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

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

The texts are translated from or into English, and belong to all literary genres fi fiction, poetry, literary
criticism, as well as the drama, the essay. The focus is on Modern Literature, broadly meaning the 20th and the
21st centuries: Romanian, British, and American among others.
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The evil Rnul
Grandpa, legs wide apart, dressed in his full regal uniform, tears Rnscrncnnat, bunicul, “n unif
another chunk from the mouldy polenta, o noun halcn din mAmAliga muc
crumbles it and splits it among only he knows who fi on the f A r ®amiHo imparte numai el vede cui fi pe
porch prispa
of the house, returned from the other world for casei, “ntors de pe | umea ce
an hour, tops: he feels no hunger, no thirst, noneed forawoman or n, ma x i-i mfeame, nuni @ sete, nici de femeie nu
either, or tobacco, which is quite simte nevoia, nici de tutun, ceea ce e chiar
odd, how cheap is life in the village he comes from... Good cul mea, c e Hinadtutde ande vimeévBumi
day, old man John, backagain today? Passing by Ziua, mo'Hoane, te-ai intors 'Hazi? Trece
is the village madwoman: | pe uli"Ainebuna satului: eu
saw you first! First and | ast teeam vnizut prhultmal fnh e mairfaci?
Look, | © m goaWNanchsgndrg,way t laca, impart in stanga’iin dreapta,
al msgiving, for my folks havedau de pomannau cui taa t-lHaginc sni ,
light a candle for you, were the church open eu o | umO©nar e, ddeascchhios nif i bi se
at this houré How youdve beenla ora astaé Tu ce mai f amwii,
you cut under my tongue, old man John, bloodletting out t ai mat al e ’'Blaabe, $h-mitrdach, mo
the evil? raul ?
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| am an under

Not taken to Holy Communion as a child A | have grown

all by myself, disappointed, upset, sad, lost

on a path that leads nowhere,

| do not look behind anymore, nor up, to seek help.

| wander aimlessly, no

thoughts of rehabilitating myself in my own eyes, nothing

left to be done, | have grown old

little by little, | have gone down, | am an under

It seems as ifl have never been any different,

as if | had never passed through here, where fires rise and pigs
are slaughtered, before the winter feast. That atleast.
| walk ahead, my head dropping down,

I write you in my blood,
seeing black in front of my eyes, | stay hidden

now in the maize field on the skirts of the village, because
another has shown up

t hat

within me who begs on his knees to be
killed and calls to
OYoudre gutless! d

me : OYouo

)

.
Calé
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Sunt un sub
Nedus | atndierdemiafit aim crescut
doar cu mine “nsumi, dezamngi
ocalecarerar e nici o |l egnturn,
nNu mn mai uit “n ur mn, ni ci
Merg |l a “"ntO©mplare, fnrn
ganduri de reabilitare a mea in fa™&l propriilor ochi, nu
mai e nimic de frAncut, am ~ mbhn

Tncetul cu incetul, am coborat sub mine Tnsumi, sunt un sub
P a r c n -akfifastivreadat h altul,
nici n-aHi trecut pe aici, pe unde se Tnal'difocuri H se taie

porcii, “naintea snrbntorilor
Merg nainte cu capul plecat,

T™ scriu cu s-@mvigeesfarid,dm inagput ~ n t
sn vnd n'@&gchilor, stamasdures

acum “n lanul de porumb de |
a apnrut iar unul

l a mine “nlAuntru car4€ mn ro
omor Hmi st r-aigufiaj)l a N

N-ai curaj!é
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Sod this for a game of ldiers Tu-i padele mn-sii
They gathered, at first, each with his own bullshit, at Sau adunat, fiecare cu mizeriile lui, ini "Hl, la
the villageds washing machi ne mahhade sprlat a satului, pe
the brook fi by the laundry -stone, where they scrubbed, g ©ril lavartelni "Bl de piatrn, cu gnuri, unde au frecat,
wrung and left to dry the small print carpets, au stors, au pus covoarele sc
draped over some poles. Then they spread out: la uscat, in varful unor pari. Apois-au mai Hatmpr A
some would finish weatherboarding all unii vor termina de pus ‘Hhdrila pe to "H
the exterior walls of the houses, while others would air out peretHexteriori ai caselor, in timp, al “lHpun la uscat
the hay in the stabl es. That & fanulingrajduri. A H-ila noi, pannla moarte,
a delirium un delir
in every soul: they candt t ak obHesc: nare cine pe cine $i-hiverse fierea. Se
One man might rise from the table with his mai scoaln cO©te unul l a mashn
mouthfulland spit out a curse o0on e gur a Htrageroijurnturnala generalod: tu-i
sod this for a game of soldiessd after that patele mn-sii de via™& dupn care
sit back down and carry on e a sed#zilalocHmestearmai departe, dach are ceé
Then, for about three minutes, Atunci, pentru trei minute ni
wedre all heartily sick of it sefacelehamite, nise parjolédte, mistuie, nimice'le,
soul departs from each of us sufletul T’"Hiia adio de la fiecare
and disappears behind some dirty windows. W dispare " n spatele unor ge
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Two nutters Doi tembeli
|l &m totally against mysel f, s Sunttotalimpotrivamea,ath c¢ fiH mm
crack my skull open with an axe, crnpi capul cu toporul,
| ©m | et @ dowygu hgve the courage? In the wood store THlauvoiefi ai cur aj ul nsta? E " n
thereds one. Firstly, you havunul Trebuie sn mn enervezi
insuchawayt hat € | have a sharp ax " nt©i " n asemenea hal  /# ncOt é
What now, is the kitchen knife not enough? Darce,ciHt ul de | a bucnAtnrie nu
After | slash your throat , | fill a wash -hand basin with blood D u p n-"Haigatul, umpl u un lighean de sange htl
and | drink it drop by dropé beau “"ncetul cu “ncetul é Hai
|l etds have some air. Do you ¢ mai bi ne snin | H?%Teaam@tr . Recuno
too much TV. We prea mult la televizor. Am
becamet wo nutters. Shall we? 0ln ajuns doi tembeli. I ntrnAam? ac
wal ks r e ®Wddareg 0 é merge tot cetindi#é Fiecare |
each other to pull the rains of pe celnlalt sn tragn hamul
the funeral carriage, abandoned on the lane. | long unei Bdrrnwe, abandonatunpeéeorl £
for death, Gheorgheé mor, mn, Gheorgheé
In the dampness of the evening, blind drunk on the perfume cn umezeal a'Hs ecrliaimpn” mbentpar f u
of the blossomed linden trees. Do you hear it? They teilor inflori "HIl auzi? Amandoi
see a dangling bell, knellingvnd un cl opot at©rnat, care s
gotten into it? I-o fi apucat?

)
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Energi a e

from the pub, speaking to himself: what, what do you want din local, cu pete, vorbeHl e

from

me, a fight? For there is something amiss with the order of the bntai e? Ch e ceva

cosmos. The waiter cosmich. Ospntarul

asks him to be careful. oOoOWatcroagn sn aibhn

break it, itds a Venetian mir spar gi,ogclh rAlain rvée W avhenm?e Au z i
one in the mirror, this one toglindn, nsta

He returns to the table, staggering, takes half a glass of Vine "~ napoli | a

ogenocidedé, hand shaking and &agenocido6, ~ iH tgeapuhim np anCarau l

The dead are drinking their share, this concoction could kila s h f i e de "Hludrl,e taunhe sntoerchicdlul. n s t

horse.

