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Translation Cafe started 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 of
responsibility for a translation they 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 and the
21st centuries: Romanian, British, and American among others.
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Vorbalago Vorbalago

(in margine, 1995) (On the Edge, 1995)

In secolul istora In their Century
Nu pot si rid in secolul dstora nici mort Not for the life of me can I laugh in their century
ascuns in propriul meu creier hidden in my own brain
sint omul din pod I'm the man in the attic
l4sati sobolanii sd vind la mine let the rats come to me
am la indemind zgura esecul stilul pervers I have the scobs the failure the perverse style at hand
zile pline de o fragila dementa days full of a fragile dementia
nu pot sa rid in secolul dstora nici mort. not for the life of me can I laugh in their century.

Translated by Manuela Chira
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La frontiera (I)

Absenta ei cu picioare frumoase. Chiar aceste miini
care o descriu - nu exista.

imi amintesc de ea ca de o veche meserie: sa fie
banutul pe care l-am dat

vislasului ursuz?

5

At the Frontier (I)

Her absence with beautiful legs. These very hands
which describe it - don’t exist.

I remember her as of an old handicraft: could it be
the penny I gave

to the sulky paddler?

Obscur un duh imi umbla prin minte - Talitha cumi. A spirit wanders obscure through my mind - Talitha cumi.

Dar nu pot - eu nu sunt Eu. But I cannot - I am not Myself.

Translated by Manuela Chira
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La frontiera (II) At the Frontier (II)
Ca si cind as scrie pe piine cu scris tremurat: As if I were writing on bread with trembling handwriting:
Effata Effata
se deschide o usd intra un cutit a door opens a knife enters
deodata am putut sa vad suddenly I could see
peste mare cum se ridicd defdimarea. over the sea how calumny arises.
Am obosit sa pun la loc un soare I am tired of putting back in place a sun
pe care-l scuipa si-1 doboara zilnic scamatorii. conjurers spit on and bring down daily.

Translated by Manuela Chira
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O viziune a fiecaruia

Pentru sobolanul hdituit de pisica poezia nu inseamna
nimic.

Viata 1i e mai scumpa/scumpa ii e pielea lui

puturoasa

si fuge cu viteza sunetului sd scape. Cind fulgerul
pisicii l-a trasnit in ceafa

el incd mai sperd intr-o minune implora un Dumnezeu pasiv
un tartore al sobolanilor expatriat intr-un tinut temerar.
Spune repede cu ochii rosii de groazd o scurtd
rugdciune - limba e deja sul facuta

bolboroseste numai.

In vremea asta pisica al cirei Patron se linge bucuros
pe mustati

tocmai termind de recitat poemul ei intim.

Ceva orbitor li se arata: unuia clarul de luna

celuilalt

peretele intunecat de care std agatata luna.

)
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A Vision of Each

For the rat chased by the cat poetry means

nothing.

Life is dearer to him/dear is his skin

that stinks

and he runs to escape with the speed of sound. When the lightning
of the cat stroke his forehead

he still hopes for a wish beseeches a passive God

a demon of the rats expatriated in a hazardous land.
He quickly says with eyes red from terror a short
prayer - the tongue is already rolled up

he is babbling only.

During this the cat whose Patron gaily licks

his whiskers

he just finishes reciting her intimate poem.
Something blinding looms: to one the moonlight

to the other

the black wall from which the moon is hanging.

Translated by Manuela Chira
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Idol cu masca de om

nimic din aerul tare al indltimilor in poemele mele.
nici o asemanare cu adincul acestei lumi

care pluteste in inima ceaiului

unde buzele stirpitorului n-au ajuns inca.

fie si numai pentru a pierde esenta plescaitului
din buze moi si rosii

ca singele ce-mi urca acum in creier

cind imi imaginez dezmatul.

semnul lui este I pe buze moi si rosii

este sarutul [udei

este Idolul cu masca de om respirind

arar din ce in ce mai greu

aerul tare al inaltimilor bezna de creta a Iadului -
care pluteste.

Idol with a Human Mask

nothing of the strong air of the heights in my poems.
no resemblance to the depth of this world

which floats at the heart of the tea

where the lips of the slayer have not reached yet.
be it only to lose the essence of lapping

from lips soft and red

like the blood that flows to my brain

when I imagine the orgy.

his sign is I on lips soft and red

it is Juda’s kiss

he is the Idol with a human mask breathing
seldom with greater difficulty every time

the strong air of the heights the chalky tenebrosity of Hell -

which floats.
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Lipseste Dumnezeu God is missing
Dupad un coniac baut in liniste urmeaza un altul A glass of brandy drunk in quietness is followed by another
pe o insuld plind de tipete idioate. on an island overwhelmed with stupid screams.
Lipseste Dumnezeu de-acasa God is gone away from home
si pietonii sdi incearcd sd descopere niste amprente and his pedestrians are trying to discover some marks
pe care dacd le-ar citi s-ar ingrozi. which would horrify them if they read them.
Nu duc nicdieri desi pleaca de peste tot. They lead to nowhere although they come from everywhere.
Cei deposedati mereu de patrii Those always dispossessed of their homeland
vor intelege si asta. will understand this as well.

Translated by Flavia Hemcinschi
Masteratul de Traduceri Specializate si Studii Terminologice,
Universitatea din Bucuresti
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O tara oarecare. Vocile mortilor

Am mers cu fata aici unde toti inaintau cu spatele

umanitate indiferenta scolita in abatoare

timp amestecat cu singe mercenari dedati la metafizici obscure
luminad rosie sub pleoape zei macelariti cu tipat tribal -

in zilele desfatdrii cu carne s-a bucurat sufletul

si noi aici am ris in draga noastra sardcie

am plins castitatea fu scurta

am tinut la viatd asa cum a fost un film de epoca mut

asa era lumea pe cind evocam idei muzici scurte canoane

si-n lungi polemici ne simplificam viata

am cunoscut pe-ndelete ca ingerii autodidacti am scris pe ziduri
cu scule nemaivazute

criticii nostri nu se ndscusera

asemeni pdianjenului care tese in plin haos

am desdvirsit reteaua noastra de imnuri

(ne-am ndscut pentru asta cu aur sub limba)

eram fericiti n-aveam corpuri

cind ne-am intrupat intr-o tard oarecare scornitd la zaruri

am stiut ca aici este iadul (vocile mortilor

)
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A certain country. Voices of the dead

I went forward towards here, where all the others went backwards
indifferent humanity schooled in slaughterhouses

a time mixed up with blood mercenaries dedicated to mystical
metaphysics

red light under one’s eyelids slaughtered gods sending forth
tribal screams -

the soul fed happily on meat during the days of delight

and we laughed, despite our beloved poverty

we cried, our chastity was short-lived

life was as dear to us as an old black and white silent movie
that’s how the world was like when we evoked short ideas,
songs, cannons

and simplified our lives by uttering long debates

we learnt step by step like self-taught angels we wrote on the
walls

with tools never before seen

our critics had not been born

like the spider weaving despite surrounding chaos

we perfectionned our network of hymns

Transla+tion
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ingind un cintecel) (we were born for that with gold under our tongues)
am mers cu fata fulgerul ne-a zimbit cu toata puterea - iata! we were happy, we did not have bodies
cu spatele vom intra in istorie when we got our bodies from some country, chosen at random
in paradis niciodata. we knew this place here was hell (the voices of the dead

are humming a song)

we went straight on, the lightning smiled on us with all its
might - behold!

we will enter history backwards

but never enter paradise.

Translated by Flavia Hemcinschi

Masteratul de Traduceri Specializate si Studii Terminologice,
Universitatea din Bucuresti
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Intr-un moment al vietii mele

Cit pe ce sa pling dupa tineretea dusa si celelalte daruri
dacd n-am facut-o

e pentru cd am fost atent la felul in care imbatrinesc
ceilalti

cit pe ce sa-mi scalde lacrimile ochii

intr-un moment al vietii mele - cind colo demonul risului
imi dddu coate

cind colo nepdsarea vechea indiferenta

imi duserd mina la gura

cine m-ar fi vazut si e sigur cd m-au vazut citiva

m-ar fi scos din drama dstei vieti

si asta era drama mea: am ris amar printre moderni si dupd
si risul dsta - nu puteti sa stiti - ma tine-n viata

printre vii.

Dacd acum scriu toate astea pentru morti le scriu

cu-aceeasi mind dusd de la gura.

