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Bring the verbs along Aducew verbele
We pridefully step inside the book Noi intrnm “n carte trufie
and say: 'H spunem:
A love poem Un poem de dragoste
is truer e mai adevnirat

than a night of love

A poem of fear
is more terrible than fear itself

A poem about death
is more real than death itself

decét o noapte de dragoste

Un poem al spaimei
e mai cumplit decét spaima

Un poem despre moarte
e mai real decat moartea

We step inside the book Noi intrnm “n carte
and say: ‘Hspunem:

the verbs verbele

bring the verbs along aduceHrerbele

for The Last Supper pentru Cina cea de

)
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Summer pgayer

Light up my life. Give it meaning.
Be my shield against dread day and night.

Give me the velvet darkness of sleep without nightmares.

Give my body one day without pain

and give my mind one day without anguish.

Light me up with joy as clear

as this cool summer afternoon

when people walk on the sky

as though they were walking on a blue street & very wide
and strictly for pedestrians.

7

Rugnhnciune de varn

Lumi ne admeadhi in'eles

fii p a v ’deanoapteecorara spaimei
dAmi" ntunericul de cat iMfamra al
dn trupului meu o zi fnAarnAn dur

‘Hmin "lHmele o zi fArn angoase
| umi n-emA d&cu o bucurie seninn

ca damnaza asta rAcoroasnhn de
coOnd oamenii umbln pe cer

ca pe o stradn al bastrn
W strict pietonaln
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The limit

| stand in front of the elements as though they were a firing

squad

estimating my chances

earth water air fire

| stand frightened | stand erect:

i will not be able to cope with this

i will never be able to cross this threshold

She stands in front of the firing squad

she cannot swim she cannot walk on water

she cannot rise to the skies

she cannot pray

she stands like grass with her feet in the ground
She has loved

she has never died before

8

Pragul

Stau in fa'del el

calculandu-m
pnmont

ementelor ca in fa unui pluton de execu’ld

i Hnsele

apn aer foc

Stau Infrico’ktn stau verticaln:

n-o sn
peste

St nA
eanuH i e

"H ac

f a
pragudn ntsrteac nni ci odat n

"8l phutoriiulkui

s n ‘Heso antble perape

nu ‘Hie sn setnal™ella cer

nu ‘Hie snser
stn ca
Ea a iubit

eana ma
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Cosmetics
Some truths that do not ask to be invented:
date of birth dioptres height
the shadow of the haircut on the same wall

the prim recollections

Nothing about Amour in spring
about the truthfulness of fear

(Blessed be the forgottend laughs Master of the Hunt)
Marta learning the concept of angel

And there, inside the book i you mother of time A
a lipstick tube earnestly displayed

9

Cosmetich
Adevnruri C avemptaten U s e
data naHerii dioptriile nAl'lhea
umbra tunsorii pe acela’H perete

cuviincioasele aduceri aminte

Nimicdespre Amor pri mnvar a
despre verosimilul fricii

(Ferici"Hei uita™Hd rade maestrul de Vanntoare)
Marta = n \amd conceptul de Tnger

Ritncartei mamn a tfimpul ui
tubul de ruj etalat cu franche "&f

Translation
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December 2016

c

e

r



Translation Café, Issue172
Poemsby Marta Petreu
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Raluca Benea

Morning

Get ready to leave get ready
Out of this day | superbly step
The blessed have their memory spread on lotus leaves

The absence of the word so royal

the world of stone so treacherous
and treacherous to the pavement.

Get ready to leave get ready
Wild privet morning:
men countless men
adjust their smile and their tie
Get ready to leave get ready.

10
Dimineava

P r e dgHi-te de plecare pregite’lie-te

Din ziua aceasta ies cu
Ferici"lHau memoria intinsnh pe foi de lotus

Magni f i ¢aftuvantulaie n

mi ncinoasn | umea pi
W asfaltul ui mi nci

P r e gHi-te de plecare pregite’le-te
Diminea"Rlde lemn cainesc:
bnhAnriia ne rnHirba™H a

TH potrivesc zéambetul 'Hcravata

P r e gti-te de plecare pregite’le-te

Translation
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| t e t

Who is knocking on the gate of my heart? Nobody is

Who is knocking on the gate of my understanding? Nobody is

Who lives here? Nobody does

Who is sleeping in my bed

who is crumpling my pillow

who is making room in this enclosure
as large as a coffin

as a tiny chamber of my heart
Nobody

So itds ti me

for him to come

with his wings spread as wide as the sails of a ship
he who is my old acquaintancein times of fear

That fear which cradles me nurses me spamace mn | eaghnh
and takes me as if | were a little fish W mniA  du-awrepelti'ldr p e
there acolo

ltds time for him to come E vremea sn vinn

)
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E vremea

Cine bate la poarta inimii mele? Nimeni
Cine bate la poarta in'elegerii mele? Nimeni
Cine locuie'lie aici? Nimeni

Cine doarme in patul meu

cine imi mototole 'He perna

cine THiface locin spa’idl acesta

larg cat un sicriu

c Ot o TBlaimmmi? u

Nimeni

A’td o1 este vremea
sAn vinnA el

cu aripile cat panza de corabie

el vechea mea cundiin"Alla vreme de spaimn

Translation
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December 2016
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and make this moment bearable to me

to the glory of light and darkness

to the glory of pain which stands

both for my dog and for my brother

to the glory of the pain which shows me
how alive | am

)
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S fmni facn ceasul acest a

inspre slava luminii "Hintunericului
inspre slava durerii care-mi “lde loc

‘Hde caine Hde frate
nspre slava durerii ce-mi
cat de vie sunt

Translation
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December 2016
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On the other shore

| will leave. | will leave this place like a bird

l'tds ti me. I f it hurts me
| know this is right
Someoneds blade is severing

the harm within me from the harm within you
someone is cutting off the harm from the harm
Someone is digging up my roots.

| will leave. | will leave this place. | will not resist anymore
| will not fight anymore

Like a blackened piece of wood | let myself thrown

on the other shore

)
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Pe celnlalt mal
Voi pl eca. Eu voli pl eca de ai
E vremea. Dacn mn doar e
‘H i u 'Hcsécuane
Cineva separn cu | ama
rnul din mine de rnul din tin
cineva taie rnul de rnu

Cineva mn sapnh | a rndncinn
Voi pleca. Voi pleca de aici. Nu mai incerc nici o impotrivire
nici o lupthnh

Caunvreasc “nnegrit mn | as aru
pe celnlalt mal

Translation
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Spring applications
Spring carries along through parks and cafes

This is the point of euphoria i a landscape
changed imperceptibly

by the ideas passing through it

| candt remember
gentl e as it may
buttoned up

are familiar to me

t he
be:

gardens
your tee

Spring carries along through parks and cafes

domestic habits are far away and far away also is

the ritual happiness with which | welcome my master at certain
hours

This is the point of euphoria A myself identity
intimacy so long repressed i

to live your memories

as though you protected my body from inside

14

Aplica Wi de prim nvarn
PrimAvarn purtatn prin parcur
Acesta e rostul euforiei i un peisaj
prin care trecind
ideil e imperceptibil ~1 schi
Nu-mi ami ntesc gr hddideilumiea decor
poat e s u aletale adaesceniine

cu to Hasturii Tncheia™™
Tmi sunt cunoscute

Pri mavar n pparcuti grin cafenele:i n
departe ceremoniile domesti ce
cu care “mi “nt mpin la ore f
Acesta e rostul euforiei fi identitatea mea cu mine
intimitatea at’” ta vreme oprit
sfiH trnAniesc amintirile

cumde din A u n t rauocratiitrupul

Transla+tion
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The tea Ceaiul
Today I d6m not travelling anymAstnNnzi nu mai cnl ntoresc
today 1 dm sitting at the stonastnzi stau | a masa de

and drinking mad tea

from tall metal glasses
today 1 0dm drinki
today |1 0m
of the march hare

today | stay staked out like a lamb
Today you wil/

ng their tea

pl aying

c ome

‘Hbeau ceaiul nebunilor
din pahare inalte de metal
ceai ul |l or

astnzi beau

with the si astnzi mhA joc cu
ale iepurelui de martie
astnzprspawmi tn ca un mi el

today | OmAstnzi vei (Hephi

)

Translation
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Chapter I Capitolul Il
Evening by evening | confess my little acts of cowardice during Sear n de searn ~ miitntelpzalere de s c
the day:

how much | loved myself!

That | should luxuriate at leisure i look
| lie under the green public cover
(unseen

my body becomes hospitable and hot)

Oho! evening by evening | write you long letters
about the unimportant resignations of the day

| take off my glasses to describe youf
so much beauty (childish and useless
like a little country in a nuclear war)
battles with tears and honey

| have fought for you...

)

cit de mult m-am iubit!

