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How hard it is to caress

How hard it is to caress an angel’s wings!

No matter how close, it always eludes your touch

Afraid you might catch it,

It circles, comes back -- you can hardly hear it flutter

The only sound it can make.
Angels, they are unable to speak
Words are awkward

To express them,

Their speechless message is their presence.

The way in which they come closer

To surround you with their aura,

But they instantly move away,

Afraid of intimacy,

Protective, but not familiar,

Forever keeping a distance through which
My words have to crawl to get to them,
Not knowing whether

They are too faint for angels to hear them.
That's the drawback of faith —

7
Ce greu e sd mangadi

Ce greu e sd mangai un inger pe aripi!
Oricat de apropiat, el se fereste de-atingere
De teama ca ai putea sd il prinzi,

Se roteste, revine, falfaie abia auzit,

E singurul sunet de care-i in stare.

Ei, ingerii, nu stiu vorbi

Cuvintele sunt nepotrivite

Ca sa-i exprime,

Mesajul lor mut e prezenta.

Felul in care se-apropie

Sa te cuprinda cu aura,

Dar imediat se indepdrteaza,

Speriati de intimitate,

Protectori, dar nu familiari,

Lasand mereu o distantd prin care
Cuvintele mele se tardie ca sa-i ajunga,
Fara sa stie daca

Nu sunt prea slabe sa le-atingad auzul.
Ce handicap al credintei:

Translation
Calé

December 2016



Translation Café, Issue 173
Poems by Ana Blandiana
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Eliza Bita

8

Not to know if you are heard, or if you can hear Sd nu stii daca esti auzit, nici dacd auzi

And that out of all your senses the only one you may still keep $i din toate simturile sda ramana doar visul tactil
is the tactile dream De-a méngaia, fard sa-1 sperii, un inger pe aripi...
To caress an angel’s wings without scaring it away...

)
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In the fresco

Church founders striving to carry

Their monasteries

Like capital that can be converted

At the currency exchange office of the afterlife;
Young monks

Having earned doctorates from Cambridge

And wearing sacerdotal attire

That old women from the countryside piously kiss
Crawling on their hands and knees

Across the Cyrillic letters etched in the stone slabs of the floor;
The loudspeakers

Broadcasting the service

All the way to the yard invaded by tents,

To the street along which

Cars are parked

Awaiting their blessing;

And, during this time, faith -

Like swallows

Flying inside the dome,

9

In fresci

Ctitori purtandu-si in brate cu greu
Manastirile,

Ca pe un capital convertibil

La change-office-ul vietii de apoi;
Calugadri tineri

Cu doctorate la Cambridge

Si odajdii sdrutate

De tarancile batrane

Téarandu-se in genunchi

Pe lespezile cu incriptii chirilice;
Megafoanele

Transmitand slujba

Pana in curtea plina de corturi,
Pand in soseaua pe marginea cdreia
Sunt parcate masinile
Asteptandu-si sfintirea;

In timp ce credinta -

Asemenea randunelelor

Care pdtrund sub cupola

Translation
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Scared away by the bells -
Bumps into the painted walls,
Against the Pantocrator,
Comes down

And sits nicely in the fresco.
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Zburétacite de clopote -

Se roteste speriatd,

Se loveste de peretii pictati,
De Pantocrator,

Coboara

Si se asazd cuminte in fresca.

Translation
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Animal Planet

More innocent, still not really innocent

In this universe in which

The laws of nature themselves decide

Who has to kill who,

And the one who kills the most is king;:

How admiringly do they record

The placid and ferocious lion tearing up the deer,
And as I turn off the TV set or close my eyes,
I feel like I'm less of an accomplice to murder
Despite knowing that the rushlight of life
Constantly requires blood as fuel,

The blood of another.

More innocent, still not really innocent.

I have eaten with hunters,

Although I enjoyed caressing the long

And velvety ears of the rabbits

Flung as if on a catafalque

On the embroidered table cloth.

Guilty, despite not being the one who pulled the trigger,

)
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Animal Planet

Mai nevinovatd, dar nu nevinovata,

In acest univers in care

Insesi legile firii hotirasc

Cine trebuie sd ucida pe cine

Si cel ce ucide mai mult este rege:

Cu ce admiratie este filmat

Leul placid si feroce sfartecand caprioara,
Iar eu, inchizadnd ochii sau televizorul,

Am senzatia cd particip la crimd mai putin,
Desi stiu ca-n opaitul vietii

Trebuie pus mereu sange,

Sangele altuia.

Mai nevinovatd, dar nu nevinovatd,

Am stat la maséd cu vandtori,

Desi imi placea sda mangai urechile lungi
Si médtasoase ale iepurilor

Asvarliti, ca pe un catafalc,

Pe fata de masa brodata.

Vinovatd, chiar dacd nu eu apdsam pe tragaci,

Translation
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But the one to cover her ears Ci-mi astupam urechile,
Horrified at the noise of death Oripilatd de zgomotul mortii
And at the smell of the killers” shameless sweat. Si de mirosul sudorii nerusinate a celor ce-au tras.
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Clepsydra

I am watching the clepsydra
In which the sand

Has stopped

Refusing to go on flowing.
It is like a dream:

Nothing moves.

I'look in the mirror:
Nothing changes.

The dream of stopping

On our way towards death
Resembles death itself.

13

Clepsidra

Ma uit la clepsidra

In care nisipul

A rdamas suspendat
Refuzand sa mai curgga.
E ca intr-un vis:

Nimic nu se misca.

Ma uit in oglinda:
Nimic nu se schimba.
Visul opririi

Din drumul spre moarte

Seamand mortii.

)
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The story in the calendar

I had not yet come into being

You were the only one who knew I would come.

And still you set the Annunciation day
Without asking for my opinion.

Or could it be that you were not asked either?

Were you bound

To face the fact too?
Anyway

What could I have decided

As I was swimming in the amniotic fluid,

Loving

The hot flesh coat

That was about to strip me,
To throw me into the world
Naked

Covered in the story as if in a placenta...

Be honest: were you afraid of me?
Of how I grew menacingly
Deep inside you, taking your place?

14

Povestea din calendar

Incd nu eram,

Numai tu stiai ca voi fi.

Si totusi ai fixat Bunavestirea

Fara sa ma intrebi.

Sau, poate, n-ai fost nici tu intrebatd?
Ai fost si tu pusd

In fata faptului implinit?

La urma urmei,

Ce-as fi putut hotari

Inotand in lichidul amniotic,

Iubind

Haina de carne fierbinte

Care se pregdtea sa ma dezbrace,

Sda ma asvarle in lume

Gol,

Invelit ca-ntr-o placents-n poveste...
Spune drept: ti-era fricd de mine?

De felul amenintdtor in care cresteam
In adancul tiu, inlocuindu-te?

Translation
Calé

December 2016



Translation Café, Issue 173
Poems by Ana Blandiana
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Eliza Bita

15
Is it because you were afraid that you decided De fricd ai hotdrat
to separate us Sa pui intre tine si mine
by the story in the calendar? Povestea din calendar?

Translation
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Locked-up churches

Locked-up churches

Like houses whose owners have left
Without saying for how long,
Without leaving an address.

All around them, the city

Goes on moving trams and bicycles,
Car horns, adverts,

The inhabitants, in a hurry,

Sell and buy, sell and buy,

Biserici inchise

Biserici inchise

Ca niste case cu proprietarul plecat
Fdra sd spund pe cat timp,

Farad sd lase adresa.

In jurul lor orasul

Roteste tramvaie si biciclete,
Claxoane, reclame,

Locuitorii grabiti

Vand si cumpadra, vand si cumpard,

Eat while walking Manancd in mers

And, from time to time, when they get tired, Si, din cand in cand, obositi,
They stop for a cup of coffee Se opresc sd bea o cafea

At a small table on the pavement La o mdsuta pe trotuarul

By an eleventh-century cathedral De langa o catedrala din secolul XI,

That they look at without really seeing, Pe care o privesc fard sa o vadd,
Because they are speaking on the phone Pentru cd vorbesc la telefon
And without wondering Si fard sa se intrebe

Who it is the one that once lived

In such a big house. Intr-o casi atat de mare.