He taps his chin. o0But youdreBate cu degetuHiomred=zulicidDa
sir.o6 True: s hre shewenttupwiteabatghe domnul’lgd: @&n pmr A si-adusdraculuy a,
now sheds starting to smell, acum miroaseurat,n-o “ ngr oaphn

| even gave my soul for mi-am dat 'H sufletul pentru

her é That 0 srot! e picks theabottleyfrom eaé Gata,BdrempstreziciuneH
the table and swings it againotrtantel e de perete,

)
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better drunk than sobergugiump s decattreazii t ©mpi t, mai bine beat
him, blood spilling from his nose. Wait, peste el, il bul¢He sangele pe nas. Stal
brothers, | havendt told you: fra'Hl or , -acrm znius:v energia e | ib
you scoundrel!déd | havendt tol nenorocituwlne!zd.s,Nuwnv kB ce
the most important thing: today | have found the gateway of e mai important: azi am descoperit porti "Bl de iekte a
the soul from the body, you h sufletuuidi n corp, pe cuv©Ont de o

)
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Because despair has settled Ch-as |l nsat deznndej dea
He used to sell foot wrappers of soft cotton and botforts Vindea obiele de bumbac fin 'Hbotfori de iuft prin
at the fair, jolly beyond measure: now b©l ci, " nveselit peste mAsurn~n
heds hanging by his feet! Ha n zace spanzurat de picioare! Spanzurat de colegul
in misery i drenched by the pouring lui de suferin "RIfi e murat de ploaia
rain, surrounded by a bright circle, worn out, torenHal n, " nconjurat de un di s
unl ess | 6m seeing apparitionsdacn nu cumva am eu vedeni.
Dancing apparitions in his | oVedeni itdiagindaiubitei lui, dansatoare,
controlled by fire. reglate prin incendii. Cnh
Instead of drinking yourself under the table in “n | oc s-itheiminfidgdu lickiat prin
taverns, youdd better sl eep taverne, mai bine ai mai dormi
the nights at home, you poor fellow, next to your tiny, HtupeacasAHIneo,p necnjitul e, | ©n
naked, restless ballerina, dansatoare ddizigtod,itn, nelini
barefoot, no spark, her foot wrappers of soft cotton turned desd@nh, fnrn haz, cu obielel
to rags and her botforts thrown out praf "H cu botforii de iuft rup "Harunca™™
the window: pe fereastrn: <c¢h
it has settled, like cold water, sa | nsat peste WHDbA, ©car o aphn
the despairé deznndej deaé

Transla+tion
Calé

January 2017




Translation Café, Issuel74
Poems by Liviu loan Stoiciu
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Alexandra Velicu

15

He comes from the titure Vine din viitor
Heds circltihreg odrdouwred ghfiomg macSe " nv©Orte “n jurul c¢cO©ntarulu
the secondworldwéar, di spl ays doilea rnhnzboi mondi al 6, are
an operating permit, how autorizaldefuncHonar e pusn | a veder
much is it? He nods, confident, mncostn? Dn din cap, “~ncreznt
he climbs on it, watching the arm that rests on his head, how se urchleurcrmhram@Eimde push pe ¢
tall am 1? Lately | have shown am? In ultima vreme am dat semne
worrying signs of fatigue alarmanteded nbi ci une
and shrinkage. OEverything thHdeimpuHnare. acCn tot ceea ce e
doubt fi udomedrom the future, from “ndoi @& lenvinadid viitor, din
the third world war, dear, he tells the man altreilea rnzboi mondi al - i ubi
measuring him. The war that only left a mark c On tne.e RN z lmafectatccar e i
on those o0like med, scepticsé adevinrat Hwvarapae mdOneod H,scept
out of spite, with a war medal that dinindolen™®, cu o medali e de rnzb
he has justreceivedii | dondt have care abia o primisefi n-am
any money on me. Are you complaining, weigher? Look, bani la mine. EH nemul "#imit, cantaragiule? Uite,
have this ear of mine tooi and he ila 'Hurechea asta a meai TH
rips off his right ear. No! The weigher, horrified, smul ge urechea dreaptn. Nu!
declines and runs away. refizno ia | a fugn.
He | aughs sardonically: y oud E|I r©de, sardonic: ai vedeni.i

)
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man,
he calls out and strign d&HHNn ur mn
glues his ear back in place with spit. lipe'He cu scuipat urechea, la loc.
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Long forgotten Uitatn din copilnrie
He turns back, closes and then opens Se intoarce din drum, inchide 'Hdeschide
his eyes, is it true, could it be? The cow is grazingonthebank ochi i, e adevnrat Hepemalui se p
of the river of death. i How could you forget the cow there, amoi raului mor "H i Ai uitat acolo vaca, in
the weeds, since childhood, when you were ele¥¢ér? c ibur ui eni, din copil nHe e, de |
remember
exactly how old he was minte exact caHani avea
when he forgot the cow, so how come that he remembers atunci cand a uitat-o, dar cum de H-a amintit tocmai
precisely
about it now, in his old age? acum de vaca @®3ta, | a bntr©ne
Heds gat heupcowdunglto bued Adunn bnl egar sdie avddan ces sat ,a
in the stove. He “n sd#bn. ¢
draws his right leg beneath him, sitting trage piciorul drept sub el, a'lézat
in the shade and taking out food from his bag i with | a umibHt nscoate mOncfrcuea din t
a heavy feeling of restlessness, un profund sentiment de nelini 'He,

fear and sadness that he had forgotten about the cow for sucha t e a Hitliste™® c¢cn a uitat de vach a
long time. The cow

he left grazing on the bank of the |l hsatn | a phsucpemalil n copi | Ar i
river in his childhoodé No! raului... Nu! Se

)
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changes his mind, heds not hurnzg@nmaduda e foame destul, se
it candt be. And he moves on, sepoateni pl eacn mai departe,
hunched. cocérjat.

)
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Nous Nous
Wrapped in a cloth of dampness, in cnimatn “"n p©nzn de umezeal n,
scores and scores of cloth, a mummy: you terrify me, woman, zeci de metri de p©nzn, mumi e

arendt you gett i ngakesyow hehdcoutefdt? nu te sufoci ? Sicmuate mncar ¢

~

n no

no, thatds out of question, vy scotnimic, voisunte"Ho™H

pigs, sneaks, burglars, cutthroats, and ni’'le porci, codol , spnriHbh@otii,, caAwor a
if you were to show yourself, lurid, withered, dacn |™H, tenlirfin, trecutn,
theydl !l throw you out of the te ar urkdc hc @reciuumi i :-ilnsafelis n mer
into the future the deceased. invitorpe cei deceda'HSunt

there, | stay here, ready, wrapped in cloth, pHt n, stau HPmregmt i tnh,pO©nrefin d
relished with spices fi arelic cu mirodenii i un vestigiu

of a marvellous antiquity, with plasma tongue. With al unei "Hlersanzdablb | t du pdli anbmnh .d eCu
hidden sensitivity. simHr e tainicn.

Nous. Nous.

Translation
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|l tds spring E primiAvarn
The potato is spinning in its grave, S e r ftsTin moemant cartoful,
says he. Can you hear it? The word potato zice. Tl auzi? H
keeps spinning in your head S e r Hes'le anédntul cartof in creier la
at this |l ate hour. 1 tds 4 AM, aceastn owmnm. sBB 4, | asn
sleep. Oh, dorm. Ah,
the ugliness of emptinessii  while you sleep. When uraciunea pustiirii i cand dormi. Cand
nothingness takes its revenge nimicul 7' Hia revant
and you loathe me. Here, where the gods of loneliness have 'WH t u 'Hhn . urAn ci , unddauapgus.i i si n
fallen.
When you sleep, youdre dead t Canddormi, tumori pentru mine.T H
claws his neck: do you hate me? He squeezes too hard, "nfige ghear elHa ?” Mpa@&th: pmre au
blood gushes, he gets scared "Blthe’He sangele, se sperie,
and howls. He gets covered in blood and runs to the bathroom. ur | A . &de sangepFluge n baie. Uite cum ai
Look how
y o u dblessomedover my corpseé “"nflorit pe cadavrul me u €
Have you gone mad? He kisses her. He tastes her blood. Then Ai " nnebunit? O snrutn. <¢i gu

)
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he washes her neck. Youodre o spal n Hwue go©t. E
a cruel beast of prey. |l tds s animal de pradn crud. E pri mn
you killed yourself: he c n -aitsiaucis: li
puts a band-aid on the wounds pune un plasture pe rnnile
l eft by t he weardt@lead armias,lydéu wygutd lead | hsat e de -adomdace @, le-@ cdeduce
them into perdition.déd, she mula moarte sigurno, bOiguie e
this hour | would | ead them t aceast faHondude ldcelcare, e adeviraté

)
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What a nutter Nsta da nebun
He charmed him, he took him off his back and L-aincantat,la dat j os-adin c©rcn, |
left him at the metro entrance |l hsat | a intrarea “n metrou,
on atall stand i from where he can throw crumbs to peunstativinalt i de unde aruncn restu
sparrows. How can this be? vrinabii. Cum de e posibil?
Tens of sparrows have gathered in the crowded square, Sau adunat zeci de wvamnbii, “n
like never before, he calls them ma i pomenit, | e cheamn
by name, what a nutter. Youdr pe nume, hsta dHineghmynbnNellwn
full of screw bolts. pl i n’Rirubbre
Hi s fate weeps,Iil-fateddde al ways b ¢i pl ©n g e -asawbnorocaNu c¢cn n
couldnot find his place. He Wa gnsit un rost. A
loved a demon, lost its track and now iubit un diavol, i -a pierdut urma ‘Hnu mai e
heds no good. Rather than not bundenimic. Decat nimic,
at least some. He thinks himself a leftover. At home ma i bine ceva. Se considern wu
he constantly turns his face se Tntoarce necontenit cu faal
towards the wall and roll s hi sprepereteil caut h Ghesteo cchapé dMu
Nothing can cure him. He lets poate |l ecui nimeni. Lashn
the days pass, feeding the sparrowsii if zilele sn treacn,dh d®®onid restur
heds taken outside. Why donoét e scos af aldice'H De ce nu
to a discotheque?Wh er e? You just dondt |l a o discot ecee@éHUmcdlis-asuilNu " n

)
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has reached his heart. All he can see in front of hiseyesisthe vnt nmntura de | a @i maAn. EI n
leftovers from the slaughterhouse, dogs and birds ochilor decat resturi de la abator, pe care se bat cainii
scrambling for it. The dogs help him clear his mind. W pnsnrile. CO©inii ~i pun or

Translation
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In an abandoned hut

out of their wits, beyond skirts of the acacia woods, in
an abandoned hut, deeply buried, in

their shared universei i n each otherds ar
struck down by love,

in an abode bound by silence.
| would die, i f you didndt | o

By your side | have found salvation. Were you gravely ill? He
writes, in his mind:

heartfelt thanks for curing me of adultery, alcoholism,

hateful ties and bindings of sorcery.