Pendel et e sfini amnn al i nt
stau sub cuvertura publicn
(neprivit

trupul meu devine primitor ‘Hifierbinte)

Oho! s e ar fitbcdudungs sEresarin
despre micile abdichri
cmi scot ocheldarii sn
atita frumuse &l (copilnreasm

‘W i n u t &hnhich hta-unohzboi nuclear)
bhantnl i i 'HWmierd acr i mi

am purtat pentru tine...

Translation
Calé

December 2016
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| am alive

It hurts it hurts it hurts

my weak mortal flesh hurts

By day and by night awake and asleep

| dwell in the awareness of this pain

The soft marrow in my bones hurts

my pink thinned bones hurt

my skul |l hurts | i ke a |
boots

| am alive my mortal flesh hurts me

And my skeleton like an edged sword hurts inside me

)
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Sunt vie

MhA doare mn doar e mh

carnea mea puldn 'Hmuritoare

Ziua 'Hnoaptea treazn 'Hn somn

stau “"n acHwastn durer

MhA doare mnduva moal e

mn dor oasel ddtemel e r o
ng mn doare craniul ca o

car

Sunt vie mh doar e
i mu c hi

n- ca o spadn cu

Translation
Calé

December 2016
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| remember Tmi amintesc

| remember: day by day Imi amintesc: zi de zi
your heart was beating like a handful of coins i nima ta bntea ca un pumn de

tossed in the darkness azvarlite pe intuneric
at a closed window inr-o fereastrn “nchisn

Translation
Cafli

December 2016
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The pact

19

| would g ive one day of my existence for half a line i | say

Is that so?fi | wonder fi is that really so?

And how many lines would you trade for one happy day

Or: would you trade one happy day for a bit of a line

for some words
cheerful like a rattlesnake?

What would you trade for their uncertain eternity?

The hell with it. You stand like street venders

smuggling lines on the black market
Lines and curses in this dirty life

Youdd bet tielsayB lywtudulp bett er sh

Do not conjure the powers. Shut up:

look how the snake is hissing

| ook how iitsdnsllbellst t |
right before my very cheerful eyes

ng

Pactul
A’Hda o zi din existen"8dmea pentru o jumnitate de versfi spun

Chiar atd?fi mnintreb i chiar at&?

Mipentuo zi fericitdh cO©te versu
Sau: ai da o zi ferigitn pent
pentru cateva cuvinte

vesele ca untarpe cu clopo'ei?

Ce dai n schimbul ve'hhiciei lor improbabile?

La dracu. Stai ca precupéele
procurand versuri la negru
Versuri ‘Hinjurnturi Tn via“elasta murdarn

Mai bine taci i spun fi mai bine taci
Nu invoca puterile. Taci:

u i -teitum sasaietarpele

u i -tertum THiscutur i clopo™&i

drept sub ochii mei foarte veseli

Transla+tion
Calé
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Like myself

Till you turn thirty -one you have wasted the whole portion of
your courage
Oh. The courage for a lifetime

Now you stay frightened

happy events pass by you

Your merry heart expands its little chambers

and pumps out frozen coagulated blood

a kind of ivy green blood

or of any other climbers creepers green

Yes. This is the truth i watch it in the face

d o n 8 tapribi@s because nothing will change
a peerless uncovered vanity guides my absurd life

You stay frightened crouched at the periphery of happy events
Your heart as big as a flea diligently pumps out a kind of
Creeper green blood

At the other end of the bridge fi of coursefi a man is standing:

)

20

Aidoma mie

POnn
curaj
Oh. Curajul pe via A

| a 'Hunu edda ani€Haii consumat intreaga por’ié de

Acum stai infrico Htn

trec pe | ©ngn tine “ntOmpl Anri
Il ni ma t &ldilaté amrruiele”

pompeazn inghes @chegat

un s©nge verde de iedern

de ori ce alhoaretrdtoarat N agn

Da. Acesta d@gstiveedidWnNnr ul

nu fnAn mofturi tot nfu se mai s
o znhndnAnrnicie fArnN p e r #ec Vaédl me
aberantn

Stai infricoklithng hemui tn | a periferia
i nima ta c©t un purice pompe
de plantnhn t©O©r ©t oar e

La celnl alt c afpbirnein"elési probadrbak: u i

Transla+tion
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like yourself aidoma “te
His heart pumps out a kind of fearful and worthless blood Il ni ma | ui pompeazn ulnewedmcge Vv
(you could have been a great empress of books a happy ( ai fi putut fi OdHofarcitre ~ mpnAr
empress of flesh ) "mpnrnteasn a cnrnii)
His heart pumps out a weak mint juice i ni ma | ui pompeadementhn suc sub
Unworthy of an empr ess nevrednic de o “mpArnAnteasn
A latent fear meets your acute fright attack O t eamn | a tHe crizaa aun de@paime
At the end of the bridge a scared man repeats with a whisper La capnt ul podul ui unkaptir bat
How much he loves you cat de mult te iube’le
Till I turned thirty one | had wasted my courage for a lifetime P©nn | a Hdanu deiard reieaim consumat curajul pe via Al
And he also had and he like myself lar el de asemenea iar el aidoma mie

)

Translation
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Thetriumph Triumful
I let my heart hate you. Kill you: Mi-am | Asat inima sn te urasch
| forgot you te-am uitat
After it triumphed over you Dupn ce a triumfat asupra ta
| triumph over it: it killed you A | kill it triumf eu asupra ei: te-a ucisfi o ucid
No other loneliness is higher than this one Nici o singurntate nu este m
no other victory i more useless nici o victorie i ma i inutiln
I let my heart kill you # it killed me Mi-am | Aismda $im A Mm-aucsi dn

)

Translation
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The pure reason
| stay crouched inside myself like a beast on the watch

Oho. Nobody watches me inside my gaze
nobody touches me

my cur of a body is shrinking and whining
Nobody is around

nobody is listening and nobody is craving

| want to make myself heard. | want to exist. | want to scream:

with expert gestures
the pure reason
forces my handkerchief inside my mouth

The Critique of reason The Enemy asks:
what for Domine have you made us man and woman
why have you cut that planet sphere of hot flesh

There is no answer. My cur of a body
lets itself be stoned to death

)

23

RawWunea purn
Stau ghemuitn “"n mine ca o fi
Oho. Ni meni Henoprimré pri ve
nNi meni nu mh atinge
javra trupul ui mei Hmu se cont
Ni meni "~ n preajmn
nimenin-ascul tn nikemeni r ovne
Vreau sn mnAn fac auzitihlp: Vreau

Cu gesturi experte

ra’idnea purn

“"mi " ndeasn “n gurnh batista
Critica ra"idnii Vr njma’ll intreabn:

pentru ce Dominene-ai f A c ulHfemei@r b at

de ce ai tniat sf erfierbinfel anet a
Nu existn rAspuns. Javra trup
se lash ucisn cu pietre

Translation
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With precise subtle gestures Cu gesturi precise dibace
the pure reason ra’ldnea purn
forces my handkerchief inside my mouth day dto-day “mi " ndeasn zilnic “n gurn b

Translation
Cafli
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Description Descriere
She also was twenty six years old on the button A avut 'Hea dounzeci H'Hise de ani bitu"Hoe muchie
and it wasndt of any wuse t o h 'Hnui-afolositlanimic
She also was tender in flesh A avut Hea carnea fraged
Like a sword her lofty body Ca o sabie trupul ei trufa™™
split the hours a despicat orele
| shall win i she would sing Voi invinge fi canta
the angel of time shall not touch my immortal and loving skin carnea mea muritoare ‘H-ndrngostitii ingerul timpului n -0 va
atinge
as long as | love cOtn vreme iubesc
youth free of aging and life without pain tinere &l fiirn bitr ane™e'Hvia "Afirn durere
there will be va fi
our epidermis will not be licked by death epiderma noastr-a@a Imomaghea nu o
immortal like Adam and Eve before the fall nemuritori ca Adam 'HEva inainte de a cunodtie
wedl | be. But we wil|l know vom fi. Dar noi vom 'Hi
Shealso was twenty six years old on the button A avut 'Hea dounzeci H'Hise de ani bitu"Hoe muchie

)
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The natural water c ycle

He is silent. He knows to be silent
He looks at me like at a drop of water
curved

on his left hand

He knows. He knows precisely what | am to experience

He knows what a struggle of life and death is given inside me

He knows that my cells greedily gulp each other

He is silent. He does nothing

The destiny has caught me like a fish in the net

| stay under the fate
like the deserted surface of water
under the rocky sky

...and the morning and the evening were the first day...