)

Cine este cel ce a locuit cAndva
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Outside, up the hillocks

Outside, up the hillocks, the soul
Regains breath,
The green of the grass soothes it

17

Afarid pe coline

Afard pe coline sufletul
Isi regdseste respiratia,
Verdele ierbii i face bine,

As it rolls around in the half-grass, half-fragrance Rostogolit prin otava

Aftergrass.

It takes a deep breath, inspires, expires
The spring that crosses it

Leaving it fear-free.

Lying down in the tall grass

I can see the clouds gliding

Like the hay smell above the hills,

While my eyes and my nostrils

Reveal the mystery:

Sweet and tireless spinning in the chaos,
Wrapping scents and clouds

up the air spindle.

While the soul

Jumatate iarba, jumadtate mireasma.
Respird adanc, inspird, expira
Primdvara care trece prin el

Curdtindu-1 de spaime.

Culcatd in pajistea inalta

Vad norii pe cer lunecand

Ca mirosul de fan peste dealuri,
[ar ochii si narile mele
Descopera taina:

Rotire dulce si neobosita in haos,
Infasurand pe fusul vazduhului
Miresme si nori.

In timp ce sufletul

)
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And breathes deep.
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Se obisnuieste cu pamantul
Si respird adanc.

Translation
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Like in a mirror

Before the end of the day
The sun, going down redder and redder,
And the still red moon going up

Are almost similar.

The grass scorched by the great heat

And the bristly stubble

As prickly as a few days’ beard

Do not manage to make their black blades
Seem different

On their screens

Facing one another.

A gentle confusion,

Like the moment when you leave
And look back once again,

To see yourself, like in a mirror,
Being born.

19

Ca intr-o oglindd

Inainte de sfarsitul zilei
Soarele, coborand tot mai rosu,
Si luna inca rosie urcand

Sunt aproape la fel.

Iarba scorojitd de arsita

Si miristea asprd,

Ca o barba de cateva zile,
Nu reusesc sa-si deosebeasca
Firele negre

Pe ecranele lor

Asezate fata in fata.

Confuzie blanda,
Asemenea clipei cand pleci
Si mai intorci o data capul,
Si te vezi, ca-ntr-o oglindd,
Nascandu-te.

Translation
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Exorcism Exorcizare

When I walk barefoot in the grass Cand merg cu picioarele goale prin iarba

Electricity flows down through me
And into the earth

Like the devil

Goes down into the earth,

Being bound to leave

The body of the possessed

At the exorcist’'s command.

I yield to the grass

That saves me

From the anxiety that I myself am,
Leaving only my bare feet in the dew
Through which you climb inside me,
Replacing me.

Electricitatea se scurge prin mine
Si intrd-n pamant

Asa cum diavolul

Intra-n pamant,

Obligat sd pdrdseasca

Trupul celui posedat,

La porunca exorcizatorului.

Mad supun ierbii

Care ma salveaza

De nelinistea care sunt eu insami,
Lasandu-mi numai talpile goale in roua
Prin care tu urci in mine,
Inlocuindu-ma.

)
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Atmosphere

The horizons wrapped all around

Like bandages

Tightly dressing my wounds

So that they do not bleed.

Beyond them, the opaque layers of discord, dark places,

Covering everything as the atmosphere covers the earth.

The crowd streaming down by me

Very curiously caresses my wounds,

Infects them,

Fills with hatred all the voids, all the orifices -
My ears, my nostrils, my mouth -

I can no longer hear or speak, I choke,

The helpless freedom

Surrenders its place little by little:

Nature is horrified by emptiness.

21

Atmosferd

Orizonturile infasurate de jur imprejur

Ca niste bandaje

Pansandu-mi ranile strans

Ca sd nu sangereze.

Dincolo de ele, straturile vrajbei, neclare, neguri,
Invelind totul cum atmosfera inveleste pAmantul.

Gloata scurgandu-se pe langa mine

Imi mangaie plina de curiozitate ranile,

Mi le infecteazd,

Umple cu ura toate golurile, toate orificiile -
Urechile, nérile, gura -

Nu mai aud, nu mai vorbesc, ma sufoc,
Neputincioasd, libertatea

Se lasa treptat inlocuita:

Natura are oroare de vid.

Translation
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On roller skates

They pass by on their roller skates,

The headphones blaring in their ears,

Staring at the screens,

Not noticing the leaves that are falling,

The birds leaving,

They pass by on their roller skates

And seasons roll past,

Seasons of their lives,

And the years, and the ages

As they fail to understand what it is all about.
They pass by on their roller skates

Among shadows of reality

That they think exist

And among characters that look like people to them,
Mechanisms

Created by other mechanisms

In their own image,

While God

Steps down amidst them

22

Pe role

Ei trec pe role,

Cu castile bubuind la urechi,

Cu ochii fixati pe monitoare,

Fara sd observe frunzele care cad,
Pasadrile care pleacd,

Ei trec pe role

Si peste ei trec ruland anotimpurile
Vietilor lor,

Si anii, si veacurile,

Fara sa inteleaga despre ce este vorba.
Ei trec pe role

Printre umbre ale realitatii

Despre care cred cd exista

Si printre personaje care li se par oameni,
Mecanisme

Create de alte mecanisme

Dupa chipul si asemanarea acestora,
In timp ce Dumnezeu

Coboara printre ei

Translation
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And learns to roller skate
So that He may redeem them.
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Siinvatd sd mearga pe role
Ca sd 1i poatd salva.

Translation
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Head or tails

Like barely deciphered tails

On a coin that has been thrown in the air,
So that it may fall and decide

-Head or tails -

Not knowing whose fate it decides

This is how I caught sight of you

As you were falling

Crosswise through the sky,

Tearing up the white shrouds of the clouds
And allowing them to wrap around you,
As if you had known that

At the end of your dive

You were to crush

Against the asphalt on which I stood waiting
To divine my fate

In the angel’s entrails.

24
Cap sau pajurd

Ca pe-o pajurd abia descifratd

Pe fata unei monede aruncate in sus,
Urmand sa cada si sa decida

—-Cap sau pajurd -

Fara sa stie destinul cui il hotaraste,
Asa te-am zadrit

In timp ce cadeai

De-a curmezisul prin cer,

Sfasiind giulgiurile albe ale norilor
Si lasandu-le sa te infdsoare,

Ca si cum stiai ca

La sfarsitul picajului

Urma s4 te strivesti

De asfaltul pe care asteptam

Sa-mi ghicesc destinul

In maruntaiele ingerului.

Translation
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Honeycombs

You have not been born,

But are being born

Crossing

One second after another,
Without trying

To be there, when you're here

Or here, when you cross through to the other side.

You are the matter that is narrowly saved
From one breath to another,

Without which we would not exist.

And, as a matter of fact, we are nothing but
Remains, emptied shapes,

Honeycombs from which the honey of eternity
Has trickled down.

)
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Faguri

Tu nu esti ndscut,

Ci te nasti,

Trecand

Din secunda-n secunda,
Neincercand

Sa fii acolo, cand esti aici

Sau aici, cAnd treci dincolo.
Tu esti materia salvata riscant
Dintr-o respiratie intr-alta,
Fara de care n-am fi.

Si nici nu suntem, de fapt,
Decat resturi, forme golite,
Faguri din care mierea eternitatii
S-a scurs.

Translation
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Like elastic

The moment between the light of the lightning
And its deafening body,

Stretching out like elastic

That is about to snap,

Hot,

Is keeping me stretched

On a torture board

Between the dark flesh room

And the afterlight.

How natural this fear is:
I can walk no further
I cannot go back.

26

Ca un elastic

Clipa dintre lumina fulgerului
Si corpul lui asurzitor,

Lungitd ca un elastic

Gata sa plesneascd,

Fierbinte,

Ma tine intinsa

Pe un pat de tortura

Intre inciperea de carne obscura

Silumina de-apoi.