)
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In a certain moment of my life

I was about to cry for my long gone youth and for the other gifts
if I had not done it before

that’s because I was watching closely how the others were turning
old

my tears were just about to wash my eyes

during a certain moment of my life - when wouldn't you know the
demon of laughter

attracted my attention

wouldn't you know the carelessness, the old indifference

brought my hand to cover my mouth

who happened to see me and surely some had seen me

they would have released me from this life’s drama

and this was precisely my drama: I bitterly cried among the modern
people and afterwards

and this laughter - you have no idea - keeps me alive

among the living.

If now I happen to write all these for the dead, I am writing

with the same hand taken from my mouth.

Translated by Flavia Hemcinschi
Masteratul de Traduceri Specializate si Studii Terminologice,
Universitatea din Bucuresti
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S-a sinucis aruncindu-se-n cer

Am spus linistit precum Arhimede sub amenintarea spadei -
asta s fie dimineata cind se va incheia istoria asta

riioasa ca o capra?

Am spus linistit dupa dragoste - pulberea mea

va fi ceea ce sint.

Am scris in loc sa iubesc si acum am ceea ce merit

soarele acesta pe cer a vdzut vechii greci trirema si pe Socrate murind
cine sunt oamenii acestia si ce caut eu aici?

Sint zile cind inevitabil se intoarce barbarul sint nopti

cind marea si femeile albe cinta sub ziduri

sint orb cindva am vazut totul si totul nu inseamna nimic.
Intr-o carte uitatd am descoperit acest postulat:

s-a sinucis aruncindu-se-n cer.

Am scris - timpul std trist la extremitatile sale

cine sint oamenii acestia si ce caut eu aici?

)
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He killed himself by falling into the sky

I calmly said as Archimedes did when threatened with the sword -
shall this be the morning when this history will finish,

a history mangy as a goat?

I calmly said that after love was gone - my ashes

will be the only thing left of me.

I wrote instead of loving and now I have what I deserve

this sun in the sky witnessed the ancient Greeks, the trireme and
Socrates dying

who are these people and what am I doing here?

There are days when the barbarian surely returns there are nights
when the sea and the white women sing near the walls

I am blind at some time I saw everything and everything does not
mean anything.

I discovered this postulate in a forgotten book:

he killed himself by falling into the sky.

I wrote - time is sad at both ends

who are these people and what am I doing here?

Translated by Flavia Hemcinschi
Masteratul de Traduceri Specializate si Studii Terminologice,
Universitatea din Bucuresti
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Poetul isi declina faima

Se intoarse si spuse - am cunoscut totul

dar am venit prea tirziu.

Acum in virsta de fier nici un mesaj nu anima
vocile mele

vocile spun bine cdci pe mai multe vorbesc

dar intr-o singurd limba

limba din care toti va trageti ca puii predestinati
sd fie orfelini

si primei scirbe pe care o zdresc sd-i zicd mama.
Am cunoscut totul m-au ldudat ca pe Masiah
au trimis succubi sd ma converteasca

sd-mi sugd maduva de Sefirot.

M-au publicat m-au facut celebru mi-au dat de baut.

Am sters cu ei pe jos. Am venit
prea tirziu.

)

The poet refuses his fame

He came back and said - I knew everything

but I came too late.

Now, in the iron age no emotional message overwhelms
my voices

the voices say it right because they speak many things
but in a single language

the language from which you all originate like chicks predestined
to be orphans

and to call mother the first monster they lay their eyes on.
I knew everything they praised me like the Messiah

they sent succubi for my religious conversion

to suck my Sephirot marrow.

They published me, made me famous, gave me drinks.

I taught them a harsh lesson. I came

too late.

Translated by Flavia Hemcinschi
Masteratul de Traduceri Specializate si Studii Terminologice,
Universitatea din Bucuresti
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Pretentia mea discreta

N-am nici un scop in viatd nu mai iubesc nimic -
cindva voi muri cu creierul secdtuit

in tdcerea care se lasa peste lucrurile simple

vocea mea stinsd (pretentia mea discretd de a fi iubit)
va fi urletul fiarei ranite

parfumul desuet al ceaiului in care plutesc

planetele amare

o ultima iluzie a stilului seducator

ceea ce am iubit ca orbul cu degetele

ceva ce Dumnezeu nu a dorit ca eu sa vad

intr-o camerd a mintii unde vointa si delirul

fac din nefericire soarta si vocatia celorlalti

eu am avut curajul sd rid pind la capat

am iubit am bdut am scris (nici o mila

pentru cei care scriu).

Nu poti sd stii niciodatd unde este cu adevdrat viata ta.

)
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My discreet pretension

I have no purpose in life, I don't love anything anymore -
someday, I will lay with my brain drained

in the silence which lays over the simple things

my muffled voice (my discreet pretension to be loved)
will be the wailing of the wounded beast

the obsolete scent of the tea in which float

the bitter plants

a final illusion of the seductive style

which I loved like a blind man loves with his fingers
what God didn't want me to see

in a room of the mind, where will and delirium

turn the unhappiness into fate and into others’ vocation
I have the courage to laugh till the end

I'loved, I drank, I wrote (I showed no mercy

to those who write).

You can never know where your life truly is.

Translated by Izabela Vate
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Latul ei de fiara frumoasa

Venise sd-mi spund ca dragostea misca stele pe cer

cd numai pasiunea ne face egali cu zeii

ca n-avem limitd in iubire

si cd la urma urmei pentru asta am fost creati

nu pentru linceda halucinatie - la naiba cu téchne -

nu pentru cantilene numai bune sa insele popoare
intregi de idioti.

Venise sd-mi arunce latul ei de fiara frumoasa

sd ma facd sd fiu un simplu faptuitor pe linga femeie
dar eu spoitorul nebun de durere

am ridicat mina insingeratd

ghiara de otel cu care descriu trddarea nu mai am muza
eu sunt maimuta umilitd - as vrea sa merg acolo
unde pasii mei sa lase urme adinci

pe fata celui care ne minte si ne ingeald.

Venise sa-mi spuna si-mi vorbea cu sexul inconstient
al unei flori din podisurile inalte

ale provinciei care nu cunoaste gesturile intermediare
dar eu am ris - nu mai am muza

)
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Her noose of beautiful beast

She had come to tell me that love moves stars in the sky
that only passion makes us equal to the gods

that there is no limit when it comes to love

and that, after all, that is what we were made for

not for the unnerved hallucination - to hell with the téchne -
not for cantilenas which are good only to deceive

entire peoples of idiots.

She had come to throw her noose of beautiful beast

to turn me into a mere executioner for the woman.

But, I, the tinker, crazed with pain,

lifted my bloodied hand,

the steel claw with which I describe the betrayal I no longer
have a muse,

I am the humiliated ape - I wish I could go some place
where my steps would leave deep footprints

on the face of he who lies and betrays us.

She had come to tell me and she was talking with the unconscious
gender

of a flower from the high plateaux
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in curind vine iarna of the province that wasn't acquainted with intermediary gestures
si voi iubi femei cu multe fete de prin partile noastre. but I laughed - I no longer have a muse

and the winter will come soon

and [ will love women with more faces from our lands.

Translated by Izabela Vate
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Ca si cand n-as avea altceva mai bun de facut

Intr-o zi voi fi un om prea batrin ca si-mi pot aminti

cu ce mi-am pierdut tineretea

voi fi poate batrinul domn cel care

a scris cindva poezii conventii pe dos

artificii de virsta

voi fi poate simpaticul cersetor dirijorul

armatei de porumbei de prin pietele acestui tirg de provincie
unde an dupd an mintea a fost un stigmat

o eroare geneticd un scuipat in plin vint

cind acesta ti-a batut tot timpul din fata.

Voi fi un ciob colorat de geam spart de o voce puternica

un biet alexandrin ratdcit in bilciul lumilor.

Intr-o zi ca si cind n-as avea altceva mai bun de ficut

cu viclenia pisicii care a furat vocea copilului

voi cinta intr-o gama absolut falsa imnul perditiei

si indltindu-ma ca o foaie de ziar la cer

voi mai pluti o vreme in visele de dimineatd ale tirgovetilor
inecati in apele lipsite de vraja ale scirbei

unde pluteste fara nici o tintd viata lor.

)
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As if I had nothing better to do

One day I will be too old of a man to be able to remember
what I wasted my youth on

I might be the old man who

once wrote conventional poetry upside-down

tireworks of the age

I might be the lovable beggar-conductor of

the whole army of pigeons of the squares of this county fair
where year after year my mind has been a blot,

a genetic error, a spit into the wind,

as it was blowing in your face, as it has always done.