But he knows that inside me is the eighth day

and that there is no love anymore

And | do know there
Nothing binds me to nothing: me and myself

S
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Circuitul apei “n

El tace. EI'Hie sntacn

E I mn ‘'Heca pevo @iaitur n de apn
bombatn

pe mGna |l ui sto©ngh

El 'Hie. El 'Hie precis ce maHeaptn

El 'Hie ce luptn pe via"i’H pe moarte se dh Tnfuntru
El 'Hie cn celulele mele senfulecn lacom una pe alta
El tace. El nimica nu face

Destinul m -a prins ca un p€ekle in plasn

Stau sub soartn

ca intinderea pustie de ape

sub cerul de piatrhn

...Ha fost diminea"R’H seam 'H+-a fost ziua dintai...

Dar el 'Hie chin mine e ziua a opta
W c¢cnhn nu mai existn iubi

Ri eu Hiu chiubire nu este. E bine

Ni mic de ni mic Hecwminmn | eagh:
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standing face to face with the mute one s t n ARlinffadiklcu mutul
Only a dark noise of wings flaps by my tympans: Numai un zgomot negru de aripi imi bate -n timpane:
maybe t heylsayegomyselfoimay be t heydr poat e s udimisgumdpdateisuntingeri
maybe itds my cord pulling ou poatee cordul meuce se smulge din ghemul de vene
He knows. He is silent. He does not love me El Hie. El tace. El nu m iube’le
Neither am | connected with him by love Nici eu nu sunt unitn cu el p
but by a sheer boiling anger ciprintr-o furie purn “n clocot
He is silent. He is tall. He smiles El tace. El este nalt. El surade
Heds got a face |i ke the hidd Elareofdhca partea ascuns a lunii
He looks at me like at a drop of water ElI se wuitn |l a mine ca | a o pi
But what exactly is a drop of water today Dar ce mai e astnzi o pichAtur
a drop of blood de sange
what is a human being ce este o firAlumann
and what is that called o love? ‘H ce este aceed iubire?
He is silent. He knows to be silent El tace. EI'Hie sn tach
he looks at melike at a drop of water el se wuitn |l a mine ca |l a o pi
contained i ntrathn
in the natural cycle n circuitul naturii
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There comes another pring

There comes another spring over which | shall pass as usual
in a kind of lethargy

From time to time the dark -livid sun will rise

like a bull

and it will hurt me

It slowly turns into spring and a green haze like the moon in
my sleep

will splatter the wall of the world as far as the eye can reach

| will still be missing that man who

does not notice me

And every mid of a night

on the calendar hanging on the kitchen door

| shall cross out

one more day

From time to time | shall look in the mirror
searching for my folks:
my bitterness resembles his and my dark look resembles hers

)
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Vine o primnanvarn

Vineopr i mnvar n -@ptaversez cacdeobices
ntr-un fel de amor™ealn

Din c©nd “"n c¢c©nd o sn rns
negru-v ©n nt

Mo sn mn doarn

ar

Se f ace ~ n cheotpaclp veidercd rea difh somn
0O sn mOGnjeascn zidul I umi i
Mie o sn "mi fie “n continu
nu mhA bagn “n seamh

ni In fiecare miez de noapte

pe calendarul de pe utkh bucntririei

o sn tai cu o linie oblic
“ncnhn o zi

Din ¢c©nd “"n ¢c©nd o sn mn
c N ut @ pedaumei:
semnn | a a mn Hcuead laimueecimen previtii
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From time to time 106l say toDin c©nd “-mispm®nd
that spring ch primnhnvara
shapes me mn | ucreazn
like a carver who cuts black salt blocks ca un cioplitor ce taie blocuri negre de sare
or like rain which takes the snow away sau ca ploaia ce
Yes. She licks me like a cow washing her calf Da. MnA | i ngeHspanvielulv achn
and she reduces me to the initial shape W mnhn reduce & a
From time to time the sky will fall on my head Din c©nd “"n eae@nd adeir dln
And will loop like a snake round my ankles W o sn mi Hpette pemglazoea d e

| feel as much loneliness as much salt there is in the sea

Translation Café, Issue172
Poemsby Marta Petreu
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It turns into spring again Se face iar pri
and a spiked light beats the drum on the wall raspingmyretna W o | umi nn cu
From time to time the black-livid sun rises like a bull Dnc©nd " n c¢c©nd
and it hurts ‘Hdoare

)
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Psalm

| am talking to you now

hopefully you should invent something @ a trick

of yours

and you will pull me out to the shore this time too

for, look A my river is just pouring its mud into the sea
and you cannot pull me out over there anymore

|l am but Lazarusd sister and
| think you too have your own tricks & sometimes the art
of yours does not crash

it was on it that | counted

But if you cannot i never mind:

perhaps itds much better over
they say each one has his own fourdimension house and

his plot of grass

so that he could freely remember the public park from which he
fell down

Perhaps this breeze of bread and milk

does not come from my memory

30

Psalm

Vorbesc acum cu tine
doar-d o ar 0O sn
voastrn

i nfieontpaizin l-éewa | e W

Ho s n thid ma dde data asta

c n @ iflavell meu tocmai 1 'Hvarsn malul in mare

WM de acol o nu maH ai cum sn

Eu nu sunt dec®©t s oH faplinde puteria z
Cr ed CcHilvoatwarile voastre d uneori me’leHigul

tAu nuHdA gr e

eu pe el mn bazam

Dar dachi mutnimpio

poate c¢cn antaoblne® e mul t

se zice cn fiecare arelcasa |
petecul lui de iarbn

s fHlpoath aminti Tn voie parcul comunal din care a chzut

Poate adierea asta de painetilapte
nu-mi vine din amintire
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but from the sea which dashes into my hips in pink waves ci din marea care mi se sparge déetdlduri Tn valuri roz
And the dolphins romping up the comb of the wave |l ar del finii care se zbengui e
are not even dolphins nici nu -s delfini
perhaps the blind young man | sometimes meet poate cnt@®nbuoul caoet akzaineoripe " ncr
on my street strada mea
is not even blind nici nu e orb
perhaps everything | 6ve seen poate cnh t-otvecemendndeace ~ns
perhaps everything is a sign poat ®tule sgemn
and the angel who passes by and looks straight into my eyes iar Tngerul care trece pe-aici 'Hmi se uitnin ochi
blowing from his trumpet over me sufland din trambi "Alasupra mea
not a song nu cantec
but gold ci aur
dense like the laser dens ca laserul
is a herald indeed eintrradevninr vestitor
perhaps after a while 18Il enpoate dupn o vreme mer sul pe
under water “mi plach
perhaps you cannot hear me anymore because poate c¢n t uluribbhvaindai@nuz emnpod
of the thundering waves auzi
when | call you out like crazy coOnd strig din rAasputeri duphn

)
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It sadly smells/It smells s adly Miroase trist
Release your anger release your caprices DA dr umul mOn i e icapticldre dn dr u
but also leave some deeds unpunished d ar 'Hcateva fapte nepedepsite
the same as you leave the smell of cut grass to fill the valley cum la’H mirosul ierbii cosite s humple valea
it smells like human miroase a om
it sadly smells like flesh in love miroase trist a carne "~ ndrnAngo
Do what you want to do FA ceea ce vrei sn faci
have mercy on what is ephemeral " n d derdé ceea ce vremelnic este

)
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Prayer

Take this too large and heavy cup away

from me

Without me you will become like me:

open your heart open your door

stop the hunters stop the hounds

stop the steel scissors which shear me as if | were a sheep

take me in the scoop of your hand as if | were a bread pellet
a beetle made of brocacde and resin

An autumn of gold and blood is shinning

Cover me hide me in the hollow of your hand as if | were
a nut
i | ask
grasp me in your hand the same as a child grasps a colored
ball

And you fi do nothing. And you i do nothing

)
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Rugnciune

¢ nd e p n delenane paharul acesta prea mare prea

greu

FArn mine vei ajunge

deschide-"Hnima deschide-"Hu't
opre’He vanntorii opre 'He haita

ca

opre’'He foarfeca de okl care nmi tunde ca pe-o oaie

" n 'lil paimei tale ia-mn ca pe-un cocoloHde péine

capeun criHdHéb br oc &amt

O t o a mn n'Hded sdnga striluce’lie

de

rn

mi ne:

