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An adventure at daybreak

we are walking ahead of the clouds
- light steps -
pressed in coils
they are sailing/ peacefully, I wonder!/
(-what does the eye see from the skies?-)

to places known only to them

mountain chains cross
the Ocean/ with all their
shadow contours

to ephemeral lands/

on a wrinkle-covered face/

stretch marks are surfacing

)
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O aventurd in zori

calcam pe dinaintea norilor

cu pas de aer
ingramaditi in valatuci

se miscd/ pasnic oare!/
(- ce vede ochiul din cerime? -)

spre locuri doar de ei stiute

lanturi muntoase strabat
Oceanul/ cu intregul lor
contur de umbra

pe paminturi efemere

pe fata-n riduri/

se ridicd lungi vergeturi

Translation
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water banks
like the marks left by a rod
after hitting a tense/ back
I make lines on the Ocean
we live to cross
a changing

Geography
the time is chained
by your hand/ which is lying
pale, on my forehead

In the star-visited mirror

in the blow of the breeze/ with a monotonous sound

of engines

)

7

mal de ape
ca dupd o nuia
lovind spinarea/ incordata
trag linii pe Ocean
trdim spre a traversa
o geografie

schimbatoare
e timpul Incatusat
de mina ta/ ce-mi poposeste
palida pe frunte

Pe oglinda vizitata pe vizitatd de stele

in bataia brizei/ cu un sunet monoton

de motoare

Translation
Calé

November 2016



Translation Café, Issue 170

Poems by Cassian Maria Spiridon
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Izabela Vate

on a ship/ floating on the egean sea
I fall asleep
I break away from the world/ I am forsaken

left to oblivion

my first love joins me
in the morning chill
only the sea and the city, through a curtain of fog
waves treaded on by greeks and phoenicians...
ancient peoples

only fortresses in ruins have survived

we are pushed by an even roar
closer on the dark open sea
my steps are wheels of water

we are sailing on the salty dunes

)
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pe un vapor/ plutitor pe marea egee
cad in somn
mad rup de lume/ sint parasit

1&sat uitdrii

iubirea dintii ma insoteste

prin rdcoarea diminetii

doar marea si orasul intr-o pinza de ceata

valuri cdlcate de greci/ fenicieni...
popoare vechi

au ramas doar cetdti in ruine

c-un vuiet egal sintem Impinsi

tot mai in largul intunecat al marii

roate de ape sint pasii

caldtorim printre dune sarate

Translation
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indulgent/ dotted with high white-ish

Islands

companion seagulls are gliding
careful flocks of black-tipped/
white-winged seagulls

they have round/ spindle-shaped bellies

you hear sound of sirtaki/ gentle rhythms
one step back/ one step back

bouncy steps/ lifted hands
still bodies

lonely souls gathered on decks

on multiple levels

wanderers among islands/

9

ingaduitoare/ punctate cu insule

inalt albicioase

pescdrusii planeaza insotitori
perechi atente/ cu aripi albe
terminate intr-o patd neagra

au pintece rotunde/ fusiforme

auzi sirtaki/ ritmuri domoale
pas inapoi/ pas inapoi

pasi sadltati/ miini ridicate
trupuri incremenite

singuratdti adunate pe punti

la nivele multiple

ratdcitori printre insule ingropate/

)
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that are buried in stone
of life/ of the shadiest crinkles
they all seem to know me/

on the water horizon

lost/ on the whale's way

in the cold immensity
where ice monsters are floating
you see/ moving geysers

in the star-visited mirror

Lk okl

my lover has expressive charms
like a Beethovenian sonata

she looks like a chthonic Goddess

Translation Café, Issue 170

Poems by Cassian Maria Spiridon
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in piatrd
din viatd/ din pliurile cele mai umbroase
toate par a md cunoaste/

in orizont de ape

pierdut/ pe caile balenei

in imensitatile reci
intre care plutesc monstri de gheata
vezi/ pe oglinda vizitatd de stele

gheizere miscdtoare

% ok o

iubita are nurii expresivi
ca o sonatd beethoveniana

cu sini si solduri de statuie

Translation
Calé
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with statuesque breasts and hips

she expresses herself freely and carnally

she is a mater genitrix and a Beatrice

bitter winds are coming/ they are blowing

they are rushing bitingly
they have wheels and iron mouths
they would want to swallow us
they are / like angels' palms

on cheeks

we embrace without a past

/ the pair who starts the world/
a weary curiosity is leading us
/ to the gathering of moments/

tamed hearts

Translation Café, Issue 170

Poems by Cassian Maria Spiridon
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Izabela Vate
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pare o zeitd chtoniana
ea se exprimad liber si carnal

o mater genitrix si Beatrice

vin friguri/ se avinta
se reped tdioase
au roti si boturi de metal
ar vrea sa ne inghita
sint/ precum palmele de ingeri

pe obraze

ne imbratisam fara trecut

/ perechea ce incepe lumea/
o curiozitate ostenitd ne indruma
/ in adunarea clipelor

inimi imblinzite

Translation
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are digging through the warm air sapd prin aerul cald

a tunnel of meanings

from the Constellations' run

we find out the remains of the destruction
a journey which covers

our desperation

in frozen waves

and your mouth is a spring
from which I taste the childhood
I am leaning against a cherry tree
lonely and stately/ among small hornbeams

and astray oaks

so what the summer is ending

un tunel de-ntelesuri

in fuga Constelatiilor

afldm urmele distrugerii
o cdldtorie ce ne imbraca

in valuri inghetate

disperarea

iar gura ta e un izvor
din care gust copildria
stau rezemat de un cires
insingurat si falnic/ intre carpenii pitici

si ratdciti stejari

ce dacd vara se termind

Translation
Calé

November 2016



Translation Café, Issue 170
Poems by Cassian Maria Spiridon
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Izabela Vate

13

- 4%
these lilac flowers aceste flori de liliac
are the last ones/ I am giving to you sint ultimele/ ce ti le ddrui
this millennium din tot acest mileniu
during which we were present/ for so little in care am fost prezenti/ atita de putin
(only half-century) (doar jumatate dintr-un veac)
they were plucked/ surreptitiously/ barely blooming sint rupte/ pe ascuns/abia-nflorite
from the spring's sap din mustul priverii
forgetting/ then uitind/ atunci
with the sweet unnatural carelessness of love cu dulcea si fireasca nepasare a iubirii
that was the remaining year ca-i anul de pe urma
that ends centuries and a millennium ce-ncheie veacuri si mileniu
let's love one another/ in death's various patterns sd ne iubim/ in diferitele tipare ale mortii

)

Translation
Calé

November 2016



Translation Café, Issue 170
Poems by Cassian Maria Spiridon
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Izabela Vate

14

myriad pictures of our entangled bodies s-or ratdci imagini numeroase
may disappear cu trupurile noastre imbrdtisate
i am weeping/ and my tears are pling/ si lacrimile sint
gleaming bricks on night's wall lucitoare cdramizi in zidurile noptii
i am perishing/ not the time, though eu md sfirsesc/ dar nu si timpul
in which I envelop myself in care ma-nfasor
i remain standing ramin in picioare
i put snow on my eyes imi pun zdpada pe ochi
and your cold hand si mina ta rece

there, on my chest acolo unde
where/ something is ticking in piept/ cineva ticaie
lilac blood is the flower of singe liliachiu este floarea
Syringa Carpinian orientalis de Syringa Carpinian orientalis

)
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Ek okl

heavy/ milky/ love-laden snowflakes
are rising from the Ocean
from the maternal bosom/ an army is leaving
tempestuously and unmeasurably
from the entire expanse of water
devoured by power
they are ascending to the skies

they are lighter and lighter

shrunken/ frozen

by the flight through the freezing air

slowly/ slowly/ they are melting

with longing

15

ook ok

din Ocean se ridica
tulgi grei/ laptosi/ incdrcati de iubire
din sinul matern/ pleacd multime
de pe toatd intinderea de ape

vijelios si fard masura
absorbiti cu putere

urcd la cer

sint tot mai supli

micsorati/ inghetati

de zborul prin aerul tare

incet/ incet/ se usuca

de dor

Translation
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The cloak of damnation

when, from among the clouds, like a skull
the Moon/ the queen of mercilessness/ is watching us
from among swaying trees

at confused hours

forgive it/ I am wearing the cloak of damnation

caught/ hand in hand

let’s love each other all night long
accompanied by a congregation of crickets
let’s cover ourselves with future/ leaves

let’s tear apart/ cell by cell/ helplessness

they are coming like a cannonball/ fired

from the ramparts of the Alba Fortress

)
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Mantaua osindirii

cind dintre nori ca o tigva/
Luna/ regina neindurdrii/ ne priveste
printre copaci leganatori

la ceasuri incurcate

tu iartd/ port pe umeri mantaua osindirii

prinsi/ mind in mina

sd ne iubim intreaga noapte
insotiti de un sobor de greieri
sd ne-acoperim de frunze/ viitoare