I will be a piece of stained glass, shattered by a piercing voice,
a wretched Alexandrine, who got lost in the worlds’ fair.

One dayj, as if I had nothing better to do,

with the cunning of a cat who stole a child’s voice

I will sing the perdition hymn in a false key

and, as I ascend to heaven like a newspaper sheet,

I will float for a while in the morning dreams of the townsmen,
who are drowning in the waters devoid of charm of disgust
where their lives float without any purpose.

Translated by Izabela Vate
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In margine

Nimic nu intrece dezastrul de a fi poet - asta pot spune in anul
treizecisitrei

cind nicdieri intre cer si pamint nu-mi gasesc locul

nici inger nici drac nici fierbinte nici rece cald caldicel

ca sarpele adormit in gradind la soare pe care il ucide in vis de
mii de ori /

tindrul tiran

in anul treizecisitrei pentru ca am spus ce aveam de spus cu
jumadtate de gura /

eu cind sa plec la razboi ma indragostii sclav la femei somnoroase
piard lumea si fara mine

aici in marginime mi e mai bine

in anul treizecisitrei eu venind de la ses cu tdlpile goale

tin cu grija in mind propria mea cenusgd - am scris

cit am scris

cu capul in nori si cu picioarele in copci de gheata

si intorcindu-ma in plin intuneric cu o iuteald pe care n-o stiam
vdzui cd soarele din fata mea se aprinde si-n ceafd

in anul treizeci si trei - fiecare cu ale lui - am spart in dinti

.
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On the edge

Nothing competes with the scourge of being a poet - this is
what I can say

in the 33 year

when I can't find my place anywhere between heaven and earth
neither angel nor demon, neither hot nor cold-warm-lukewarm
like the snake sleeping in the sunny garden that is killed in
dream thousands of times

by the young tyrant

in the 33 year, because I said what I had to say half-heartedly
I, when I was about to go to war, fell in love like a slave with
sleepy women

the world can perish without me

I am better here, on the edge

in the 33 year, as I return from the plain barefoot,

I am carefully holding my own ashes - I wrote

as much as I could

with my head in clouds and my feet in waterholes

and as I turned in the dark with a rapidity I didn't recognize

I saw that the sun in front of me rose behind as well
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fiola atitor nopti de lene ignoranta si betie in the 33t year - to each their own - I crushed between my teeth
nu mai sunt tandr scriu si am virsta the phial of so many nights of laziness ignorance and drunkeness
celor ce sint in exil pe pdmant. I am no longer young, I write and I have the age of

those who are in exile on Earth.

Translated by Izabela Vate

)

%

~

Transla+tion
Cali

May 2015



Translation Café, Issue 143
Poems by Nicolae Coande
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate students

(fundatura homer, 2002)

un acoperis deasupra capului

sint un biet ecou un capaneu inchis intre peretii

unei lumi pe care n-o cunosc

in anotimpul peste care pluteste suverand scirba
preferinta pentru ironie a diavolului ma preocupa
eminenta nestiutd a metodei sale de a provoca in solitudine
sfintul ori canalia care se roaga si ea

sint un biet vietas strivit de dogma cu cotor aurit

care ne tine loc de viata

o tard de cimpie cu cerul tot mai departat pe zi ce trece
(un acoperis deasupra capului - pluteste suverana)
cindva voi obosi sa mai privesc in sus

cu totii vom sfirsi cu privirile in pamint

cdautind un soare al umilitilor

(ar fi o ironie sa existe).

)
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(the homer blind alley, 2002)

a roof above the head

I am a poor echo a Capaneus closed between the walls

of a world that I do not know

during the season over which disgust floats supremely

devil’s preference for irony concerns me

the unknown eminence of its method of provoking in solitude
the saint or the villain that prays as well

I am a poor convict suppressed by the dogma with golden back
that stands for our life

a country with plains and the sky more and more distant as the
days go by

(a roof above the head - it floats supremely)

sometime I will get tired of looking up

we will all end up looking down

searching for a sun of the humiliated ones

(it would be ironic if it existed.)

Translated by Minodora Tunaru
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mi-era sete si am baut I was thirsty and I drank
la inceput a vorbit femeia cu voce barbateasca at first talked the woman with a manly voice
nimic memorabil nothing memorable
viata ne-a intrecut de mult vasali de clor life left us behind long before dependent on the chlorine
la apa unde-si spald prostia stamba of the water where calico washes away its stupidity
si totusi aici am vibrat am recitat sutrele mele however here is where I was thrilled I recited my sutras
s-au gasit citiva sa ma scuipe mi-era sete there were a few who spat me I was thirsty
si am baut and I drank
iubesc ce mi se acordd din inima I love what is given to me whole-heartedly
Sf. Francisc al gagautilor al ciorilor St. Francisc of the Cumans of the crows
care-mi dau importanta. that attach importance to me.

Translated by Minodora Tunaru
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respir direct prin pereti I breathe directly through the walls
respir direct prin pereti I breathe directly through the walls
nu md mai inspird nimic nothing inspires me anymore
infloriti fard grija concepte-ale silei bloom carelessly concepts of disgust
cddeti la pamint fructe fall down fruit
pe care disperarea le coace whom despair ripens
inainte de vreme ahead of time
eu atit am avut de spus: I only had this to say:
voi supravietui trintind usi. I will survive by slamming doors.

Translated by Minodora Tunaru
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ajunge ca traiesc It is enough that I live
asa cum soarele este aici si totusi dincolo just as the sun is here and yet beyond
de orice intelegere any understanding
totusi il acceptam asa cum acceptdm moartea however we accept it the way we accept death
un omenesc vis alb-negru. ajunge ca trdiesc a black and white human dream. it is enough that I live
din cind in cind tulburat de imaginea ta every now and then affected by your image
de faptul cd nu inteleg si asta ma tulbura by the fact that I do not understand and this is what affects me
si mai mult even more
si m-am scirbit de pagina asta cu mult inainte and I had been disgusted by this page long before
sd te cunosc I met you
departe de metaforele cu care prostii isi cuceresc far away from the metaphors with which stupid men win
femeile their women
nu ma voi rusina sa-ti spun ca te iubesc I will not be ashamed to tell you that I love you
in nefericitele vremuri ale sofistilor during the unhappy times of the sophists
cu zgura unei alte lumi sub unghii sfisiatd with the cinder of another world torn under the nails
nu mai am nimic de pierdut obosit sd amin I have nothing to lose anymore tired to postpone
plictisit sa incep bored to start
sdrac intins sub cer departe de talpile tale poor lying under the sky away from your soles
pe care le cunosc cu fruntea cit timp that I have known with the forehead as long as
poezia lipseste. the poem is missing.

Translated by Minodora Tunaru
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vin din infernul muncii

ziua s-a dus. afard sint ciini. as putea sda mad ridic
sd ies palid ca lumina la Dendrah

am coborit atit de mult daca trebuie sa scriu

vin din infernul muncii palmele violente

le scot din pamint

pline de carnea femeii la apogeu

vin din pamint cu tot cu pamint

as putea sa ma ridic si sa ies dintre peretii incinsi
ai camerei unde ma schimb incet

ca fructul necopt al unei stiinte ridicole. sint posedat
de un gind si de o mare asteptare.

stiu cd azi omul nu e decit pielea lui. cu timpul
voi da replici mortilor.

25

I come from the hell of toil

the day is over. there are dogs outside. I could stand up
go out as pale as a ghost to Dendrah

I have stooped so low if I must write

I come from the hell of toil I draw out

the violent palms from the ground

filled with the flesh of the woman at her climax

I come from the ground, bringing the ground with me
I could stand up and get out of the burning walls

of the room where I am slowly changing

like the unripe fruit of some ridiculous science. I am possessed
by a thought and a great waiting.

I know that today man is merely his flesh. in time

I shall respond to the dead.

Translated by Alina Diaconescu
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voi povesti in cer

zac lipit de podea in camere unde lumina se innegreste la capete
zilele Ciocdnarului se apropie ii simt putoarea

intre peretii unde tot mai greu respir aerul altuia

care se framinta alaturi

il aud cum tuseste si scuipd nervos cu tot mai slabe puteri
cineva ii bea viata si eu stiu cine este

noaptea cind ies gura mea straluceste de atita lipsa

nimic nu imi place mai mult ca nebunia care infloreste

in gradini pline de voci umane

adierea ei peste fatd ma racoreste ma face pentru o clipa
sd uit ce va fi

sa las in urma risul gros iesind din burtile arhontilor

care conduc aici. voi povesti in cer -

cred cd viata mea este de mult o povard pentru cei vii.