She kisses him, bites his ear: we shall dream at night of what
is to happen the next dayé
Now, if this hut were to crumble over us, no one

would know of it. The icons

from Hadambu Monastery would still shed tears of myrrh,
carrying out miracles into this world and

we would live together until the end of times on the other
world. I n the hazeutof

)

i gnoranceal al tn.

24

7

ntr-un bordei pninrnAsit

cu min"le pierdute, n spatele lizierei de salcam, intr-un

bor dei pnrnsit, snpat "~ n adon
universul amandurora i unul, in bra gle celuilalt,

doborA@H | a pnAmMG©nt de i ubire,
intr-un &hdtaor de tHlituraAH Dacn n
mur i, daain inwb imé

LOngn @aimneéenmndui t. Ai fost gr
1i scrie, Tn gand:

mul™sl mi r i pentru tnAnmnduirea de
W de | eghnt ulidedudien nfiaer.me c e

Ea "I snkuetide uremhhe: vom vi
urma sn se ~mrzti@mple a doua
Acum, @dacrsug pa bordei wathi nst a

nimeni nimic. lcoanele

|l a MAnnstirea Haa @inibaontiauare,| A cr
s n vh@drminuni pe lumea asta 'H
noi am trnni "mpr eunntppl@ma | a

cielip@parilaa 1 gnor an
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to test each otherds beauty, ncercare frumuseeh, reciproc,
on embers, remembering what they have lost p e | n'Hraamintesc de’ceea ce au pierdut
while tension rises. WH ridicn tensiunea.
Relishing, they start again: with shattered thoughts, Desfnts@ndu i au de Hmerdotgpnt :
beyond skirts of the acacia woods, in n spatele lizierei de salcam, intr-un
an abandoned huté A tale. Unt bordeiphArnsité O istorie. POnNAN
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Moulds

Voids, downwards spirals, loam moulds

of their spirits, broken,

broken since some have beencalled T h o s e
who candt fbalthdughwthenst 6

have claimed that there was no need for such
animals. Animals crushed from

within, fallen in the abyss, nothing holy left?
The Devil himself asking us
to be humble, to keep

gui et i n our
importance,bec ause

and oOoOnot
Il out ake ¢

corner
he wi

of spite, left without a soul, moulds, only skin

and bones, moulds filled by the witch with the
water of the deadé

)

ardeosebit,
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Matri Ve

Goluri, cnhder i'eldet
ale spiritului lor, sparte,

sparte de atunci de cand unii au fost numi™H
ce nu sie deH@&iHd o

spiraln, m

acCei

aususHnut c¢ch nu era nevoie or.
dobitoci. Dobitoci zdrobi "Hoe

di nl huntH u,n caiz@n c ,
Diavolul “~n penesoanh
sn fim umili, shA sthAm
lini™Hn col'tlnostru ® asn nNnu ne ocupnm
cfi dstecoocupn el o

fArn ni mi
cer ©ndu

sidel t oathe,f rrmmas &lfnlmaitpiele mat r i
‘Hos, matri'el umpl ute de vrhAjitoare
apa de lamorH é
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Assaults of the evil one Asalturi ale cel ui rnu
The final overcast, my sins have caught up Sainnouratde sfarbt, m-au aj uns di n ur mn
with me. O0This is not a creat pncatele. aAsta nu e -&ursgs ur n
my claws and have cleared my path, up and down, gheareleiimi-au | i mpezit H®WHrnrile,
deepening the bed of the blood river fii jos, adéancind albia sangeluifi
assaults of the evil one. Why am | dragging out my suffering? asal turi al e-mcneallungescreuiboala? De ¢ e
| was gathering garden patience near the fence when | got Culegeamd evi e pe | ©ngam gard, <c¢c©

grabbed, pulled into the yard f they have tied my handsand t r ezi t pr i nsii m-atur d sefgatn cau rstf
legs

with rope and have thrown me like a potato sack 'H de picioare 'Him-au suit cu sila, ca pe un sac, in

in the attic. Sod them! Here, podul c assenaiBiil Aicy c n

they have cut my hair with a knife and have kicked me with m-au tniat TfHMEA U clhuntcwt ldu  pu
their fists and feet until | lost conscience, Cu picioawamma poOnn n

asking why do | sleep with thHWiut de mine, cn de ce mn cu
Their father, the one that detects the values Tatnl |l or, care identificnh v
of the radar frequencies of the tracking stations. frecven'®f undelor radar ale sta'Hi | or de ur mAr i
The whole affair between us has started Totul a plecat intre noi de la

from a false point of view. We have... wandered un punct de vedere fals. ChA n
together in the land of the weakling, " mp r e u'mutul motailor,

)
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of the silent Bakuba and of the wandering, of the merry a | ‘tod lwakuba Hin cel al pribegilor, veselilor
bal ubaté bal ubaé
It must be so. cnseammn tcrniebaui a sn fi e.

)
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What he has come to be Ce a ajuns
Heds climbing the Patriarchat Urcn pe Deal ul Mitropoliei, |
Resurrect i on dragbingdlengu s . He 6 s Inviere. Taraie
a huge book and the passerby are making way for him, un ehrdupn el , trecntorii 7
stopping out of mercy or maybe in mockery, staring plini de milhA sau n bntaie d
at him othibavesbpw he be privesc |l ung, aacesta e modul
says a woman that Sspune o doamnn car e
is spreading around such a | o mpHhe un parfum at ©t de pln
| have come to befi nothing. am ajuns, nimic.
Nothing is the way it used to be, not even the light Nimic nu mai e cum a fost, nici lumina
inside of me, step by step dinl Auntrufincemeu, "~ ncet
it has withdrawn in the subconscious and the word of the Lord s-a ascuns in subcortient 'Hcuvantul Domnului n -a
hasl ost its meaningé | was | ay mai avut nici un senseé Stnte
on a cold table made of stone, at the morgue, “"ntins pe o masn rece, de pi
naked, there was a draft, when gol, era curent, cand am
| heard someone by the door: can you see hav obedient he auzitdinuhh: “~ | vezi ce cuminte p
seemsto be? You
woul dndt even guess that he i nai bnnui c¢cn e plecat
to the other side, to see how things are over there. Then | pe | umea cealaltn sn vadn cu

)

Transla+tion
Calé

January 2017



Translation Café, Issue174
Poems by Liviu loan Stoiciu

Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Alexandra Velicu

noticed some

cries and felt an overwhelming regret, like

a drill in my abdomen fi and | opened

my eyes. Now | can feel

that | was born again. This huge book stood
as a witness there,

on the other side i where the salt of the Earth

melts for everyone

30

perceput ni’le
plansete Ham sim™Ht o

mar

sfredel in stomaci 'Ham deschis
si mt
bl wd dadosta. MG h r

ochii. Acum
m-am nnscut a
martor acol o

ad

dincooAh unde sar ea

tope’He pentru fiecare

and announces an ancestoros v Hanun' vi zi t a

in nature.

)

“n natur n.
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Have a taste

Ther eds a w-upon thersobof Gotnoeeais
Palace, in one of its corners, see?
He does. Love has thrown him

in the arms of a female demon
|l s he delirious? Heds stopped
itds discouraging.