sd destramdm/ celuld cu celuld/ neputinta

vin ca o bombarda/ aruncata

dintre meterezele Cetatii Albe

Translation
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my cheek is washed by morning’s dew
cleaned by crying/ harmonies are heard
it is the time when the sky

changes its light/ its face

under the shower of stars

on the shores of the Lethe

we are stepping on the grass rugs
thrown in the pasty ocean of the Comet
(a bearer of water frozen in the shape of crystals)
with hands tied to the night’s nipples

i am looking/ for an escape/ in the horns of the crescent moon

the most severe of countless
/ severe/ days

it has been watching me

)
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obrazul e spalat de roua diminetii
curdtat de plinset/ se aud muzici
e vremea cind cerul

sub ploaia de stele

isi schimba lumina/ si fata

pe malurile Lethei

calcam covoarele de iarba
aruncat in Oceanul pastos al Cometei
(purtdtoare de apa incremenita-n cristale)
cu miinile legate de sfircurile noptii

caut/ in coarnele Lunii/ scdpare

cea mai aspra dintre asprele
/ atat de numeroase/ zile

cu mina ei de ceasuri nemiloase

Translation
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with its hand of merciless hours

your temple is pressed to
my pain-stricken temple
it is pressing on my eyes’ light

as buds do when spring comes

&%k

18

ma vegheaza

ai timpla lipita
de timpla mea indureratd
pe lumina ochiului apasa

ca mugurii cind vine primdvara

% ok o

you see swimming in the blueness of the sea vezi albastrime inotind
fish - solitary/ in pairs/ in groups - pesti singuri/ perechi/ in grup
unaffected by steps nestingheriti de pasi

uncaring to what they are pushing us to do nepasatori la cite ne indeamna
but observant to the movement of your dar ageri la miscarea umbrei tale

entwined shadow ingemanata

Translation
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all this embodiment toatd aceastd alcdtuire
will melt se va topi
as if it had never been de parca nicicind nu ar fi fost
and the leaves/ now so green si frunzele/ acum atit de verzi
withered will melt in the loam ingdlbenite s-or topi in huma
even the one so rich in branches chiar cel atita de bogat in ramuri
the old poplar/ will go to sleep at the proper time batranul plop/ se va culca la vremea cuvenitd
in the fertile bed in patul rodnic
enriched by countless autumns imboggtit de numeroase toamne
that is survived prin care a trecut
i am looking at the poplar ma uit la plop
it is self-sufficient isi este suficient
just like the tiles on the roof la fel olanele de pe casa
i clear my sight of all the bad things imi spal privirea in Ocean

)

Translation
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in the Ocean de lucrurile toate

until my skin is covered pind pielea se acopera
in the salt and scales of loneliness de sarea si solzii singuratatii
and my hands are like those of an amphibian si miinile imi sunt ca de amfibie
under the clear sky sub limpedele cer
i am surrounded by water ma aflu tot cuprins de apa
where bare mountains in care munti golasi
/ that are locked in its waves/ / incremeniti in valuri/
are brimming over se revarsa

)

Translation
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A released fist Un pumn eliberat

a night/ of tossing and turning o noapte/ de rdsuciri dureroase
spent in a Dominican sanctum petrecutd intr-o chilie dominicana
built by the conquistadors construitd de conchistadori
with a stone dome cu o cupold de piatra
a quarter of sphere/ floral ribs o pdtrime de sferd/ nervuri florale
drawn with a gouge desenate cu dalta
austere spaces spatii austere
an ache in the jawbones o durere in maxilare

steals your thoughts iti furd gandurile
a beast/ that’s what's left o fiara/ atit mai ramine
a voyage among geometrically drawn streets un voiaj printre strdzi trasate geometric
illuminated cathedrals fixate in piatra

Translation
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built out of stone catedrale iluminate
in a world transfixed intr-o lume incremenita
with the accompanying pain durerea insotitoare
i have crossed the Ocean/ to find am traversat Oceanul/ pentru a-mi afla
once again/ my loneliness inca si incd o datd/ singurdtatea
a cold sweat o transpiratie rece
all aligned under the obsessive mark of the cross toate asezate sub semnul obsesiv al crucii
in bedrooms/ on stairways/ on hallways in camere/ pe scdri/ pe culoare
one patio/ another patio un patio/ alt patio
countless gardens gradini repetate
carriages/ coaches from other centuries/ trasuri/ calesti din alte veacuri/

as ornaments ca ornamente
an autumn/ unknown here o toamnd/ necunoscuta aici
is following me/ faithfully ma urmeaza/ credincioasa

)
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futility untraced as a form of fatality zdddrnicie asumata ca o fatalitate
with asceticism cu ascetism
living against my own beliefs trdire in contra mea
with a different cheek cu un obraz diferit
/ the one opposed to the heart/ / cel opus inimii/
like a fist released from fate’s grasps ca un pumn eliberat din strinsorile sortii
t(y)im(pan)e’s pressing apdsarea timp(an)ului
/ in all this space/ / in tot acest spatiu/
pain-stricken indurerata
nothing/ from the battle that is taking place in the spirit nimic/ din ce se luptd in cuget
is for me nu-i pentru mine
in the carelessness of the tropical world in nepdsarea lumii tropicale
you don’t love yourself nu te iubesti
you're living your life as if it were a form of punishment duci viata ca o pedeapsa

)

Translation
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you're following a path/ in front of you

there is a spacious emptiness

you are not there
the Ocean and the mountain chains
bear witness to the distance
i feel your temple/ understanding/ on my shoulder
pressed to my ribs
you follow my silhouette
your fingers/ their tremour/ encircle my torso
itis a living/ throbbing shadow

it is one and the same with your fleshy being

and the soul
is catching me in the airy net

like an avalanche of photons

24

urmezi o cale/ in fata

un gol incapator

nu esti aici

Oceanul si rindurile de munti
stau marturie a distantei
simt timpla/ intelegdtoare/ pe umadr
lipitd coastelor mele
imi urmaresti conturul
degetele/ in tremurul lor/ cuprind torsul
e o umbrad vie/ palpitinda

una din fiinta ta de carne

si sufletul
ca o avalansa de fotoni

de cuante indragostite

Translation
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of inlove quantes ma curpinde in navodul de aer
the thought is searching for you ca pe o insuld/ un pamint intre apele cerului
as if it were searching for an island/ a land between the sky’s te cauta gindul
waters

it is creating/ re-creating te creeazd/ te re-creeazd

you/ making you whole for me pe tine/ mie intregindu-te
as much as the mind and the soul can bear atit cit mintea si inima suporta
the body has his life corpul are viata lui
i have dreamt you/ my hands didn’t know where to have their te-am visat/ miinile nu stiau unde sd se odihneasca
rest
you were with me/ you and my pain erai cu mine/ tu si durerea
only an illusory one/ a purely-material one una doar iluzorie/ una pur materiald
you were asking for my help/ to take/ to bring imi cereai sa ajut/ sd duc/ sd aduc
something for someone who no longer exists pentru cineva ce nu mai exista

)
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A red-clad arrow

we are passing through a church/ of oaks

a gothic one
the tips of the branches are
joined at great heights
like a bradding of spirit and sand
under a sun the colour of sunset’s honey
autumn’s long wing

touches the leaves and our souls

you are alive

and the field is still green
the defeats are frozen
amidst the blood’s plasma

love

26

O sdgeatd imbrdcatd in rosu

trecem printr-o bisericd/ a stejarilor
gotica
sint degetele crengilor impreunate
la mari inaltimi
ca o impletire de spirit si trup
sub soarele ca mierea apusului
lunga aripd a toamnei

atinge frunzele si sufletele noastre

tu esti vie

si cimpul inca verde
infringerile sunt incremenite
prin plasma singelui

iubirea

Translation
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is like a red-clad arrow ca o sageata imbrdcatd in rosu
it was the heart era inima
that was winding the wheels of Time in care pulsau rotitele Timpului
turning a propeller of hot steams invirtind o elice de aburi fierbinti

as if expelled from night’s geyser expulzati ca din gheizerul noptii
when the Moon’s lamp turns itself off cind lampa Lunii se stinge
and all the stars are asleep si toate stelele sint adormite
i can only see you with my hand only te vad doar cu mina
my arm is enough to find you ajunge doar bratul meu sa te afle
it is enough for you to be embraced/ saved ca tu sa fii cuprinsd/ salvata
from the battlements of the soul/ printre crenelurile sufletului/

from the flying abysses din haurile zburatoare

)
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Stone and wave Stincd si val

here/ where the world ends aici/ unde se termina Lumea

at Capo da Roca la Capo da Roca
where the proud mountain/ steps on the shores unde pieptos/ din creastd in creastd
from cliff to cliff muntele calca pe tarmuri
and/ a high stonewall/ cuts the Ocean’s way si/ perete inalt/ taie calea Oceanului
we came together am venit impreuna
from the short vegetation din vegetatie pitica

clinging to the cliffs lipita de stinci
i gave you the flower rife with petals ti-am daruit floarea batuta

small and with a yellow corolla mica si galbend-n cupa
with pasty stem cu lujer pastos
wave after wave they are rushing val dupa val se arunca