)
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I shall narrate in heaven

I lay glued to the floor in rooms where light blackens at the edges
the days of the Hammer Man are growing near, I can smell his
stench

between the walls where it’s harder and harder to breathe the air
of someone else

who is fretting next door

I can hear him coughing and spitting nervously, his powers
growing weaker and weaker

someone is drinking his life and I know who it is

at night when I go out my mouth sparkles of so much absence
there is nothing I like more than madness blooming

in gardens filled with human voices

her breeze over my face cools me for a moment it makes me
forget what is to come

leave behind the thick laughter emerging from the bellies of the
magistrates

who are in charge here. I shall narrate in heaven -

I think my life has long been a burden for the living.

Translated by Alina Diaconescu
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caut un sunet de ciocan pur

nici dacd as fi dumnezeul orb n-as putea vedea

atit de putin in plina zi

nu e lumina aici nici cit sd-mi acopdr fata

bijbii in interiorul unui animal sedus de poezie

mi-e greu sd inaintez

inainte nu e deocamdata nimic din urma

groaza imi aspird unghiile. ma rog si cobor tot mai mult
ca intr-o meserie de care imi e scirba

caut un rdspuns de ciocan pur chiar dacad lumea dstora
ma dezgusta ca o gurd plind cu dinti. in drum spre pulberarie
mintea scuipa in praf limba.

%
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I am searching for the genuine hammer sound

not even if [ were a blind God could I see

so little in broad daylight

there isn’t enough light here to even cover my face

I am groping inside an animal seduced by poetry

it’s difficult to go forward

for the time being, there is nothing forward which was behind
terror is absorbing my nails. I am praying and falling deeper
and deeper

like in a profession I am disgusted with

I am searching for the answer of a genuine hammer even if the
world these ones live in

digusts me like a mouth filled with teeth. on my way to the
ammunition factory

the mind spits the tongue in the dust.

Translated by Alina Diaconescu
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soarele pubelei noastre

soarele pubelei noastre cintd pe cer mai ales noaptea
cind bijbii printre resturile cinei sarace

a muncitorului cu trei brate

un cap strigd din cap cu vocea boului

in plind arsita

e cald ca-n burtd aici. ricli cu mina tare

in coaja mileniului

urld de groaza clinele Ciocanarului balele-i coboara
din munti mai ales noaptea

intra in patul rece al vaduvei

dintre picioare i rdsare acest soare jilav

care-mi suie in teastd. nu-mi revin din stupoare.

in aceste balti sunt umilit.

%}
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the sun of our garbage can

the sun of our garbage can sings in the sky especially at night
when I grope among the leftovers of the meager meal

of the three-armed worker

a head shouts from its head with the voice of an ox

in full heat

the place is as hot as a belly. I scrape firmly

the crust of the millennium

the dog of the Hammer Man howls terrified he slobbers
from the mountains especially at night

he gets inside the widow’s cold bed

from between her legs this moist sun rises

and climbs to my skull. I can’t pull myself out of my stupor.
I am humiliated in these swamps.

Translated by Alina Diaconescu
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fundatura homer

respir cu plaminii altei lumi intre zidurile astea vechi
sint ametit si greu nu ma mai pot ridica usurel

la caderea serii - iatd vaca asta straluceste

de la o vreme singura pe cer

cindva am sd md ingrop de viu in pamint. voi ldsa
doar o mina afara pentru vechii trecatori ai
fundaturii homer (ulita-ngusta sub care traiesc)
voi indica sensul si directia de mers

cu policarul dreptei crescut monstruos si zdrobit
de apdsarea hulei care vine

va fi o zi apoi va fi o noapte va fi scirba asta

de luminad. respir cu o icoand in minte

sint secera intristarii - omul mare plinge in somn.

)
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the homer blind alley

I am breathing with the lungs of another world between these
old walls

I am dizzy and heavy I cannot stand up easily

when the night falls - look this cow is sparkling

for some time now alone in the sky

one day I will bury myself alive in the ground. I will only
leave a hand out for the old passers-by of

the homer blind alley (the narrow alley under which I live)

I will indicate the way and direction of walking

with the pollex of my right hand monstrously grown and crushed
by the pressure of the coming surge

a day shall come and then a night this abominable

light shall come. I am breathing with an icon on my mind

I am the sickle of sorrow - the grown-up crying in his sleep.

Translated by Alina Diaconescu
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ziua in care am mincat lumea

noaptea asta m-a prins departe de fundatura

e aproape ziua stelele clipesc smechereste

fara vreo harta e greu sa dibui dira de singe

pe care am ldsat-o la plecare s-a uscat ori pesemne
a fost stearsa de vreun vinator ori mincata

de vreo stirpiturd cu voce groasd. plinsul unei femei
imi cutreiera maruntaiele si-mi soarbe creierul
si-aceastd suferinta e cu atit mai dulce cu cit

nu curge singe

imi cint incetisor la ureche - pui pui cu penele negre
cuibul de marmurd nu te vrea

carnea mea strdluceste si-ntirzie (-n pamint):
miine va fi ziua in care am mincat lumea.

)
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The day I ate the world

this night fell upon me while still away from my hideout
daybreak is near stars are sparkling slyly

without a map it's hard to grope the trail of blood

that I created when leaving has dried out or likely

was wiped up by some hunter or was eaten

by some groaning creature. the weeping of a woman
pierces my guts and sucks up my brain

and this suffering is all the more sweet since

no blood is leaking out

I'm slowly humming to myself - tiny tiny with dark feathers
the marble nest wants you not

my flesh is shining and still lingering (on Earth):
tomorrow will be the day I will have eaten the world.

Translated by Irina Stoian
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felul in care privesc cu mila

dacad nu imbrétisez pe cineva in fiecare zi ma sufoc
in dimineata groasa ca o literd balta de singe

de linga zid se lateste

animalul sau omul sint dusi nu se vad in acest cadru
sd ies acum ar fi prea devreme - soarele soarbe si el
se umfld se umfla plescdie o limba vinata

dacd ma grabesc o pot inhata as putea sa urc neauzit
sd smulg fara mild scirbosenia care-i atirnd. dar daca
prinde de veste?

sda mori pe limba altuia nu-i atit de placut

nici sa fii parazit rece in burtile unui monstru inconstient
si pe deasupra cretin.

felul in care il privesc cu mild: ca pe-o femeie
moartd in timp ce facea dragoste in oglinda.

)

%

~

31

My merciful stare

if I don't hug someone everyday I suffocate

in the morning weighty like a letter the pool of blood

by the wall widens

the animal or the human are away they can’t be seen in this frame
to go out now would be too early - the sun is also sipping
it's swelling up munching a blueish tongue

if  hurry I can grab it I could climb up silently

to pull out without mercy its hanging filth. but what if

it catches on?

to die on someone else's tongue isn't that pleasant

neither to be a cold parasite in the innards of an unconscious
monster

and on top of all a moron.

the way I stare at it with pity: like at a woman

dead while making love in the mirror.

Translated by Irina Stoian
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(Vant, tutun si alcool, 2008)

Arestul literaturii

Unde miroase a cdcat miroase a fiintd

am vazut stilpi imbratisati de propriul lor vis
luminau

apa care bea apa

pur si simplu nu stiu sa fumeg ca un vulcan
stau si citesc in arestul literaturii

cum un barbat poate fi veioza de noapte

a unei carti

pe o stradd ingustd in terra firma

o papadie sopteste numele meu

e a morte é cada dia

miros a fiinta

~
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(Wind, tobacco and alcohol, 2008)

Literature's confinement

Where it reeks of shit it smells like human being

I have seen pillars embraced by their own dream
they were dazzling

water drinking water

I simply do not know how to smoke like a volcano
I just linger and read in literature's confinement
how a man can be the night lamp

of a book

on a narrow street in terra firma

a dandelion whispers my name

e a morte é cada dia

I stink of human being

Translated by Irina Stoian
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La jumatate

Nu vreau sa imbatrinesc cu lumina stinsa
la jumadtate

in strigatele gregarilor din hala de peste
literaturd cu solzi pe ochi

nu vreau sd mor ca un poet comunist

in timpul comunismului literar

lumind jumatate sub pat

nu vreau sd fiu judecat de mintea greoaie
a celor care se-nvelesc in steagul propriei infectii
din cap pina in picioarele putitoare.