Tnvele’He-mn ascunde-mn ca pe o alumi tn podul palmei

tale

A cereun

sttangemn " n pumnul
col orathn

Ritu A nimic. Ritu A nimic
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He is looking ElI se wuithn
He is looking at me the same as | look at the moon ElI se wuitn | a mine ca mine |
There comes the day there comes the metal evil there comesthe Vi ne zi ua vine rnul dmeezunet al
night from the mid/core
of the day zilei
Hide me fi | say. Like hiding me in your breast pocket Ascunde-mnfi spun. Ca-n buzunarul de la piept
in the upside right little chamber of your heart hide me “n cAdhndrueaptn cea de -mfus a i
inside your mouth hide me in gura ta ascunde-mn
He is looking at me the same as | look at the moon ElI se uitn Il a mine ca mine |
And he does not i nu
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The barricade Baricada
On both sides of a narrow table we stand like in front of De-o parte 'Hde alta a meseiinguste sthm ca-n fa"alunei
a barricade baricade
and we look at each other ‘Hne privim
He looks at me the same as | look at the moon ElI se uitn |l a mine ca mine |
We both smile like in an English novel Zambim amandoi ca-ntr-un roman englezesc
he fi polite and absent el i politicos 'Habsent
| i like the sea eufi camarea
above i the dry dust and the clear sky deasupraii pul b e r e’ldcerslsemic n
| cannot reach you anymore P©Onn |l a tine nu mai ajung
and | am sorry ‘Hmi pare rnu
| think gandesc eu
and | say nothing ‘Hnu spun nimic
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Covering exercise Exerciiu de acoperire
| close myself in front of reality centimeter by centimeter Mn ° n c h'dmalitividcentinaetru cu centimetru
Like a wound which closes up almost beautifully ca O rann ce se vindech apro
| feel fine Mi-e bine
Loneliness is a oneover-two country Si ngur htemMureige dei o
It was woven from colored dresses both old and new s-a "eut din rochii colorate 'Hvechi Hnoi
Let the uncommunicated ones bark outside 0 | laugh: access Necumineca'lish latre pe dinafarn d rad eu: accesul strict
strictly
denied interzis
Because | am enough for myself up to the eye Pentru cn eu “"mi ajung mie
This is indeed reality this is indeed victory Asta da realitate asta da victorie
my memory burst from inside me like a mud volcano memoria dn din mine pe dinaf
| walk through autumn quiet like a country girl UmbIl u pri bhhAtaatiiantm o
An angel also passes by the road Trece’Hun Tnger pe drum
Hed6s | ame so heds mine E 'rthiop deci al meu
go for him H pe el
to give me some help to pull out the bandages on my flesh sfimi  vi e ~ i ajsuntubely despd carne
the stitches from my wound copciile de pe ranhn
to pull my flesh off if needed S fi smulgn carnea | a nevoi e
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to powder everything with cinnamon n pudreze Tdari ul cu scor
to rake the road to clean off my traces with sand with ashes n gr e lnlme z-eniskhargn urmele cu nisip cu cenu’kh
with whatever hedd I|ike Cu ce-0 vrea el

S
S
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It will be f ine Va fi bine
Come: this life will eventually blow over Lasn: va treciwia@gaman | a ur mn
Then the flesh will grow blue Apoi carnea va crele albastm
it will be warm like on Christmas Eve at home va fi cald ca acasn “~n ajun d
it will be fine A | say va fi bine i spun
The brand new memory like a plain blown by the wind Memoria nou -nou”Rica o émpie sub vant
will be ploughed and seeded with wheat and stones o sn fie aratnhHoue@dnatn cu gr
raked and battered like a ground surface greblatn bAtucith ca ari a
divided like a working area " mp~Hinrca o postah
recycled like a pepsi can reci cl eutierde pepsi o
we learn in school that nothing is lost but everything grows 'Him de la 'Hoaln ch nimic nu se pierde cn totul devine
So that this life will eventually blow over A’ ol va trece pann la urmn’Hvia"a asta
And you will start over again like the muddy water whenthe fi-oso i ei de |l a capht c akeampiml m
snow is melting
you will start over and over again 0O vei [H tna@ o data daila-nceput
like a calf learning to stand on its feet ca un vi'el careinva flsn steain picioare
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You will learn the verbs the grass the rain the wet Ve i T"Blvenbele iarba ploaia crizantemele ude
chrysanthemums
you will learn each pain from beginning to end v e i TBdelagap la coad fiecare durere

same asyou learn in school the alphabet and the multiplication  ca la’toalh alfabetul "Htabla-nmul i

table

Thus you will be a common human being as is written in the Vei fi o fiin "Rlumann oarecare &&dar cum scrie la carte
book

it will be blue and fine A | &1 | bet a cooki e vafialbastru Hbine fi bag manain foc pentru asta

you will have wishes affections jealousies and caprices again vei avea din nou dorin "eliubiri gelozii 'H capricii

and perhaps youdl |l mi ss augus Hpoate "Hsa fi dor de -augustin 'Hmaria

And the ground will bear you fi for he bears anything MN-o sn te r abkideen pinmCntrudbdn or
And you will get back that whole paradise of human Ri-o s A 'H inapon®t paradisul acela de sentimente

feelings umane

in which you burnt like gasoline n care ai ars ca benzina

This life will eventually blow over blow over POnn | a ur mh Vhviadaseace va trec
Your flesh will grow blue like the grass of tomorrow Carnea ta va crétie albastm ca iarba de méine
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At the end there is someone La capnt cineva
Someone stands at the end waiting for me to come Ci neva s tHm-dieapttsa\pnn t
same as the goalkeeper stands in the goal waiting for the ball ca portarul mi ngea “'n poarthn
Late warm summer Var n ti€ada i e
On the track of my steps the pack of hungry curs is running Pe urmele mele alfelamm@ndait a
with greedy eyes they look at me maybe they see sweet meat cu o c hi i l acomi se uith Ha mi
and

thin bones oase subid
no one around nimeni pe -aproape
| shrink inside myself as if hovering over a child and tryto mn chir cesc pe sunoopilmincecsiena pes
defend
myself apnr

down on my knees | call my dead people to protect me in genunchi imi chem mor “tHsh mnh apere ei
Late blue summer Varn tO©rzie albastrhn
someone is digging under the house cineva sapn sub cash
| stay inside myself like in a cradle Eustauinminecantr-un | eagnn
and | repeat to myself that someone always stands at the gate ~ 'Htmii repet c¢cn totdeaula cinev

waiting for me to arrive

)

m-aHeaptn s-ajung
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Happy love story Poveste fericitn de dr

| am round | am perfect | am a star of red hot iron Sunt rotunda sunt perfecta sunt o stea de fier inroht
l ightening |i ke the Magid6s st lumin©nd ca steaua magilor o
| am singing cant eu
| sing cant
and | attract as if | were a village cemetery in Ardeal on W i spitesc ca un cimitir snt

Al'l SBaynt s o sfin"Hor
He does not notice me E I nu mnAn bagn “~n seamn
He stays in the distance of his soul like in a tent Stn “"n depnrtareng-udicori sufl et e
he is a crag el e-un stei
Right after | close the door behind me he forgets my face Cum inchid u 'k dupn mine imi uit 1 chipul
he is level-headed not like me el are capul pe umeri nu ca mine
he deals with life and death and he knows something bad el | uc r e ®WHmmoarteasH He icde ceva mu 'H cate

and something good about both of them ceva bun desprea mO©n d o u n

without him time passes through my body farn el timpul trece prin min
like radiation through good cells ca radia’ld prin celulele snnntoase
so | am perfect so | am an iron star ath cn s unthkqsuntbd Hea derfier a
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which collapses inside itself ceaselessly and mercilessly
right now | give birth to a new celestial body

a black one
inside which everything collapses

including breath including me including him

| am perfect | am blessed
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negru
Tn care cade totul

sunt perfecta sunt

nothing hurts me anymore in this happy love nimic nu mn mai

everlasting

this love by myself
like God mildly asking
anyone

to forgive Him

nemuritoare

dragosteaag a de wuna
ca Dumnezeu cerandu-Hbland
oricui

iertare
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Green handkerchiefs with small squares

At home | look twice before | sit down

for fear that the chair is occupied

| step aside for everyone in the street

| swallow my food standing up

knowing there is someone hungrier than me

nobody bought me a ticket for this crowded train
nowhere is there something that is mine
Ilwoul dndt say | &6m
and maybe to nothing

the clock in my heart is telling time differently from the clock

tower
and when | walk
the almond air | dislocate

enters my lungs with the stutter of fragmented shot on the

Northern front

| try to occupy the least possible room to breathe without waste

and | dream of getting out of here as soon as possible

)

aerul migdalat pe care-l dizloc
“mi 4nn i ki@ &nd ca schijele pe frontul de nord

“"ncerc sn oc¢HnNp |coGt
‘Hvisez s-0 'Herg de aici cat de curand
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Batiste veRlgi cu pntrn