)
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(stubborn (Incapdtinate
to the foam/ to the small droplet of water) pind la spuma/ pind la boaba maruntad)
offshore/ over a few stones inlarg/ peste citeva stinci

that are always covered in the sea’s milk mereu pline de laptele marii
we are watching this long conversation privim aceastd indelungata vorbire

stone and wave stinca si val
hand in hand/ here mind in mina/ aici
they all want us together toate ne vor impreund
Lk okl % ok o

the one whose name is April pe cine il cheamad prier
will have the fate of a wooden battering ram/ un berbec intr-un lemn i va fi soarta/
secretively smiling/ at a wake zimbind intr-ascuns/ la priveghi
the Moon is a naive maiden luna-i fecioard ndtinga

)
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and you/ have the chest of a foal

30

iar tu/ ai pieptul de minz

- who/ was the Traveler waiting for/ at sunset - pe cine/ in apus/ astepta Caldtorul

only the clouds can offer an answer -

the flower of love is lost

between the night’s thighs
a nymph of sweet waters,

of green and bitter waters
confident/ the hands are feeling for

the ceiling and the walls of the pyramid

doar norii pot da raspuns -

ratdcitd e floarea iubirii
intre coapsele noptii
nimfa a apelor dulci
a apelor verzi si amare
increzdtoare/ miinile pipdie

tavanul si peretii piramidei

)
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Incantation Descintec
on the streamflow pe apa curgdatoare

in the first quarter Moon la patrarul Lunii
the incantation shirt is floating pluteste cdmasa de descintec
the frail/ blond child cu ea scapa de deochi/ de vrdji negre

keeps the evil eye/ black magic spells away firava/ blonda copila
the old/ flax shirt/ worn-for-many-seasons camasa de in/ veche/ purtatd multe anotimpuri
is thrown in the waters este aruncata peste ape
as part of a ritual of faith intr-un ritual de credinta
when the night entwines with the day la vremea cind seara-i incd ingemanata cu ziua
to remain bright spre a ramine luminata

immaculate like the Virgin curatd ca Precista
the shirt is floating towards the place cdmasa pluteste spre locul
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where dogs unde clinii
never bark nicicind nu latra
roosters don’t crow... cocosii nu cinta...
Lok ok ook 3
the length of the hair doesn’t cast shadow lungimea pdrului nu tine
either nici umbra
only you and your hand do doar tu si mina ta
i am listening to the crickets/ proof of the ash ascult greierii/ dovadd a cenusii
we are all lost in the ashram sintem ratdciti in ashram
the ship of the tiberias is sailing corabia tiberiadei navigheaza
full of confidence increzdtoare
the morning reveals itself to be blue in dimineata ce se aratd sinilie
i clothe myself with the seawaves mad imbrac in valuri

)
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like in love dolphins precum delfinii inamorati
you have gleaming/ round breasts ai sinii stralucitori/ bombati

you collect dark treasures aduni comori intunecate
beneath the north wind sub vintul nordic
we hide memories ascundem amintiri
how drained is the dignity of the ascension secdtuitd-i demnitatea indltarii
the momentum is left dispossessed fara patrie ramine indemnul

Lk okl % ok o

we are headed for the lonely morning mergem catre insingurata dimineata
the lover turns her face away from me iubita isi intoarce fata
she leaves me/ for the umpteenth time/ ma lasd/ a cita oara/

with spikes of light rammed cu tepuse de lumina
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into the insatiable murkiness of the volcano

in gold and oriental spices

my soul clothes you
your whole being

is lying on alabaster trails
and your quizzical breasts

are poking at the air

as spring does to apple flowers

we feel asleep under the great elm/ together
in broad daylight
the good news was feeding greedy bees

on sinziene

(on a windy/ rainy/ sweet-smelling weather)

our number has grown

34

in gura nesdtuld a vulcanului

in aur sufletu-mi te-mbraca

si-n mirodenii orientale
intreaga ta faptura

pe tavi de alabastru std culcata
si sinii tdi intrebatori

sparg aerul

ca primavara florile de mar

ne-am culcat sub marele ulm/ impreuna

in plind amiazd

vestea cea bund hranea lacome albine

de sinziene

(Intr-un timp cu vint/ cu ploi/ cu miresme)

numarul nostru a crescut
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the crickets are chirping their legs off
relentlessly

and the summer ends/ astronomically
another cycle

you remain alive and normal
your chest bare

under the storms of the utopia

during the long season of ripening

Ek okl

tender looks/ I am thinking of you
transfixed
the winter is a blessing
it clothes you/ it covers you in snow

be as clean as the silver coin

35

greierii cintd neosteniti
din bratele lor
si vara/ astronomic
incheie un ciclu
ramii viu si normal
in lungul anotimp al coacerii
cu pieptul despuita

sub furtunile utopiei

ook 3

tandre priviri/ gindesc incremenit
la voi
iarna-i binecuvintata
te acoperd/ te imbraca in zapada

sd fii curat ca banul de argint

Translation
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that washes your face/

during the easter celebrations

frozen stems
are rising from the snow
now it is the time for them to receive us
a bed/ in a permanent swinging motion
how it wishes we were and we weren’t on it
a bed of clouds and ice

where the stars are drowned in milk
it is the place where
the all-knowing fate brings us together

as if from another world

you're sleeping/ open like a flower

)

36

ce-ti spald fata/

la sdrbatorile pascale

se fnalta din omaturi
lujeri inghetati
acum sd ne primeasca
un pat/ in permanentd basculare
ce-ar vrea sd fim si sa nu fim in el
un pat de nouri si de gheatd

in care stelele sint inecate-n lapte
e locul unde
ca din altd lume

ne adund preastiutoare soarta

tu dormi/ deschisa ca o floare

ﬁansla-l-ion
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your sleep is deep/ one can barely hear your breath ai somnul greu/ abia se-aude cd respiri
on your face/ waves of light are passing pe fatd/ trec valuri de lumina
in your dream/ a sinless knight in visul tdu/ un cavaler fara prihana

Translation
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Rigor mortis

38

Rigor mortis

you have the knowledge of the final meetings ai stiinta intilnirilor finale

you attend them
/ not without fear
with a last word

of this world
afterwards
the eyes won’t be able to see
and the mouth will be shut forever
the hand/ stiff/ will stop writing

the world will start to forget me

and yet

le implinesti
/ nu fard spaima
c-0 ultima vorbire

pe aceastd lume
dupa
ochii nu au sd mai vada
si gura-n veci va fi inchisa

mina/ intelepitd/ va inceta sd scrie

lumea sa mad uite va purcede

si totusi

)
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the entire splendour will continue singing intreaga ta splendoare va continua sd cinte
through these lines si prin aceste rinduri
and through your eyes si ochii tai
/ as the gold from the autumnal leaf / ca aurul din frunza toamnei/
will continue/ to contemplate/ vor continua/ in adumbrirea pleoapei/
in the shadow of the eyelid sd contemple

)
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To dogs and cynical people

so many dear women and perfidious/ deceiving
personas

have passed for days and nights

they have climbed into dreams/

into the alcove bed

and the fire bower

they caught me/ in their game with their calves

and left me

like one leaves the autumn’s vines

you want to light
to start a fire
from dying embers

that have lost their power to burn,

)

40

Pentru ciini si pentru cinici

atitea dragi muieri si ticdloase firi/
inseldtoare

s-au perindat prin zile si prin nopti

s-au cocotat in vise/

pe patul din alcov

si in iatacul cel de foc

m-au prins/ cu gambele in joc

si m-au lasat

ca vrejurile toamnei

tu vrei acum s-aprinzi
sa faci o vilvataie
dintr-un tdciune aproape stins

ce si-a pierdut taria

Translation
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the blazing colours

their glowing lights

the whole dance is an irony
during which we move
you and me
you see/ how much wisdom
the dogs

are watching the entire whirl
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culorile aprinse

lumina lui fierbinte

o ironie e intregul dans
in care ne miscdm
si tu si eu
vezi/ cu citd-ntelepciune
clinii

privesc intregul zbucium

they have/ a smile/ full of indulgence au/ in ochi/ un zimbet

in their eyes

plin de-ngaduinta

)
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A place where the world begins

i have been looking for/
beaded turquoises
stone after stone
on winding streets
in the shadow of the Pantheon
they will have around your long neck

like chestnuts in the autumn

we are entering a world
embedded in stone

in interlaced layers
a place where the world begins
between heavy gemstones

neatly/ geometrically cut

)

