viu colorate din cuier,

oc hi car e 'Hammifritteng®m e s ¢

Arnt ca ea, aleg®©nd lucrurile
Triumfa in restituiri, ducand lucruri inapoi

c a -l ;mud "Himeasa pe tata. Eu mi mul "timesc pe mine. Fau adus
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her clothes to me from hospital. The old

pink hat she wore, leaving the house, was lost.
|l found one | ike it. Against
| dressed up for the funeral. Angora,

it brimmed my eyes. After the stroke, her numbed
fingers searched for mine...l wore black gloves,
an onyx pendant that |

0d

b o u g un pandantiv din onix pe care i -l

44

hainele de la spital. Vechea

pnl Ari e roz pe ddaa ed ion-ppisaddtra,,

Am gnsit una asemnnntoare. Cu
M-am costumat pentru inmormantare. Angora,

imvenea pO©nn | a ochi Dupn at

amor’ite le ciutau pe ale meleé purtam m Anu’lnegre,
cumpnr asem.

Traducere de Ana Maria Tone
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THE DOCTOR®S WI
(i.m. Ruth Gerchick)

DOW

She hated thenights, 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 i f hedd thrown

knowing youdre not uni

Q

t hem. An
gue.
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VNDUVA DOCTORULUI
(i.m. Ruth Gerchick

Nu putea suporta nop e, camem dup n camem infl Achratn

cu gOnduri neterminate pe
caultimele cuvinte care nu au fost spuse niciod at n
Sufocandu-se,e a a dat buzna

Natural precum gre "trile de dimineafl spuse el,
glumind. Simptomel e
amor’enla, aterild la detaliu 0

ce purta cineva, coldiugul ‘Hpredica,
cafea’H sandvi'Hiri dup n;

testamentul, finan"ele. Furie, vinovi'id,
Doar dupn aceea sent.i

O sut n TidaA Hiea zbwau spre ea

I ¢ ca’dlcum el i-ar fi aruncat. Un confort de ghea & acel:

H i i  d&iunio Totu & 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.

46

A mnt ur Eputcate pu'i, hainele lui

|l a snraci . Decoratori.i au ven
ciocane 'Hpensule de vopsit, Hpann Hcéinele

I-a uitat mirosul la prima ninsoare.

El va fi ultimul pe care -l va interesa cand

va ‘'ncepe ea di mielemacols,n j oace
farn sn fie acolo, | a cinn cu
Nop "ie erau singuratice, dar zilele ei erau libere.

ni ath a aieptat finalul fericit

care fusese via#llor, vremuri bune ‘Hirele,
cafea’hl sandvi'Hiri dup n,

bnt r O©Ofeldormonid prin z npadn.

N toate rhAspunsurile | a voOrf
precum hainele pregihtite pent

Traducere de Ana Maria Tone
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PORTRAI'T OF THE ARTI
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 it
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 artistods wife being

Q

ST

a7

PORTRETUL SOTIEI ARTISTULUI

Tn reziduurile reci ale min "HHmele el se apropie incet
de muntele abrupt. Ri-a prins inclina’id
propriilor umeri, mainile adanc in buzunare, un mers atent

W cl Ati nat . "Hvaziagume noastre stabile, e a
0 vazn at @nefoldsdoara cere 81 fie sparti.
i | u n &istpldleiobsésiei

mele cu Zodiacul, 'Hceva

ce sugereazn o stradn de Utri
In jurul a toate acestea, chipul meu, un ochi inchis
ca’Hcand ar vedea o indiscrée’ld, cellalt

calm: so'ld unui artist este analizatn.

Traducere de Ana Maria Tone
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TOURISTS TURI STI
When we got to Clichy, you wanted to go back. COnd am ajuns | a Clichy, voi a
A dreary, disappointing walk, sex shops O plimbare posomor ©tn, dezamn
on either end, and in between “n ori c difinde capnt ,
the iron shutters of afternoon. obl oanel e deanifezier al e duphn
Sun and shadows twisting to its peak, Soarele’Humbrele se rmsucesc @nn in varful snu,
the sacred heart of Paris, i ni ma sacrn a Parisului,
the doves of Noah perched turturelele lui Noe s -au atkézat sus
after a week of rain. dupn o snptnmGnn de ploai e.
Wedve been up there before, yAi spus cn am mai fost acol o
So what? We will not go again, ni ce? Nu vom mai merge din nou,
| promised, ending the sentence in i-am promis, termin&nd propozi "l n
the litt le graveyard of the famous men, cimitirul mic al oamenilor celebri,
you in your glory searching out their tombs. W tu “"n splendoara ta cnut ai

Traducere de Ana Maria Tone

Q
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FESTIVAL
(i.m. Caroline McNairn)

At the gallery d what a surprise!

Coming back from morning coffee to find
somebody & no, two bodies 8 in my bed,

of all things & making love! Like Goldilocks
they wandered in and everything was just
right. And I, always the little bear

in the morning, shouted,
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.

6The
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FESTIVAL
(i.m. Caroline McNairp

Lagaleriedce surprizn!

SA mhn " ntorc de |Hcagigfsesaua de
0 p er $muadnonypearsoaned in patul meu,
dintre toate lucrurile 6f hc©nd dr agost e! Pr

erau in trecere’Htotul era

bine. lar eu, intotdeauna micul urs

dimineadl, strigam alati-i'o

Ri i speriam cu o demnitate ame”Hn,

eu “nsnAmi A maiprestda pupat,

dupn chetfnuola pdtee .azOQ,"Harendr ngost
a’Hmprumutat patul meu imprumutat, fi “Hoinecuv anta™Hn
a’Hncut diminea "d plicutn Tn Edinburgh.

Traducere de Ana Maria Tone
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THE SERVANTS SERVITORII
6The composer is thei sredtva 6Compozitorul este servitoc
the whore of celebrity.?d desfronata celebritATii.d
Giles Easterbrook in an obituary of the composer Giles Easterbrookintr-un anunT mortuar
Christopher Steel, The Guardian12 January 1992. Christopher Steel, The Guardian12 ianuarie 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.