He would have liked to be an anarchist, to make decisions, not
just contemplate. He hears

that the number on a yellow bead

i's higher than the one
waves his hand at the witches, one of them
waves back, he would have liked to be whipped naked
and run circles around their pyre. He knows, though,
that all this is nothing but an atrocious reflection

of past barbaric timesé
place of meditation, actually, from where

he can admire the beauty of the mother of all,

on a r

He d s

Romani a. | f i

.
Calé
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la dbgustn

E o petrecere a
Cotroceni, intr-un col Hl lui, vezi?
Vede. Inima |-a aruncat in

vrinjitoarelor

bra’ele unui demon feminin, numaia i e x pl i ¢c A .
Nu delireazn? Nu mai crede ' n
e descurajant.

llar fi conWemsaltusenahaehist, s
sn contemple numai Aude

cn o mArgea gal benn are un nu
maredecatun ul de pe . Eméferigtdea r o
face cu mGbna vrnjitoarelor, u
el e 7 r-aars pfuindel,ndut sn fie b
W shA se “nvOrtnAaRntine,jurmudn,rug
ch totul nu e dec©t o reflect
atroce a unor VvAapumintrdun bar bar e

loc de medita’ild, de fapt, de unde

admi r n felh mamei saastre comune,
Romania.Dacn nu VvhA e cu suphnrare
ans'a-\".on
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inclined towards prejudice: he would give

the very shirt off his back to punish the oppressors. Right?
Wo u | d n 0 atheryawaken tove inside you,

though? One of the witches makes a cross above

some powders prepared after a consecrated

32

“"nclinat sittardpr ej udecn

W cHmale pie pddepiseascn pe
Nu vr ei 'Hsnfdinetdragpstea,
re vrnjitoare f
pregintite du

totull ?7 Una dint
unor prafur.i

recipe and hands them to him: consacratn, i
a taste, youbve well versed i H gustHn, ftaumiel

)
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As far as the eye can see

Sitting by the window, she waits,

she doesndt kK takinginuallslzetcan tee,rspanning
over sandy landscapes, beaches, miles and miles

of deserted land and the Black Sea, although ahead of her

lies a huge garden with grass

a meter high and a wooded hill: but

no, no, because she can seeven

the eggs of the sea birds hatching on the beach,
there. And thatds not
an apocalyptic water
What do you mean, says the representative
of the society of oyster gatherers, a family friend,

in his 40s, who came on business,

madly in love

with her, by whom she secretly fell pregnant i why

a hill,
owt af e wits?Y o

would she be out of her wits? Just because
at the moment your faces are nothing but a sum

)

.
Calé
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Cat cuprinde

Al zatfnerleaadteramp,t na
nicieanuieceil c ©t cupri nde
peisaje de nisip, plaje, kilometri

intregi de pustiuri '  Mar e a
grndi niih cwiiaar bn
"naltn ded umn mee alu

Cu priwv
NHErefajit na r ed eo

"mpndurit:

eanul nu, c¢cn vede chiar

ounle phAasArilor marine care s
acolo. fji nla nu e deal, e val,
val apocalipt i, dneu aep ns.nrCet rz?
adicn, intervine reprezentant
sociHet tul egntorilor de scoici
la vreo 40 de ani, sosit cu afaceri pe aici,
“"ndrngostit poO©nn peste
urechi, cu car e nesecretd decemas gr
sn fie snritn? Numai fiindchnh
"n acest timp chipurile dumne
anslation
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of full stops and lines drawn in the sand, puncte sau linii desenate pe nisip,
sketching eyes, eyebrows and mouth, that disappear care figureaznidiogbrn, spe©dcenp
after the first storm? l a prima furtunn?

Translation
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He's Making a Hangman's Noose. FacelaWwa o funie. Ce vreau?

What Do | Want?
My intuition organ is withering. Mi se atrofiazidi. organul presi
| candt feel the apartment | Nu-mi mai spun nimic nici apartamentul in care locuiesc,
nor the street that HAOdm wal ki labloc, nici strada pe care merg, nici orall A
that | despise. | am going blind, pe care 1l detest. Orbesc,
ovisiblyoéo. The objects are |l oavnz©nd cu oc hpiérdintimi@tba; aecat t e | e
something that only | can perceive, can ceva nereceptat decat de mine, acum
it be perceived by everyone n ereceptatdetdl? Nu
perceive that divine stabbing in my abdomen, ma i percep nici mncar ~ mpunshn
that makes me pay attention to abdomen, care mn face atent |
0Othe artistic model é. My flas amodelul artisticéd. Mi
is diminishing. In vain seimpuHneazn cnrnuril e. Degeaba
| keep these records, I am aw toate acestea, suntcoil i ent é L a
48. Sitting on a moun d . He was busy mal48deaniAkzat pe o movil n. EH a p
noose
out of a horse hair rope, la o funie din pnr de cal,
a rope that was tied to one of the branches of the oak, returned f uni e | egat nh stefaeuluipvenitr eanghn a
here after hundreds of years, thousands of loops, p©nn aici dupn sute, mii de o

)
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crossing from one side to another, never stopping trecand dintr-o parte “n cealaltn, f
its rapid movements. Due mi'ld n r i kepezilDatorat
to an uncertainty, deserted b uneinesiguran®l, pusti it de revAhArshr
Is he trying to end it? What a fool. Vrea sh o termine? E naiv.

)
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Hermit

Lying on the moss-covered stone, not far from the sheepfold
with the sheep that were run over by the train, full of
weak-minded spirits fi from where you can now hear that: the
water of Bistrita was completely delayed before
the old man, the oil |l umi

would go down stream on his raft. Lying fi vicious

nat.i

and disdainful, a little angel. Lying -standing.
What other damage will

he do? Standingonthemossc over ed st one,
of darkness started drumming:
tom-t o mo . I di dnot believe it

erudite

from the nearby villages

have come to him

to ask for a mosscovered stone reading, not a star reading,
lying -standing. After

0

0
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Ascet

Culcat pe mu'lhiul pietrei, nu departe de stana cu

oile chnlcate de tren, plinn d
greledecapfi de unde se aude ‘Bicum c
era cu totul zAghzuitn “naint
la vale cu pluta

Wntorogwlicinl,aail umismdtbé.t i Cul
‘H dispre "titor, ingera’'H Culcat-sculat.

Oare ce stricnciuni va

mai face? Sculat g mult h i ul pietrei, ain
“ntunericului “ncepu sn bath

tam-t amoé-amNcr ezut -gpm®nwin zmwt .t eScu

elveni sern cunoscntorii de car
satele Hocului sh

roage sn | e ci tdbid getrei, nsim ar t a
stele,sculatc ul cat . Duphn
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all the churches here have been turned ce bisericile de aici fuseser
into stables through the sorcery n grajduri prin puterea
of some Russian spells. As | was saying, they unor VvrHiji C€umezic, venisern
have come under the candle lightsit i nspi red by +tl a | umi na iusgra’ttle privirda ascetului,
sight, two days before he passed away. cu dounhn zile “"nainte sn moarn

)

Translation
Cafli

January 2017



Translation Café, Issuel74
Poems by Liviu loan Stoiciu
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Alexandra Velicu

39

Bless you, father SArut mOGna, pArinte
His memory is playi migleatingi cks Tinthl A memor HWaj neeonfior
innerforcen i f only he doesndt end care | di iingmaigdemar @medin e a
insane asylum. Fallen casa de alienaHAjuns
into disgrace. Heds strollingcumeinmizeri e. Se plimbn pe sus:
dot now, another evil. Why red? Following rol acum, al tHW?2Umand De ce r o
the technique of selfr estr ai n. | sndt tpractica stAap©nirii de sine.
exaltation?
Heseest he furnaces of hell : don{Vedecuptoareleiadului:nu

|l ook how the demons are cominmn I'Mhi,sauite cum vin diavol ./

against authority. What is that "mpotrivaidCatott ori tn
he hears from the depths? For his memory is nothing buta aude din adO©ncuri ? ChA mor mOnt
grave

and it is better to pass by graves without uttering W e mai bine sn treci pe | ©n
a word. OFor mind o vorbn. acn mintea
needsalwaysponder 26 I n all honesty, trebuie sn mediteze continuug
feels content that some of those that pretended to be saints ostaredemultimi re faptul™Hcnhn sunt a
are getting arrested now. Is there a censorship unii dintre cei ce aveau reputdie de sfin"HE un control

of passions? Through practice al pasiunilor, la mijloc? Prin exerci"id

Transla+tion
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and renunciation. Why arenodt
the public intellectuals protesting against it? At least

those within the hierarchy.

The arriviste. Their idols are getting arrested, right? Such

di sdai né

Magic, astral travelling. The souls

have become more visible. What are you waiting for? Go hide
out

this week, so you can fast,

and come back to canfess, | will give you holly water. Within
you

thereds a | ight |ike
father, my memory is playing tricks on me.

no ot her

)
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‘Hrenun“dte. De ce

nu protesteazn i
cei acceptaHn structuri.