42

Un loc in care incepe lumea

turcoaze insirate/

piatrd dupa piatra
am cautat pe strazi intortocheate
la umbra Partenonului
vor locui la gitul tdu prelung
umbrite de parul/ la culoare

cum sint castanele in toamna

intrdm intr-o lume
incustratd in piatrd
in straturi suprapuse
un loc in care-ncepe lumea
intre pietrele grele

lucrate curat/ geometric
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spot treaded on by the steps of the adorers loc strabatut de pasii adoratorilor
of the goddess Athena zeitei Atena
we listen/ to the birds/ under the Greek sun/ ascultam/ sub soarele grec/ in Agora
in Agora/ at the shadow of the olive trees pasdri/ la umbra maslinilor
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Uncertain like love Incerte ca iubirea
all the agglomeration of flowers toatd aglomerarea de flori
- in flowerbeds/ in palisades - in straturi/ in palisade

in numerous/ shinny vases in vaze numeroase/ strdlucitoare
arranged by strict rules/ the rules of ikebana aranjate dupa reguli stricte/ in ikebana
red/ blue/ white/ yellow... rosii/ albastre/ albe/ galbene...
trembling and fiercely fragrant tremurdtoare si profund parfumate
guarded by green leaves - strajuite de frunzele verzi -
is overwhelming este coplesitoare
but nothing beats your smile dar nimic nu intrece zimbetul tau
guarded by the coral - white/ of your teeth pazit de margeanul alb/ al dintilor

not even the pink colour of the blushing/ cheek nici culoarea rozalba a obrazului/ impurpurat
the touching of your chests de intilnirea piepturilor noastre
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gathered under the lovers’ tent adunati sub corturile indragostitilor

from the first generation din prima generatie
we abandon ourselves to the silence ne ldsam ingemanati tacerii

our eyes turned green cu ochii inverziti
our bodies are nomads trupurile noastre sint nomade

uncertain like the love melted by the prayers incerte ca iubirea topitd-n rugdciuni

said between lovers/ you see me as Orpheus intre iubiti/ ma vezi ca pe Orfeu

)
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Pastel Pastel

how simple everything can be cit de simplu poate fi totul
like the sounds in a melody played in counterpoint ca sunetele in contrapunct
like a toccata by Bach/ at sunset ca o tocatd de Bach/ in amurg
and the acacia flower si floarea de salcim

placed by the lover asezatd de iubita
on the table pe masa
as an answer to questions ca un raspuns la intrebari
that will never open/ their gates ce nu-si deschid/ in veci/ portile

to shed light spre a ilumina
the white bells/ with their sonorous organ-like clopoteii cei albi/ cu parfumul lor sonor
perfume ca de orga
strung on a green stem adunati pe o tija verde

Translation
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seem to be the key

&%k

a gigantic/ spinning ring

is digging dark blocks
a storm is stirring the inner Ocean
we will linger here for few days
the green land/ stretched on a tray
has gathered us

woman and man

at the fire of the autumn star

when the night’s balance pans tilt
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par a fi cheia

% ok o

un urias inel/ rotitor
sapa in blocuri intunecate

o furtuna misca Ocaenul interior
putine zile vom zdbovi aici
pamintul verde/ intins pe o tipsie
ne-a adunat

femeie si barbat

la focul zodiei de toamna

in care talerele noptii se inclind

to the Moon’s side/ that is fuller and more pinched by spre Luna/ mai plind sau ciupitd

desire/

de dorinta/
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a happy autumn/ like a plain o toamna fericitd/ ca un plai
void of glory and wars lipsit de glorii si rdzboaie
the grass cut by the redbreast robins, e inaltd iarba tunsa de prigorii
their beaks in love with the passing life, cu ciocul lor inamorat
is high de viata trecdtoare
we will see each other ne vom vedea
face to face fata catre fata
/ in the world that is to come/ / in lumea care vine/
in Jesus Christ’s armpit la subsoara Domnului Hristos
Lk okl % ok o
on a certain spring intr-o anume primdvara
full with the excitement of a new beginning plind de incantarea inceputului
i knew that I no longer was a young man am stiut cd nu mai sunt tindr

)
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my heart was brimming over with what
could have been joy or love

the shuddering pain of loss

or the pale coat of indifference

the flesh stayed loving

the soul was patient

i am asking
where are you, rows of houses, going
where are you, people and birds, traveling/
various species of animals
you, trees and babbling leaves/ of grass
where
are you pilgrims going
so fervently and lively

in what countries/ on what shores

)

49

pulsa in mine o inima care se revarsa
putea fi bucurie sau dragoste
cutremurdtoarea suferintd a pierderii
sau palida haina a indiferentei
carnea rdminea iubitoare

sufletul indelung rabdator

intreb

unde mergeti voi siruri de case

unde va cdlatoriti oameni si pasari/
animale diverse

voi arbori si fire vorbitoare/ de iarba

catre cine/

cu atita fervoare si pline de viata

unde plecati voi cdlatoarelor

in care tari/ pe ce maluri

Translation
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are you stopping your feet

from above/ from very high above

a woman is watching

down to the valley/ how beautifully organized is
the sea of crosses

lower/ grazing/ there is a herd of cattle

on the border of the village
after the herd of cattle/ there is the fair

with people/ cars/ countless stalls

there is only one woman on the hill
the birthgiver exposed/ in the chaos
/ the melange of flesh and tools/

an eye that is watching

)

50

ostenite/ va opriti pasii

de sus/ de foarte de sus
o femeie priveste
in vale/ frumos rinduita
e multimea de cruci
mai adinc/ la pascut/ e cireada
la iesirea din sat
dupd multimea de vite/ e tirgul

cu oameni/ masini/ numeroase tarabe...

e singurd femeia pe-naltime
ndscdtoarea descoperd/ in vdlmasag
/ acel amestec de carne si unelte/

un ochi ce privegheaza

Translation
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Initiation Poem

you/ the one who is wearing the living
Tiger’s clothes

you flutter your mane in the rhythm of treading paws that are
calling out

gathering the clouds and tearing down the forests
atnoon/ at sunset and during the entire day

and the entire expanse of darkness

an incantation is swelling your lungs

for the Sky’s ears to hear/ hungrily

you/ the one who is dressed in the Tiger’s clothes
sweep the entrances/ you raise the dust
you hide the fire of the cave/ they use to cover themselves

with wings/ some and others/ to pray

)

51

Poem de initiere

tu/ cel imbracat in hainele Tigrului
celui viu

iti fluturi coama in ritmul unor pasi care cheama

aduna nourii si sfisie padurile

la prinz/ in amurg si in tot lungul zilei
si toatd cuprinderea de intuneric

o incantatie iti umfla plaminii

pentru urechile Cerului/ flaminde

tu/ cu ale Tigrului vestminte
maturi intrdrile/ ridici praful
ascunzi focul pesterii/ unde se acopera cu aripi

unii si altii/ pentru rugdciune
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from the pockets of the Orphan the tired, din buzunarele Orfanului curg apele ostenite
rusty red, bloody waters de culoare ruginie

are flowing insingerate
you/ the Tiger’s life collector tu/ stringdtorule de vieti ale Tigrului
have sowed the fields/ you have multiplied the questions ai umplut tarinile/ ai inmultit intrebarile
the wells relieve the drought/ they bring the dread fintinile risipesc seceta/ aduc groaza
through the cold windows of the Moon prin ferestrele reci ale Lunii
that washes its face/ here/ in the broad afternoon light ce-si spala fata/ aici/ in plind amiaza

until the god grabs its armour/ he’s driving the stellar quadriga pind zeul isi ia armura/ mind quadriga stelara

with a length of knowledge cu o lungime de cunoastere

you/ the one who sow the Tiger’s future/ you count the bones  tu/ care insamintezi viitorul Tigrului/ numeri oasele

let the wheat count its flakes of coating lasa griul sa-si numere fulgii acoperirii
we raise our hands/ we feel the drawers of confidence and ridicdm bratele/ cu toate degetele
envy

)
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with all our fingers pipdim setarele increderii si invidiei
practicants of fasting and isolation practicanti ai postului si izoldrii
who went through the puberty’s forks trecuti prin furcile pubertatii
we recognize each other/ from inside the dried mouth ne recunoastem/ din gura secatuita
abandoned ourselves to one another abandonati unul altuia
you/ tamer of the Cobra from the Tiger’s fur tu/ imblinzitorul Cobrei din parul Tigrului
change the butterflies/ sleep in the eye’s abyss schimba fluturii/ dormi in abisul ochiului
divided silicon doll/ the rolled void pdpusad de siliciu divizatd/ gol rostogolit
the table top is supported by its three legs pe trei picioare e tablia
the cloth of the table where we take glasses from fata mesei de unde luam pahare
hawk-like claws/ straight looks miini de uliu/ priviri drepte
laying on the balance’s shoulders pe umerii echilibrului
of a perfect stability al desavarsitei stabilitati
you/ the spider breeder from among the Tiger’s paws tu/ crescdtorul de paianjeni din labele Tigrului

)

Translation
Calé

November 2016



Translation Café, Issue 170
Poems by Cassian Maria Spiridon
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Izabela Vate