Ce spaima fireasca:
Nu pot sd mai merg inainte
Nu pot sd ma-ntorc inapoi.
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End of season

The colour crumpled on the celestial vault
Like an old skin

That has grown too big

For what it has to hide:

The nothingness

The gods have been expelled from

Grows smaller.

A feeling of temporariness, of passing,

Of ending a season,

Envelops the universe

With its snowed up dust around the corners
And out-of-use market halls

Where nonsensical poems are being read.

A zodiac sign change:
Without even noticing,
Suicidal stupidity
Takes over.

27

Sfarsit de sezon

Mototolita pe boltd culoarea

Ca o piele batrana

Devenitd prea mare

Pentru ceea ce trebuie sa ascunda:
Neantul

Din care zeii au fost evacuati

Se face mai mic.

Un aer provizoriu, de trecere,

De sfarsit de sezon,

Inviluie universul

Cu praful troienit pe la colturi

Si hale iesite din uz

In care se citesc poezii fara noima.

Schimbare de zodie:
Prostia sinucigasd,

Fara macar sa-si dea seama,
Preia puterea.
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Amber

Forgetting about the world and myself,

I can feel loneliness filling me up like honey
Pouring down into its proper vessel,

Proper in its need of it.

Sacred are the honeycombs that let its gold
Pour on my afterlife,

When your clear punishment,

O, God,

Wraps me up in its own sweet mud.

But the torment is a delight instead of an ordeal
And I remind myself

As a tiny insect captured in amber,

Inside the bright language crypt.

28

Chihlimbar

Uitand de lume si uitdnd de mine,

Simt cum singurdtatea ma umple ca o miere
Curgand in vasul ce i se cuvine

Pentru c-o soarbe si o cere.

Sacri sunt fagurii din care curge

Aurul ei pe viata-mi de apoi,

Cand limpedea-ti pedeapsd, Demiurge,
M3 infdsoara-n dulcele-i noroi.

Dar voluptate-i chinul, nu calvar
Si imi aduc de mine-aminte

Ca de o gaza prinsa-n chihlimbar,
In cripta luminoasa de cuvinte.
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Stealthily

I advanced stealthily

Until I got close to the borderline,
Just wanting to touch it

With the tip of my bare foot,
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Tiptil

Am 1naintat tiptil

Pana aproape de linie,
Am vrut doar s-o ating
Cu varful piciorului gol,

Like in the summer when I touch the borderline Asa cum ating vara linia

Separating the earth and the sea.
But the line crept backwards,

As if it protecting itself from me,
And I go on advancing

On the death-moistened sand,
Alive and proud

To see myself able to push the border,

Or even crossing it a little,
Without even being aware of it.

Dintre pamant si mare.

Dar linia s-a tras inapoi

Ca si cum s-ar fi apdrat ea de mine,
Si eu continui sa inaintez

Pe nisipul umezit de moarte,

Vie si mandra

Cad pot impinge hotarul,

Sau poate trecandu-1 putin,

Fara sa stiu.

)
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Beyond myself Dincolo de mine
My pain ceases to exist beyond myself, Durerea mea nu exista dincolo de mine,
It is confined within the bounds of my body Ea este inchisd intre limitele corpului meu
Working like a magnet Functionand ca un magnet
That has gathered it from the world. Care a strans-o din lume.
I privatised the pain, as it were, Am privatizat, cum s-ar spune, durerea
And now I am surrounded by a bright void Si acum in jurul meu e un gol luminos
Like an air-tight aureole insulating the tumour Ca o aureold etansd ce izoleaza tumoarea
Of which I know nothing more than that it is myself. Despre care nu stiu decat cd este eu insami.
But I know nothing more about myself either. Dar nici despre mine nu stiu mai mult.
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Amazement Uimirea
The excruciation of the arrival, Sfasierea sosirii,
The bewilderment of the departure, Nedumerirea plecarii,
Stretching moments Momente prelungi
In which amazement covers everything. In care uimirea acopera totul.
Amazement, resembling a ball that has fallen into the sea Uimirea, asemenea unei mingi scapate in mare
That the wave keeps on carrying Pe care valul o poartd mereu
Almost back to shore, Aproape pana la tarm,
But it carries it back out to sea Dar o ia inapoi
Before allowing it Inainte de a-i acorda
The minimum lapse of carrying a meaning. Ragazul minim al sensului.
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Recognition Recunoasteri
I have certainly been here before, Cu siguranta am mai fost aici,
In this body, In acest trup,
In this room, In aceasts odaie,
In this country. In aceasta tara.
Astonishment does not prevent me Uimirea nu ma impiedica
From recognizing Sd recunosc
That which I had already seen, Ceea ce mai vazusem candva,
And which I had forgotten that it had already astonished me. Si uitasem cd ma mai mirasem o data.

)
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Stone seeds

If, as Saint Augustin says,
Evil is nothing but the absence of Good
And death, the absence of life,
In this desert

We are evil

And we are dead

And we don’t even know it,
Because we don’t know

What it is like to be

Good

Or what it is like to be

Alive,

Like

The stone seeds of the sand

33

Seminte de piatri

Dacd, asa cum spune Sfantul Augustin,
R&ul nu este decat absenta Binelui
Si moartea, absenta vietii,

In acest pustiu

Noi suntem rdi

S1 noi suntem morti

Si nici mdcar n-o stim,

Pentru cd nu stim

Cum e sa fii

Bun

Sau cum e sa fii

Viu,

Asa cum

Semintele de piatrd ale nisipului

That do not know what it means to yield fruit. Nu stiu ce-nseamna a rodi.

)
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Group portrait

What is left of it?

Grey halos

Or, even worse,

Excited skulls

With voices weakened by time
And emotion

Coming down from exalted Spains.
And the horror of lost memories,
That in-vain-ness

Of having only been defeated by time:

Our hands crippled by arthritis.
Faith can move Mount Olympus.
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Portret de grup

Ce-a mai rdmas?

Aureole sure

Sau, si mai rdu,

infrigurate cranii,

Cu voci imputinate de vreme

Si emotie

Recoborand din exaltate Spanii.
Si spaima amintirilor pierdute,
Inzadarul

De-a nu fi fost invinsi decat de timp:
Cu maini anchilozate de artroza.

Credinta mutd muntele Olimp.

)
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A game

It has been years since I thought

That the biggest misfortune of mankind

Is that there are too many people on Earth.
And, still, I like to play with children,
Taking ambiguous,

Almost perverted pleasure

That must be experienced by those who tend to
Lion or tiger cubs

As if they were kittens,

Forgetting that a time will come when

The game will have to stop,

A time that they keep on postponing

Like in Russian roulette.

I play with the children that will grow into adults

Trying to postpone the moment
When they will enjoy tearing me up,
Becoming grown-ups,

Numerous,

35

Joc

Sunt ani de cand cred

Cd marea nenorocire a oamenilor
Este cd sunt prea multi pe pamant.

Si totusi, imi place sd mad joc cu copiii,
Cu pldcerea ambigud,

Aproape perversd,

Pe care trebuie sd o aibd cei ce ingrijesc
Pui de lei sau de tigri

Ca si cum ar fi niste pui de pisici,
Uitand ca va veni un moment cand
Jocul va trebui sa inceteze,

Un moment pe care-] amana mereu
Ca intr-o ruletd ruseasca.

Ma joc cu copiii care vor deveni adulti
Incercand s aman clipa

Cand le va face pldcere sa ma sfasie,
Devenind adulti,

Tot mai adulti,
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Ever more numerous, Tot mai multi,
Much too numerous, Mult prea multi,
While I am left alone at the age of a child. In timp ce eu rdman singura in copilarie.