Profitorii. Le sunt aresta™Hdolii, nu? Cat dispre "

ntelectualiii

Magie, chnlntorie astraln. Suf

au devenit mai vizibile. Tu ce a’Hep™? Ascunde-te

snpt nmOna "Bpestia, sh po
W vino | a mAvoiurdai agheéasmn
e o luminn caHDPi $nmumta. MmOn &, m

pnrinte, p&lmMi menoiri an

Translation
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Ni mic nu mer

Barked walls, peeled of paint, raw skins PerettoHdovi'lH, Vv opsea

allaround i1 is it

worth it? You keep appointing meetings here and ma i meritn? ¢ mi

|l ook whatodos | eft behind iatn ce rAmoOGne

us, we are formidable particles that noastrn, suntem particul e
annihilate each other, seani hileazn reciproc,
liberating malevolent energies i1 followed by the eliberand energie cu influen"elnefastefi ur me a z n

jupuite n jur fi nimic nu

ultimate shattering: some will bathe sfAnr©mare: unii

in cinnamon, others will eat it. The ultimate shatteri ng cuscord ar nHi aol vor

of the cinnamon? Youdre rol | i ascofHéarei? Razi cu mana

on the floor laughing, | thought we were talking about something pe burtn, credeam

else entirely, of something cosmic,
arendt you comi

to me? You, a figure
hollowed on the inside,
stumpy, only filters that

I steal thily

f

altceva, de ceva cosmic,

ng from the OI nuviidinLumeaVeche? Mi-a i

golitn pe dinlnAnuntru,
b o n d o aumai fjltre,rin care eu torn pe

Il with | ove pfuik ot f el ul de

)
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In contact with mercury n contact cu mercurul
White tulips, up the sleeves, hanged Lalele albe, trase pe mOGnechn,
in the dirty hands of n mainile murdare ale
the old lady that yells that she has been raped, that has come bnt r ©nei care urln cn a fost
from
the park to the bus station, staHa de auftHobuze,r agrfurni bnr ba
disguised as deghizat in
a strawman, someselfi mpor tant, one thatsperietoare, un “nchipuit, un
Her skirt is torn, othe horse Are fusta rupthn, acalul a tr
the drunkard was driving cn a Vhuhcut be
a carriagedé I n the park? Mayotkretndéé ¢n parc? O fi vr©nd
to snatch you, dear, laughs it off a newspaper vendor, sn te rnpeascn, maicn, r ©de u
and you found it fitting W matale ai gnhnsit cu cale sn
to resist: o0l yelled! 1 f you teimpotrived i : "M@pant ! Dacn nu stai,
wanted to feed me to the carnivore sh mn dea de mO©ncare | a plant
plants in the kingds botanicacanivore de | a grndina botani
Can you understand any of it? In"elege'Heva?
We understand, of course, they nodded, cracking inNell egem, cum sA nu, dnAadurn di

)
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their knuckles, bored, all degetele la incheieturi, plictisi"Hceli
those who gathered, the slowcoaches, adunaH, gur A casch,
removed one by one: just like when " n d e pHinultc&e unul: e ca atunci cand
white sulphur, corrupted and sulful alb, corupt 'H
incandescent, comes into contact with i ncandes drecantactcunt r n
mercury, in a fetid soil, andmercurul, " nHpédmOptofilatiedfier
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| love you

| live for myself and through myself, old pirate, not
for you, nor through you. And

| do not wish to steal anything, or hide,

or roam the gulf stream,

which turns upside -down the climate of Europe.

| do not even intend to present the salt, the sulphur
or the mercury residing inside of me

as soul. I am not the centre of all things, nor the
circumference. | want to say

that | am aware of my limitations and outside
constrains. | have no

limitless power and no

secret ritual of mine: | am a kind -hearted man,
not a despicable one. Do not

fear me, please.l am not praised by the angels. |
have thought that I will never see you again,

as the terrible creatures of evil

and chaos keepfighting against me,

endlessly. Now

44

Te iubesc
TrnAni esc péintdriiun mMminnee, bntr ©ne
pentru tine “Hinici din tine. R
nu vreau sn fur nimic, sn am
nici sn strnbat
curentulgolful ui , care dn peste cap

Nicihn-am de g®©nd snhn prezint sar

‘W mercurul din mine sub forma
spiritului. Nu sunt eu centrul tuturor lucrurilor  'H
nici circumferin ™. Vr eau sn spun

cn s uHentdelmitelemele H de det er mi n
dnafar n. Nu am ni ci O putere
nel i mlinicat n

un fel de ceremonial al meu: sunt un barbar milostiv

‘Hnu sunt demn de dispre "HNu te

teme de mine, te rog. Nu mn

crezufaamcshnnte mai vnd niciod
fin'ell e groaznice ale rnul ui

W haosul ui l uptn " mpotriva m
nu 1 au nici o pauzn. Acum
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I am in a plane that | have | suntintr-unplanpecarelam p nr AHuicam: n u
| am and | am not. sunt eu Hnu sunt.
Do you understand my mental state? inNell egi starea mea mentalnn?
| am testing it on myself, | am crossing Fac experieriel pe propria-mi piele, trec prin mine
through myself to get from God to pentru a ajunge de la Dumnezeu la
t hi ngs é adskawait met Irhave ruined l ucrur iHeaptvh al Hemsrigdtait or i i
a night that could have been delightful for you, right? searn care ar fi putut sn fie
I love you. Te iubesc.

)
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How happy they are

Stark-naked children are bathing in the

fountain i such a scorching day, and you, flustered,
get closer to the fountain, wave to the
children and offer them popcorn, you
have bought three
ared, see how
red. Here, where no one
shies away from onlookers and there are no lechers
lurking around? You turn

bags,

easy it 1is?

the page of the journal i today is pouring, wh at

a gloomy day, and the fountain,

the centre of a funerary cult, is gushing out

over a wide barren surface,

bordered, tomorrow there will be so much exasperation,
mouldiness and solitude

around here. Yesterday there was only joy. Any remedies? As pe aici. leri era numai extaz. N-aic e v a |

you

oOhow

You

46

Ce fericiw sunt

Copii goi in bazinul fantanii

arteziene fac baien e cani cul n, tu,
te apropii de fOnt ©nn, | e
semne copiilor 'Hle Tntinzi floricele de porumb, ai
cumpnrat trei Hungi, ace feri
sunt 6, vezi "Harélucescaupil u e? ¢
ro’H. Aici, unde nimeni nu

se teme de priviri ‘Hinu existh desfrana”Hascunt

prin preajmn? c¢ntorci

sur
f ac

filajurnalului A a z i
mohor ©tn, f ©nt ©na
arteziann, centru
pe o vasthfibere,upr af a
l imitatn de borduri,
mucegai H solitudine

pl o'ldlhcezior en

al unui cul

moO®i ne v

eacuri ?
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have never edged away from nu te dai-Hn | Aturi sn
fooling around whenever given the chance and invoke the devil faci de cap n continuare 'Hsn invoci diavolul
all of a sudden fi is cand "He lumea mai dragnii e
this a curse?That you only wish to appease un bl estem? Chn-Hatisfaecir ei dec Ot
your soul é sufl etul é
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Such a young face E o figurn toOnArn~N
300 RON today, 300 with her hand stretched, she 300deleiazi, 300 st n cu mOnNHzari nt i nsnh,
sits on the concrete border of the fence, pe bordura de ciment a gardului,
in front of the History Museum of Bucharest, a beggar with a n fa"al Muzeului de Istorie a Capitalei, cer’létoare cu
turban. Each day it is changing turban. Tn fiecare zi TH schimbn
colour s. Does she have a t ur b culoarea. Are un turban din recuzita muzeului? Din
What century did i traybridgee f r o m ce secolvine? E o punte de radiat
The beggar? You can see her amid muky Cerketoare? O descoperiintr-un peisaj de piduri
woodsé You smile faintly when necateé Sur©zi "n fiecare zi
pass her by, are those tears in her eyes? She makes you fecprinfa™® ei , ar e | acr nmi’iddemgol ac hi
barren,
seems to be in her twenties, honest, pretty, you get obsessed, 20 de ani, c Ulhteebsedeh®,, dr ngu
in vain you try to ignore her: today she is asking for 300 RON, degeaba "ncerci sn o iginor.
yesterday
is was just 200. o1 06ll make mcer ea Z2ldoDprinde’@ead bine cand va
wi || go bad for you too. o6 Shefi mai r Au de Hecrutiecd baniip@mifu s n
she gets,
shepraiseshe brideb6s dress, the brci aclamn toaleta miresei, ¢
died youngeé Sheds | ethargic, moartn de t©Onnrne E apaticn,

)
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The one that loves her has sent her, about a year ago, Cel ce o0 iubéte i-a trimis acum un an, in
in custody, a cherub. custodie, un heruvim.