Acasn mn ui tinaidtede-d o wai®zao r i
SN nu gnsesc scaunul ocupat
mn dau | a o paridericpe stradn d
mOlncarea gntitn de mine o " ng
Wiind ch existh cineva mai f
nimeninumi-a cumpnrat bilet pentr
ni cni er i-iameumi ¢ nu

entitled t o n-aHspunealmise cuvine mare lucru
poate nimic
ceasul din inimA aratn alt ti
i ar c@scd pn
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everything poisons me but nothing kills me here ai ci t ot uHeHmnmic nam nutidee
| am a fish losing its scales on the land sunt un pe’le scorojindu-se pe uscat
| read the postcard | 6m wr it i -carteapcHalnpe care chiaracum mio scriu
with my fingers soaked in my mouth as in an ink pot cu degetele inmuiaten gur h-oca Nnlntmrar n
| am trembling. | understand. | want to escape eu mi-o citesc tremurand. In"eleg. Vreau g1 scap
and | cannot find the gap that leads back W nu ghnsesc sphrtura prin ca
The dizzy light through which | childishly hop today Lumina bui ma® pasthnzidereopil n
pricks me with the needle of the Singer sewing machine mn "Bapn ca acul makhii de cusut marca Singer

with which my mother borders the green handkerchiefs with  la care mama tivelie batistele verzi cu pntrriele
small squares

Made from my foadnmier ibw muhyouwash f ncut e e tatei dafigétrie speli tot mai miros
them they still smell

of him ca el

of sweat and dirt a sudoare’Ha pnmant

)
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Hey you

| loved a man who refused to call me by name

and he would call me: Hey you!

or

he would better call me: Mister! Hey you!

sometimes he gave me his clothes to wear

you, come on! Hey you!

he would hide my woman flesh inside his clothes

advising me to walk like that

Hey sir he would say

and his lips were revealing great sorrow

and | could read on his face how much | had hurt him once

He wasndot happy th me | was
| could feel his anger in each silent moment with which he
pressed me: and he kept silent a lot

Sometmes he forgot me in the street hours on end as if | were a
dog

when his friends were present he called me by the name of the
other

woman i beginning with an m, too

Wi
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Hei tu
Am i ubit un bArdmat spamaéa pef un
i mA striga cu: Hei tu!
sau
i mai bi Meituy Domnu!
uneori " mi dndea hainele | ui
hai tu hei tu
Tmi camufla carnea mea de femeie in hainele lui
i mA “"ndemna sA umblu al a
Hei domnu! spunea
[ pe buzele | ui se vedea o
iar pe faTa | ui cAodvad-anideratm c Ot
N-a fost fericitcuminen-am f ost fericithn
T simfTeam mOGnia ~n mhAi eparsa :
indelung
Uneori mn wuita cu ceasul “n s
de faTn cu {achemeatcenuindle cdleilaite m

femein totcum
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For his sake | thrust myself between the fist and its destination
and | hit the pavement like a ton of bricks

This man embedded inside me like a ring inside a tree

would tell me sometimes

how much | had mistreated him

and | took immediately all blame

and | imagined several more faults asking him indulgencies for
me to live on

| loved for a long time

a man as dark as an iron sphere

like a star stuffed from my dense universe

difficult to carry on my humbly curved back

Judging by how much it hurts

If | touch the pastdpresent-oho: my life as a woman f
| wonder whether 1 still love him now

| had a long lasting passion
for a man who refused to call me by my name
and instead he would whistle me briefly with Hey you!
and | would alw ays arrive
M
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Dedragulluim-am v©r © “ntre pumn | i

[ & m

f o sde-adfalt ¢artin sac cu cartofi
Bnrbatul nsta “~ncr usunadpac” n  mi
"mi arunca uneor.i peste umnr
catdemulti-am gr el it
iar eu recunolteam i mediat or

[ -mi mai imaginam cateva cerandu-i indul genTe

Am i ubit viemgnlunghn

un bhArbat " ntunecat ca o sfer
ca o stea “"ndesatn din cosmos
greu de dus Tn spatele meu arcuit de supus

Dupn cum mh doar e

dacn at i npezentdoehcou:t wli aTa rMea d
mh “ntreb dalcAmaniu icwbnevsac | i a
am avut o pasiune lungn lunghn
pentru un bnhnrbami csauenr peuna
i mA fluiera scurt cu Hei tu
[ eu “"ntotdeauna soseam
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Of a stone Ca |l a o piatrhn
| dondt know anything about y Nu mai Itiu nimic despre tine
what you are doing there at ace faci tu acol o taebo viaTn d
ldondét even follow you with nnu te mai urmnresc cu goG©ndul
hours
A day Ore pe zi
| think of you from every few days Mh g©ndesc | a tine “"n treachnht
as | would of a big stone ca |l a o piatrn mare
near which | sat. And | whined. | ©ngn car eamscancis t at . L
Oho. | prayed and | cried. Oho.M-am rugat i am pl ©ns
A stone inside which | would have wanted to get wth my O piatrA “n caretradadm vrut s
whole body
as inside the hill of treasures ca-n dealul comorilor
when the earth opened and | was allowed to get inside cindsa deschis -pmmOasull hsatn s
its bowels mArunt ai e
|l &m pink | i ke the meninges i n Suntrozcameningeledincapul meu
| pricked with my gloved finger, blunt as the sword hilt, eu am “mpuns cu degetul ~ nmnn
the wet trembling nurslings i odoarele umede palpitand

)
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they gurgle | ike the hungry mbolborosescca burta fl AnmOndul ui
| said to myself mi-am spus
like a cat taking out its claws ready to jump on its next ca o pdsieBtoaete ghearele gat
mouse ei loricel
indeed da
| am exactly like time getting ready for war suntfix ca t i mp uls ep rdeeg nirtni znbdoui
Do not touch the exhibits! Nu atingeTi exponatele!
you! Do not touch anyoneds hetu! nu pune mGna pe inima ni
as it is not a door handle to let you enter the Heaven i ch -inucl anThn de uwiln sA intri
there was a bang in my ears mi-a bubuit Tn urechi
and not even today can | say i nici azi nu Itiu dacn a fo
voice
in my head capul meu
| dondét know about whataboutsnsher e Nu mai Itiu despre tine ce Ii
and | dondt ask you [ Antrebt e
| still think of you rather often mn mai gO©ndesc |l a tine destul
as | would think of a stone ca |l a o piatrn
against which | stumbled de care mam mpiedicat
inside w hich | wanted to get and remain fncaream vrut sA intru [i sA rA

)
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Listen

The earth is going up inside me like anger inside the brain
They sayd b ut | believenitd that stars sound in heaven
like
salt in tears
|l tds aut umn. Mornings are red
As far as my eyes can see there is no creature not even a
mirror
If | shout, the echo responds
There is nobody
It is fine
And the earth is going up inside me like mud inside a muddy

volcano
The anger. The ugliness. The spite. Green sees of fright
Drink this glass too fi | say to myself groping blindly for my

contour
since everything else passed may this pass as well

)
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Ascul tn
Urcn pAnmGntul "~ n mine ca moOni
Sespuneddareunucreddcn stelele sunn

sarea n lacrimi

E toamnni. -DimadinieiTiHiie rpuegifnriun z

CoOt vnd cu ochii nu e ni ci 0]
Dacn strig ~ mi rnspunde ecoul
Nu -i nimeni

e bine

i pAmMOnNntul urchA ~-onvatamnerciasa n
M©ni a. Ur ©t ul Veni nul MAr il
Bea | i pabhiarmil sapwers tnEi poiri bnediut
conturul

unde-au mers celelalte treachn |

Translation
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Mother. The amniotic liquid of the fright from where |lcameout MamnA. Li chi dul amni o@aimci &l i $p
we die young in a pool of blood l a noi se moao ebalet it ©heirs ©mgd &
Otherwise my love is a rich autumn Al tfel dragostea mea e 0 toa
fog is spreading on the world like butter on bread c e a T-rdinds e lume ca untul pe paine
and itds wet i e umed
| am happy and fine eu sunt fericitn I bine
In this sludgy landscape there is no one else Tn acest peisaj gloduros nu mai e nimeni
Nothing to nothing binds me Ni mic de nimic nu mn | eaghn
| stay under the stone sky like a cigarette stub under the boot stau sub cerul de piatrhn ca u
if 1 shout dacn strig
sometime late my echo comes back candva tarziu mi se-ntoarce ecoul
listen listen ascultn ascultn
| dm all by myself sunt numai eu Ii cu mine
and earth is going up inside me [ urcn “n mine pnrnmoGnt ul

)
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You were living

You were living so far away and you were so silent
That every journey towards you was like one towards Mars

| was offering my hand to you, telling you with a smile: Come!
the mint and poppy meadows had blossomed
to

wedl | be cl ose
dragon fly

yet far enough

we surely wonot

come

later on you would answer me from your other world
of personal use only without windows and gate

t hat y ou
weather is good and warm

with the planets aligned like the pans of a balance scale
for this adventure i both of us barefoot in the tangled

grass of life
the grass of beasts and of fate

Translation Café, Issue172
Poemsby Marta Petreu
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Raluca Benea