54
gather your circumstances/ your refused deeds adund-ti imprejurdrile/ faptele refuzate
the Judge is sharpening the flight’s feathers Judecatorul ascute penele zborului
to see what is its underneaths pentru aflarea dedesubtului
don’t let yourself become untangled nu te ldsa cuprins
the endless has a greedy breast nesfirsitul are pieptul lacom
it is horrible e uriciune
the dawn hasn’t broken yet incd nu s-au revdrsat zorii
its waters will spare you of/ ague pele lui s te crute/ de friguri
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You, Runner Alergatorule
you/ who wear the Tiger’s bells, tu/ care porti clopoteii Tigrului
ears, and tassels/ the Bastard’s hat urechile si ciucurii/ paldria Bastardului
furthermore/ the tanned leather/ the high boots mai mult/ pielea tabacitd/ ciubotele inalte
and the copper nails cuiele de arama
open the chest/ ventricle after ventricle deschide sipetul/ ventricul dupa ventricul
don’t be afraid nu-ti fie teama

of the hand that spares de minia ce curdta
it takes your scales iti ia solzii
you, follower of the secret, insotitor al tainei

beggar of the whole cersetorul intregului
stand up/ acknowledge the one that is as great as the Skies ridicd-te/ recunoaste pe cel mare cit Cerul

)
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born on Resurrection Day and ending up in hell

you were born on Resurrection Day
when all the people/ animals/ plants
a cloud of insects/ fish

are surrounded by the Light

the clearer your head is
the sharper you hear them
your feet/ are reddened

on each of their sides

like the resistance members brought
to interrogatories

and the soul's flesh/
entirely shredded

56

ndscut de Inviere si nimerind in iad

esti ndscut de Inviere
cind oameni/ animale/ plante
gizele puzderii/ pestii

sint toate cuprinse de Lumina

cu cit mai limpede ai mintea
iti simti mai ascutit
tdlpile/ de-o parte si de alta

inrosite

ca de la bastoanele primite
la anchete
si carnea sufletului/

pe de-antregul sfisiata

)
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like the sea's eye/ at dusk ca ochiul marii/ in apus
hanging from the sun rays' claws de cédngile de raze
you see the world scattered vezi firea risipitd
there's no room/ it's impossible n-ai loc/ nu-i chip
to spend your entire dowry/ moment by moment da-ti cheltui/ fara rest
without getting/ anything in return intreaga zestre/ clipa dupa clipa
burning/ like a pyre iluminat/ ca un rug
where the hand is resting in care mina odihneste
you see/ the Man hanging there vezi/ Omul suspendat
being born on Resurrection Day nascut de Inviere
and ending up in hell si nimerind in Iad
the shirt woven with your days/ has been ripped off of you cadmasa ta de zile/ ti-a fost smulsa
you remain naked ramii gol

)
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as the day you were born/ on Resurrection day precum la nastere/ in dimineata Invierii
but/ you and me dar/ eu cu mine
are no longer in communion nu mai sint in comuniune
Ek ok ook 3

we are waiting for the future to reveal asteptam ca viitorul sa-si spuna

its full name intregul nume
the paths where/ day and night cardrile pe unde/ zi si noapte

the moment is rolling rostogolitd-i clipa
like a wheel of light precum o raza de lumina

that has no axle or spikes fara osie si fard spite
we are sitting unmoving/ in a torture chair stam nemiscati/ in scaunul de tortura

1 want a unicorn to come sd vind o licorna

)
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a stitch has opened in the skies in norui s-a deschis o copca
the Moon rays are pouring out of it pe unde razele de Lunad se revarsa
as in water avalanches precum in avalanse apa
a tower/ o turlda/

is screwing itself in the skies se insurubd in ceruri
and the evening is setting in si seara se-asterne
like a creaking rug ca un covor scirtiitor
the soul is breathing sufletul respira
it is enveloping the unicorn’s sight invaluie la inorog privirea

)

Translation
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The discovery of the shadow

it has clung to your feet
the one that looks just like you
lying on the ground
it steps before you
it is a rug that life is laying out for you

when the sunset comes

just discovered/ shadow
that you are struggling to get away from

with an expression of shock on your face

on pavements and grey streets
in the night’s gleaming light

there comes a moment

60

Descoperirea umbrei

ti s-a lipit de talpi
ceea ce-ti seamdnd intocmai
culcatd pe pamint

pdseste in fata ta
e un covor ce ti-1 asterne viata

cind vine peste toti amurgul

umbrd / abia descoperita
de care lupti sd te lepezi

cu o uimire de-nceput de lume

pe trotuare si strdzi cenusii
in lumina tirzie

vine clipa

Translation
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when your only companion remains cind nu-ti rdmine aldturi

your shadow decit umbra

Translation
Cafli
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The meeting of the god

Poseidon is calling back the wind
from the sea full of islands

the old god is sending his blowers
/ against those who enter

his temple/

the churning air/ its force

carries me/ through corners
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Intilnirea zeului

Poseidon cheama vintul

din largul plin de insule
batrinul zeu trimite suflatorii
/ in contra celor care-i calca

templul/

aerul involburat/ puterea lui

ma poarta printre coloane

the God of the Sea is possessed by a ferocious anger cumplitd minie stdpineste pe regele Marii

it has sunk ships

are corabii Tnecate

none of the ships that have gone on sea dintre cele plecate in larg

is now docked at the shore!

niciuna la tarmuri acostata!

)
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or/ forgotten for centuries

abandoned between dolphins and sea cliffs
when he hears the sound of footsteps

he slips/ through the ruined columns

he makes his presence known forcefully

from between the winds cast away by
the waters

Ek ok

you are/ among empty barrels/
lonely
by the statue of an old ruler
hungry pigeons are flying in circles
on benches,/ a couple of lethargic/ pensioners

(having left their homes/ after a long winter

)

63

or/ uitat de veacuri

abandonat intre delfini si stinci marine
cind aude pasii

se strecoard /printre coloanele-n ruina
da semn puternic

prin vintul alungat de ape

ook 3

te afli/ printre butoaie goale/
singur

linga statuia unui vechi domnitor

porumbeii flaiminzi dau roata

pe banci/ apatici/ citiva pensionari

(iesiti/ dupd o lungd iarnd

Translation
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when the buds pierce la vremea cind mugurii strabat
through the thick skin of the trees) prin pielea groasad)

they gathered/ make themselves heard sint adunati/ spre ascultare

under the tree of life sub arborele vietii
it brims over de la stapinul sferei

from the master of the sphere ca din altarul purtdtor de mir

as from the altar that stores the chrism se revarsa
the whole Spirit of the Secret intregul Duh al Tainei
on Resurrection Sunday de sarbatoare Invierii
among metal train tracks and goods trains printre sine de fier si vagoane de marfa

forgotten uitate
the celandine raises its/ yellowed/ rostopasca isi ridicd/ ingdlbenita/
face of light fata ei de lumina

Translation
Calé

November 2016




Translation Café, Issue 170
Poems by Cassian Maria Spiridon

Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Izabela Vate

An unequal fight

I
Helios is sending the mortals
long/ sad sun rays

that fall on their eyes

II

at dawn it cleans/ its golden face

of clouds

and it slowly makes its way/ through the waves
towards the shores

a sphere/ red at first/

it darkens

becomes hotter, to incandescence

the Ocean awakes/ it sends its waves

)

65

O luptd inegald

I
raze lungi/ posomorite
cazute peste ochi

trimite Helios catre muritori

II

in zori se curdtd/ pa fata-i aurita
de nouri

si-ncet cararea/ pe valuri/

cdtre tdrmuri isi indreapta

o sferd/ la-nceputuri rosie/
intunecata

se-ncinge pind la incandescenta

Oceanul se trezeste/ isi trimite valuri

Translation
Calé

November 2016



Translation Café, Issue 170
Poems by Cassian Maria Spiridon
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Izabela Vate

the path, that the sun is laying over the waters,
before the adorers of the east,

is bouncing on their back

I

stricken/ with long regrets

that the sun at sunset

gathers all day long

over the Ocean/ it pulls towards itself

the path of fire/ that is becoming more and more drained
you can barely see it

but the disc/ now red

buries its face in clouds of sadness

in the great Ocean of the night/ flooded with waters

)
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pe spinarea lor saltd calea
ce soarele asterne peste ape

catre inchindtorii rasaritului

II

cuprins/ de lungi regrete

ce ziua-ntreaga le aduna

soarele-n apus

peste Ocean/ isi trage cdtre sine
calea de foc/ tot mai secéatuita

abia de se mai vede

dar discul/ de acuma rosu

fata isi ingroapa in nouri de tristete

in marele Ocean al noptii/ potopit de ape

Translation
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IV

the final stream of light envelopes the abandoned
Citadel/

cobblestones/ houses/ palaces/ once stately

are now neglected/

the long and dry hand of oblivion is present everywhere

\Y

the sea is devouring even the last slice

of the red disc

i am left with the crepuscle and the scent of seaweed
a breeze is rushing to the shores

cast away by the murmuring restless

waters/ it breathes tiredly

along with the soul that is still accompanying me

)