Q

Asta e puterea pe care 0 ai, pe care mai da-0 mie,

fl AmGnd dupn |l uminn, ca -0 dat
cu ochi, “n timp ce pnmoOnt ul
Tu, neorb |l a naitere, alegi s
soarele dezmATat, codolia ste
recicadi amantele neillefuite care
trecerea 'n subteran, mul Tumi
micile vibraTii “n timp ce mi
ca |Ii cum arta poate supravie

iar muzica poate exista doar atunci cand nimenin-o a s c u |

Traducere de lul ia Dodu
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LONDON LETTER SCRISOARE DIN LONDRA
Yesterday they mortared Number Ten leriau bombardat Numnr ul Zece
and missed. Today the snow, they said, crippled f-au ratat. Azi, znhnpada, au spu
the city. Grown -ups, kids, everyone oralul. Adul Tii, copiii, tofTi
suddenly discovered time. People au descopeitdintr -o dat n Qainenip u |
who seldom laughed were forced to smile, care arareor.i rodeau au fost o
if only against the wind. The war still rages. chiar 1 numai vOntului. RAzboO
Children trudge up, sled down Primrose Hill. Copiii  udeaufiPrimrose tarandu-l i pi c i-lo acroebl cea rir
At home, the isolated old turn pages sania.
Acasnh, bnAatr®©nii “nsinguraTi da
or look for better news on television;
try to keep warm. The homeless settle for sau cautn {tiri mai bune Il a te
state shelters, soup kitchens and Salvation. “"ncead ¢cnTsmn de cald. Cei fnarn
The rich have parties and secure their doors. adnposturi de stat, calntnmiei gr
BogaTii daul ipetnrcewieer iuliliil e.
The Gulf is far away. Belfast is near.
Yesterday they mortared Number Ten Golful e departe. Belfast e aproape.
and missed. We do not (dare not) give way to fear, leri au bombardat Numnrul Zece
full knowing tomorrow theydl|l -au ratat. Noi nu (“ndrnhnznim s
ftiind prea bine chA mOGine se v

Traducere de lulia Dodu

Q
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THE WAY TO GO CALEA DE URMAT
CUTTING BACK RETEZAND
He cuts the shrub like an expensive barber, Re t e a Ztca unufrizer scump,
when he remembers to: a bit off there, atunci cand THaminte He: un pic de acolo,
but nothing to show ités real dar niciun semn c¢cnh prin acel
except a clearer part. As virgin forest cu excepld unei pAr'Hnai Ingrijite. Prstreazn
he keeps the small front garden. Over the street o pndure virginn “hhPestedusn, gr nd
a thorn branch hangs so low, tall passershby, O ramurnhn ruptn atoO©rnn atkt de
as if in deference, must step aside, parch din respect, trebuie sn
while | display old prowess in a leap “n timp ce eu “mi etalez vech
to touch the bottom limb, and idling past, ca sn atgade@shrtrecral agale pe langn,
can recollect a child cutting school, imi amintesc de un copil care chiulea de la’Hoalnh,
Pinocchio-ed with a maple -seed, who knew cu nas de Pi nnoc Teldeartf, Gactia di n
that wasting timeds the way t ch doar timpul pierdut va dnii

Traducere de Alina Diaconescu
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THE SNOOKER PLAYER JUCNTORUL DE SNOOKER
Under an angled canopy of lights Sub bolta dreptunghiularn de
as bright as day and shadowless as noon, strnl uci t dikafelde serine zaianiaza,
until the last black ball pursued by white pO©nn c¢c©nd ultima biln neagrn
is swallowed in the pocket of the zoom, e Inghi’ldh de buzunarul m rrit,
his cueds the bow of a Stradi tacul sn idluawsStradivariusc u
and he the Paganini of his time; ‘Hel e Paganinial vremurilor sale;
a telescope to plot the universe, un t el es c o pekecuniversul; s s chi
alevertodi vert the earthds inclino p©rghie care sn devieze "~ nc

the tableds baise a canvas of postavul meseie panza lui Da Vinci,

his elongated brush defining both pensul a sa aHeattgi tn defi ne
science and art in human anatomy. ‘Hiin "B, At 'Harta anatomiei omului.

And he will play as if he is alone, Ri va juca de parc ar fi singur,

his mind, his eye, his hand, the cue, the ball mintea sa, ochiul shAu, mOGna s
in one obliterating stroke & sod all. intr-o mi'ldare nimicitoare d s-au dus!

Traducere de Alina Diaconescu

Q
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THE WAY TO GO CALEA DE URMAT

Though born where skyscr aper s Dehnnscutacolo unde zgarie-norii Tnlocuiesc mmnhiele

of trees as fast as timber turns to paper, copacilor la fel de repede cumbul eni i se trans

| was never properly introduced, nuamf ost ni CHtoucthadcaving, n i

| think (familiar from old books and nature cred (r ec u'hvechidididplimb ndle r

walks on summer holidays) there must prin nat ur ddedampc tielaus a n

be flowers still whose faces | remember sn existe flori ale cnror <chi

but whose names | cannot place, deep woods, dar pe care nu | e pot numi, p

meanders twisting, heights to view them from - meandre Kerpuitoare, innl"Hni de la care S le privim o

phenomena that Turner turned to art, fenomene pe care Turnerlea t r ansf or mat ~ n