Transla+tion
Calé

December 2016

51
Locuial
Locuiai at ©Oterdcad depar tdee tincu
"nc®©t orice cnlntorie spre ti
eu “Ti “ntindeam m©na i ~Ti
au “nflorit pajiltile de ment
each other vom fi aproape unul de altul
libelule
[ it destulde departe
touch each ot inniciuncazn-o sn ne atingem unul
haide
intr-un t ©r zi u ~ mi raspundeai di
de uz strict personal fnanrn fe
w D nlgave it ¢ oforenext time A when ¢ n Mmlua @ Matavitoareic ©nd vr emea vVva
cu planetele aliniate ca talg
pentru aventuraastai noi amOndoi descul
“ncO©lcitn a vieTil.i
jarbafiarel or i a sor Tii
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Oho. That royal time which has never come again Oho. Vremea-arengal vemetnnici o
| know that our fathers wouldeu [tiu cn taaTifii noiTterliesnu s
| know tha t our mothers would have fought like fishwives eu [ tiu cnAn maanfddfrentatce-atdrgr e s
| know that in our present |li eu [Itiu chA noi -acumaniradaitotice no

could be lost se putea rata
standing in front of the gate stond “n faTa por Tili
checking its chain from time to time euincercandui t ot ul i din c©nd “"n c
Youdre |living far away and ycLocuielti departe [i taci pon

crazy

| leave everything possible for the other day i for examplethis eu am©n t ot ce plode ppei lzd fru ac rcle

dark journey ast a ntunecath
through the sharp scarlet bulrush prin pipirigul aspru [Ii staco
which rustles into my heart care folnelte “n cordul me u

)
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The natural water c ycle

Near the trunk of the tallest tree

you stuck your ear upon my ribs:

listen

you told me

how the sap is rising from below through the trunks up to the
clouds

| was rapidly growing red leaves and
adventive roots
stuck into your body
You were smiling you were tall like a god who passes by from
time
to time
to walk barefoot on the ground
Listen how blood is flowing inside our bodies fi you told me
holding me tight
vertically
like rain

)
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Circuitul apei “n natu

LOngn trunchiul cel ui mai ' n
T-ai lipit urechea de coastele mele:

asculth

mi-ai spus
cum urcn seva de dedesubt pri
Mie-mi crefiteau la iuTealn fru
adventive
infipte in tine
Erai sur®©zntor erai “nalt ca
in cand
sn umble pe pnAnmGnt <cu picioar
Ascultn cum circuilnm-as@ngel e p

Tinom@ustr ©ns
vertical
ca ploaia
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like sap through the elms ca seva prin ulmi
like smoke if the sacrifice is well received ca fumul dacn jertfa e bine p
And | put my tongue on your skin of ancient gold lareumi-am pus | i mba pe pielea t
and | listened | -am ascultat

Translation
Cafli

December 2016




Translation Café, Issue172
Poemsby Marta Petreu
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Raluca Benea

55
Healing Vindecarea
She doesndt | ove aadligampmam s he Ea nu mai iubelte ea nu mai I
in her grown -up sleep “n somnul ei de adul thn
she drinks coffee with sugar she eats ea bea cafeamAn©ucuahnr ea

white -grey mushrooms
like the white -grey substance inside her skull

ciupercialb-c enul i i
precum

subscemmiTiae adibn cutia e

she doesndt | isten anymore ea nu mai asculthn

the torn and broken part (the fourth one) partea papth (a patra)

from the fourth symphony of Brahms dintr -a patra de Brahms

she is not in love anymore ea nu mai este “ndrnAngostithn
she holds herself in her arms she bears herself under the skin ea se Tine “n braTe ea se con
she doddredt herself she doesnbea nu se ofern ea nu se refuz
she simply steps forward across the large plain ea pur [i simplu “nainteazh
telling herself repeatedly [4i repetn

that life is long that life is good ch vilauThagrne cn viaTa e bunhn

like the sky of the fortress when precum cerul cetnTii cond

come evening deodatn cu sear a

there comes the lively carpet of satiated black crows vine covorul wviu de ciori neg

She sings to herself about the day which passed and about the E a

)
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creation of the world
Oho and about the maternal night

She loves nobody

She isactually missing from her self
She is deep down and far away

fallen

On the broken staircase made of stone
no

Not down to death & death does exist as long as lifeexists i
But down to the sea

To the water which swings darkly

Its dolphins, its corals, its boats, its fish
Its sand, its mud, its shape, its fertile
Its ideas, its gods its salt

Yes, its salt

She doesndt | ove hersel f.
wait anymore

She was once long ago tamedi

and she was wavy like grass and kind i

)
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oho despre noaptea

Ea pe nimeni iubelte
Ea de fapt |ipselte di
departe

ea e adonec i
cobor ©t n

pe scara sparthn

nu
nuinmoartedmo ar t e a
ci in mare

napacarel i | eagnnhn

del finii cor al
nisipul malul forma fertilul
ideile zeii sarea

da sarea

de piatrn

e X

SheEa nu se iubelite.

i stn Ac ©t

negru
bnr ci

Ea alut enmpt f

Ea a fost cOndvafndemul
i era undui oasm

-r:‘ans'a-"ion
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she burned like a bread left on the bakestone
like Troy she burned
like Sodom

And now she is staying like a coal inside her self
she drinks coffee with sugar

she eats mushrooms

she consumes herself

and she crosses her life as she crosses the large plain
She is watching serenely the corn field growing
instead of lively soft flesh

in her own palms on the distorted phalanges

She passed through the telluric life
she was human being

And now yes now she is almost fine

57

ea a ars ca o0 pO©ine wuitatn pe
ca Troia a ars
ca Sodoma

| ar acaan vt "t nciune “"n ea “~ns
bea cafeaua cu zahnr

mANO©ncn ciuperci

Easec ons umnh

[ "nainteazn “n viaTa ei c a
Ea privelte seninin draeiutle de ¢
inlocdecarnemo al e | i Vi e

n propriile ei palme pe falangele strambe

Ea a trecut prin viaTa terest
ea a fost fiinTn umann

|l ar acuma da aedbimma aproape cih
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The garbage

Afterwards there is no pain no

sorrow

| whisper to myself

and | calmly file papers | put cards in folders | arrange the

books on the shelf

afterwards some other hands will come and search through my

things

some other eyes not accustoned with so much paper written on
one side only

and they will put it on fire

afterwards everything will happen properly
Anyway @ afterwards there is no pain
dondt worry

you cannot buy back even a bit of a paper

on which you doodled a piece of a poem

Yes. The queen will come and tidy up: all around

)

.
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Gunoiul
Dupn aceea nu mai este nici u
intristare
"mi [l optesc
i clasez liniiltitAn hortinraftpu
dupn aceea o snhnovesennuambt e moOI
0 sn vinanwhrTlatigicwmeat ©t a hor
singurn parte
[ bso punn pe foc
dupn aceea pgettruda oh scilumese cu
Oricumi dupn aceea nu mai este n
nu-Ti face grij.i
tot nu poTi sn rAscumperi nic
pe care ai fircnhnlit un fragme
Da. O shA vionf nr d @icma cluir at : p
ans'a-\‘-.on
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| realised that the same as love vanishes, Am bhAngat de seamn cdii dpaorda tini
yearning for death vanishes too dorul de moarte
and nothing comes in its place i “n locul [ ui nu apare ni mi
the heart turns into gravel on the seashore inima se face pietril | a marg
and leaves itself to be beaten waveafter wave i se lasn bAatutnhn val dupn v
Afterwards there will come soDuph aceea o snhn vinn mOinile
and will tidy after me o sA fachn ordine dupnin mine
and in the house it will be i “n casn o sn fie
very clean foarte curat

Translation
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Interview with Marta Petreu Interviu cu Marta Petreu
What does writing poetry mean for you? Ce "nseamnn p&poezeu dvs. sn
| first wanted to write prose but when | tried to do this, Am vrut sn scriu prozn, d
my writing revealed something jerky and rhytmical, witha h”  rti e, i el eat ntaetv,a csuacwrdaaer
conclusive touch. Finally, believing in earnest that | did not ur mn, conwimMmsrmlemtn pe-atnr uepe

have any vocation for prose | resigned and | decided to say that m-am hot nr “ctn sthe xstpeune astea ar
these texts could be poems.