67

IV

ultina lumind invéaluie Cetatea
pdrasita/

pavaje/ case/ palate/ falnice cindva
sint astazi paragind/

peste tot doar mina lunga si uscatd a uitdrii

\Y

din discul rosu

si ultima felie o inghite marea

am rdmas cu inserarea si mirosul de alge
o brizd alearga cdtre maluri

alungatd de apele usor frematdtoare
nelinistite/ respira obosita

ca sufletul ce inca ma-nsoteste

Translation
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VI

the evening is allowing itself to be conquered
swallowed by the dark mouth

that is rising greedily from the Ocean

an unequal fight/ against a gigantic Dragon

that pulls down the starry curtain of the night

VIl

the Archangel/ that was left on the shore

is moving/ through the fog

that is timidly enveloping the entire beach

his wings that are tying the heart and the thought to the earth

are fluttering

Lk okl

68

VI

seara se lasa cotropitd

inghitita de gura intunecatd

ce se ridicd lacomd din Ocean

o luptd inegald/ c-un urias Balaur

ce trage cortina instelatd a noptii

VII

Arhanghelul/ uitat pe tdirm

se miscd/ prin ceata
Ce-nvaluie timid intreaga plaja
cutremurate ii sunt aripele

ce leagd de pamint/ inima si gindul

% ok o

Translation
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we are climbing the mountain urcam pe munte
followed by sister penance cu penitenta surioara
(she understands (ea intelege
more than we are capable of) mai mult decit suntem in stare)
into the valley/ the graveyard in vale/ cimitirul
is ready/ it is waiting patiently este pregatit/ asteapta rabdator
just like the Mountains and the Ocean precum Muntii si Oceanul
all of them are understanding/ like the mothers cu totii ingdduitori/ ca mamele
who are waiting for their babies ce isi asteaptd pruncii
(they are marching without a trace/ (ei umbld farda urme/

without fears and naked fara spaime si goi
through the desert that is full of holes and sweat prin pustiul plin de gropi si sudori
they are born from the sky sint ndscuti din vdazduh
lost among spirits) ratdciti printre duhuri)

Translation
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70
mother mama
your image/ on water edges imaginea ta/ pe margini de ape
is crossing the light strabate lumina

you are ascending/ it is getting more and more difficult to see  te inalti/ te vad tot mai greu

us

i am blinded sint orbit

by too much whiteness de alb peste alb

i stay humble ramin smerit

the ascent ends urcusul se termina
in the thick sail in pinza deasa

of the snow a ninsorii
under the widowed/ orphaned sky sub cerul vaduvit/ orfan

)
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It is the hour when the plane flies by

I am enveloped in cold/ the crickets are chirping

over hills and houses/ at ten o’clock at night
the airplane flies by

lingering at the end of the world

here/ where all the stars are put in order

my life is dotted with knots

a different one catches me tighter/ every time

like sea creatures in fish nets

caught in air traps

only you and your heart can understand

a hand is knotting itself around the lifeline
and pulls out

bullet after bullet

71

E ora cind trece avionul

sint cuprins de rdcoare/ greierii cintd

peste dealuri si case/ la orele zece din noapte
trece avionul

rdmas in marginea lumii

aici/ unde stelele toate sint rinduite

am viata punctatd cu noduri

mereu altul ma prinde/ mai strins

ca pe vietdtile marii-n ndvoade

prinse in capcane de aer

doar tu si inima ta inteleg

o mind se-nnoada pe linia vietii
si trage

glont dupa glont

Translation
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it is the hour when the plane flies by
its deafening roar/ in the sky
and the crickets/ with their chirping forearms

are conquering the night

Ek okl

i see my hands
as for the first time
i have long fingers
so that I am can know my limits/

my knees are God’s servants

i have thin phalanges
the joints in the first hand are swollen

the nails

72

e ora cind trece avionul
vuietul tot mai surd/ in vazduh
si greierii/ cu antebrate cintdtoare

cuceresc noaptea

ook 3

imi vad miinile
ca pentru prima oard
am degetele lungi
spre a-mi cunoaste limita/

genunchii intru Domnul slujitori

am falangele subtiri
la prima cu-ncheieturile umflate

la unghii

Translation
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have well-defined lunulas

a limewash-white on the rosy surface/
with swollen veins/ an accentuated landform

a fist the size of the heart

the lines are visible in the palm
they are all slipping through the mountains
visible from afar
a changing geography
from the height we watch

the whole twisting and turning

a geometry lacking all sort of things
semicircles and ovals

parallel/ interlined

73

lunula bine conturata

un alb de var pe-ntinderea rozalba/
cu venele umflate/ un reflief accentuat

cu pumnul cit inima de mare

in palma sint liniile clare
toate se strecoard printre muntii
vizibili de departe
o geografie schimbdtoare
dupa indltimea de la care

privim intreaga serpuire

o geometrie plind de elipse
de semicercuri si ovale

linii paralele/ incrucisate

Translation
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triangles and trapezes
twisted squares
cavities where

a beloved breast takes shelter
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sau razlete
triunghiuri si trapeze
pdtrate deformate
scobituri in care

un sin iubit isi afld addpost

Translation
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On one morning Intr-o dimineatd

so many problems can be fixed with a bullet atitea lucruri se rezolva cu un glonte
and yet so many more remain si atitea incd mai ramin

remain waiting in asteptare
like the night that is dreaming the morning’s arrival ca noaptea ce viseaza dimineata
and love to hold its lover in its arms si iubirea pe iubitul ei in brate
there are bullets and there are guns existd gloante si exista arme
and shooters to press the trigger si tragatori s-apese
there are wonderful moments existd clipe minunate
that pass/ like the immortal grass ce trec/ ca iarba cea nemuritoare
the hearts are fair juste sint inimile

before the Skies in fata Cerului

from which an army of eyes/ as many as the stars de unde ochi puzderie/ cit stelele multime

)
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are resting/ resting on humble foreheads

pressed foreheads/ heated bodies

are feeling for each other/ the all-knowing hand is leading
them

streams of water are swirling inside my brain
they are not giving me a chance

they are flowing down from the mountain
sweeping trees and stones

rips off hearts
driving them far/

far away

it remains

that feeling/ when the sun hasn’t risen yet

)
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stau/ stau peste crestete smerite

lipite frunti/ infierbintate trupuri

se cautd/ mina stiutoare le indruma

o adunare de ape se-nvolburd-n creier
nu-mi dau nici o sansa

se revarsd din munte
matura arbori si stinci

smulge inimi
le mina departe/

departe

ramine

acel sentiment/ cind soarele inca n-a aparut

Translation
Calé

November 2016




Translation Café, Issue 170
Poems by Cassian Maria Spiridon
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Izabela Vate

77

but its light/ more and more intensifying dar lumina lui/ tot mai sporitoare
is tearing the night apart/ brings coldness with it sfisie noaptea/ asaza rdcoare
a feeling that everything can un sentiment cd totul poate

/ start over/ / dela capdt /
thousand times/ more vigorously cu inmiitd vigoare/ sd-nceapa
in spite of all these cu toate acestea
you are carrying on your back ai in spate

- gathered in knots adunate in noduri

frozen at peaks and bright in their fall - congelate in creste si luminoase caderi
your life doings faptele vietii
well past my youth’s cross trecut de crucea tineretii

i am holding a bird cage port o colivie

for the raven that won’t come pentru corbul ce va sd nu vina

)

Translation
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a mechanism that self-devours itself

is grinding/ moment by moment/ the possible

it materializes out of thin air/ acquires a body

from the cosmic dust/ from ashes
it grabs life by its throat
on the field that is covered with grass

/ a moving marble/

it allows itself talked about by a river

that digged its eternity in clay

here it officiates
with a sealed mouth

frightened eyes/ it is looking
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78

ook ok

un mecanism ce se autodevora

isi macina/ clipd de clipa/ posibilul
se intrupa din aer/ capata corp

din praful cosmic/ din pulbere

se ia de git cu viata

pe cimpul proaspat inverzit

/ 0 marmurd-n miscare/

se lasd vorbit de un riu

ce si-a sapat eternitatea in lut

aici oficiaza
cu gura astupata

cu ochii Inspdimintd/ cauta

Translation
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the hour of unfavour/ shall arrive veni-va ceasul/ neingdduintei
with clay wings cu aripi de argilad
of future reptile-bird de viitoare pasdre-reptila
it descends/ it arrives from the heights of the skies coboard/ vine din inalturi
it blooms infloreste
it will keep them/ it is certain/ it is a battlefield isi va pdstra/ e sigur/ e un loc de batalie
Ek ok ook 3
the sun’s carriage cu uimitoare viteza
has crashed behind the cliffs dupa stinci s-a prabusit
with an incredible speed carul soarelui
dragging the reddened light’s bedding after it into the abyss tragind in prdpastie cearceaful inrosit al luminii
the prophesying, crisp shadow of the night/ is coming in loc vine umbra rdcoroasd/ prevestitoare
to replace it a noptii