Nu vreau lumina altora care pute. Nu-mi
trebuie lucsii unui stadion de pis-lire
femei plitite sa reverse caldura

mi-e de ajuns o luminare scursa-n sine

o bucatd de om

toatd incd din aer si nervi

%}
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Halfway

I do not wish to age under lights put out

halfway

among the gregarious creatures' cries within the fish hall
literature's eyes patched with scales

I do not want to die like a communist poet

during literary communism

light reaching halfway under the bed

I do not want to be judged by the narrow-minds

of those who rejoice in the flag of their own infection
reeking from head to toes.

I do not want the stench of others' light. I do not

need the luxes of a stadium of piss-ness

payed women to overflow with warmth

I am good with just a candle smoldering on the inside
a human fragment

still made entirely of air and nerves

Translated by Irina Stoian
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Pe infundate

Atit de inteligenti si atit de lasi

rid pe infundate sau in hohote

de epoca

cu ironie si stil de ce nu

tocmai acum cind poezia

e mai uscata decit bradul de Craciun
de anul trecut

Translation Café, Issue 143
Poems by Nicolae Coande
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate students
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Chuckles

So intelligent yet so coward

they chuckle or they burst into laughter

of times now passed
with sarcasm and why not with style
precisely now when poetry

is more rotten than the Christmas tree

from last year.
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Camasa

O zi cum numai omul poate fi singur
pe cimp totul era acasa

pe cer numai talpi

un du-te vino de miini

in pamint in picioare inchis

am stat in cimasa subtire sa rid
plutesc plin de o vointa

ce md face mai bun

Translation Café, Issue 143
Poems by Nicolae Coande
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate students
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The shirt

A day such as only the human can be alone
in the field everything was at home

in the sky only footsteps

a to-and-fro motion of hands

in land in my feet locked

I stayed wearing my thin shirt laughing

I waft with an overflowing will

that makes me better

Translated by Irina Stoian
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Un amanunt de prisos

Nu se apropie nimic nimeni

nu se indepdrteaza

obisnuita voce rezista alaturi

puterea mea std intr-o ofelie

aruncatd-n fintina.

Sint antrenat sa pierd totul.

Tot ce am stiut vreodata e scris pe pereti
iubirea 1si desface picioarele si varsa afara
un amdnunt de prisos:

numele meu

)
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A pointless detail

Nothing comes close no one

goes away

the everyday voice holds on close by
my strength lies within an ophelia
disposed off in a well.

I'm accustomed to losing it all.

All T have ever known is written on the walls

love spreads its legs open and pours forth

a pointless detail:
my name
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Vint tutun si alcool

Intr-o sear4 atit de ingindurat fui

vint tutun si alcool se anunta la meteo
cd i-am spus clinelui care se uita staruitor
la mine

imi pare rau bdtrine n-am

nici un ban

o muscd se plimba decentd pe tavan
mobila in bucdtdrie casca plictisita

a continuat sad dea din coada

ca si cind nu m-ar fi auzit

dar mi s-a parut ca m-a privit

cu un anumit inteles

37

Wind tobacco and alcohol

One evening I was so pensive

wind tobacco and alcohol were announced on the weather forecast
that I told the dog which was looking insistently
at me

I am sorry old boy

I have no money

a fly was sauntering decently on the ceiling

the furniture in the kitchen was yawning bored
it went on wagging its tail

as if it hadn’t heard me

but I thought it looked at me

with a certain meaning

Translated by Beatrice Ahmad

Transla+tion
Cali

May 2015

%}



Translation Café, Issue 143
Poems by Nicolae Coande

Translated into English by MTTLC graduate students

Un critic de treaba

Citesc Anais Nin printre tigani. La capatul

strazii Ipotesti se vede marea

azi nu m-a intrebat nimic inima

nici un sentiment cenzurat

am udat florile cu masura

iar cactusilor le-am facut cu ochiul.

Ceva imi latrd in cap dinspre coada

stau singur si zimbesc aidoma unui critic de treaba
care a iesit nevatamat

din grajdurile literaturii

)
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A kind critic

I am reading Anats Nin among gypsies. At the end
of Ipotesti Street you can see the sea

today the heart asked me nothing

no censored feeling

I watered the flowers sparingly

and I winked at the cacti.

Something is barking in my head from the tail

I sit alone and smile like a kind critic

who escaped unharmed

from the stables of literature

Translated by Beatrice Ahmad
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Piramidele mele

L-am vazut pe Julito la bucuresti
barbatii latini sint frumosi
conceputi cum sint in piramidele mortii
pdrea un zeu cu pene

el escribidor

lumina obosit incdperea

orasul nepdsator. Am stat lingd el
si poza voalata mi-a ris in nas

la intoarcere.

Piramidele mele nu suporta
piramidele lor

39

My pyramids

I saw Julito in Bucharest

Latin men are handsome

conceived as they are in the pyramids of death
he seemed a god with feathers

el escribidor

was lighting tiredly the room

the uncaring city. I sat next to him

and the hazy picture laughed in my face
on the way back.

My pyramids cannot stand

their pyramids

Translated by Beatrice Ahmad
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Portiuni neobservate ale trecutului

Cind am aflat ca Dumnezeu duce lupte grozave

in altd parte din univers

in timp ce noi il tot asteptam cu mucii la gurd

mi s-a facut brusc sila de mine. M-am ridicat din pat
m-am dus in bucatarie am luat cutitul de piine

a incercat viclean sa-mi scape dar l-am tinut strins
pina am simtit cum trece singele prin el

si l-am facut sd simtd durerea pe care am incercat-o
atunci cind portiuni neobservate ale trecutului
se-aratd brusc la fereastra sa-mi spunad

cd viata n-a fost tot timpul aici: o dimineata

pe limba unei femei de-o noapte in zona mea de avarie.

Iti sufla in fata: miroase a om parasit.

Un ins care scoate din buzunarul de la piept
putind piine saraca.

Doar puterea se poate uni

cu o altd putere.

~
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Past's unnoticed bits

When I found out that God was undertaking fearsome battles
somewhere else in the universe

while we wait for him wailing

I suddenly felt disgusted with myself. I got out of bed

went into the kitchen took the bread knife

it slyly tried to escape me but I held it firmly

until I could feel blood running through it

and made it sense the pain I have experienced

when past's unnoticed bits

suddenly show up at my window to tell me

that life hasn't always been here: a morning

on an one-night stand woman's tongue in my lonesome retreat.
It blows straight into your face: it smells of deserted man.

A fella who pulls out from his chest pocket

some humble bread.

Only power can come together

with another power.

Translated by Irina Stoian
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Omagiu

Cind ma vor omagia la 70 (imi va atirna
o sfoard de git insusi presedintele

in timp ce-mi va suiera printre dinti
du-te dracului bosorogule

te asteaptd groapa-ncalzitd)

imi voi scoate placa din gurd

hirtia de la piept cu discursul de-acasa
cu degetul la timpld voi retine

o avalansa de idei

solemna bdasina in astfel de ocazii
(oameni incordati de care nu-mi pasa
atita timp cit sint in groapa ca acasd)

)

41

Homage

When they’ll pay homage to me at seventy

(the president himself

will put a band around my neck

while speaking through his teeth

go to hell you fossil

your grave’s warm, waiting for you)

I will remove my dentures

the paper from my chest with my speech from home
with my finger on my forehead I will memorize
an avalanche of ideas

the solemn fart in such occasions

(up-tight people that I don’t care about

as long as my grave feels like home)

Translated by Lavinia Andrei
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(Femeia despre care scriu, 2010)

Frumusete, ce departe esti tu

I-as scrie omului, dar crezi ca citeste?
Culcat pe un cutit in camera mea

parcd nu sint pe pamint,

am vorbit poezie din tinerete,

provizii pentru anii cind frigul

se va napusti peste minte,

uhu! versurile plezneau coaja din lucruri,
n-a fost deloc usor,

n-am trait in vremea unui cintec simplu:
gherute de porumbel in geamuri sparte.
Frumusete, ce departe esti tu,

n-am bani de tren si vin si te caut,

pe nici o stea nu exista iubire

si asta ma mird indelung.

Sint un pian cu ochi scosi,

disting alunite pe creier.