Should poetry be a way to evade from reality or shou Poezia ar t ijleclaaevadaidinfealitate sa
reflect reality? trebui snhn reflecte realitate
| think it is a way of crying, a way of grizzling, a way of Cred cn e un mij | onxideateaga
praying, of whisperingél meande a lopti... Adicn, e 0o cob
mands own personal use Inferncare fiecar e eb.ncobori stap eventual teintora

you maybe come back with your hands full of toxic -blessed cu miinile pline de tot felul de daruri binecuvintat -t o x i c e
gifts. If we speak about reality, poetry can be even a way of € vorba despre realitate, poezia poatefi chiar un mijloc de -a o

catching it and making it oetprinde [i &deternizaéd, dar nu
but as my own reality, as the reality inside and outside me. propri e, ca “nAuntrul Ti “naf
Sometimes | think that the world is my representatidike a friend ¢C rflumea este reprezentarea (aan spunea un prieten de-al meu
of mine from very long ago and far away said. | remember de foarte de demul't [ de d
studenTiei, avusese |l oc un t

)
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when | was a student, that a terrible plane crash had taken Cibinului... iar Emil Hurezeanu, care e sibian, a scris, foarte

place in the Cibin Mountains emoTionat, urcepoicnmzpuelnfipezi
from Sibiu, wrote an extremely moving poem for the ones faller
into the snow8 L in poemele mele sint indicii de tot felul, cind imi

There are also various hints in my poems, too. When| r eci tesc ¢ te +w@m peemsitice ¢’
read again each of my poems | know when | wrote it, whatthe ce cod secret stn aruncat " n
light was like by then and what secret code lies inside it. Nu e xtiemuie'nin | e gnt ur Trebuiee urpcovéni biura
Something which is usually known only by me. There isno pentru | ocul de muncn, pentr
mustwhen we speak about poetry. Must is aword to be usedin Poezi a e | i bertatea poetul ui,
a job description, not for po cuva..
is not a Omusto, it is not co

How do you relate to the translations of your poems? Cum v h Wwiadradocerite poeziilodvs.?

| consider they are a kind Calaunnorocpecarenutam pl ani fi cad
planned. It simply just happened. | am always astonished by nt” mp | a't I gat a. Devot ament
the fidelity with which a translator approaches a poem written apr opi e de un poem al meu mn
by me.

Why do you think modern poets have (almost) given up rh De ce crede cn ( agpreruddpe )| as r i
in their poems? moder nn?

The patterns of every art were broken starting with the Formele tuturor artelor s-a u spart oda

)
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invasion of subjectiveness in art. When the harmony between s ubi ect i vi t n T-adpart’stareaale drnfonie a®muiui

man and world was broken, the harmonious shape oftheman 8 culumea,sa spart | i f or ma ar mumd.
world agreement was also broken. It was revealed that manis Sa v nzut ch omul este neregu
irregular in its self, inhabited by all sort of essential things... | f el ul de eseeuleo. expli odBica
would risk to give you a speculative explanation. For me, ~ nseamnn pentru mi ne ritm,
poetry means rhythm, means an inner beat which is so i mperativn din punct de ved
compulsory from an aesthetic point of view that takes everyone duce pe ceil al Ti cu ea.
else with it...

Wh a t can you say wobrodEte linga Ce puté spune despre afiriiaa | u i Paul
whentranslatd, cease to be the worlatunci c¢c©nd sunt operaceldicaseds s cnrc

Well, letds accept the tra PAisi srecunoaltem [i tradu
shall we? de proprietate asupra unui text, nu?

Ideal for a translator is to observe the particularities of the | deal ul unu.i traducntor
at all linguistic levels. But he must always make a choice, he par t i @dleartietxit ul ui |l a toate n
decide for prosty, rhythm, figures of speech or mwy againstthet r ebui e sn facn o alegere, s
other aspectdVhat do you think would be important to render in t sau sens in pofida celorlalespecte. Ce considéra cn a
translation of a poem: the meaning, the elements of prosody (i mpor t ant sn se redea ' n t
figures of speech? In other words, what are the elements whictar elementele de prozodie, figurile de stil? Cu alte cuvinte, ce face
real poem? poezie?

)
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A great translator whom | got to know, Dumitru

‘Hepeneag, told me that when he catches a metaphor he ist e pene ag,s pmis

happy. And that translating poems is a matter of using the right
preposition. And that, after translating a poem, he would meet
friends such as Alain Paruit or Michel Deguy and read them
what he had translated. This is about poetry translation.
Anot her transl ator ‘H dvirce transiatdd ,
Tolstoi, said that she translated exactly like in the original text:;
if Tolstoi repeated a word, a dirty one, or a hard one she would
translate the word just like that, without searching for a
synonym word or phrase like some other Romanian translators
of The Death of Ivan llicusually do. She says the translation
mu s t observe Tol soi 0s repet
remarkablet r ans | at or , W, Aaidctlzat thd riranslator
must be in a humble mood related to the author, must catch his
intentions and try to render them in another language. | think
that, if The Bible could be translated, if Shakespeare could be
translated, anything can be translated, | mean, can be well
translated. And Florica Courriol, who translated my novel, At
Home, on the Plain of Armaghedathinks the same about
translation, so that she managed to find the equivalents in the

Q
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Un mar e tr aduc-Am ounoscyt,eDunutia
cn atunci c nd
Li ch traducerea poemel or st

ce traducea un text, umbla pe la prieteni, pe la Alain Paruit sau

Michel Deguy , [ i l-ee fch d weta. .c.e Ast a,
traducnt or-anpec ucnaorsec ult , de da
anume Janina lanoli, traduc
traduce exact: ch, dacn Tol s
aspru etc., eaflt raduce | a & ela, adulic
romani ai Mor Ti i | ui dlev @&nun kithdnirn Bau o
expresie sinoni mn, ch tradu
intenTiilor repetitive ale |
remar cabil n war badr,e Aam a Mn n

traducntorul tsrteabwi & ésail madiddem
prindn intenTiile i snA “nce
principiu, eu cred ch, dac
Shakespeare a fost tradus, oricep o at e f | tradu

lar Florica Courriol, care mi-a tradus nu poeme, ci romanul

meu,Acasn, pe C mpiacArmaghadda
"mpiedicat de cele c teva cuy
ci,caunvirtuozceeste,lea cnutat wechival e

onsla+ion

December 2016



Translation Café, Issue172
Poemsby Marta Petreu
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Raluca Benea

64

Occitan dialect for several regionalisms from Ardeal County
used in the novel.

| ve noticed that you are Am observat foarsentpeecishn
of objects, of moods, of nature. What do colors mean for you? obiectelor desprecarebi® , a st hAri |l or de

Ce "nseamnn culorile pentru d

| have a book of poems in which the only colors were Am o carte de poeme in care singurele culori au fost alb,
whi t e, bl ack and grey. And onegru, cenuliu. L i O singurhn
pusao. I realised this onlysemdtEu “~ns+am dmmit seama de asta n
the book to the publishing house. Nobody noticed that austere pe punctul s-o t r i mi t l a editurn. N
use of color, born from a state of being, from the place where | cromaticaast a austern-p shacetma di
was imprisoned . And from where | was screamingouttofinda unde eram captivn. L i de un
hand to break the cover, the wall, the armour, to get me out... duphn o m  nn care sn sparghn

scoatn afarn.

Do you prefer a reader who recognizes himself in your p Preferé un ci t i t dein\emsurledvs. sau un
or a reader whdistantly analyses the lines without feeling involvedc ar e anal i zeazn | a rece, fnrAn

Poets do not have too man PoeTi.i nu prea au <cititor
their time has passed? | think it has. Poets are read by othert r ecut ? Eudacred scht citi Ti

poets. . .or by transl ators. Tltraducntori. Asta nu “nseamnn
God forbid such a conclusion! On the contrary, their real part o asemenea concluzi e. Di mpo

)

Transla+tion
Calé

December 2016



Translation Café, Issue172
Poemsby Marta Petreu
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Raluca Benea

65

among human beings is revealed only now: they celebrate a adevnhnrata | or funcTie “n int
mystery of the human being, of the human kind, they write the mi st er al fiinTeecii eiumansec,r i @
message to the transcendent world, even to the absentt r anscendent, ba <chiar cntr
transcendent world. And to the human kind itself. The great speci a umann “~nsnali. Ei, mn
and original poets hold on their he ads the Heavens of the vor besc despre imitatori, po
human being living lonely all by itself in the Universe. Inmy umane <ce se afln, sshgughef A.
opinion, they took the place of the priests... Or of the 10 saints mea, au |l uat | ocul preoTilor.
who would rescue Sodoma... Sodoma...

| happened to be well read in Italy, in Hungary, in the Missa “~nt mplat snhA fiu citi
USA. | also happened to be perfectly read by an engineer, by a in SUA. Mis-a “~nt  mpl at sn fiu cit
mason, by a carpenter. | was happy then, | felt that life gave me un pietrar, de untimplar . At unci am fost
those tiny miracles as a sign that not everything is in vain. vi aTa miat aceste miracole m

degeaba.
Which are your favourite poets? Care sunt po# dvs. prefera?
| have different preferences, depending on my age. At L a fiecare voOrstn, al Tii

this age, my favourites are: Apollinaire , Bacovia, Arghezi, Arghezi, Homer, tragicii greci, Biblia, Goethe, Dante. Am fost in
Homer, the Greek tragedians, The Bible, Goethe, Dante. During ul t i mi i ani de mai mul te ori
last years | had to stay at home on sick leaves for months and | me di cal e, aveam posibilitate
was able to read less than 2 hours a day, so thatl realised | am constatat c¢cnAn nu suport, C
could bear reading that kind of texts only... texte.. Citesc [i altele, fireit
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Of course | also read some other texts, but | returntotheround acest or texte [ i -adutfoirighncsa ti
sound of these texts and authors as if had found my home at Acasamea.
last. My real home.