)
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unloosed from day’s girdle

80

desprinse de la briul zilei

the evening’s ink bottles are overflowing calimdrile serii revarsa

they are enveloping the planet

invading plains and palaces

only the mountain’s contour/ on the red sky
still bears the traces of the fall
like a dear memory

you have left behind completely

the heat of the day dies away in the night’s arms
the grass blades have hidden in the ground/ thirsty
the Moon shows its tumid face

from among the toxic/ phosphorus clouds

the anxiety/ just like the evening/ is

silently enveloping me

cuprind planeta

invadeaza cimpii si palate

doar conturul muntelui/ pe cerul ros-vinat
mai poarta urmele cdderii
ca o amintire indragita

de care nu te-ai despartit cu totul

cdldura zilei se stinge in bratele noptii
firele de iarba s-au ascuns in pamint/ insetate
printre norii de fosfor/ toxic

Luna isi arata o fata tumefiata

mutd/ ingrijorarea/ precum seara

ma-mpresoara

Translation
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I am intoxicating

the sun is setting/ it is descending in the romanian plain
withering/ after the harvest
gently/ content it is laying down under the last of its rays

like a woman who has given birth to enough babies

under the long autumn’s arm

burdened by tears

we are marching through the evening’s wound
shivering with the future cold

our heads are uncovered/ as if we are participating in
a funeral procession

we are welcomed into the pallor’s arms
above us/ the Moon’s sickle is rising

incisively

81

Sint ametitoare

soarele coboard/ se scufundd in cimpia romina
ingalbenitd/ dupa recolta
blind/ impdcata se asterne sub ultima raza

ca o femeie implinitd de nasteri

sub bratul lung al toamnei
ingreunati de lacrimi

inaintdm prin rana serii
infiorati de frigul viitor

avem capetele descoperite/ ca la cortegiu

sintem primiti in bratele palorii
deasupra se tnaltd/ tdioasa

secera Lunii

Translation
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soon
the snow will fall
like powdered sugar/ sifted over grooves
the grooves are enormous/
endless in length

they seem slices/ from Gaia’s wedding cake

they are intoxicating
like metaphysics/

laying there frozen with cold

82

in curind

ca o pudra de zahar/ peste brazde

cade zapada

sint brazde uriase/
nesfirsite in lungimea lor

par felii/ din tortul de nunta al Geei
asa incremenite in frig

sint ametitoare/

ca metafizica

Y
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Interview with the poet

Cassian Maria Spiridon

Mr. Cassian Maria Spiridon, first of all, I would want to thank
you for accepting to answer to my questions and to take part in this
interview. The opportunity that I was offered through the MA
programme I am enrolled in, that is to interview you, brings me
immense joy.

When did you first find out that you had the vocation for being
a poet, given the fact that you had initially chosen to work in the
technical sector? When did you write the first poem of your career /
life? When you first did that, were you thinking that you would
become a poet or the whole process was a spontaneous act?

When I learnt to read, at the age of seven, I bought a
couple of small diaries where I would write, every day or every
time I thought it was necessary, what I thought it was

)
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Interviu cu poetul

Cassian Maria Spiridon

Domnule Cassian Maria Spiridon, as dori, mai intdi de toate,
sd vd multumesc cd ati acceptat sa-mi raspundeti la intrebdr si sa luati
parte la acest interviu. Md bucurd foarte mult oportunitatea pe care
programul de masterat pe care l-am urmat mi-o oferd, aceia de a vi
intervieva.

Cand ati descoperit cd aveti vocatie de poet, avind in vedere cd
dumneavoastrd, initial, ati ales domeniul tehnic? Cind ati compus
primul poem din cariera / viata dumneavoastrd? Atunci cind afi facut
acest lucru, vid gandeati cd vefi fi si poet sau totul a fost un act
spontan?

Cind, la sapte ani, am fost alfabetizat mi-am procurat
niste agende mici in care notam zilnic sau cind credeam de
cuviintd ceea ce dupd mintea mea de atunci pdrea important,

ansla-\‘-ion
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important back then. Things of little importance, such as: “My
mum and I paid aunt Maria, the dressmaker, a visit. There I ate poale-
n brau, etc. etc.” and many other tricks I used to do as a child.
The diaries are, of course, lost now. They would raise a laugh if
someone read them now.

It was then when I first discovered the joy of reading. I
have been an insatiable reader ever since. I think that one of the
first conditions for a person to become a writer is to possess the
capacity of being a good reader. If this condition is met then all
he must do is be predestined to ... write.

Towards the end of my high school years, when I felt
that I had something to tell, I started writing. In the first year of
college, I sent a couple of poems to the Cronica magazine, to lasi
and to the Romdnia Literard magazine, to Bucharest. I personally
attended the meetings held by the Amfiteatru cultural magazine
- I was a student at Politehnica in the capital at that time.

I have noticed that the themes you explore in your poems are
among the most diverse. Are there some predilect themes that you

)
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gen: Am fost cu mama in vizitd la tanti Maria, croitoreasa. La ea
am mincat ,poale-n briu” etc. etc. si multe alte nazbitii.
Agendele, normal, s-au pierdut. Lecturate acum ar fi fost de tot

hazul.

Tot atunci am descoperit cartea. Am fost si am ramas de
atunci un cititor insatiabil. Cred cd o prima conditie pentru un
scriitor este s aiba talent de cititor. Indeplinitd aceast3 conditie,
rdmine sa fie hardzit... a scrie.

Catre sfirsitul liceului, cind am simtit cd am ceva de spus
am inceput si scriu. In primul an de facultate am trimis poeme
la Cronica din lasi si Romdnia literard din Bucuresti, m-am dus
personal la Amfiteatru - eram student politehnist in Capitala.

Am observat cd temele pe care le abordafi in poeziile
dumneavoastrda sunt dintre cele mai diverse. Existd totusi anumite

Transla+tion
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always address to when you write your poems?

The predilect themes are identical to the ones present in
any poet’s poems: life, death, love, sadness, melancholy ... the
only difference is that every poet makes them wear his own
shirt.

Where do you find your creative inspiration ? Does it appear
spontaneously or is it the result of an entirely conscious process?

Inspiration, the muse, as it is called, comes whenever it
wants ... I can deal with a strong emotion that wants to become
a poem anywhere and any time. “The first verse,” says Valéry,
“is offered to you by God after the poem has been put away in the
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drawer and it has ‘cooled down,”” then the process of working
with the text soon follows, which is a conscious one and
through which we try, as much as that is possible, to offer the

reader an as good as possible understanding of it.

As I was gathering information about you, trying to
understand better the cultural and political context you performed
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teme predilecte, la care apelati mereu atunci cand vd scrieti poeziile?

Temele predilecte sunt aceleasi, abordate de orice poet,
viatd, moarte, iubire, tristete, melancolie... dar fiecare Ie

imbraca in cdmasa lui proprie.

Unde vd gdsifi inspiratia creatoare? Vine spontan sau este
rezultatul unui proces constient?

Inspiratia, muza, cum e stiut, vine cind doreste...
Oriunde, oricind ma pot intilni cu o emotie care se vrea poem.
Primul vers, spune Valéry, ti-l ddruieste Dumnezeu, dupa,
poemul std in sertar si cind emotia s-a ,rdcit”, urmeaza lucrul
pe text, unul constient prin care asiguram, pe cit posibil, o cit
mai bund intelegere posibilului cititor.

Culegand informatii despre dummneavoastrd, incercind sd
inteleg mai bine contextul cultural si politic in care v-afi desfasurat
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your literary activity, I found out that most of your writing activity
took place during the communist regime. Tell me, how difficult was it
for you to find your personal identity during a regime whose survival
was conditioned by censure and oppression?

I wrote without paying attention to the regime’s
requirements. I decided not to publish anything and wait for “a
window to open” and, every two years or less often than that,
when the poems I would suggest be published could “slip” into
the pages of the literary magazines, during the short breaks
from the usual biased “salutes”.

I had to wait six years after winning the editorial début
competition for my first poetry volume to be published, volume
that was thoroughly censured by the publishing house, but I
didn’t succumb to the pressure put on me by the management
of the publishing house to “offer” them more “adequate”
poems to be published.

I republished my uncensored début volume thirty years
later, in 2005, in parallel with the one that passed through the
Caudine Forks of the publishing house. It could be used as a
case study on how censure worked during Communism.

)
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activitatea, am aflat cd mare parte din activitatea dumneavoastrd
scriitoriceascd s-a desfasurat in timpul regimului comunist. Spunei-
mi, cat de dificil v-a fost sd vd gdsifi identitatea intr-un regim a cdrei
insdsi supravietuire era conditionatd de cenzurd si opresiune?