¥
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Pigeons Porumbei
Hundreds of pigeons, maybe thousands, Sute de porumbei, poate mii,
Sitting nicely two by two Asezati cuminti in perechi
Up on the sloping church roof, Pe acoperisul inclinat al bisericii,
Each tile has a pigeon sitting on it, Pe fiecare tigld un porumbel,
One next to the other, Unul langa altul,
Having agreed, obviously, Tn‘gelegi intre ei, evident,
Having minutely organised themselves Organizati cu minutie
In view of broadcasting or receiving In vederea transmiterii sau primirii
A message Unui mesaj
That we cannot manage to decipher. Pe care nu reusim sa-1 descifram.
We can only look at it anxiously: il privim doar cu neliniste:
Too many Preanumeroase
Clones of the Holy Spirit... Clone ale Sfantului Dubh...
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On the surface of the universe

A world I can understand so little of:
The words dress me up

In fog and clouds

From which a morning star

With frayed edges

Tries to glean a ray of meaning now and then.

Everything is either too far
Or too close,

Always the wrong lenses,
Formless shapes,

Neither taste, nor smell,
Just the fingers getting lost
On the rough surface

Of the universe.

38

Pe suprafata universului

O lume din care inteleg atat de putin:
Cuvintele ma imbraca

In ceats si nori

Din care rar cate un luceafar

Cu margini zdrentuite

Incearca si strecoare cate o razi de sens.
Totul este sau prea departe

Sau prea aproape,

Lentilele mereu nepotrivite,

Formele nonfigurative,

Nici gust, nici miros,

Doar degetele pierdute

Pe suprafata zgrunturoasa

A universului.
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Above the river

In the icons hanging for centuries
Above the river

Death was dressed

Fashionably

(according to the latest trends of the time,
When the bridge was built

And the icon was painted).

It, the eternal one,

Obeyed such provisional

Rules,

It had, therefore, a sense of humour,
It liked to play,

It was amused by its own image
[ustrating the ephemeral

Up to date.

Or maybe it was only the painter
Who had fun

Drawing

His self-portrait

)
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Deasupra raului

In icoanele suspendate de secole
Deasupra raului

Moartea era imbracata

La ultima moda

(Ultima moda atunci,

Cand a fost construit podul
Si pictatd icoana).

Ea, cea eternd,

Se supunea unor reguli
Atat de trecatoare,

Avea deci umor,

i placea s4 se joace,

O distra propria ei imagine
[lustrand efemerul

La zi.

Sau poate doar pictorul

Se amuzase

Facandu-si

Deasupra raului
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Above the forever-flowing
River
In this future disguise...
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Mereu curgdtor
Autoportretul
In acest travesti viitor...

¥
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Prayer

God of dragonflies, of moths,

Of skylarks and of owls,

God of earth worms, of scorpions

And of cockroaches,

You, who have taught each of them something different
And know beforehand what will happen to every one,

I would give anything to understand what it feels like

To set the proportions

Of poisons, colours, fragrances,

When you placed the song in this beak

And the croak in the other

Murder in this soul and ecstasy in the other,
But, above all,  would give anything to know
If you felt any remorse

For having made some of them victims and others executioners,

Equally guilty to all of them
For having confronted them all
With a fait accompli.

41
Rugidciune

Dumnezeu al libelulelor, al fluturilor de noapte,
Al ciocéarliilor si al bufnitelor,

Dumnezeu al ramelor, al scorpionilor

Si al gandacilor de bucatdrie,

Dumnezeu care i-ai invdtat pe fiecare altceva

Si stii dinainte ce i se va intampla fiecdruia,

As da orice sa inteleg ce-ai simtit

Cand ai stabilit proportiile

Otravurilor, culorilor, parfumurilor,
Cand ai asezat intr-un cioc cantecul

Si in altul croncanitul,

Si-ntr-un suflet crima si in altul extazul,
As da orice, mai ales, sa stiu

Daca ai avut remuscari,

Cd pe unii i-ai facut victime si pe altii caldi,
Egal de vinovat fata de toti

Pentru cd pe toti i-ai pus

In fata faptului implinit.
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God of the guilt of having decided by yourself Dumnezeu al vinovitiei de a fi hotdrat singur
What the proportion between good and evil should be, Raportul intre bine si rau,
The scales scarcely held on balance Balanta mentinuta cu greu in echilibru
By the bloody body De trupul insangerat
Of your son that doesn’t look like you. Al fiului tdu care nu-ti seamana.

)
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Seraph

Six swan wings

Of which only two are used to fly,

Two more, to protect your eyes

Against the too-bright light

And the last two, crossed

Over the genitals that, in fact, are not there,
Just like there are no eyes,

No ears, no lips,

Only blank spots,

Like in children's drawings,

where the organs would have been marked.

And a name meaning

“The one who burns”

(As

Do the stars that you are responsible for:
Ashless,

Smokeless,

Meaningless,

Billions of them).

43
Serafim

Sase aripi de lebada
Din care doar doud sa zbori,

Alte doud, ca sa-ti acoperi ochii

De lumina prea multa
Si ultimele, incrucisate

Peste sexul care, de fapt, nu existd,

Cum nu exista nici ochii,
Nici urechile, nici buzele,
Doar locul lor insemnat
Ca-n desenele copiilor

Si un nume insemnand
,,Cel ce arde”

(Precum

Ard stelele de care rdspunzi:
Fara cenusa,

Fara fum,

Fara sens,

Miliarde).
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Alone

I'look at them and I wonder
How alone they are.

And how guilty they are

Of being lonely.

I'look at them for a long time
And wonder -

How much loneliness

Can anyone bear,

Before dying from loneliness?
What about after?

Translation Café, Issue 173
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Singuri

M3 uit la ei si ma mir

Cat sunt de singuri.

Si cat de vinovati sunt

Ca sunt singuri.

Ma uit la ei indelung

Si ma intreb -

Catd singurdtate

Este in stare si indure fiecare,
Tnainte si moar4 de singuritate?
Dar dupa?

Translation
Cafli

December 2016



Translation Café, Issue 173
Poems by Ana Blandiana

Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Eliza Bita

Slope

It feels so good that I am not young anymore,

I find myself thinking

In the few moments when

I remember

That I am no longer young.

I am talking about the moments when

I slip as if on a banana peel

On the future’s slime-covered sidewalk
And I desperately wish to stop,
Because everything is incomprehensible
Unless I accept that the street’s

Slope runs steeper and steeper.

45

Panta

Ce bine cd nu mai sunt tanara,

Ma trezesc spunandu-mi

In putinele clipe in care

imi aduc aminte

Cd nu mai sunt tanara.

E vorba de clipele in care

Alunec ca pe o coaja de banana

Pe trotuarul acoperit de mazga viitorului
Si as vrea cu disperare sda ma opresc,
Pentru ca totul este de neinteles

Daca nu accept cd strada

Are o pantd din ce in ce mai periculoasa.

)
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Stairs

Inside the mysteries of the flesh

I could never reach

The peak of ecstasy.

I would climb up with great difficulty,
Would slide down, would come back again and again,
Would try to guess

If I had not arrived by any chance
Without realising it

And I would even humiliate myself
By persuading myself

That I was there indeed,

Imagining that I felt

What I imagined

That it must feel like.

Forgive me for this

Upturned mirror,

But in heaven as it is on earth.
Everything is alike.

46

Scard

In misterele sangelui

Nu am reusit niciodata sa urc
Péana pe culmea extazului.
Ma cataram cu efort,
Lunecam, mad intorceam iar si iar,
Incercam sa ghicesc

Daca nu cumva am ajuns
Fara sda-mi dau seama

Si chiar md umileam
Convingandu-ma singurd

Ca m3 aflu acolo,
Imaginandu-mi cd simt

Ceea ce Imi imaginam

Ca trebuie simtit.

[artd-ma pentru aceasta
Rasturnare-n oglinda,

Dar precum pe pamant asa si in cer.