Wordsworth into poetry. | think Wordsworth in poezie. Cred

theyébve not all gone extinct, ch nu au di sevunult toate, de

| never write about them, nor of spring nNu scri u ni cikndiadspre pdnersvgrar e e i

redolent of resurrection, autumn car e sugelteaocamnar en a

symbolising age, but tend to brood car e si mb o Ine'"de @ arztendirbblstmeditez

instead on what is fashionable: annoyances, mai degrabn | a lucruri monden

petty and anonym ous, neinsemnate’ilanonime,

sounds of drilling in the street, a cat sunetele de forare din stradn
§
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idling in the dooryard, knocking over |l enevind “"n vestibul, rAsturn~
the neighbourds dustbin. So vy coHlldegunoialvecinului. Deci nu ai ghici niciodat n
that these | ate years |1 6ve macn “n ul ti mmamutimtrifolam tr it
That would be the | ast thing Arfiultimullucrupe carel -aHecunoake!
While nature might be present in a rat Delinatura ar putea fi prezentn intr-un ‘Hbolan
dead on the pavement, pigeons setting up mort de pe asfalt, in porumbeii care THHamenajeaz
housekeeping on antennas, | avoid cuiburile pe antene, evit
all reference to tenderness, to what orice referire la tandre™&l la ceea
they used to call the soul, and concentrate ce ei obikhuiau sn numeasm suflet, Hmn concentrez
on love that perishes with lingerie pe iubirea care piere odatn c
circling in the automatic, cars care se rotédte in ma’kha de sprlat, mathi
and people crashing, suicides on speed. 'Hoameni ciocnindu -se, sinucideri Tn vitez h.
Families who visit counsellors Familiile care viziteazn cons
engender irony; matters of state dau nalere la ironii; problemele statului
succumb to angry verses; apartment blocks c e d e a z Bistrofelor héamioase; blocurile de apartament
disapproved of by Prince Charles dezaprobate de Prin"tl Charles
(but all thatods royal and ana (dartotul eregesc’Hanacronic
otherwise) encounter my self-righteous “"n afarn de asta) “nt®©l nesc d
disaccord. High on politics, f dnic. Entuziast al politicii,

)

i\%/i;
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correctly socialist, though bored with pious

Labour monologues and turgid quarrels,

| 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 plague has been installed.

Q
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socialist, akh cum se cuvine, detiplictisit de evlavioasele
monologuri lab uriste 'K certuri afectate,
caut indiferen "&lin gandurile
autostrnzilor reduse |l a tncer
odatn otrnvitn, dar refncutn
cu o explozie de vegetdig noun din granitul vechi
‘Hun loc pentru mine, o musch pe peretele
pecareafostmont atn o pl acn al basc

Traducere de Alina Diaconescu
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AFTER THE DROUGHT
(for Carol Rumens)

Enough of bloated hollow men who versed

the world into an arid piety;

t he ¢ sdnadénfiesidet t he Nomadds t hi
| 6 m dr isavdgedto shtiety.

|l tds ti me we buried the waste
This is renewable wilderness. Even

among the Holocaustdés hot ash
touch down, take root. |l t ds t

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.

Q
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DUPN SECETN
(pentru Carol Rimens)

Destul cu oamenii infumura "HH pustii care au versificat
lumeaintr-o ari dn pietate;

cnmil a c usphademrsudedndl romazii au fost inseta’H
Sunt uscat Hreficut pann la sd'ldtate.

E vremea sn ~ ngridnppanteceaipustiului.n e p
Asta e o pustietate care poate rendte. Chiar 'H
printre cenu’H fierbinte a holocaustului, p isthile verzi

ajung pe pAMOnt, prind rAadnci
aceste spice.

MAril e care se H$Helb&eagy "n nor i
povara grea. Sluete gestante se midn sub

compostul post-moder n. Pl oaia rnpni e
PAmOntul descopern cn are gl a
alerne valuri de lumin 1 pe toate fiin"gle vii.

Dupn noaptea asprn, aceste st

Traducere de Alina Diaconescu

Transla+tion
Calé

April 2015



Translation Café, Issue142
Poemsby Leah Fritz
Translated into Romanian by MTTLC graduate students

58

DOWN BY THE RIVERSIDE JOS LA TN RM
Not time dthat is, not time itself d too fraught Nutimpul 8vr eau sn s punsuddpaa t i mpu
with depth for finely balanced intellect profund pentru ca o minte bin
teetering on high-wired linear thought penduland pe firul inalt al gandirii liniare
to fathom, looking straight ahead o abstract s n  "eleagn, privind drept Thainte 0 abstract
as Godos embodi ment, yet so c¢ precumintruchiparea Domnului, 'Htotu'Hatét de concret
men ride it to the stars, downsizing fact "nc©t oamenii cnlntoresc prin
to images of time in full retreat, |l a i magini ale timpului <care
approaching speed of light as, passing death, apropiindu-se de viteza | umini i, moarte,t
they watch the world go by from first -class seats privesc pnmOGntul trec©nd pe |
and squandering finite currencies of breath ‘Hirosind resursele limitate de suflare
(and baser coins), balloon the absolute, (Hmonedele mai uzuale), seinal"hispre absolut,
surer than any angel felled to earth convin’Hcn orice inger chzut pe pAmant
bedevilled faith and doubt with living proof a zdruncinat increderea 'Hndoiala prin dovada v ie
all ds relative, and everlasti cn totul 'HvEtkbehicre!l at i v
a human possibility in truth a omului e cu adevnrat posi bi

Q
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dacn uni ver $nulacelmppar adi s

alnostru(m-am nnscut

were you) who still, down by the riverside, tu la fel) care, jos la"Arm,

re-crossing Jordan nightly, moving slow, strnbnt ©nd r ©ul
must count each clock-scarred minute as we go. “ncnA  tsrie bhwinmee r e

noastrn cal e.

devr eme

Jordan noapte

fi-eecal

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

guestions which, come evening, will astound
like -minded fanciers of the over-praised,;
then, as counterpoint to the profound

(vulgarity, the coup di gracef taste);
decant rude lyrics into old show tunes
deriding those who only stand and waste

)

)
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CEl PE CARE-I ALEG

Vie le lor, ca o zi tulbure, sunt cenuH,
b r h z defulgere aurii; cel mai ascuns,
aecnr ui pPHsesfareescvag, cu sprancenele ridicate,

pej umnt at e -be@éntru@irenHi(totu’Hvorbesc
mult timp!), spirale -cuvant rotindu -se n jos intr-un vortex
necontrol ats,e s pmepro&nnuo |sena s ¢ n

intr-o concluzie suportabiln, fn
diminea Bl urmntoare, imediat ce noaptea trecuti s-a oprit din rota "id;
bOnt ui e | i fmamiraizial e Andu®md r NSy
"ntrebnri car e, |l a cnderea se
visntorii cu goOG©ndutr;, si mil ar e

apoi, in echilibru cu profundul

(vulgaritatea, coupdi gracea gustului);
de ¢ a n tveraur aispre in cantece din spectacole vechi
luandu-i in ras pecei care stau’lise pierd
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away in ever lengthening dark queues n cozi intunecate mereu crescande
wondering why they choose the ones they choose. ntrebandu -se de cei aleg pe cei pe carei aleg.