Am scris fdrd a tine seama de cerintele regimului. Nu am
facut nici un compromis. Am preferat sa nu public, sd astept o
,fereastra” si la doi ani o datd sau mai mult, cind poemele
propuse se puteau ,strecura” in reviste printre scurtele pauze

fara ,salutdri” partinice.

A durat sase ani de la cistigarea concursului de debut
editorial pind la aparitia volumului, bine ,hdacuit” de editurg,
dar nu am cedat presiunii conducerii editurii de a ,oferi”

7
poeme ,adecvate”.

Am publicat dupa trei decenii, in 2015 cartea de debut
necenzurata in paralel cu ce a trecut prin furcile editurii. Poate
fi luatd ca studiu de caz despre cum functiona cenzura
comunistd.
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How hard was it for you to start a family during that period?
What decision did you take on what education to offer your two
children? What did you teach them? Did you teach them to defy the
censure or obey to it, in order to protect them from the consequences
that so many people had suffered before them?

We had known each other ever since high school. We got
married when we were still in college. We have a daughter and
a son together. Our daughter has graduated from the Medical
School and our son from the Faculty of Economic Sciences.

In 89 our daughter wasn’t fourteen yet and our son was
nine years old but they do remember the long queues in front of
Alimentard.

Given the fact there had been numerous other people, part of
the Romanian intellectuals, who had been offered and accepted, some
of them out of fear, others willingly, to collaborate with the Securitate
as informers, I would want to know whether you were made the same
offer at some point in your career?

They tried but I refused them diplomatically.

)
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Cat de dificil v-a fost sd intemeiati o familie in acea perioadd?
Ce decizie ati luat cu privire la educatia pe care sd le-o oferiti celor doi
copii ai dumneavoastrd? In ce spirit i-afi educat? I-afi Tnvdtat sd se
opund cenzurii sau sd se supund ei, pentru a-i proteja de consecinfele
pe care le-au suferit atit de multe persoane inaintea lor?

Ne-am cunoscut inca din liceu. In studentie ne-am
casatorit. Avem o fata si un bdiat. Fata a terminat medicina iar

baiatul stiinte economice.

In ’89 fata incd nu implinea 14 ani, iar baiatul avea 9 ani,

dar tin minte si acum cozile la Alimentara.

Avand in vedere cd au existat numeroase alte persoane, parte a
intelectualititii romanesti, carora li s-a propus si au §i acceptat, unii
dintre ei din teamd, altii benevol, si colaboreze cu Securitatea in
calitate de informatori, as dori sd stiu dacd §i dumneavoastrd vi s-a
ficut candva o astfel de propunere?

Au incercat, dar i-am refuzat diplomatic.
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What motivated you to keep your creative integrity and not
allow your writings to be infused with the communist motifs, as
countless men of culture, colleagues not only from the same

generation as yours but also from the generations that preceded
it, did?

I wanted and succeeded in maintaining my moral
integrity, in staying morally unblemished. I chose to work in
manufacturing, as they used to called it then, and not sell my
soul for a fleeting appearance in a magazine. Although I was
being constantly asked to make these kind of compromises, I
refused.

Many of the books you have written focus on these acts of
injustice and on the atrocities that the communist regime committed.
Except for the hardships that most of the people living in this country
suffered, did the communist regime affected you in any other way?

If the communist regime hadn’t collapsed I wouldn’t
have been able to express myself as a writer, I wouldn’t have
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Ce v-a motivat sa vd pdstrati integritatea creatoare si sd nu
permiteti ca scriitura dumneavoastrd sdi fie infuzatd de motivele
comuniste, asa cum au facut-o numerosi alti oameni de culturd, colegi
de generatie cu dumneavoastrd, dar si din generatiile de dinaintea celei
care a precedat-o pe a dumneavoastri?

Am vrut si am reusit sa-mi pdstrez integritatea morald,
sd ramin cinstit sufleteste. Am preferat sa lucrez in productie,
cum se spunea atunci, sd nu-mi vind sufletul pentru o aparitie
intr-o revistd. Desi am fost permanent solicitat sa fac astfel de
compromisuri, am refuzat.

Foarte multe dintre titlurile semnate de dummneavoastrd au
drept temd aceste nedreptiti si atrocitifi infiptuite de regimul
comunist. Exceptand privatiunile de care au avut parte majoritatea
locuitorilor tirii, v-a mai afectat in vreun fel regimul comunist?

Dacd nu se prdabusea comunismul n-as fi putut sd ma
exprim ca scriitor, nu as fi putut publica cele peste patruzeci de
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been able to publish more than forty books etc.

What do you think the society’s attitude, especially the
political class’s attitude towards the horrors that the communist
regime committed, should be and what measure should be taken to
avoid these atrocities are committed again?

Without the process of lustration, of de-communisation,
our society won’t be able to attain social conciliation. Almost
twenty six years have passed and the old / new nomenclature
is still controlling the country directly or from behind the
shadows. The only thing left is for the law to do its duty and for
the voters to act responsibly and be aware of who they are
voting for.

Are you disappointed in the way the events have taken place
on the political but also cultural stage during the years that followed
the Revolution of 19892 Do you think our society has recorded a
cultural progress or suffered regress?

We are offered the freedom of speech, the freedom of

)

89

volume etc.

Care credeti cd ar trebui sd fie atitudinea societdifii, mai cu
seamd a clasei politice vizavi de ororile pe care regimul le-a comis i ce
mdsuri credefi cd ar trebui luate pentru a evita repetarea lor?

Fard lustratie, fard decomunizare nu vom ajunge la
conciliere sociald. Au trecut aproape doudzeci si sase de ani si
tot vechea/ noud nomenclatura dirijeaza politic direct sau din
umbrd. Nu ramine decit ca legea sd-si facd datoria si alegatorii
sd fie responsabili si constienti cind voteaza.

Sunteti dezamigit de felul in care s-au derulat evenimentele pe
scena politicd, dar si pe cea culturald in anii care au urmat revolutiei?
Credeti cd societatea a inregistrat un progres sau un regres pe plan
cultural?

Avem asigurata libertatea de exprimare, libertatea de
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movement, our country is a member of the EU and the NATO.
Is it too little?

You state that more and more historians are admitting that
lasi is the first city where the Romanian Revolution of December 1989
started. Had there been moments when you were afraid, when you
wished you hadn't tried to organize that peaceful protest? Did you
ever want, even for a moment, to be able to turn back time?

I don’t regret my involvement in the Romanian Revolution
of December 1989. I would have been terribly ashamed if I hadn’t

taken part in the liberation from the communism regime.

Taking a look back over the years, how easy is it for an aspirant
writer / poet to become known now, than it was thirty years ago? I am
talking about the steps an aspirant to this title needs to take and the
content his work should have in order to have a successful writing
career.

Self-affirmation conditions of a young aspirant are
natural today and incomparably more favourably. The literary
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miscare, suntem membri UE si NATO. Sa fie putin lucru?

Afirmati cd tot mai mulfi istorici admit faptul cd lasi-ul este
primul oras in care Revolutia din decembrie 1989 ar fi inceput. Au
fost momente in care v-afi temut si afi dorit sd nu fi incercat s
organizati acest protest pasnic? V-ati dorit vreun moment sd fi putut
da timpul Tnapoi?

Nu regret implicarea in Revolutia din Decembrie '89. Mi-
ar fi fost ingrozitor de rusine sa nu fi participat la eliberarea de

comunism.

Privind retrospectiv, cat de usor i este unui scriitor / poet
aspirant sd se remarce, in zilele noastre, fatd de acum treizeci de ani?
M refer la pasii pe care trebuie sd-i urmeze un aspirant la acest titlu
si la continutul pe care ar trebui sd-1 aibd opera sa pentru a reusi?

Conditiile de afirmare ale unui tindr aspirant sunt firesti
astdzi si incomparabil de favorabile. Revistele si editurile
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magazines and publishing houses are supporting débutantes.

The natural condition is to possess the necessary natural talent. As for
the rest, everyone finds his own place according to his talents.

How does the reading public seem to you now than the one
from thirty years ago, especially given the fact that the censure has
disappeared completely from culture? Has the number of the poetry
readers decreased or increased, do they seem more interested in
literature to you?

The poetry readers have always been few and ever since
we have gained our freedom and the ,lizards” have
dissappeared, only those for whom poetry is a food for the soul,

without which they cannot survive, have remained.
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sprijind debutantii.

Conditia fireascd este sd fii atins de aripa harului. In rest, fiecare isi
afld locul dupd dimensiunea talentului propriu.

Cum vi se pare publicul cititor de literaturd actual fati de cel
de acum treizeci de ani, mai ales datd fiind disparitia cenzurii de orice
fel in culturd? A scazut numdrul cititorilor, vi se par mai interesati de
literatura?

Cititorii de poezie au fost totdeauna putini, iar in
libertate, cind au dispdrut ,sopirlele” au ramas doar cei pentru
care poezia este o hrana sufleteasca de care nu se pot lipsi.
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