Totul seamdans.
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I am trying to reach out to You, to get closer, Incerc s4 te-ajung, sd m-apropiu,
To let Your aura swallow me up, Sd mad las inghitita de aura,
To imagine that I have touched You Sa-mi inchipui ca te-am atins
Falling in ecstasy, Cézand in extaz,
Like birds fall in the heavenly vault. Cum cad pdsdrile in inalt.
And I fail. Si nu reusesc.
And I never know Si nu stiu niciodata
Whether something comes next Dacd mai urmeaza ceva
Or this is it. Sau asta e tot.
Forgive me because, powerless, [artd-ma pentru cd, neputincioasd,
Seized with fury, Cuprinsa de furie,
I pretend to see you Ma prefac ca te vad
And I try to lie to myself, Si incerc sda md mint,
By inventing Inventandu-te
Instead of finding you. In loc s4 te gasesc.
Forgive me for my irreverence lartd-ma pentru profanarea
That I climb as if on a flight of stairs, Pe care ma sui ca pe-o scard,
Punish me, Pedepseste-m4,
By snatching it from beneath my feet, Smulge-mi-o de sub picioare,

)
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So that I stay hanging Ca sd raman suspendata
In the madness In nebunia
That I will no longer be able to question. De care sa nu ma mai pot indoi.

¥
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Sweet confusion

I am wearing your clothes

Which my body inhabits

Feeling surprised at how well they fit

The clothes are surprised too.

As if you had come back -

Sweet confusion

destined to hide

The seed passed on from one century to another.

I am wearing your clothes in the streets where you believed.

Make me believe too,

Let your light fill me

And let the clothes move by themselves
While the seams allow a glimpse

Of the brilliance of the seed

Passed from one century to another

)
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Dulce confuzie

Port hainele tale,

Pe care corpul meu le ocupa

Mirandu-se de potrivire

Si hainele se mira.

Ca si cum chiar tu ai fi revenit -

Dulce confuzie

Menitd s-ascunda

Samburele trecut dintr-un secol intr-altul.
Port hainele tale pe strazile unde tu ai crezut.
Fa-ma si pe mine sa cred,

Lasd lumina ta sd ma aprinda

Si hainele sd se miste singure,

Zarindu-se pe la cusaturi

Stralucirea samburelui

Trecut dintr-un secol intr-altul.
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The kernel of darkness Samburele de intuneric
Its shining body, Trupul stralucitor,
Throbbing to the rhythm of the sky’s breath, Zbatandu-i-se in ritmul respiratiei vdazduhului,
Spreads a light around it Raspandeste in jur o lumina
Which is born second by second Nascutd secunda de secunda
From the kernel of darkness Din samburele de intuneric
Clinging to the wick, almost perishing, Gata sd piara lipit de festild,
But recovering, surviving Dar revenindu-si, supravietuind
At the heart of splendour, In miezul splendorii,
Making it possible... Facand-o posibila...
An almost sensuous dance Dans aproape sensual
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Playing the cello

Like a curtain

Forever blown by a wind

Caused by the movement of one’s forehead -
A nervous movement,

Without any intention and purpose,
Completely useless -

The stones would cover and then reveal
The eyes carefully hidden by eyelids.
The plaits

Grizzled, of course, but not grey,

More likely a smoke or a mist

Excluding old age,

Just the fluttering

Over a cheek sunk into mystery

As in some water

That the forehead, moving rhythmically,
Turns into waves and undulations
While the smoky locks

Are submerged.

)
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La violoncel

Ca o perdea

Batutd mereu de un vant

Produs de miscarea fruntii -

O miscare nervoasa,

Fara intentie si scop,

Nefolosind la nimic -

Pietrele acopereau si descopereau
Ochii ascunsi cu grijd si de pleoape.
Pletele

Cédrunte, desigur, dar nu cenusii,
Un fum mai curand sau o ceata
Excluzand batranetea,

Doar fluturarea

Peste obrazul cufundat in mister
Ca-ntr-o ap4d

Pe care fruntea, miscAndu-se ritmic,
O face unde si valuri,

Iar pletele fumurii

Se scufunda.
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A transparent character

I have never understood it,
Have never known its definition:
A transparent character

Or just a breeze

That you don’t even feel,
Although it touches you.

But years later, decades later
You begin to discover

Its marks

Imprinted in your flesh,
Deep

Like traces of claws.

All I know about it

Is that it rushes

Towards the place

In which it stops being.

52

Un personaj transparent

Nu l-am inteles niciodata,
Nu i-am cunoscut definitia:
Un personaj transparent
Sau numai o boare

Pe care nici nu o simti,
Desi te atinge.

Doar dupd ani, dupd decenii
Incepi si-i descoperi
Urmele

Intiparite in carne,

Adanci

Ca niste urme de gheare.
Tot ce stiu despre el

Este cd se grabeste

Spre locul

Unde inceteaza sa fie.

)
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Every other seven Din7in7
If after every seven years Dacad din sapte-n sapte ani
Nothing of me is me any longer Nimic din mine nu mai e eu insami,
Why am I surprised that I am a stranger? De ce sd md mai mir cd sunt strdina?
The alienation is but natural Fireasca e alienarea,
When all that’s new Cand tot ce-i nou
Forgets me and erases me Ma uitd si ma sterge
Like footsteps on the sand erased by the sea. Cum sterge urmele pe plajd marea.

)
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Half-timbered work

We stay here

Surrounded by half-timbered walls,

Like the neighbours’ cow

Whose milk we drink

Every night

After it has been milked by chapped, stiff hands
Just like twigs.

We stay here

Surrounded by the old plum trees

That can no longer bear fruit

And peasant women too old to bear more peasants.

We stay here

Feeling good and at home

In this world

From which we are learning how to die.
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Paianta

Stam aici

Intre peretii de paiants,

Ca vaca din vecini

Al cdrei lapte il bem

In fiecare seara

Muls de mainile crapate si tepene
Ca niste vreascuri.

Stam aici

Intre prunii batrani

Care nu mai au putere sa rodeascd
Si tardncile prea bdtrane sa mai nasca tdrani.
Stam aici

Simtindu-ne bine si-acasa

In aceasta lume

De la care invdtam sa murim.
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Wound

Someone has twisted wire
Around the trunk of the cherry tree,
Wounding it deeply and mercilessly

Because they did not know that a cherry tree could be wounded

(Socrates, I think, said that people are cruel

Out of ignorance),

And the tree started abundantly bleeding

A sticky blood,

Reddish brown, the colour of amber,

Like a stabbed animal, not like a tree.

And its leaves went pale at the height of summer
As if it were transfigured by pain.

“Our cherry tree is dying”, you said as if about a relative
When you found the wire

And started unwinding it slowly

Careful not to make it suffer,

Examining him now and then with your eyes

To check whether the operation was hurting it.
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Ranad

Cineva a rasucit o sarma

In jurul tulpinii ciresului,

Ranindu-1 adanc fara mila

Pentru cd nu stia cd un cires poate fi ranit
(Socrate, mi se pare, spunea cd oamenii sunt rai
Din nestiintd),

Iar el a inceput sd sangere abundent

Cu un sange cleios,

Maroniu, asemenea chihlimbarului,

Ca un animal injunghiat, nu ca un arbore.

Si frunzele i s-au fdcut in plind vara palide

Ca si cum de durere s-ar fi schimbat la fata.
,Ciresul nostru moare”, ai spus ca despre o ruda
Dupa ce ai descoperit sairma

Si ai inceput sd o desfaci incet

Cu grija de a nu-1 face s sufere,

Cercetandu-1 din cand in cand cu privirea

Sa verifici daca operatia il doare.
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“Do you think it will make it?” you asked me in the end. ,Crezi c-o sd scape?” m-ai intrebat la sfarsit.
“] am certain it will” I answered, ,Sunt sigurd”, ti-am rdspuns,
Knowing that the cherry tree could hear us. Stiind ca ciresul ne aude.

)
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Parallels

Without the hope of waking up,

We lie locked in our sleep

As in an airproof capsule

Where everyone dreams another dream,

Not doubting that it was real.