Traducere de Eliza Bith
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SOME GENTLEMEN PREFER COWS
(for a poet with zoomorphic tendencies)

Maybe your lady is a grazing cow,
dead white or
a tigress, after all. I
My loves are of the human sort. Could be

she i sndt withnggass any
a lick more tasty, or a jungle where

she preys on nasty metaphorsd 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?

Q

ot her wi s e.

Or

wo ul

mor e
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UNI | DOMNI PREFERN VAC
(unui poet cu tendif zoomorfe)

vachn
Sau
Nu

este o pnsc
poat e

am de

Poated oamna t a
foarteal bn sau al tf el
otigroaicn, “~ n f nil.
lubirile mele sunt omene Hi. S-ar putea
shnumaif i e cu tine,
oi dee mai bunn, sau o
vO n e anetéfore indecentedun mngar
amintit cu tandre&lin timp ce incisivii smulg
carnearinocerilor (albi sau altfel),

i nor ogi mi GdpcareTHdovedeSsc g r a
masculinitatea surmena™™H

zdrobind alte creaturi incete Tn mi 'Hnri.
Sau o femeie ce r umi
T"Hstimuleazn astfel dorin "éd de gentleman?

sn fi ghsit

jungl n

neazhn

Traducere de Eliza Bith
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THE CARROT MAN THE CARROT MAN

(for the Poetry Society) (pentru Poetry Society)
This is no church, although we do divine Nu exi st n Hiivisizzéemi cn, de
the soul, and those who enter here are urged sufletul, iar cei Hcare intrh
to wipe theirs on the tabulae outside, s rille 'Heargn pe tablele din exterior,
to leave the purse-strings but bring in the purse. s n | a s’Hwurubplingir, dar s naducn innuntru punga.
This is no stock exchange, but you are free Nu existn casn de Helibchi mb valu
to audit us. We deal in paper proph ets s n factiesocotelile. Afacerile noastre includ profe "Hoe hartie
(at a loss, sometimes, for words). Come clean. (care uneori nu-Hgnsesc cuvintele). Vorbéte pe Heau.
What 6s in it for you? We run cecétigidinasta?Noial ergnm cu vul pil e,
you with hounds. Canine kin, we scent VOi cu copoii. Ca neam de caini, THmirosim
the dog-eat-dog about you when you bark cruzimea cand latri
in language wedre not meant t intr-o | i mbn pe caoirklegam, ne e dat
but being linguists, do. It is no lark, dar pe care, ca lingvil, o pricepem. Nu petrecerea
is it, that draws you to this te atrage ~n VviAtawastna noastr n,
the pen is mightier than the sword, and want ch pana “nWweige sabi a,
a piece of it. Here. Take it. Write a verse ‘Htu s-o foloseH pu . Poftim. la-o. Scrie un vers

Q
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if you can; a cheque, please, dacAnH,poun cec, te rog, dacn n
This is no prison and you are no guard, Aici nu -i inchisoare Hinu e'H gardian,
though it has come to that before and may deH s-a ajuns aici’H poate se va ajunge
again d words on prison walls in blood iar d cuvinte scrise cu sange pe zidurile inchisorii
and a clear light shimmering, anyway. HWun | icnlrumiinuh,de " n orice caz.

Traducere de Eliza Bith
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ANNIVERSARY
(for Howard)

This tricky life, beginning not so much

fl

in innocence as fear, weobOve
heads down, then bobbing up to take such risks

as are inevitable, or simply just

against or with the el ement s,
unreliability, surreal

in context with our state (connubial),

exciting |l oveds ecstatic i mi

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.

ta
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ANIVERSARE
(pentru Howard

AceastinnViedfifnoare, care a “nce
“n inocenThAn cOt -amzbtie amnsn’ nnde
cu capetele plecate, apoi subit riscand lucruri

in mod inevitabil, sau doar &

" mp r esaunimpotriva elementelor, nestatorni ci
a pAnmoOntul ui, nelumeaschn
potrivitn cu starea noastrn (c
st ©rnind i mitauabirieda ecstaticn a
a ‘“nceput cu adewmardéesp®ndi mnt
(di scutabil, spun ei) peste el
apoi am urcat muntele i am co
SAri-indawu i scusinTn coada, ponn
Restul e biblic, defli nescri s:
Vecincu snhnl bnhAticia este raiul

Traducere de lulia Dodu
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SOLSTICE: WINTER
(i.m. Anita Hoffman)

Meanwhile, a friend is dying, cell by cell.

Afog-edged moon thatos

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

Fall 6s final curtain cal/l
permute a trite, exhausted theme. Death waits;
artods 1 n t he uresdisdase indeht® u g h

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.