)
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(The Woman Whom I Write About, 2010)

Beauty, how far you are

I would write to mankind, but do you think anyone would read it?
Lying on a knife in my room
it feels like not being on the ground,
I have spoken poetry since youth,
provisions for the years when cold
swoops on the mind,
uhu! the lines would split up the crust of things,
it was not easy at all,
I did not live during the times of a simple song;:
pigeon claws in broken windows.
Beauty, how far you are,
I have no money for a train ticket to come and look for you,
there is no love on any star
and this has surprised me for a long time.
I am a piano with removed eyes,
I can see moles on the brain.
Translated by Minodora Tunaru
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Inima la vedere

In vremuri de pace batrinii soldati sint ucisi

de vantul din nord,

mireasma altei lumi ne ridica pe cruce,

despre mild si crimd cine ar vrea oare sa scrie
fard teama de a fi doborit la pamint?

Chiar frumusetea ar putea fi un subiect

dureros in absenta unei femei

pe care nu o poti uita desi vrei sd te ascunzi

de durere

cum ariciul se inveleste in plapuma noptii

tivitd cu stele,

despre singurdtate si spaima as fi vrut sa soptesc
in cutii ambalate unde oamenii vin sa-si depuna
frica de a nu-si vedea chipul in propriile case

si daca asculti mai bine vei putea simti

cum ceva se misca la piept in dosul hainei de gala
a fiecdruia,

un ghem poate o punga de plastic umflata,

gata sd crape

de atita filozofie si ura indelung frecventate.

%
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Heart in plain sight

In times of peace the old soldiers are killed

by the wind from the North,

the scent of another world raises us on the cross,

who would really want to write about mercy and murder
without the fear of being knocked down?

Even beauty could be a painful

subject in the absence of a woman

that you cannot forget even though you want to hide away
from pain

as the hedgehog wraps itself up in the quilt of the night
hemmed with stars,

I would have liked to whisper about loneliness and fear

in encased boxes where people come to deposit

the fear of seeing their face in their own houses

and if you listen more carefully you will be able to feel
how something moves in the heart behind the full dress

of each one,

a ball of thread maybe a swollen plastic bag

ready to splinter

because of so much philosophy and hate frequently encountered.

Translated by Minodora Tunaru
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Mina pe rama

Adu-mi cum mi-ai aduce cafeaua inca o zi
de spinzurdtoare,

ochii mei sting picturi cu mina-ngropatd in rama,
in cui spaima e-o cirpa transpiratd de om,
frumusetea rabda intr-un cimp de scaieti,
doud cirege crdpate sint buzele tale
muscate de impresia comund a omului,
m-ai rugat asta-vard sd aprind

fitilul de carne.

Te cunosc, dar Dumnezeu nu mi-a spus
ca urma o expulzie.

~
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Hand on the frame

Bring me as you would bring me the coffee one more day
of hanging,

my eyes put out paintings with my hand buried in the frame
nailed fear is just a cloth drenched in human sweat,
beauty keeps on enduring in a field of thistles,

two burst cherries your lips are,

bitten by the human's ordinary view,

last summer you bid me to light up

the meat fuse.

I know you, but God didn't tell me

that an exile was coming,.

Translated by Irina Stoian
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N-am dansat

S3 m3 cert cu arheii in vremea microbilor nu visez,
dacd strig de pe deal acum nu intelegi departarea,
vad nefericirea in oras cum denigreaza casele,

suge cu milad peretii,

seara pe poarta cimitirului ies lumini,

in munti apa curge ca la-nceput,

de bucurie altddatd ca de o ploaie de vard ma apropiam,
ceea ce-ti spun acum este inutil,

obisnuieste-te sa schiopdtezi fard mine,

nu fac altceva decit sa umplu o femeie cu alte femei,
Cind un barbat e indragostit sarutd aerul pe coapsa
apoi simte o durere in ceafd,

ridic ancora pe o mare plind de nelinisti si stele,

in fiecare port torn in suflet miere si vin

si imi amintesc acum ca n-am dansat niciodata

Cu mama.

)
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I have not danced

To fight principals in a time of parasites I dare not,

should I shout now from a hill you won't grasp the distance,
I see the wretchedness in the town consuming the houses,

it sucks mercifully on the walls,

in the evening through the cemetery's gate lights come out,
in the mountains water flows like at the beginnings,

close to happiness I would get as I once did to a summer rain,
what I tell you now is meaning]ess,

get used to limping without me,

all I do is fill in a woman with other women,

When a man is in love he kisses the air on the thigh,

then feels a chill running through his nape,

I set sails on a sea of anxieties and stars,

in every harbor I pour honey and wine on my soul

and I now remember that I have never danced

with my mother.

Translated by Irina Stoian
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Barbatul din drum

Sint barbatul din drumul tau spre casd,

nu mai insist sa cred

ca altddata ca totul e sus, viata nu e pe culmi,

acolo unde ochii tdi ar putea fi stele si romante,

valuri cu care lumina aprinde un subsol fard imaginatie
iar inima e spinzurata de o noud duiosie care o va rdni,
doar pentru cd ai o varsta cind intelegi ce te doare

fara sa ceri cuiva sd te raspldteasca pentru asta

sau madcar sa te accepte cum te apleci peste nori,

asa cum singele nu pricepe de ce se-aprinde in locuri joase,
parca supt de buzele tale, atras de un alt puls

ce i s-ar potrivi mai bine,

tot astfel cum visele barbatilor uitati se strang sirag

la gitul femeilor ce indragesc podoabele

mai mult decit rochia lor de fetite

din vechile fotografii unde, nepdsdtoare, sar coarda
dinspre bucurie spre cruzime,

cind pe un picior cind

pe altul.

)
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The man on the way home

I am the man on your way home,

I do not insist anymore on believing

as in times past that everything is high, life does not reach the climax
in which your eyes could be stars and romances,

veils with which the light stirs up an underlayer without imagination
and the heart is hanging from a new fondness that will hurt it,

just because your age lets you understand what causes you pain
without asking someone to reward you for this

or even to accept you when you bend over the clouds,

just the way blood does not understand why it gets stirred by lower
places,

as if sucked by your lips, attracted by another pulse

which would fit it better,

the way the dreams of forgotten men string

around the necks of women who love trinkets

more than their girl dress

in the old photos where they would carelessly skip rope

out of joy towards cruelty,

on one foot or

the other.

Translated by Minodora Tunaru
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Un oras cu genunchii juliti

Lumina secretd din privirea ta in dimineti incercanate

de cafea -
soarele stranutd ca o pisicd salvata din trompeta
pierdutd de ingerul chefliu in mijlocul maidanului

circul fumega vesel in aplauzele pinguinilor dresati.

Se mai vad labute in aer,

doi delfini pe trotuar printre pietoni eleganti,

o nimfd ascunsd sub covor,

sufletelul uitat intr-o baltoaca

si asfintitul cum roseste ca o fata care si-a uitat
degetul mic in buzunarul primului iubit.
Printre gramadjoare de cenusa frumos aliniate
un bdiat fard piele scrie pe zid o rugdciune auzitd
din gura fara dinti a lumii,

de pe coperta noii evanghelii un bancher ostenit
scoate cu lopetica din seif

nisip pentru copiii care trebuie ajutati sa cada
cat mai lin in cruda realitate.

Lumina secretd din privirea ta - un oras

cu genunchii juliti.

47

A town with scraped knees

The mysterious look in your eyes in mornings stained
with coffee -

the sun sneezes like a cat rescued from the lost trumpet
of the merrymaker angel in the middle of the field

the circus smokes cheerily with the claps of the trained penguins.
You can still see tiny paws in the air,

two dolphins on the sidewalk among elegant pedestrians,
a nymph hiding under the rug,

the tiny soul forgotten in a puddle

and the sunset blushing like a girl who has forgotten

her pinky inside her first boyfriend’s pocket.

Between small piles of neatly arranged ashes

a boy with no skin is writing on a wall a prayer heard
from the world’s toothless mouth,

from a tired banker’s cover of the new gospel

he takes the little shovel out of the safe

sand for the kids who need help falling

as gently as possible in the cruel reality.

The secret light in your gaze - a city

with skinned knees.

Translated by Lavinia Andrei
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Sfirsitul

Ti-e frica uneori cd nu vei mai vedea vreodata un chip
care te-a iubit?

Desenul copilului pe zid in lumina diminetii,

parcd o furnicd dusd de ape intr-o coajd de nuca

ar striga impotriva tdcerii pe maluri -

oamenii zimbesc imbratisati de venin,

sufletul unui batrin adormit flutura

in bucatdrii de carton

oul gusterului viseaza cd a trecut de gratarele timpului.
Sfirsitul e o insumare de voci, muzica ce vine spre noi.
Doar inima altei furnici banuieste ceva

si tu, poate, cu partea ta de liniste presimti

cd viata nestiutd a cuiva care se-neaca

ne strigd pe toti pe nume din prima zi a lumii

cu grija unui amanunt pierdut pe fundul apei.