Soldiers asleep, armed to the teeth,

Proceed under the burden of their helmets,
Canteens, blankets, effects,

Tools with which they kill - without waking them up -
Other soldiers having fallen in a parallel sleep.
While cataleptic historians

Are writing chronicles

About all that in their own nightmare,

And poets dream that they wake up and find out
How reality is somewhere else.
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Paralele

Fard speranta trezirii,

Suntem inchisi in propriul somn

Ca intr-o capsula etansa

In care viseazi fiecare un alt vis

Despre care nu se indoieste cd e realitatea.
Soldati adormiti, inarmati pana-n dinti,
Inainteaza ingreunati de casti,

Gamele, paturi, efecte,

Unelte cu care ucid - fara sa-i trezeasca -
Pe alti soldati adormiti intr-un somn paralel.
In timp ce istorici cataleptici

Scriu cronici

In propriul cosmar despre toate acestea,
[ar poetii viseaza cd se trezesc si descopera
Cum realitatea e in alta parte.
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REQUIEM RECVIEM
(to my mother) (mamet)
1 1
“Who's there behind you?”, you asked ,Cine e in spatele tdu? ”, m-ai intrebat
And I dared not look back. Si eu n-am indraznit sa intorc capul.
I only whispered: “Nobody. “ Am soptit doar: ,,Nimeni.”
“Yes, there is someone, I can see them »Ba da, mi-ai spus, il vad
And I want to know who it is.” Si vreau sa stiu cine este. ”
But without looking back Dar fdrd sa md intorc,
I whispered: “It's Nobody.” Eu am soptit: , Este Nimeni.”
2 2
Your voice Vocea ta
And the sounds of rain Si zgomotele ploii
Wrapped me Ma impachetau
In a straitjacket. Intr-o cdmasa de forta.
Rhythmically, the same rhythm, Ritmic, acelasi ritm,
Rain sounds and your voice Zgomotele ploii si vocea ta

)
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Imploring: “Stop it, Lord,
Stop it.”

You, Lord, who hold me
Ensconced in pity

Like in a straitjacket,
Without making a decision
About

Hearing

Her prayer or not.

What can it be like to feel

That you're being pushed forward
By someone or something,
Without being able to object,
Without knowing where to,

But going faster and faster,
Sometimes not even managing

To walk

Rather slip
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Implorand : ,Pune capdt, Doamne,
Pune capat.”

Doamne, tu cel ce ma tii
Imbritisatd in mila

Ca intr-o camasa de fortd,

Fara sa te hotarasti

Daca

Sa-i asculti

Sau nu ruga.

Cum poate sa fie sa simti

Cé te impinge din spate
Cineva sau ceva,

Fard sa te poti impotrivi,

Fara sd stii inspre ce,

Dar sa mergi tot mai repede,
Uneori chiar sa nu mai reusesti
Sa pasesti

Si atunci sa aluneci
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Or even glide,

On short distances,

But without being sure

That you will be able to fly,
When flight becomes

The only option,

At the sudden end of the path...

” A poet whom I think you have not read,

I would tell you,

Was convinced he existed even

Beyond death

Whose result is being born on Earth.”

And - as you forgot about your pain for one minute -

You would smile as if you had heard a joke,
A sad one,
And I went on, so that I could make you laugh:
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Sau, chiar, pe scurte portiuni,
Sa planezi,

Dar fara certitudinea ca

Vei fi in stare sd zbori,

Atunci caAnd zborul va raméane
Singura sansd,

La capadtul brusc al cdrarii...

,Un poet pe care nu cred cad l-ai citit,

f;i spuneam,

Era convins ca exista

Si dincolo de moarte

”

Al cdrei rezultat este nasterea pe pamant.
Si - uitdndu-ti o clipd durerea -

Tu zambeai ca de o gluma
Trista,
Iar eu continuam, ca si te fac sa razi:

Translation
Calé

December 2016




Translation Café, Issue 173
Poems by Ana Blandiana

Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Eliza Bita

”If you don’t like it out there,
Remember Novalis,
And, above all, don’t forget

Tie a knot in your handkerchief to make sure you won’t -

To warn me
When you come back.”

A messenger of good news

Stretching his long shadow

On the wall behind the head of your bed,
He stood there waiting.

He had, probably, told himself,

And now he was waiting for you to rejoice.

But you had not heard
And, without seeing him, went on
Suffering,

While he,
Wings pricked up,
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»,Dacd nu te vei simti bine acolo,
Adu-ti aminte de Novalis,

Si mai ales nu uita

Fa-ti un nod la batista -

Sa mad previi

Cand revii.”

Mesager al stirilor bune
Intinzandu-si umbra prelunga
Peste peretele de la capul
Patului tau,

El statea asteptand.

Isi spusese probabil,

Si acum astepta sd te bucuri.
Dar tu nu auzisesi

Si continuai, fara sa-1 vezi,
Sa suferi,

in timp ce el,

Cu aripile ciulite,

)
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Was trying to listen to you,
Breathing or not.

You are so beautiful,

Almost translucent,

Still material, but a matter

Of which nothing is left but light

Drawn on the pillow.

A silvery shadow,

Already a shadow,

Starting to belong

To another world, another state of aggregation,
Even now,

Even before.

If time were the life of the soul,
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Incerca sa te asculte,
Respirand sau nu.

Esti atat de frumoass,
Strdvezie aproape,
Materiala incd, dar o materie

Din care n-a rdmas decat lumina

Desenatd pe perna.

Umbrd argintie,

Inci de pe acum umbrs,
Incepand si apartii

Altei lumi, altei stdri de agregare,
Inca de pe acum,

Incad dinainte.

Daca timpul ar fi viata sufletului,
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As Plotinus said,

Now I have less soul

Than I did ten years ago.

And you have almost none at all.
But no.

Nothing is lost:

Time is collected into the soul
Like a thread of sand in an hourglass,
Flowing from ideas, from sparks,
A strip that you

Go on

Spinning,

An hourglass that you

Need only turn over,

If you're so inclined.

I knew you could see us from above
As if you were buried in the sky
Before you went into the grave
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Cum spune Plotin,

Eu am acum mai putin suflet
Decat acum zece ani.

[ar tu aproape deloc.

Dar nu.

Nu se pierde nimic:

Timpul se strange in suflet
Ca-ntr-o clepsidra curgand

Fir de nisip din idei, din scantei,

Pe care tu

il torci

In continuare,

O clepsidra pe care

Nu trebuie decét, daca vrei,
S-o intorci.

Stiam cd ne vezi de deasupra

Ca si cum ai fi fost ingropata in cer

Ininte de a fi in mormant
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Or as if

Everything were just mirrored
In heaven

Asitis

On earth.

I remembered

The severe eye

Of yore

From which nothing could be hidden
And, like back then,

I was afraid and

I wished I could obey you,
But I no longer knew

What it meant to be good.

The fact that I cannot see you,
That we do not meet,

That I head,

Stopping at the last minute,
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Sau, ca si cum,

Totul se oglinea pur si simplu
Precum

Pe pamant

Asa siin cer.

Imi aduceam aminte

Ochiul sever

De demult

Cdruia nu i se putea ascunde nimic

Si, ca si atunci,

Imi era frica si

As fi vrut sa te-ascult,

Dar nu mai stiam ce inseamnad

S3 fiu cuminte.

Faptul cd nu te vad,

Ci nu ne-ntalnim,

Cd ma indrept,
Oprindu-ma in ultima clip4,
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Towards the phone I was talking on,
Does not mean you do not exist.
Maybe you are late

Like the lowest

Note of the organ,

So grave that

Nobody can hear it.

10.

Your voice reverberating from one clod to another
Reaches me in my sleep.

The same voice that used to call me when I was a child
In the dream

From which I used to wake up soaked in tears
And you did not need to soothe me:

- “Don’t cry, don’t cry... ”

- “I dreamt you were dead”, I would tell you,
“And that you were calling me from out there.”
“Don’t cry, don’t cry,

I'm here”, you would tell me.
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Spre telefonul la care vorbeam,
Nu-nseamnad ca nu esti.

Poate intarzii

Asemenea celei mai joase

Note a orgii,

Atat de profunda incat

Nimeni nu o poate auzi.
10.

Glasul tdu reverberat din bulgar in bulgar
Ajunge la mine in somn.

Acelasi glas care ma striga in copildrie
In visul

Din care ma trezeam scaldata in lacrimi
Sinu trebuia sd md mangai:

- ,Nu plange, nu plange... ”

- ,Am visat c-ai murit, iti spuneam,

31 cd de-acolo ma strigi.”