66

SOLSTI tARNA

(i.m. Anita Hoffmar)

cntre timp,

un prieten moar e

overstay O lunn cu contur ceTos, ce a
face semn printre pomi negri. Cu ochi magnetici,
atrage | a pieptul shAu ro©uri d
Jos, “"n estlpc.\Kotdmiel e st n pe
sticla, Ii totuli ea persisth
I nstrigntul final al Toamnei R
transformn o temn banaln, rns
tor arta sthn “n crimhn. Delii boal a
pe care inchizitiodriiaiz nt,r eibauri en
esenTa |la rebeliune, ea vrea
prelungit, aceastn dimineaThn/
mi il carea, luna anuleazhA zboru
graveazn cristalele ciobite a

Q
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GOING, GOING MERGAND, MERGAND

FRIENDS PRIETENI

(for Irina Ratushinskaya) (pentru Irina Ratushinskaya
You say you bring your friends good luck, your own Spui c fprietenilop tdi noroc, propria ta
a roller-coaster ride: gradual cu r $nrmontagne russe: gradual,
ascent to first plateau, a jiggling hint fnaintezic n't r e p iHunmditiu zgal &tor
of sudden twists to follow d #hen straight down aleunorvi r aj e car e urinapod dirdctisjds, s e
to hell. Only, no up -again, it seemed. chtrad. Doar c¢cn, ba-amu,pndiem.n (
The mechanism stuck. Then friends from near Mecanismul s-a blocat. Apoi, prieteni din imprejurimi,
you knew and friends from f ar pecareiiHiai, Hprieteni de departe, cirora nu le-ai
sent the necessary oil, and off trimis necesarul de ulei, H cu vitezn,
you flew, your landing gradual and safe 8 & teai depnArtat, at er ilnsigwaaffit a &
a borrowed miracle you would return. unmi racol de ~ mpr umdreturnep.e car
Yousayyourpoems come from O6somewhSpui c¢cnA poe meddealtundeda@ pr ovi n
You write them in your head. As once in jail, Le scrii “n mintea ta. Dupn c
where, half-way through a poem, you were...freed! unde, pecandte aflailaju mnt at e a u nfost...clipavad! n
(To be continued...when you got back home.) (Vaurma. .. c©nd te vei “"ntoarce

Q
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Seamless, it reads, by way of illustration. Dintr-o b u c'la serctitétle,gudecand dup nilustra™H
60The mind intensinfies i n c¢onc aMinteaHintensific h concentrarea,
to stay al i Bdédytbreathe.do not say ca sn r A m@ind&undrostescd carespir.
We hear each other breat he. 0 Neauzimrespira™d unul celuilalt. aun prieten de-al meu
who needs me now.d You pause, aenevoiedemineac unr.aéc i o Hadaugizubunntate:
0Pl ease stay with wus, i f ever ale rog, Vi nodaschn svtraeio daat nn otide,
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OCCASIONAL POEM
(for Mimi Khalvati)

You never know when laughter will break out.
Thatds the beauty of it: t
There we were, Mimi, Jane and |,

alone, belowstairs, after a mighty bout

of listening upstairs, chezPoetry Soc.

Free at last, suddenly we let

three heads of massive, varicoloured locks -
Janeds brown, mine grey,
that day 0 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

he
Mi

mi

up to when

Q
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POEM DE OCAZIE
(pentru Mimi Khalvati)

Nu 'Hii niciodat n cand se va izbucni rasul.

Acesta este tot farmecul lui: elementul surprizei.

| a-heracolo: pe Mimi, Jane’ipe mine,

singure, lasubsol,d u p A o "Himeprizie a

detras cu ureche la ce se petrece la etaghezPoetry Society.
Libere, in sfarhkt, brusc,led A m

pletelor voluminoase, in felurite nuan "eld

castanii al e "He ale melk,poate ro'ldteale i Mimin
in ziua aia o frau liber. ¢ mb A tcuavin,alesigur.

Mimi, etalandu -'H"&h"elth un cardigan nou-nou™t

estec ea car e dlisurgem oimreod aopi,,

ne” mp nhimtsetrete chicotind, flecnrim trivialit A"k

rdzand precum idio "Hor m nsairicii be"H

desprecum se gnt es ticand oufsensla’ioaln.

Traducere de Izabela Vate
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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
themsel ves to pages
snapshot-album mind & eternal whoosh
of swings, the jeopardy of slides...Across

the street from the Museum of Art, | 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 o6clock, after

of a city

the chil

wound down in my, or someoneels eds, - home

the mothers sharing laughter of their own.

Oh, the torrid gossip under the spray
designed to temper
Recklessly for fun on holiday

t

he wrath

)

%

d
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FEMEI IN PARC
(schi din anii Vietnamezin New York)

Erau pe-atunci bebeluHin parc, care deveneau

adul "Hnainte ca mzboiul sh se sér'itasa,

fotografii | i pi c i CHésdeutii cu nisip,n

care s-au lipit de paginile cu instantanee

ale albumului min “lHunei mame de la oraHd eternul vuiet

al | elwa, grimajdia toboganelor...Vizavi

de strada cu Mu-amearuncatde Art n,
copiii sus, " n  Vhilezath pring

rosetele puternice, ¢c©nd cobol
i-am dus | a galeri.i de artnhn " n
mi-am rugat prietenii sn discu;
la ora cinci ,THtdarpmjoama® copi i i
mn relaxez “"n casa mea, sau a

mamele THTmpArtikesc glume’lute doar de ele

Vai, borfa “"nflAatnratn de sub
conceputs h tempereze ur geéezad ver.i.
cu n e s n fAiesutm pentru amuzament, in vacan'el
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from boarding school, Vicky and her lover, de la'oala cu internat, Vicky, impreun n cu-al siu iubit,
Jim, like Romeo and Juliet, Jim, precum RomeoH a sa Jul i etn,
eloped to Italy (unwed) before au fugit pe -ascuns in Italia (necununa, inainte
the decade of the pill and waywardness. de decada pilulei 'Ha rebeliunii.
Her father and a hasty marriage bore Al s h tHun naatiaf incheiat in prip n
them home. Victoria gave birth to twins. i.a " ntors acas nlereVrorcgeneni.i a a d
6That 6s the story of my | i f e, &Aceastaeste povestea vidiimele,0a spus ea, dand din umeri.
Only the dull, it seemed, believed in sin doar cei incuia’Ha minte, pare-se, credeauin pncat
or stayed together for the washing up. orstnteau | aolaltn, fArA nici.
Jimmy and their marriage hit the skids; Jimmy ‘Hral lor mariaj a sfar'it e’ tiand;
Vickyds noassddrlist t he best romanul lui Vicky, pe lista bestseller-urilor.
Mary took the crisis lying down. Mar y a “Hadizeiddzand. a
She could not bear the thought of Cuban missiles Nu putea suporta sunetul rachetelor Cubaneze
pointed at her son, neglected now indreptatec ht re al snu fiu, acum n
as his psychiatrist-father mutely listened int i mp ce @gsihiasui Hasculdattnut
to his patient on the couch just yards pacientul alézat pe canapea, la doar &'Ma yarzi
away...Kruschev and Kennedy like boys depnrtare.. lui Hrusciov dbKennaly le place carieii
facing off over their baseball cards, sn se  dincaouwedareorate ee baseball,
noseto-nose and making a lot of noise, nas Tn nagbficand mult zgomot,
and no one, it seemed, to hold them bisleky dca nimeni, sau@ pirea, $ nu-i opreasa. Mary