¥
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Crushing grapes Strive (e struguri
Hedés turning a lever, crushininvarted e o man i Weestruguri, ps trficuld
this year, atop the wood tub, in anul nsta, deasupra cnzii de
tune with the gypsy ritmul muzicii
music, without even wanting to, he remembers: across the Ti grinel t i , 'Hanintefte: pedte drumgoa ,
street,
an orchestrain which has been brought to bless orcheserrai adusn "eantru sfin
a new home, casei noi,
0Othe gypsies used to have motdaveau Tiganii bani 6, str©nge
go
through the villages with a cart pulled by horses, lasat e ¢h tcriarsuh de cai ,
empty bottles, sticle goale,

empty bottles, they would shout, we buy old iron, and the st i cl e goal e stri gidlu an@aumprer
peasants

would come out and take instead rubber balls or | a p Gilduautimschimb mingi sau

pans, cauldrons, sticky things, that leave slobber, cratiel, ceaune, luau lucruri [
hal va, ntzzzé Nowadays, t he halviel, T T Tiganii fagbani in strhinntate.

abroad.

)
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He straightens his back, groans: his head is THIndreaptn Hilele, icneke: are pe
covered by a snow hood that falls over his eyes and an cap o glugn de znpaHda#® cobor Ot
ice girdle that keeps cingntoaricarale ghea
his soutane in place, he shakes. You thought it would go " i str ©nge sutana, se scuturn
downhill. Have
you ever seen anything like it? Snow in October? What can 1 a ma i pomenit sn ningh "~ n oct
say,
suchapity@ o humani | i f e mare nenorocire i a v lelamului este
dumpé6. jilavinod.

)
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She runs Fuge
She turns around, thinking about cntoarsn din drum, | a go©ndul
delights desfntnridi
of the soul, shaken on the insufletului, zAghzuitn "~ n sine
anyone t hail orseipseems.s ? 6 car e He®ficsauise pare.
She opens her eyes wide, from now on only bad Deschide ochii mari, de ai ci
instincts willguideme, I know it e cele rele "mi Wo& mai fi cnl
She |l ooks and she candt t ake PriveleHnuse maisaturh:
crowsd nests in the bl oomi ng cuiburide cioriin salcamiinflori "HMirosul de salcam
tur ns her legs weak, the crows 1i Tnmoaie picioarele, ciorile
screech that thereds a place ~i c¢cOr©ie ch aici e un |l oc
where she can rest in peacdi se sfargasa in tihnn i
but not now. Where am I? In heaven? dar nu acum. Oare unde am ajuns? In rai?
aYou, a human from aTu, om de pe
the other side, here?d6 She, tnr©mul Al ©l alt, pe aici o6? E
the one that runs away from memories. care fuge de amintiri.
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Three

Restlessness, on a knifeedge, ignorance,
he should set to work,

he hea

| am entering the room and what do | see, my lover
i's writing me a pHeglaméesupi s he

from the paper and sees the broom with the

seeds and the sunflowersfi in fields, up to the sky,
above the maize, 0cdmon, chin
up6é, | eave behind the regrets

and the bundle of nerves! His adrenaline
is rising, he stealthily leaves his inner tomb
again, full of organs:

three stray dogs are barking at him, one grabs h
from behind, bites into the calf

im

~

of his left Il eg, thatodés the |
to the other table i where the gifts for the baptism

are lined, to choose, toofar away
in time: brandy, bread,

sausages, tow, money from the

)
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Trei
Nel i ni [ fnipipnede,rgnaranin,
ar trebui sn se apuce de al't
intru “n camern i ce vnad, i
meu “mi scrie o poezied, om
ochii din hortie [i vede mnht
s e mi Infloarea soarelui fi 1n lanuri, crescute cat o
zi de post, deasupra phApul oi
moralul 6, lashA “n urmn phHrer
[ masa de ner vi zdruncinaTi
creite adrenal ildimmormastde i ar
lui interior, plin de organe:
" l atrn acum trei c©i ni vag
pe la spate, 1l mul cri de pulpa
piciorului stang, asta-i mai | i psea. c¢cnjur
| a ceal d&luhdéstana s n
iNHrate darurile de botez, sn
tare in timp: rachiu, colaci,
cammaH, fuior, bani din secol ul
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candt be, he mustheydas \hememi s c 0 u se maipoate, a gréit num nrntoarea anilor, s-a intalnit

with three of those that

imitate him. He shrivels, growls. | has been three
generations since then, three rows of banners,
goodness gracious:

have you turned over and bitten me?

|, cause you were bored stiff of walking alone.

He rakes up the coals in the heart, to bring him luck.

cu trei dintre cei care

"1 i mi t n Heibargreneazuk &chie cAea trecut trei
genera'ldde atunci, trei r anduri de prapuri,

ce mama dracului:

tu te-ai dat de trei ori peste cap Him-ai mul cat?
Eu,-Hcrera ur ©t snA mergi singu

Scormonele Tn chrbuniidinvatr n, -ishaduch nor o
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At the wake La hram
Lost among the painted saints, kissing right Pierdut printre sfin " picta”KHshrut and in stanga 'H
and left: can they n dreapta: pot
help? What are you asking for? You summon them, apologise ei sn te ajute? 'Reristum ceri ? ¢
for bothering, butAyou dondt pentru deranj, dar nu sim "Himic
better to pray to your own dead, tot la mor "t i trebuie sn-"Hntorci rug nciunea,
you light candles for them, starting with aprinzi lumO©nnri, “ncepi cu
Mihai Eminescu, his talent must still be lingering Mihai Eminescu, talentul lui trebuie s n f i rimas
around: or at least | umea asta: sau mncar
t he madness of his times. You nebuniavremiilui. le Hin curtea bisericii, tragi cu
steal a glance at the nuns ochiul ™a& mnicu
wearing manly footwear, at the green cloth of the " n C¢hke tu pantofi brrbnite’l, la straiele verzi ale
priest, at the birds singing into the microphone: preotului, | a vraAabiile de | a
cause you must endure, as you are, a ho one. Here cn trebui e sn'H undmeniiVenitf i i nd ¢
for the wake. You stop in front of a speckled la hram. Te opreHi in fa"d unui steag
flag. You give yourself b rdt. Te lakin voia
over: you are, after all, just a prey. The hunters zilei de azi: eHi, oricumailua-o, o WY®©adtor i
are behind the trees, the stone crosses, stau dupn copaci, dupn crucil
the wells. Apparitions? The Ddupn f ©O©nt ©nn. NAl uci ? Lucruri

)
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future happenings? What could they be? You see unor evenimente din viitor? Ce -or fi? Vezi
tiny flickers. What did you turn into after 50 years? A nest mi c i l ianrajunsCdupn 50 de a
of fear. You are your own hunter i here. If fricii. T"He'H propriul v anntor fi aici. In
| were you, | would flee | oculHuginu a
towards an unknown destination: why not imediat Tntr -o direc’l¢ necunoscuti: de ce
try your luck again? s n -"hincerci iar norocul?
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Great reactions Mari reac Wi
Soldiersonguar d, on the outskirt s, SoldaHle pazn, in liziern, unde e depozit de muni’i
barking at the dogs, barking along with the latrn |l a c©ini, latrn ~“mpreun
stray dogs, the dogs are barkcidnivagabonzi, cOi'tibrep™ atrn | a
Forward! 6, Tnainte mar’Ho,
they chase after each other: soldiers after se al ear ghMsoldalipe pe al
soldiers, soldiers after dogs, dogs after soldiers and dogs solda"Hsolda lHpe caini, céinii pe solda"HH cainii
after dogs, from one mental brink to pe caini, dintr -o parte n alta a barajului
the other. After the inner blizzard, psi hic. Dupn viscol ul
isolated in the middle of nowhere, buried in snow. How they sufletesc, izolaHnp | i nn ¢ ©mp THEUMsuUnh z h p e
are.
How are they? Shilly -shally. Cum sunt? Bas car, bas mar.
Projected in the past, crude brick Proiecta’Hin trecut, structuri de cArnmizi
structures, on crude, pe
a mound that dominates the plane. On a giant oridicAturn ce domina cOmpi a.
tomb! In their own backyard A hostile uria’MLa ei acasiii  ostili
the departedé Today, sol di er s morii# Az, solda"Hmpu'ta'Hntre ei, solda'H
shot by dogs, dogs Tmpu’Ka’Hle caini, caini
shot by soldiers and dogs shot by dogs i Tmpu 'Ha'Hle solda™HH caini impu’ta’Hde céini f
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today as well, resurrected near tot azi reinvia"Hangn
an air drain of the inferno. This drain where o rnsuflntoare a inferumal ui
great chemical reactions ar e sepetrec marireaciHchimiceé

)
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She hovers

At night, in the country, she hovers around the hearth of the
home, that has simmered her youth, she has poured

so many love potions on the flames, she has

cast spells, and what for? She remained lonely. Today

she is her own judge,

in heaven: for ten years he harassed the life out of her, the
president from Bucharest, damn her telly,

she would think him her lover and that he was beating her for
frolicking with every Tom, Dick and Harry,

she would lure them on the outskirts, on the main road, in hell.