~Nu plange, nu plange,

Sunt aici”, imi spuneai.

Translation
Calé

December 2016



Translation Café, Issue 173
Poems by Ana Blandiana
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Eliza Bita

66
“Don’t cry, don’t cry”, »,Nu plange, nu plange”,
You tell me, Imi spui,
“Out there is right here.” ,Acolo e-aici.”
11. 11.
Don’t let me Nu ma lasa
Fall into the future, Sa cad in viitor,
Fray out into the time to come Sd méd destram in timpul ce-o sd vind
As in the sky’s pit Ca-n groapa cerului
A spirit Un zburédtor
That is buried in its foreign horizon. Inmormantat in zarea lui straina.
Be the anchor for me Fii pentru mine ancora
Stuck in clay In lut
Able to hold me tight wrapped in grass In stare s4 ma tind strans cu iarba
In today, In astizi,
The place that has turned into past, Locul devenit trecut,
Be the anchor for me Fii pentru mine ancora
And ask... Si-ntreaba...

)
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12. 12.
“Write”, you said. »Scrie”, ai spus.
And I grabbed a pencil and some paper Si eu am luat creion si hartie
Thinking you wanted to dictate to me. Crezand cd vrei sa-mi dictezi.
“Write”, you repeated. ,Scrie”, ai repetat.
Then you fell silent like an icon. Si-ai tdcut ca o icoand.
And I started to put down in writing Iar eu am inceput sa scriu
Your silence. Técerea ta.
Your silence Técerea ta
From which everything pours out. Din care toate curg
As blood pours from a wound. Cum curge sangele din rana.
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Sour cherry trees

Sour cherry trees blown by the evil wind,
Clapping their branches one against the other,

Tangling them,

Hugging themselves like that in hatred,

And still not managing to bear fruit
Those little black berries mixing
Sour and sweet.

The sweet and sour fruit

Leaves behind on my lips, on my fingers

Its ink-like traces.

Has it tried to mark on me at least
The once secret fraction,

The golden ratio between extremes?

The wind airs up the indecipherable traces

On skin dirty

With good and bad,
With sweet and sour.
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Ciresi amari

Ciresi amari batuti de vantul rau,
Plesnindu-si ramurile unele de altele,
Incalcindu-le,

Imbratisandu-se astfel singuri cu uré,
Si totusi nereusind sa rodeasca
Bobitele negre in care se amesteca
Amarul si dulcele.

Fructele dulci si amare

Imi lasa pe buze, pe degete

Urmele lor de cerneala.

Au incercat sd noteze pe mine mdcar
Fractia secreta odinioard,

Raportul de aur dintre extreme?

Petele indescifrabile vantul le svanta
Pe pielea murdara

De bine si rau,

De dulce si-amar.
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Mysteries

When I stare at the leaves of the oak tree
Worried by a wind that they alone can feel,
The Dodona mystery no longer seems
Incomprehensible to me

And I don’t find it hard to picture Zeus
Living like an outlaw.

It's strange that people never wonder

Where do gods live when they are no longer gods,
Immortal beings that have to while away their powerless
Eternity. Humiliated,

They are unseen observers of our world

Which is mysterious, for not being able

To admit that there are mysteries in it.

And, still, I can feel them come close sometimes:
Apollo comes in my sleep, slams open the door,
I can hear his footsteps on the kitchen floor,

He skims through my papers, touches the keys,

)
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Mistere

Atunci cand privesc fix frunzele stejarului
Nelinistite de un vant pe care numai ele il simt,
Misterul de la Dordone nu mi se mai pare

De neinteles

Si nu mi-e greu sa mi-1 imaginez pe Zeus
Trdind in ilegalitate.

Ciudat cd oamenii nu se intreaba niciodata

Unde traesc zeii dupa ce nu mai sunt zei,
Nemuritori care trebuie sa-si consume eternitatea
Lipsitd de putere. Umiliti,

Ei sunt spectatori nevazuti ai lumii noastre
Misterioasd, pentru cd nu e in stare

Sa recunoascd misterele.

Si totusi, 1i simt cateodatd cum se apropie:
Apollo vine in somn, da usa de perete,

fi aud pasii pe dalele din bucatarie,

Imi rasfoieste hartiile, atinge tastele,
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Then stops a long while in front of the crucifix Apoi se opreste indelung in fata crucifixului
Understanding, perhaps, how Tn‘gelegémd, poate, cum
One mystery has come to replace another. Misterele s-au inlocuit unele pe altele.
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Him El
When I say Him Cand spun El
I often think about time, Ma gandesc adesea la timp,
The one whose name cannot be uttered Cel cu numele de nepronuntat
Like the devil, Ca , Uciga-1 toaca”,

The one that fills us up,

Like forms without substance,
Which - when He decides

To leave us -

Abandon, poor burst balloons
That the air has hissed out of,
Disappearing into nothingness,
That is in Himself...

Cel ce ne umple,

Ca pe niste forme fard fond,
Pe care - cand se hotaraste

Sa ne pardseascd -

Le lasa, biete baloane pleznite
De unde aerul a iesit suierand,
Dispdrand in neant,

Adica in el insusi...

)
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Interview with the poet Ana Blandiana

What is literature in general and what does it mean to you, in
particular?

To me, ever since my childhood and throughout my
entire life, it has been the most striking method of education; to
me, as a writer, it is the professional way in which I express
myself; and to mankind, it is the most efficient method to
record the world's memory.

Have you ever tried to express yourself by means of other arts?
If so, have you achieved excellence in another kind of artistic
manifestation/expression?

No, I have not. No, I have not.

Are there any favourite auhors or books that have influenced
your life or the way you think? Which author and which book, how
have they marked you?

I have answered this question several times before. I feel
close to Rilke, or to Emily Dickinson, although there is almost
no common point between them, to Seamus Heaney and to

)
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Interviu cu poeta Ana Blandiana

Ce este literatura in general si ce reprezintd ea pentru
dumneavoastri?

Pentru mine, ea a reprezentat inca din copilarie si pe
parcursul intregii vieti cea mai percutantd forma de educatie;
pentru mine ca scriitor este forma mea profesionald de
exprimare; iar pentru omenire este forma cea mai eficienta de
pastrare a memoriei lumii.

Afi incercat sd vd exprimati §i prin intermediul altor arte?
Daci da, ati excelat intr-o altd formd de manifestare artistica?

Nu. Nu.

Existd autori preferati si carti care v-au influentat viata sau
modul de a gandi ? Care i care, in ce fel v-au marcat?

Am raspuns de multe ori la aceastd intrebare. Ma simt
aproape de Rilke, sau de Emily Dickinson, desi intre ei nu exista
aproape niciun punct comun, de Seamus Heaney si de Anna
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Anna Ahmatova, who belong to different worlds. And still, I
feel I'm being crossed by tangents relating them. In Romanian
poetry, I feel like living on the meridian between Eminescu and
Blaga, which runs through me and keeps going.

Should a writer use his or her personal experience in their
literary creation?

I think all great writers write only about themselves,
even if their experience is projected in other centuries or on
other planets than the books that they write. Those who don’t
do this are literature tailors.

What literary genre allows you to be yourself? Do you identify
yourself with one or several genres?

I have been making rhymes even before I could read or
write. So, obviously, poetry is the specific way in which I
express myself, which I am not even certain that was chosen by
me. In fact, I don’t write poetry whenever I want to, but when
God wants me to, unless it is god Himself who writes it. This
does not mean that I only write poetry. I started to write prose
when reality, the raw material of my pages, became so

)
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Ahmatova, care apartin unor lumi diferite. Si totusi simt ca trec
prin mine tangente care ii inrudesc intre ei. In poezia
romaneascd ma simt locuind pe meridianul dintre Eminescu si

Blaga care ma strabate si se continud mai departe.

Ar trebui scriitorul sd foloseascd experienta personald in
creatia literard?