)
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)

Transla+tion
Calé

April 2015



Translation Café, Issue142
Poemsby Leah Fritz
Translated into Romanian by MTTLC graduate students

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 Ilong ago theyodod
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 0 at stake

their planetds future.
bottles, diapers, prams & into Times Square.
Police on horseback waited for them there.

master ed

0So t he

)

i\%/i;

)

.
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suferise o histerectomie duph
cesa nnscut fiul |l or. Aceast a

a diagnosticat-o so'tl ei, nu dezastrul
reprezentat de Hru Hiov, Kennedy, or acele rachete
(curand anulate, mul“timit i, Tn parte, lui Bertrand Russell)

Studen’lHsec'ldi de pediatrie, acum, de vreme ce,
nu” n ur mnA ¢ u hHeawidsutht tdinelengtariei,
lingvisticii , calculului, etc.

pentru bacalaureate, cu fervoare,

femeileau studiat aedutnvurile din
pe care opiii lor 1l respirau, din laptele pe care eleil turnau,

la fel de conHient precum, tot ele, au preparat
sucproaspnt de portocal e, ames
W, "n final, au tras concl uzi

0 pozile impotriva substan "elor carcinogene, otmvitoare,
imp rHfate de testele atomicedin joc se afla

viitorul planetei lor. A’k i 'Hau adus copiii -

biberoane, s cut e c e dinpialadTunesiSquare. e
Poli"Hti chlare pe cai le-au aleptat acolo.
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Anne never did recall where she had been Anne ni c ihbacmintitunde tusese
the day that Kennedy was shot, but she n ziua in care Kennedy a fost impu'ldat, dar ea
remembered Elinords first aft WHa amintit dempaizmaadupn EI in
kindergarten: a selective memory o gr n d"f ormemorie selectivn -
Anneds father died that day. tat nl | umuritAnracea zi. &lu era vina ei
(was 1it?) that hedd worried w(sau edlsehjrijorase cand ea a plecat
with friends from Harlem and the South th e week before cu prieteni din Harlem 'Hdin Sud, cu o shpthméann inainte,
to the historic March on Washington. la marHl istoric, la Washington.
Beautiful and hot as Paris in Frumos Hifierbinte precum Parisul n
the August sun, the emptied avenues soarele de august, bulevardele pustii
opened to the motley in their thousands. s-au deschispentru pestri “tl, Tn miile sale de forme,
Whom the gods destroy, they first make fools, Oricine e distrus de zei mai intai e dus la nebunie,
believing in dreams | i ke Mar t crezandin visuri precum cel al lui Martin Luther King,
about which Anne remembered everything. despre care Anne Hamintea totul.
| am touching on the ones least touched Eu 1i mangai pe cei cel mai pu'td mangaia™H
by war, though distant events do radiate dernzboi, cu toate c¢cn eveni mel
until they move even the frivolous p© n iimi kN chiar 'Hpe cei frivoli
(or seeming so) to sense that tidal waves (sau pe cei aparent astfel) s
inundating foreign shores may spend carei n u nAnmuri str nine, poate S*-Hepuizeze
their force elsewhere, but nowhere is so far for"Blaltundeva, dar nicnieri nu este atat de departe,

)
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away on earth that the prevailing winds pepnmnt, "~ nc®©t rafalele triur
wonot blow the debris home. | sinu | ov e a Shruinati. n CenirahPark,
mothers pushing English carriages mamele” mpi ng tr A#ur i engl eze
and talking (yes) of Michelangelo, ‘Hd i s c(de}déspre Michelangelo,
their infants piggybacked through galleries, pruncii lor sunt purta "Hn spate prin galerii,
aware that they are privileged, still know con'iente de faptul ch sunt privilegia te, conHiente” n den
the common, deadly pain of giving birth, obi'hhuita, ca de moarte,a durere a facerii,
the cord that, broken, tears the universe. de cordonul care, odatn tniat

Traducere de Izabela Vate
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DEATH IN FLORENCE MOARTE IN FLOREN TA
0l yield the grave for thy sa adasmormantul,dal t i dschimba g,
Mynearsweet i ew of Heaven, for ear Acerurilordulce priveliie, pentru o vidilumeasg, langritine.6
E.B.B. E.B.B
A plaque the city gratefully inscribed O plrmemor galafy at rfdl girede cecuao Hn A,
all but named her Florence6s aproape c-@\Pridghetoareai Florengi.
Despite the winterds dampness Inciudaumezeliiernide-acol o, rncoarea
clouddés chill, in middle age, horului palid, inEvul Mediu, atat de insufle "
she was, she would dare anything: to have eraea,incatar fi " ndr@azmint orice:
a child; compose a tomed Aurora Leigh uncopil; sn sdAuwroreleighun t om
succor the poor. o06The best issnle fie spriem cealobusnroaecii.
he wrote, and so it was. | saw her grave scrise el, Ha'k a fost. Fam vihzut morm antul
in Florence, and the footnote (graver still) in Floren'd iar adnotald (mai  mor mGnt al n
appended to his stone in Westminster. ad nu gpetpiatral ui f umWestainster.
She fell from fashion. Whose thought, to inter Eaaiéit dingral Alcuigand,sn " ngroape
t heetotber 8 half in that memori ¢maidunadj umnt ate "~ n acel memori a
leaving her in Florence on her ownd & In s ©-aid Floren"dde una singurn -
the way flesh decomposes, leaving bone? lafel cum carnea se descompm e, | A s ©nodul?” n u

Traducere de Izabela Vate
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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 |I'ight which wavered
foreshadowing a drowning end to all

t hi s 0 d&initise calledyby the young.