Cause her soul has both heaven and hell. More precisely,
she was trying to reach the one above,she was practising,
she was displaying her qualities and appeasing
her drives. She sighs:
away all the worldly bounds,

but no one calls for her to stand by their side, the president
t hi nks s hehédBurnasulphbri ¢ h,
under her chin, her arms, her toes, her
osecret partso. Have

good

mercy,

)
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DA t ©rcoal e
Ea dn t©rcoale noaptea'dnn jur
careta ar s | a f | feg,aturnat mi ci ti ne
pe foc at©tea bnuturi de drag
fAcut fHarmecei,ne a interesat?

THe propriul judec ntor,

in rai: zece ani din via"Ali-a mancat pre'ltdintele de la
Bucure i , -icar télgviaorul,

‘HHl imagina iubit "Hch o bitea fiindcn-Hfhcea de cap cu

ci ne apudlaliziern, la'tseg,niad. Cn
sufletul ei are iad 'Hrai. Mai exact

ncercagdhsiinai nteze cnhntre céd de

THdesfili r a  &Ha Wl nhaihz ngnzuia din

celejosnice.Ofta z h: mOhI n tarr e ,p | tAlitaRizce Is
|l a gunoi toate H,egnturile pn
darn-o cheamn -ni meerin dgHdmteleri , p
o considern vrnjitoare, i ar
sub bhArbie, |l a subsvuori, la d

a p i secreted. Fie-"Hnil nde mine,
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Lord! At night, Doamne! Noaptea,
she hovers around the hearth ea dn t©rcoale “"n jurul vetre

¥
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Up above, to testify

Uphill on a path swept by the souls of those departed,

then downhill through breast high snow,

through which you frantically swim A shepherded from start
to end by the reddish dog of hope,

with a foxy muzzle, youdl |l
make it in the end. Mounted up the pick,
ready to testify.

Raised and lowered from the deathbed, from the sanatorium.
ol t

was Gododos will .6 Just
a little more, your memory is hostile, you bear down

upon yourself, with great car
ice, you slip, you collapse, close your eyes,

cling to a tree, discover

a cave on your right, youdll

You dip in wine a piece of crusty bread.
If only you would get there
by tomorrow, before you cause a disturbance.

)
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POnnh sus, sn depui mnr
Urcu’'Hpe o arrare mnituratn de sufletele celor dul
apoicobordHpr i n znpada poOnn

la piept, prin care ino"Hnnebunit fi Tnso’ldde la Thceput

p©n n | ’Hhde sédin@e speran’eél, ro'ldat,

cu bot de vulpe, <c¢cnh

pOnn | a u rHnCARrat @ann inrvarfu

pregntit de acum sAn
Urcat ‘Hcoborat d i pat ul

depuli mn r

n de moart e,

ata a vrut Cel de Sug. Mai
ai un pic, memoria "He ostiln, te nnpuste’l inlnuntrul
tAu, ai mare grijn, sub
ghedfl aluneci, te pmbu’l'li, Tnchizi ochii,

t e "Hdgun copac, descoperi

0 peHernin dreapta, aici T'Hvei petrece noaptea asta.
cnmoi “n vin o bucatn de
Cenaida sn ajungi

pOnn mOi ne,  ’Heseilarpertarbrsi.n

znpad

po©in

dai
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Hope for what we could still be Sperania in ceea ceam mai putea fi

I n the yard of the Observat or Incurtea Observatorului Astronomic e fum

smoke, the leaves of the past year "necncios, ard frunzele anul u
are burning: they wink, most definitely an abyss trecut: “mi faci cu ochiul,
should have opened up now between who t rebui alesdumiste ceea

| was and who | am now, oh. In March, full cecamfosti ceea ce suntem, of. ¢
wrath, when it hardly comes back the hope for what urgie, cand abia invie speran"élin ceea

we could still be. You look through th e lunette. In this place, ce-am mai putea fi. Te ui"Horin lunet . Pe acest loc,

above us, is the good, deasupra noastrn, se afl A bin
thank heavens. Here, where we sit upon what mul™Bmi m dumi sal e. Afik@tphecelende s
has collapsed,layers upon layers, ancestors nNnr ui t e ;strawd, inantatir i

upon ancestors, zodiac upon zodiac, abyss peste inaintah, zodiac peste zodiac, abis

upon abyssé Wondét you come a peste abi SHleaddanstadiicimine de vor
With you? You discern his features: he sips his Cu tine? Ti deosebéeti tr nsnturile: THisoarbe

wine, propped against his spear. If only vinul, rnZéidNomadi "n sul i

he would keep his temper. Can sn ntulbueeeufirea. Nuputem face nimic pentru

great image, just received? marele lui chip, abia primit?

Wholeheartedly. Cu toatn osteneal a.

0As thereds nothing we can doaCum nu putem face nimic, sn

)
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Cold is coming Vine frigul
Ununderstood sadness, autumn is playing up to him, it Triste"Hheinelese, toamnalii cantn in strunn, este
is a fight for destruction. Cold o luptnhn pentru a putea distru
is coming. The stress is on thecorporality, on amassing frigul. Accentul cade pe corporalitate, pe masarea
polarities. On ugliness. p o | aHbri Redraciune.
Tired, forced to stop and lie down Obosit, obl i gdishsesintindie opreasc
in the land haunted by the souls of those departed in search pe campul bantuit de suflete ale celor plecaHn crutarea
of a better world and never returned to unei lumi mai bune 'Hnemaiintor’ Hin
Romania, turned into slaves abroad. On a sunny day: Romania, deveni'Hsclavi in striinritate. Intr-o zi cu soare:
tired, he fell asleep and sunk obosit, a adormit 'Hs-a scufundat
60 cubits into the ground, t h cu60decdHnprnméant, atat de greuii devenise
become. He fell asleep loaded with the souls of all the corpul. A dornmHt “nchArcat cu
dead in his family. Now he should have mor "Hdin familia lui. Acum ar fitrebuits n
woken up well -rested and se trezea#®cn odi hnit
ready to fight, but he doesnd gat a d e dabnusemlaiitrezele, trece dintr-un hotar
one land to another. he hears the tolling of all the bells, word in alt hotar, aude sunand toate clopotele, vestea sa
spreading like the wind, that his good thoughts rnsp©ndit asemenaa vOntul ui,
have died outé He restrains hstins g©ndul B totH SBuepunse méng ©n e
the sword, to cut off the head of those asking pe sabie, sn | e taie capetele

)
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for his submission. He would have likedtohear owel co” i cer shn-ase fs (Hpismawdntrabine
back, | was starting to teeai " ntors, “ncepusem sn mnh
get sick of the mission you ¢ saturde misiuneace miaidat-o 6 , -aclutds cuvant.
He is sunken in meditation. E scufundat in medita’id.
Ununderstood sadness, blocked energies Triste"Hheinelese, energii blocate
and no technique of streamlinH nici o tehnicn'iHaré Vihdfrigul.di z a

)
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At 10 p.m.

He passes by the railway station with the

lantern lit, the lantern stolen from the dead -end

railway, scaring the dispatcher. He passes by and

asks again where the bloody hell should he go to reach the
forest

through which he was dragged in chains, for

political reasons.

Bless his soulfi cut by the train then, escaped, when?

Long ago. Blonde, with a short moustache
and with a top hat,
unknown i y o u
come

here, by the window at the end of the
floating tunnel. At 10 p.m., when is detac hed
the last hawser that

still ties us to the bank of the river.

canot see him fr

The river of forgetfulness.

65

La ora 10 seara

Trece prin fa"@l gnrii cu felinarul

aprins, felinar furat de | a c
feratn, speriind i mpegatul
"ntreabn iar pe unde nai ba se
prin care a fost el purtat in lan "ti, din

motive politice?