Nu cred ca existd mare scriitor care sa scrie despre
altceva decat despre el insusi, despre ce a trdit el, chiar daca
experienta lui este plasata in alte secole sau pe alte planete decat
in cdrtile pe care le scrie. Ceilalti sunt croitorii de literatura.

Ce gen literar vd permite libertatea de a fi dumneavoastrd
insevd? Vi identificati cu unul sau mai multe genuri?

Am facut versuri de dinainte de a fi stiut sa citesc sau sa
scriu. Deci este evident cd poezia este modalitatea mea specifica
de exprimare, pe care nici nu sunt sigura cd eu am ales-o. De
altfel, nu scriu versuri cand vreau eu, ci caAnd vrea Dumnezeu,
daca nu cumva chiar El le scrie. Asta nu inseamnd cd scriu
numai versuri. Prozd am inceput sa scriu atunci cand realitatea,
care era materia primd a paginilor mele, devenise atat de
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overwhelming that, by putting it into verse, it would have
become a danger to poetry. It would have been as if I tried to
load ore in a paper boat. I don’t think that it is exaggerated to
say that I started writing prose because I needed to protect my
poetry. Just as I wrote essays because I needed to try and make
my revelations sound logical, to try and understand them
myself and to explain them to the others. And so, I have
become a professional writer, namely someone who sits down
at his/her desk and writes for hours on end, instead of just
transcribing flashes of inspiration. Which is less, but also more
than simply being a poet.

When and how did you feel that this is your call?
I can’t remember exactly. I was too young.

What does writing mean to you? What does it mean to you to
express yourself by writing poetry or prose?

I once wrote that the only excuse for the existence of
poetry is its inevitability. Writing, at least for me, is a
compulsory activity, a responsibility that is incumbent on us
without the need to agree on it, and one cannot refuse to bear it,
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apdsdtoare, incat mi se pdrea cd, trecaind-o in versuri, ar fi fost
periculoasd pentru poezie. Ar fi fost ca si cum as fi incercat sa
incarc minereu de fier intr-o barca de hartie. Nu cred ca
exagerez spunand cd am inceput sd scriu proza din nevoia de
a-mi proteja poezia. Dupd cum am scris eseuri din nevoia de a
incerca sd trec in registru logic revelatiile, de a incerca sa le
inteleg eu insdmi si de a incerca sa le explic celorlalti. Si astfel,
am devenit scriitor profesionist, adica cineva care se aseaza la
masd si scrie ore intregi, nu transcrie doar fulgerele inspiratiei.
Ceea ce e mai putin, dar si mai mult decat a fi poet pur si
simplu.

Cand si cum ati simtit cd aceasta e vocatia dumneavoastra?
Nu-mi amintesc exact. Eram prea micd.

Ce
dumneavoastrd sd vd exprimati prin poezie sau proza?

Cum vedeti actul scriiturii? inseamnd  pentru

Am scris cadndva ca singura scuzd a existentei poeziei
este faptul cd e inevitabild. Actul de a scrie, pentru mine, cel

putin, este o operatie obligatorie, imperativd, este o sarcind pe
care o porti fard sa fii intrebatd si nu poti sd refuzi sd nasti, din
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once the Annunciation has taken place. To write is to express
oneself: one expresses oneself, therefore one exists.

To what extent do one’s birthplace and the place where one
lives affect one’s literary or artistic works?

As far as I am concerned, to a great extent. I am not just a
writer, I am a Romanian writer. I can only exist if I can feel my
roots, no matter how universal or generally human my
obsessions and themes of meditation may be. And no matter
how deprived of local colour may be the fruit that grows from
the sap climbing up from these roots.

What inspires you?
Everything I see, everything I hear, everything I read,
everything I live.

Do you think it is fortunate or a disadvantage for a writer’s
work to be translated and critiqued during his or her lifetime, because,
thus, they are able to explain their works as compared to different
cultures? How do you see the relationship between the creator and the
translator and the one between the creator and the critics if it occurs
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over centuries and if they are contemporary?
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moment ce ai trecut de Buna Vestire. A scrie Tnhseamnd a te
exprima: te exprimi, deci existi.

In ce masurd locul nasterii si cel in care triiesti isi pun
amprenta pe creatia literard sau artisticd?

In ceea ce ma priveste, in mare masura. Nu sunt pur si
simplu scriitor, sunt scriitor roman. Nu pot exista decat
simtindu-mi rdddcinile, oricat de universale sau general umane
mi-ar fi obsesiile si temele de meditatie. Si oricat de lipsit de
culoare locala ar fi fructul pe care il creste seva suita din aceste
radacini.

Ce vd inspird?
Tot ce vad, tot ce aud, tot ce citesc, tot ce traiesc.

Credeti cd e 0 sansd sau un dezavantaj pentru un scriitor sd fie
tradus si criticat in timpul vietii pentru cd isi poate explica opera in
raport cu alte culturi? Cum vedefi relatia creator-traducitor si creator
- critici dacd are loc peste secole si daci sunt contemporani?
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I have never required that any of the pages written by
me should be translated. I met some of my translators long after
they had translated me, and there are others whom I have never
met. And others have become my friends. But even in such
cases, when they happened to come to me for solutions - if the
translations were into languages that I speak, I felt as if our
destinies, the author’s and the translator’s, were parallel, that
each of us is expressing himself or herself in his or her work,
and, obviously, that the translated variant of my page belongs
to the translator at least insofar as it belongs to me. I generally
prefer translations into languages that I don’t speak, because I
can imagine that they are perfect. This year, I have had an
interesting experience, which, I must confess, has touched me:
in less than twelve months after the publication of my poetry
volume “Patria mea A4”, its English (Bloodaxe Books), Spanish,
[talian, Catalan and Polish versions were issued.

As for the critics, they are writers who, just as writers
find inspiration in life, get inspired by the works they write
about, expressing themselves in the way in which they see such
works. This is why I have never resented those who have
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Nicio traducere a vreunei pagini ale mele nu a pornit de
la mine. Pe unii traducdtori i-am cunoscut mult dupd ce ma
traduseserd, pe altii nu i-am cunoscut deloc. Dimpotrivd, cu
altii, altele, am devenit prietend. Dar, chiar si in acest din urma
caz, cand s-a intamplat - atunci cand era vorba de limbi pe care
le cunosteam - sa fiu intrebatd asupra unor solutii, am avut
sentimentul ca destinele noastre, al autorului si al
traducatorului, merg paralel, cad fiecare se exprima pe sine in
opera sa, si, In mod evident, o variantd tradusa a paginii mele
este opera celui care a tradus-o cel putin cat e opera mea. in
general imi sunt mai simpatice traducerile in limbi pe care nu le
cunosc, pentru cd pot sda mi le imaginez perfecte. Anul acesta
am trdit o experientd interesantd, care, trebuie sa marturisesc,
m-a emotionat: in mai putin de doudsprezece luni de la aparitia
volumului meu de versuri ,Patria mea A4”, au aparut
versiunile engleza (la Bloodaxe), spaniold, italiand, cataland si
poloneza.

In ceea ce-i priveste pe critici, ei sunt niste scriitori care,
asa cum scriitorul se inspird din viatd, el se inspird din opera
despre care scrie, exprimandu-se pe el insusi prin felul in care o
intelege. De aceea niciodatd nu am purtat picd celor care m-au
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criticized me, nor have I been grateful to the ones who praised
me. Of course, I am referring to contemporary critics. Whatever
will happen over centuries, if such centuries exist, my feelings
about them will certainly not be there anymore. But if they
existed, I would certainly be curious and happy to know the
reactions of future generations, just as I am glad now to find out
about the interest of readers younger than I am.
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criticat si nici recunostintd celor care m-au laudat. Vorbesc
evident despre contemporani. Ce se va intAmpla peste secole,
dacd secolele vor mai exista, cu sigurantd nu vor mai exista
sentimentele mele fatd de ele. Dar daca ar exista, cred ca as fi
curioasa si bucuroasd de reactiile generatiilor de atunci, asa cum
ma bucur acum de interesul cititorilor mai tineri decat mine.
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