So whitely, quietly snow fell on stone,
laced the terra cotta and was gone.

wi t h

76
PIAZZA SAN MARCO
Era primanvarn. O primhvarn pr
de PaHe, cei nevinova HH escrocii locali
auprofanat decorul /Hgunsnril e

sh v @trin stoluri, ritualul de uguit 'HicerHt.

Ri diminea &l devreme. Cafenelele suntincr Inchise.

Negustori de pe’He 'Hgunoaie plutesc de-a lungul

Marelui Canal. Doi porumbei singuratici au cutreierat

dea |l ungul marii “ntinderisa p¢
sl it sn peamnzabe aeaHeptat. Sunptinz ntor de rece,
luminacare tremura odatn cu al
prevestindo preschi mbare care se s
intregi Gstoriébnumi tn astfel, " n cele

Atatde st r n | u,c ittnocaurtea -a aHernws pedespezi, s
saimpletitcuteracota a di spnhrut .

Traducere de Izabela Vate
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UNDER WESTMINSTER BRIDGE

It had been a per fwacste,sOu mmer

and still in October late lingering sunshine poured
its warmth on tourists to the London Eye
waiting in spiral queues, as others devoured

pasteboardt asti ng burgers at

outside what used to be the GLC,

inside the tawdry lights and noisy blasts

of gambling games, an arcade travesty

not of t hat o0j@opalitics,i | & s
one bureau cancelling another o 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.

f

al

I

SUB PODUL WESTMINSTER

Fusese o0 Vv akaoumeradefiteptat N a

W t©rziu “"n Octombrie “~nchnh
picuradndu -H childura pe turi Hii de la Ochiul Londrei

ce formau cozi spiralate, iar ceilal"Hse infruptau

din burgeri cu gust de carton la cafeneaua

din fa"éla ceea ce fost odatn Primnria Londrei extinse,
printre luminile “lp Atoare 'Hzgomotoasele lovituri

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

nu a desfiin"Atii Prim ririei 8 jocuri politice,

un birou anulandu - pe ®d&eil Al alt

a Tamisei unduindu -se pe sub podul

pe care Wordsworth |-a sfin"ld(numai atunci, acum e-nchis
pentr u | uc’idére).iTotuteera frumbos, e

O suspendar e ~ ns o'Hiertrhhun npartare. n i

Traducer e
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ON BLACKFRI AR®6S BRI DGE PE PODUL BLACKFRIAR
Is it too late to ask an artist now E oare prea -ceenrunuartstcum s n
to turn this London afternoon d élouds full Ssh preschi mbeamicaezrs tinddigpme z & ¢ |
and light as happiness and mutable iar lumina e ca fericirea 'Hnestatornicn
as their reflections in the rippled flow precum reflexia oamenilor in torentul ondulat
beneath this bridge?0 Baphazard junction of de sub acestpod?dintdlni r ea “~nt ©mpl At oar
profoundly slow -revolving ferris wheel roata cea mare ce se invarte extrem de greu
with old St. Béeaduddenchilt i | | do m Hdomulstatornic al Sfantului Paul? & fiorul brusc
on my bare arm of rain?d & it too much pe carel | asn pl'bbnaeu gol? p e oare prea mult
to ask an artist now to transform this SA cerem unui artist sn transt

round, slow -revolving hemisphere of sky,

this arc of bridge, the clockwork of that Eye

into perpetual apocalypse;

a casual crossing to the Undergroundd o

under this bridge, the rushing current, drowned?

Q

cur bat hn e mi sckselindartecestrera degreu)
acest pod arcuit, mecanismul acelui Ochi

intr-o nesfarktn apocalipsh;

o trecere obikhuit n cntre metrou o

pe sub acest pod, curentul repede, un inec?

Traducere de
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DOGS CAINI
The old brown dog in Princess Road who wagged Bnt r Geaalbastm de pe Drumul Princess care’'hta agitat
her whole fat body when | passed; the wirehair ntregul "ekut adipos cand am trecut; sarmosul
terrier who shook from cold and begged terrier care tremura de frig ‘Hise ruga
for me to ringdaivé s owner ds be de mi ne sHistgaouluishuadinwia™
at 21, still chasing bitches for |l a 21 de Haddup,hchieleca® i e
a bit of fun & both now are gone; and my se mai distreze pu'ld & niciunul nu mai e acum; iar
sweet mongrel, brought from Battersea, who roars simpaticul maidanez, adus din Battersea, care’Hurl i
her disapproval at the nei ghb nemul"tinireala adresa pisicii vecinului dar se fere'e
at raindrops beating at the window & 8low de pichturile de ddntoai e ce ba
and ever slower stalks the gathering snow. ‘H chiar 'Himai lent urm rre’e zApada cres@ndn.

Traducere de
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FRANKLIN

He sent a kite up in the rain. Eureka,

electricity! |l tds raining now
| d m Bhigh &s a kite. Below, the ground

looks hard and threatening. Kindly, you break a

t hought as though it were a f

as well. No sparks tonight. A muffled wind

behind the heavy curtains of my mind

recalls the fantasy of safety, trust,

a s m rot alor@e, 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.