Stiu cd nu am dreptul sd fiu mai romantic

decit restul oamenilor.

Putina decentd de pe lume e pdstratd in pumnii cei mai mici.

Ti-e frica uneori ca nu vei mai atinge inima
care te-a iubit?

)
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The end

Are you ever afraid of not seeing again a face of someone

who loved you?

The child’s picture on the wall in the morning light,

like an ant in a nut shell drifting in the water

would scream against the shore’s silence -

people smile surrounded by venom,

a sleeping old man’s soul flutters

in cardboard kitchens

the lizard’s egg dreams of having surpassed time’s grates.

The end is an addition of voices, music that’s coming towards us.
Only the heart of another ant suspects something

and maybe you too, with your quiet side feel

that the unknown life of someone who’s drowning

has been shouting all of our names from the first day of the month
with the care of a detail lost on the bottom of the sea.

I know I have no right to be more romantic

than the rest of the world.

The little decency that still exists is kept in the tiniest fists.

Are you ever afraid of not touching again the heart of someone who
loved you?

Translated by Lavinia Andrei
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Vin scump

Te am in palma. Un vers-barbat

cu haina tdiatd in dreptul inimii: doi caraghiosi
iubeau aceeasi incurcaturd - viata.

Daca iti lipesti de geam chipul poti vedea in gind
pini aproape ndruiti de soapte,

locuri pe unde ai trecut cu soarele cazut in santuri -
un betiv care te cheama sa cintati impreunad.

Te am in minte. Nu reusesc sa te visez oricit as vrea
ridicola noapte ma desparte de tine

cum linia vietii taie cerul in cruci de pamint,

vantul te cheama printr-o spartura de gard,

un bdiat cu o luminare in mijlocul zilei

a vdazut stafia zdpezii, apa tulburata de miinile tale,
pe cateva planete dimprejur cu lumina lor moarta
incd nu am auzit pe nimeni soptindu-ti numele:

un vin scump tinut in sticle proaste

de camatarul orasului.
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Expensive wine

I have you in the palm of my hand. A lyric-man

with his blouse ripped off over his heart: two comics

in love with the same mess - life.

If you press your nose against the window you can glimpse
the pines almost destroyed by whispers,

places you've passed through with the sun fallen into the ditches -
a drunk asking you to sing with him.

[ have you in my mind. I can’t, for the life of me, dream of you
the ridiculous night separates me from you

just as the life line cuts the sky into earth crosses,

the wind is calling for you through a crack in a fence,

a boy with a candle in the middle of the day

has seen the snow ghost, the water stirred by your hands,

on a few planets close by with their dead light

I still haven’t heard anyone whispering your name:

an expensive wine kept in cheap bottles

by the town’s loan shark.

Translated by Lavinia Andrei
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Vard, spre sfirsitul lumii

Mai tindr de atit nu pot fi. Tu, aldturi de mine
intr-un pahar al mintii - nimic nu ne clatina.
Bruni, inspirati, aidoma cubuletelor de gheatd carbonica

pe limba unui bautor de coniac. Vard, spre sfirsitul lumii.

Ziarul de miine spune in ce secol am fost,
ultimul pod peste Styx se leagana-n gol,
soarele cade ca o pdpusa din bratele unei fetite,
dintr-o mansarda saxofonul unui adolescent
lasd corijent portativul

asa cum poezia lasd omul sa-si numere banii

si restul dat la tot ce pldtim cu sufletul.

Cum o femeie frumoasa isi tine gratia in pielita
dintre degetele noastre.

Tu, aldturi de mine - un git de lebada intors spre pieptul
unui pui mort.

)
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Summer, to the end of the world

I can’t be younger than this. You, by my side

in a glass of the mind - nothing’s touching us.

Dark, inspired, just like the cubes of dry ice

on the tongue of a brandy drinker. Summer, to the end of the
world.

Tomorrow’s newspaper says in which century we’ve been,
the last bridge over the Styx is idly swaying,

the sun is falling like a doll from a girl’s arms,

from an attic, a teenager’s saxophone

flunks the stave

just like the poem lets the man count his money

and give the change to what we pay with our soul.

Just like a beautiful woman keeps her grace in the membrane
between our fingers.

You, by my side - a swan’s neck turned to the chest

of a dead cygnet.

Translated by Lavinia Andrei
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Frumusetea e sa tii un om de mina

Mina ta pilpiie-n intuneric cind

mi-atingi obrazul,

tot ce-mi spui opreste singerarea furia

venite din tarimul puterii,

un copil ratacit la marginea drumului

ingind un cintecel sa-1 ducad spre casa,

sudez cu luminile moarte

jarul inimii dospite-n cenusi,

e un tinut al amurgului in care vorbim

cu pietrele, cu durerea,

paharul din care beam impreuna e gol

cum s-a golit iubirea sd ne poata patrunde tirziu
si ma gindesc in timp ce ma retrag cu spatele

cd viata e amintire clandestind,

iar frumusetea e sa tii un om de mina mult timp
dupa ce neatent, fard sa vrei,

l-ai pierdut.
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Beauty means to hold someone’s hand

Your hand flickers in the darkness when

you touch my cheek,

everything you tell me stops the bleeding the anger

that come from the realm of power,

a child lost by the side of the road

hums a song to be taken home,

I weld to the dead lights

the embers of the heart raised in ashes,

it is a realm of the twilight in which we talk

to the stones, to the pain,

the glass from which we used to drink together is empty
the way love emptied itself in order to seize us later

and I think while I draw myself back

that life is a clandestine memory

and beauty means to hold someone’s hand for a long time
after you lost him

unawares, without wanting to.

Translated by Minodora Tunaru
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(Inedite)

Eu, cititorul

Stii ce se-ntimpla cu florile care se risipesc neobservate? Nimic,
indurd mai departe.

Asta ar trebui sa faci si tu, usor, nelimitat de vreo gindire,

de nume sau de lucruri fird nume,

de scopul comertului cu suflete si ginduri ale celor

intepeniti in cusca lor de scapeti care se hrdnesc cu teste

la sunetul celor sapte trimbite iesit direct din patimile noastre.
Hai, sd nu ne fie frica de hoitarii omului, de ceata de hiitasi
care-i vrea umbra pind-n ziua mortii,

de vinzatorii de burdufuri cu singe omenesc in pivnitele

unde cei ce beau sint tot oameni.

Ce bea o floare cind n-o vede nimeni ? Credinta ca

e om ca toti ceilalti, poate? Singele altei flori?

Ruina e in ochiul nostru, stii bine.

Biblioteca plind de golurile crimei: am citit foaie cu foaie

.
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(Unusual)

I, the reader

Do you know what happens with flowers that scatter unnoticed?
Nothing,

they continue to endure.

That’s what you should do, slowly, unlimited by any thought,
by names or nameless things,

by the purpose of trading with souls and thoughts of those
stuck in their cage of eunuchs that feed on skulls

to the sound of the seven trumpets coming directly from our vices.
Come, let’s not be afraid of man’s vultures, of the band of huntsmen
that desire his shadow to his dying day,

of merchants selling paunches of human blood in the cellars
where those who drink are also human.

What does a flower drink when no one’s watching? The faith that
it is human like all the others, perhaps? The blood of another flower?
Ruin is in our eye, as you well know.
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cu otrava pe buricele degetelor nesatule. The library is full of crime’s gaps: I read word for word
Tot omul e un betiv cu miini pline de alcool si greata with poison on my insatiable fingertips.
lumii unde se va intoarce. Every man is a drunk with hands filled with alcohol and the nausea
Eu, cititorul. of the world he shall return to.

I, the reader.

Translated by Madilina Banucu
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Maimuta rosie

Afla ca mortii nu vorbesc cu nimeni, nici intre ei macar,

nu se-nteleg prin semne si nu cersesc iubire, nu-si scriu bilete
in care lasa urme pentru cei ce stiu sa vada -

nu e hirtie pe lume sa le poata tine scrisul, doar povesti
soptite de caierul batrinelor

in gulagurile africane unde maimuta cu maciuca rosie

e la putere - vecinul ei slab e omul trditor in tarcuri pdrasite
de marile furnici, la ultimul incest al tatilui lor senil.

Stafia unui porc cu ritul negru duce-n spinare rasuflarea
celei mai calde femei la corturile unde inima-i batea in gitul
vechilor vulcani. Sintem cenusa lor tacuta.