Can you tell me about people, places, writers who influe Imi pute vorbi despre persoane, locuri, scriitori car@
you or with whom you have some affinities in com#o influeniatsauf@ de ®@aroe asaweni tn afi ni
Some people: my father and my mother, Augustin and Persoane: tata i ma ma ,
Maria. My sister Ana, who loved me a lot when | was a child, meacarema i1 ubit mult ¢ -ad’” mpheat
and braided my hair and who nicely tied my bows. Then, atthe | i -amil egat frumos fundel eadusla
right time she took me to her house in town to attend High e a, la oral, sn fac | iceumn.

School... My brother Augustin, who had me pull himinacart s dtragintr-un chAruci or melterit
he had made himself and shouted at me as if | were alitlelazy mi ne ca |l a un cAluT | enel: m

hor se: faster! Laur a, my sisipe car e o] Tineam ' n braTe
arms while doing my homework and studying for the High pr egnt eam pentru examenul adé
School entrance examination... But upon reflection, each person g”" ndesc bi ne, e foarte profama
whom | met might have influenced my destiny. “ncrucmil afti sinnfluenTat traiec
Places: my native village which | keep in my heart. Paris Locuri: satul meu, pe care il am latalpa sufletului Parisul,
which made me think, when | first visited it, that there really care,cindtam vhzut pr-aemédndatnsnmpe
were beautiful places on Earth and there was even bauty in | ume exi stnA | i l ocur i frumoa
itself. This happened in 1995. Then | realised how ugly and s-a intimplat in 1995. Atuncimi-am dat s eama
distorted were the places we inhabited in our country. Moscow, desfi gurare a alezArilor uma
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which | would like to visit again. Moscova, pe -oamei alAdreadatn.
Consciously, | wasndt influenConlithuema ,influenTat ni ci un
| cannot say, a critic shauld decide that. pot da seama, e treaba unui e

Do you think that there should always be a connection bet Cred& cn ar trebui s afinitagex int
the translator and the author he translates? t r a d udzadtarud tradus?

|  d derl dompetent to answer your question. Nu s " nt competentn pentru

Have you translated any literary work? V-aw ocupat de traducere |

No, |l havenot . Nu.

Shall we skip question number 13, for fear it could SArim peste “ntrebarea cu
unlucky?

No, we number it with 12bis... as | did with the Apostrof Nu, O nhumerotnm 12 bApostrofcind
magazine, when we reached year Xl bis... | was afraid ofthe am aj uns | a anul X1 1 bis.
other magazines bang ironic with us but nobody said a word. reviste, dar nimeni n-a spus nici pis.

In two of your poems which | chose to transiat€hapter Il cn doun dintre poezi trdde i
and Pure Reasofi you use the interjectiod Oh o6 i n . Capitolul I®ORay un e ai polosiirfinterjiec a & O h -orY
seems mysterious to me. Could you reveal its meaning? mod care mie mi se pare misterio®. A put ea s Wsehsul?

ltds |like in everyday | Ala cum “n viaTa de toat €
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something, which induces very contradictory feelings to your
condition and you stupefied and by all means vain, you
exclaim: Oho, with a drop of spite turned against yourself.

If you could choose the time and place to live in, what w
you chose?

The United States gave me the feeling that itstill had a
future time. While here, | permanently feel the end of time.

What do you expect from poetry as a reader?

The emotion of another vulnerable soul which managed
to penetrate one of the dramas or one of the misteries of the
l onel vy human being. Recently
mont hs, it happened when |1 dve
once agai resemble het atrald but Iradmire her very
much. Or, it happened indeed when | read Herta M¢ | | er &
- she has such an eloquence sprung from fractures and jumps of
her soul, from a kind of vulnerability which she is trying to
possess and this fact toucha me a lot.

There really is a lot of Romanian and universal literature
at a very high level... Literature and music bring me great

)

produce o stare
[ i neaphnr at
“"nsATi Oho.

afectivn pli
or gl ives,i ncd nwmr e

Dacn ar Wwélege tenpuldp ult cec u | “Wnce &
alege?
America, mi-a dat senzaTia c¢n

timp ce aici perceppermanents f ~ r [ i t ul

Dvs., ca cititor ce @eptav de la poezie?

EmoTia altui suflet vulne
una din dr amel e sau unul d
insingurat e . ¢cn ultima vreme, sn -
a “nt mpl at c " nd am recitit
nu semhn deloc dar pe care o
citit proza Hertei M¢l I er, ar
salturi suf |l et efot ivyuldiemtarbi | i t at eo
stAp neascnhn, [i asta mn tul bu

Existn foarte multn Iliter
foarte “nalthnh. Literatura
ters de doun oria wmmlTmui 6
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ascendings. | erased twice the last word 68 aascendspiritualiza(n)t, dar de f am
thinking it is too spiritual, but in fact it is the only word suited h ot nrl” tl assnh, sn rAam nn “n text

here, so that | decided to let it remain in the text like asignto ¢nsi ngurarea mea este anul atan
remember. My loneliness is canceled by such encounters.

There are some words in Romanian whichnnot be Existn c©teva cuvinte " n
transl ated, i ke: dor, jale, dor, jale, doinn. ¢n poezia d
in your poems?

I think we shoul dsantetwordseather ( Nu cred cn ar trebui sn fi
difficult to translate, since every language has got such words. cuvinte mai dificil de tradus, toate limbile au asemenea cuvinte,
Words cut out a different territory and relief in each language... cont ur ul cuvintélecadecUupebsn
itds worth to remember the mgeografie. .. doar nu degeab
entangling of tongues. But people eventually understand each " ncur carea | i mbil or . Dar 0a
other. If The Bible could be translated, it means that everything Dacn Bi bl ia a putut fi tradus

can be translated.

What does afr eeet?Pomdé mean f Ce "nseamnn alibertatead p

Same as for any other man... Ca pentru tot omul...

I n aThe Physiology of Poel Ni chita Staregco] oginm p o
aHappening outl ast s t he l awacnt ©mpl ar ea supravieTuielte
statement? mar gi nea acestei afirmaTii?
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| dondt know what the poet Nu [tiu ce g©ndea poet ul

Anot her quote from &arth e, whth Tot wun citat din aFiziolo
| succeeded in writing a real good line and when | realisedthsn scr i u -adche wrerr sb U ratnkr i d act© nsde
represented just a little bit of the sadness which had inducedr epr ezintn ni ci a s-aiprosocap mamtruga
prayed to God not to give me talent as hakespeare had because | u i Dumnezeu: aDam Dioaemoeat
guess what was b e hricasd, whathisathe ruine Shakespear e, cnci bnnui esc ¢
feeling which induces most of your lines? dvs., car e este starea pr e

versurilor?

As far as | know, the lines are made by themselves, | Dupn ITiinTa mea, versuril
only write them down on a sheet of paper. scriu.

How do you think ayzoung manfrom the twentyfirst century Cum credeTi c n XX ar m& pufea fi ard
can still be drawn to poetry? spre poezie?

Manaods constitution i s st e Structura omul ui este dest
always exist the ten holy fathers who would be attracted bythe gnsi cei zecfi @drepial icade tdéar
high realms.

| remember one line which was rather difficult for me Am reTinut un vers ubt cpm®
transl at e: aNowhere iis theretradus: aNicnieri, nimic nu
talent, inspiration or the proper words come from? inspiraTia, cuvintele potrivi

They come from deep inside. Din adanc.
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My selection of translated poem begi ns wi t SelecTia mea de poezii ©o6rfk
Ver asn@ endsWilwBd hFiando, becausterminn cu aVa fi bi neod, pen
by the title, that the end should be an optimistic one...lwaswrf i nal ul ar trebui sn fie unul
wasndt | ? Or, as Nichita saiNui alamdAnmelat i c¢cn finalu
understanding something. 6 Sau, vorba | ui Nichita: asSuwnt
The end is never optimistic, how could the fact that life Final ul nu e ni ci od a toptimist
ends into death be optimistic? And the other way around dthe f apt ul ch viaTa se terminn
only thing that makes life bearable is the very fact that we know carenefaceso suportnm e chiar fap
it ends into death. moartea.
What makes you happy and what makes you sad? Ce vn bucurn cel ma i mu | t
The lives of people | love, the experiences they live. VieTile celor pe care |
ei.
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