Q

FRANKLIN

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

curent electric! Acum plouhn.
Sunt a®@aeirainahnn pr e cDuemd eusnu bztme up
pare dur ‘HameninAtor. Binevoitor, Tntrerupi un
g©nd de parcn ar fi o
‘Himai bine. Nicio scanteieinsear a ast a.
in dosul grelelor perdele ale min“iHmele

aduce gandul siguran™®i, increderii,

d e p a-aHi singur i, totul va rtmane la fel,
iar aceasta este realitatea. Dar chiaitistatornicele
mi’Knri ‘Htrosnetele din aer, cosmica

lumanare a soarelui sunt tot ceea ce

“ncnhn mArginesc dezamingiril e;
acolo, alnAatur.i de a maraliberal oV i

cnder e.
Citna d i
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CONJUGAL GROPE BalJBal RE CONJUGALN
Wakeful at night, | Treaz in puterea nop'H T"H
kiss your snoring mouth, hoping snrut gura prin ¢&re sforni,
yoursl eepds contagious. cnhn somnul tnu e contagi os.
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JUST ANOTHER YEAR ¢NCN UN AN

6Just another New Yeards Eve, acncn un r-anvspus,i ondé mi

marking mi dni ght 6s newly fall en s imprimandu-mi pe znpada proasphhtn
with hubris heels, jaded sophisticate tocurile, plinn Hsefisticatnne, i ndi
on Madison Avenue, my date in tow, pe Bulevardul Madison, cu un
whoever he was. Thatodés me at pe care nu mi-l amintesc. Ath eram la 21 de ani.

And now, an altogether other age, lar acum, c¢c©nd am cu totul al-t
I hear the strangerds | augh, aud r©sul acelwui strnAain, am
see the snapshot of my sparkling face vind i ma gimele gmiucimare

blushing in moonlight, feel the glancing kiss, cum ro’tHe sub lumina lunii, simt un s rrut rapid,

softness of some youthful mouth almost catifelarea unor buze pline de tinere el aproape

retrieved, that snowdrift -slow approaching bus recuper at n, amopiedu -saincet@rinezroiene
catching us up | ike Cinderell venind dupn noHlaCeniHresaion cal e a
too good to be true? Memory is like that, clear prea frumos c¢ aAl&suntamidirileadaeyv A r a
as paperweight snow settling over the years. precum z'laracese dan peste ani.
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CHRISTMAS 2001 CRNCI UN 2001

(after 9/11) (dupn 11.09)
Sing me no Christmas Carols, no hymns to Him Nu-mi c©nta niciun colind dédd C
Who coul dndét save the worl d. aCeluicenra putut salva | umea. Dr |
is paved with good intentions, and the inn este pavat cu bune interi'ly iar acea ospitnrie
is still full up. Bell ringers, ring no bells. “"ncn este plinn o tlopatele@d se qgadet a
For all | care, let Santa stay and freeze Dupn mi nienl plifeshbo’ HCriciun sn Tnghe'el
up there among the sentient Eskimos af arn pr i nHceiglinieeacribie mo
in his red suit and silly hat. The trees Tn costumul lui ro "W 'Hpnlaria lui caraghioasn. Copacii
of Norway need not fear the axe. Who knows din Norvegian-au de ce sn s eCiné'dea mn d
whose neck will feel it next? Whatever joy al cui g ©4simil? Onieage buturia
there is, |l et each enjoy: a mar exista, sn ne bucurnm fiec
an inward ecstasy thatds unal o "nc©ntare interioarn care s
withguit -edged gl ints of othersdé :de strnlucirile mnrgi ni ttom. Pdre't
control, observe earthos si |l e zAgazcontrolului, observa ™ pamantului lini 'Hitn-nvartealn
like Nero practicing the violin. tot ath cum Nero exersa la vioam.
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IN THE EARLY HOURS

6There is no such thing as
meditationcontains a germ of delirium. It borders on hyster

on artificially-i nduced ectasy, pain

d from The Shacklby COLETTE

Writers go mad on the amphetamine

of

meditati on. l'tds not t he mu

faultd Ber gracious energy empowers

thepend But Onands posturing betwe
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 givenf or one nightdédsdodédnbroken
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.

)

i\%/i;

)

IN PRIMELE ORE

aNu exi stn sub Wainweaph Ordc® r mn
meditale obdduit conine un grunte de delir. Este veairtu
isteria,cu extazul indus Trmad artificial, dureros sau nuo.

ddinL 6 En tde GOLETTE

Scriitorii T’Hpierd min "He din pricina amfetaminei
medita’ldi. Muza nu poarth nicio
v i  énergia ei graldasnii dn putere

condeiuluiddar Onan se aratn “ntre
nesiguran‘eldesinell pr ost easca afir mare

fantome in primele ore ale dimine "H
ce pun pe 'Hexigian'eli soastre aoituite.

Cum s-a dezisKipling de obscuritate 'Hde faimn;

cum 'Htar fi dat Shakespeareintreaga soarth scandaloas
pentru o singurn noa@te de
lipsit de vise, de ambiguitate H perfect normal;

S

om

cu cOtn -AeruvugateMsl ton sn scap

statuluil a p©ndn. "HepcpursejQollettt? ~ n
Atunci, din lipsa de in "Blepciune ia nakere in"elepciunea.
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CONTINUUM

When, in the foreground, the final cul de sac

looms as the only view, and aft, a quagmire

of nostalgia; worsedbut dondtdl ook
beyond that murky swamp,
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.
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CONTINUUM

Atunci ¢c©nd " nspre prova,
se ivele pe-ntreg orizontul, iar dinspre pupa, o mla ‘Hinn
de nostalgie; Hmai ru d dar nu privi in urmn o
dincolo de -ateaebpnht éeméHln
prhbu’lhdu -se sub povara unor traume de mult uitate;
atunci cand nordul 'Hsudul sunt deopotriv n cni interzise
ce duc cnt rheleipgadH to wpriicrel e
pentru ganduri temperate, diagonalele

car e s e c-aqurmezétd, ablicd grecum umbrele
inclinate ale copacilor
spintecn |
adieri se

umi na, ‘lfdelawdare de

timpului simplu. Via "Blocupn atét de pu’d spa’d,
intregule-n c er c ui t'KHarea noastmizea din urmn.

Traducere

Transla+tion
Calé

April 2015

c

de

u

e a

r

a
" nHiteoake prezentutinimi keliberelazn n i
mi nt e a ‘Hpgea ihcapt’Bhati/m andrn pentru a se supune