Hamacul lunii dintre sinii ei m-a cintarit candva o noapte,
lancii de catifea pe care inima le-ndura cu credintd,

sub groaza cat un cap de bivol ochi vechi de mii de ani
mi-au spus ceva, dar am trdit.

Irisii ei sint varul cu care maimuta rosie arunca peste gropile
unde se ard cartile celor slabi si fara viitor,

umbre pe stilpii diminetii facute ghem la radacind -

la ziud am vazut armata orbilor in lanturi spre vechile cuptoare

.

54

The red monkey

Know that the dead don’t speak to anyone, not even each other,
don’t communicate through signs or beg for love, don’t write notes
in which they leave traces for those who know how to see -
there’s no paper in the world that can contain their writing,
only stories

whispered by old women’s distaff

in the African gulags where the monkey with red beater

reigns - its week neighbor is man living in enclosures abandoned
by the great ants, at the last incest of their senile father.

The ghost of a black-snouted pig carries on its back the breath
of the warmest woman to the tents where her heart beat in the neck
of the ancient volcanos. We are their silent ash.

The moon’s hammock between her breasts once weighed me
for a night,

the velvet spear that the heart endures with faith,

under a terror the size of a bull’s head eyes thousands of years old
told me something, but I lived.

Her irises are the lime thrown by the red monkey over the pits
where burn the books of the weak and futureless,
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unde se aleg unghiile si parul dédruite zeului nebun shadows on the pillars of morning balled together at the root -
la care se inchina exilatii si cei fara noroc. at daytime I saw the army of the blind in chains towards the old
Nu s-a inventat hirtie sd nu arda. ovens

where nails and hair are chosen as gifts to the mad god
to whom bow the exiled and those luckless.
A paper that does not burn has yet to be invented.

Translated by Madilina Banucu
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Crima

Spune-mi, nemernicii intilniti in viata sint jaloane moarte
printre care sintem condamnati sa trecem

sau fratii nostri dintr-o altd lume care n-au putut ajunge aici?
I-am uitat deja, ca pe schilozii din orfelinatele durerii.

Nu vrem sa stim, a lor e boala.

Poti sd auzi cum strigd-n piept o inimd a cuiva, geamadnd cu-a ta,
asa cum sfredeleste dracul in asfaltul ce desparte noua lume de
una veche, veche?

Au, poate, si ei o dragoste cu care isi implinesc

biografia lor umild,

un soi de resemnare cd nu pot atinge punctul durerii fix,
undeva intre mina care stringe de git o viatd si

gura de aer pe unde iese sufletul expulzat fara putinta de intoarcere.
Exil - si noi 1i spunem moartea mortii noastre.

Nu te uita-napoi dacd se-ntimpla sa te intilnesti cu

unul dintre ei, un avatar al tdu pierdut sub esafodul marii,

sint cei care omoard pentru noi tot ce noud nu ne este acum permis.
Cu totii avem knock-out-ul nostru luat in viata.

Cu toti ucidem si ne lasam ucisi de cineva care se afla
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The crime

Tell me, the bastards met in life are dead flagpoles

amidst which we are condemned to pass

or our brothers from another world that could not get here?
I've already forgotten them, like the crippled in pain’s orphanages.
We don’t want to know, theirs is the disease.

Can you hear how in a chest someone’s heart shouts, twin to yours,
like the devil bores into the concrete that separates the new
world from

one very, very old?

They too, maybe, have a love with which they fulfill

their humble biography,

a sort of resignation that they can’t touch the pain point-blank,
somewhere between the hand that strangles for a lifetime and
the breath of air from where the expelled soul leaves with no
chance of return.

Exile - and we call it the death of our death.

Don’t look back if you happen to meet with

one of them, one of your avatars lost under the sea’s scaffold,
they are those who kill for us all that we are now forbidden.
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inaintea noastra - si vine dupa. We all have our knock-out taken in life.
Nu a fost niciodatd omul singur dupa crima. We all kill and let ourselves be killed by someone who is

before us - and comes after.

Man has never been alone after crime.

Translated by Madalina Banucu
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Morarul

Ar trebui sd vind un morar in august in patrarul negru al lunii

sd ne vorbeascd sau sd tacd lung

privindu-ne rastit in ochi de dimineata pind seara

prin ochelari in care se vede rasturnata lumea de apoi
un mester cu saciz in barba innodata ca a poetului

care se-ntoarce la ziud

de la una dintre iubite cu o noud carte in mina.

Uiumul lui sintem.

Sacul e gol, moara lumii huruie fara bob

tdrita scoate porcii pe strdzile oraselor sa-si ceara portia
zi dupa zi. Limba e stoarsa - la fel si amintirea primei pagini
unde il intimpina albastrul mintii ei. Ne odihnim

in ceruri ca faina.

Ajuns acasd sun la usd - cartea este gata

sfirsitul bate cu ciocdnelul in patrarul negru al unei
mori de argint. Pietrele grele macind cuvinte

pe care oamenii le uita.

Cind sint sdtui si porcii se incred in stele.

La mine-n carte in bratele iubitei e morarul.
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The miller

A miller should come in August in the black quarter of the moon
to speak to us or keep silent a while

staring straight into our eyes from dawn till dusk

through glasses in which is seen upside down the world after

a hurdler with resin in his beard knotted like the poet’s

who returns at daytime

from one of his lovers with a new book in hand.

His toll we are.

The empty sack, the world’s mill whirrs without corn

the grain takes the pigs to the town’s streets to demand their share
day after day. The tongue is squeezed dry - so is the memory of
the first page

where he was met by the blue of her mind. We rest

in the heavens like flour.

Once home I ring the doorbell - the book is ready

the end hammers in the black quarter of a

silver mill. The heavy stones grind words

that people forget.

When they are full even pigs trust the stars.

In my book in the arms of my lover is the miller.

Translated by Madilina Banucu
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Vorbalago

lui Paul Goma

Trezeste-te, ultima batdlie dintre uriasi se da in pintecele Rusiei,
in necenzurata durere a inimii unui copil adus in cioc

de rindunica noptii si lasat in prag sarmanului pescar -

cind te iubeste Dumnezeu iti dd o gura-n plus si-ti rupe undita,
ai grijd, uterul batranei Asii scuipd guzganul cu cap de om,
singur cersetorul de piine I-a vazut cind isi aruncd matele

ca un ndvod in valea unde spumega taimenul,

pe Obi, la ostrovul pe care omul a mincat inima de om

si a trdit in zemlianka sobolanului cu steaua rosie-n coada grasd,
nu adormi, prin somn iti intra-n casa Vorbalago, te card

pe spinarea cetii in porturi de strigoi, iti fura fierea

din care face cvas pentru Narodnyi Komissariat Vnutrennikh Del
sd meargd tnainte molohul spre cincinalul ultim,

acolo unde ne asteapta sitele ce vor alege griul de neghing,
mirosul de batrini coboara din copaci cu pasi de vita

dusd in abatoarele unde un patefon huruie muzica de asalt,
hingherii cu ciocane inrosite in singele viteilor abia nascuti,

nu te speria, la ultima-nfruntare frunza toamnei ne va-ntampina

S
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Vorbalago

to Paul Goma

Awaken, the last battle between the giants is carried out in the
heart of Russia,

in the uncensored pain of the heart of a child brought in beak
by the night swallow and left at the doorstep of the poor fisherman -
when God loves you he gives you another mouth and breaks
your fishing rod,

take care, the old woman’s uterus. The aces spit the rat with
human head,

alone the bread beggar saw him when he throws his guts

like a net in the valley where the taimen froths,

on Obi, on the island on which man has eaten heart of man
and lived in the rat’s zemlinka with the red star in its thick tail,
don’t fall asleep, in sleep enters your house Vorbalago, carries you
on the back of the fog in harbours of ghosts, steals your gall
from which it makes kvas for Narodnyi Komissariat Vnutrennikh Del
to advance the juggernaut towards the last five-year plan,
where await for us the sieves that will separate the grain from
the weed,

the smell of old folks descends from the trees with the steps of a cow
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in linie cu bdtaia de morse a inimii unui copilas: de ce? taken to the abattoirs where a gramophone whirrs attack music,
Si timpul s-ar putea opri. Trezeste-te. La usa ta e Vorbalago. the flayers with hammers reddened with the blood of new born calfs,

don’t be afraid, at the last confrontation autumn’s leaf shall greet us
in turn with the Morse code beat of a child’s heart: why?
And time will stand still. Awaken. At your door is Vorbalago.

Translated by Madilina Banucu
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