Snraicuhi at de tren mai apoi,
Odinioar n. Blfslond, cu must a

S ¢ u Hc¢uoben,
“necunoscutfi nu-l pute"Hredea de unde stakiveni"H

aici, la fereastra de | a caphn
tunelului plutitor. La ora 10 seara, cand se desprinde
ultima par©mn car e

ne mai |l eagn de stO©l pii de pe
Fl uviu al ui tnrii
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Simmering La foc mic
Things are getting out of hanSe precipitn lucrdrile, e at
farce, | got suspended, the dogs at the Cotidianul newspaper farsn, am rnmas suspendat, ¢
are still barking at me, to this day, the cloud mn | ‘#azir nourul
of evil looms over my head since September 1997. Doyousee r n u | (e descapul meu din septembrie 1997. Vezi
t hat smoking fire at a distanfocul acela fumeg®©nd " n dephnr
response to another fire, that of raspunde altui foc, al
March 1998, nothing stops you from ending this lunii martie 1998, nimic nu te stdnjene’lle sh pui capnt
adventure. l sndét it time to acesteiaventuri N-a sosit -vremea sn
count the silver? You look cOntnrim argintul ? Te ui
back: desertion, "napoi: dezerthnri,
rebellions, rivalries, adversities. You look ahead: all rnzvr nt i Kadyersit\iHTeaul"Hntfaifit to"H
your acquaintances have returned to their cunoscu'ls-au dus la
places, at the front of the clocurile lor, “n fruntea car
behind, o6in the Orientdé. Arou’"n urmn, a’  n Oriento. Pe aici
just as t he weapeydhelogical g é . | t 6 s caHrniticireaé E un transfer
transfer. | dm dreaming that | psihologic. Visez cbp.dodrafh "  n

hi des. I hear : OYoudr e

)
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mar ked by the devil, dondt mo insemnatde diavol, nu te mi'tdao.
My picture is taken, what else do | have left? | make new Sunt fotografiat, ce mi-a ma i rnmas? Fac n
threatening gestures, with gesturi amenin“ktoare, cu

ardentembersi why arendt you throwi tnhAnci unhi decenurmunca’Hn mine cu pietre?

Why arendt you strangling me? De ce nu fihilegd? r ©nge

Maybe because your time is not up yet? Well, what coulditbe? Poat e f i'Handorsinu ceasul . MA T,
What 6s the score? socoteala?

)
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What did he mean? No one understood Ce voi a

They burned scented wood at his legs, mowed the
grass in the cemetery, gave him

an honoured place among those who do not wish
to know of anyone or anything.

40 days later they made a puppet out of the mowed,
dried grass, set it on fire, at

his request, and

held a pardon of sin sermon. But it was all

for nothing. They were all trembling,

terrified, still, at every step, that they will

stumble upon the abyssal depths

of his murky soul, which have stayed alive,

s Nn-lirsWgegeann ? N u

Au ars lemn mirositor la picioarele lui, au cosit

iarbain cimitir,i-au f Ancut

| oc de cinst

ire
'He de nimic 'Hde nimeni. La

40dezilerau f Acut
cositn,-audstogln,

rugnmi nea |

ui

u

n

“ntre

cei car

manechin din

i-au "lHut o rug nciune de afurisenie. Dar tot

degeaba. Tremurau to'H

infrico H'Hin continuare, la fiecare pas, ¢ vor
Tntalni in cale marile lui adancimi

suflete’’ ml WHinoase, care MMmnsesern vii pe aici,

still able to pull them under. The truth was “n stiarter agin |l a fund. Adevnru
that they were thinning out each day, silently, and nooneknew f i i nd c¢ch se rnAreau HeeH zi ce t
why. There was a thorn in their nuli au de ce. Un ghi mpe | e st
hearts. All this while, pe inimn. Asta, pe

from up above, they could constantly hear the laughter c©O©nd, de’lte de aer, sé auzedu permanent ésetele

)
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of the dead, calling at them: only mortului, care le striga: doar
memories! o00Only memories repeamintirile! abDoar amintirile
just so, from the beginning intocmai, de la inceputul
of timeoé ti mpul ui 6¢
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Read to me

Take this cup of loneliness away from me.

Rest your hand on my forehead.

ltbunsfiread in my eyes the
agentdé. Slide down to my
mouth, kiss me. Relieve the tension of the white hair,
stay with me for a piece of bread baked

in the heart, right on the ashes. In the

ashes of my ancestors. Seated on a
platform, only souls,

in a land full of poetry, after we landed
together from the boat.

The boat in which we put some lit embers,
firewood and

fishing baskets, before crossing the river of
woe, which both hurt and

soothe us: where are we?

Wedre burni

ng

)

thoroughly.

ad:

f
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Cite ®e-mi

cndepnrteazn
Pune-mi méana pe frunte.
Arde fi cite'He-mi in ochi reclama: dAgent

autorizatdé. Coboarn po©nn |
gurn, -mMruleisti nde coarda
stai cu mine | a o bucathn
“n vatr Acenudhilm ect  n

cenut inainta’ior din familie. A 'Hza'tpe

o platformn, numai suflete,
pe un tnr©m plin de poezi e,
"mpreunn din barch.

Barcn “~n cdilaenciemm pus ¢ O
aprin’t, lemne de foc H

coHri de pescuit, Tnainte sn fi traversat apa

amnrnci uniai f craute ne

‘H bine: unde suntem?

Ardem “n profunzi me. Numai
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sorcerersandp hi | osopher s. For al | t vracihfilozofi. Fa"Alde tot ce nu poate fi
defined. Wondering definitH RAtACI
among cormorants. For now, printre corbi de mare. Pe moment,
we are chasing a long stream of steam that seems to noi ur mhnr iinrudel abhgri care phn
be running from west to east. fug de | a apus cntre rnAasnrit.
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Why would she lie De ce sn mintaAn
She sees him sliding with 1l vede alunecand cu
his horse on the ice, in slow motion, he falls under the horse fi calul pe ghed®l cu incetinitorul, el cade sub cal ii
has 1t been a millennium si nc atrecutun mileniude atunci? E
a stagnated evolutionary process. Why would she lie, intr-un proces evol uti vilpgetd t .
sheds missing a man now, she un bhnr balilacaperudimr eflex
sex, a reflex: sheds dying f r sexul:moarede cald, trage
eavesdrops at what the sol di e cuurechealace maispunsolda’ Ti desparte doar
hotel 6s wall separating them, un perete deHkiotel, dacn ar
how she looks, stark cum aratn ea, goaln
naked, alone, awoken by the noises from the other pu’ken, singurn, trezith de zgomotele din cealaltn
room, itds 3 o6clock, itds jucamern, este ora 3, e un fenog
echo, at dawn rezonan’ei, in zori
she will have to return to the cemetery of the va trebui sn se “ntoarcn “n c
nunnery, where she was buried, she turns on the lamp and mAnnstirii, unde a fosMH “~ngro
opens the book she had on the nightstand. The book deschide cartea de pe noptier
that is her tomb. Last night care i e mor mGnt . Asearn
she was a 15 year old maiden, minuteslater ea era o fecioarn de 15 ani,
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the only this left will be wrinkled and flaccid rnmOne doar i ele zbOrcith
skin, hanging loose from the bony chin, and tomorrow? flascn, at ©Or n@®oan, idrendirehr bi a co
Will tomorrow generate a new type of force? Maine va genera un anumit tip de for "&l?
Tomorrow she will enter Méaine va intra intr -0
a new era, she hopedi she looks confused. epocn shpoelfirna,r e o expresie conf
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you tell me?

| experimented and | toiled. From across the road,

74

mie-mi spui?

Am experimentat 'Ham trudit. De dincoace de drum,

besieged by meat with eyes, with "mpresurat de chrnuri cu ochi
drippingblood A | 8 m out of my mind, wsangelepicurandfi nu-s snnntos, de unde
me? Dondt worry, youdll be hoHW asta? Fii fnanrn grijn, vei

bl ess: heds urged, drink someajutn: ~|I “"ndeamnn, bea

holy water for now, at |ist adeocamdatnhn agheasmn, o pichtu
of the Life-giving Spring, in 2001, and it has l zvorul ui TAmAkeui ri i, “~n 2001
healing powers, it has, everyone came then to wait in line for vindecntoare, chiar, fiséhcarae

holy water, with hopeé Nothin
is as it used to be. You tell me? We have all become

beggars, some of us beg for money, others beg to be

spare of cancer, some to be loved,
others to be | eft
buy it? I will.

The peasant is counting the 500.000 RL bills. If the cow is sick,
you bring it back. He

nods: all he can see in front of his eyes is chunks of meat with

eyes, with dripping bloodé At

)

aloneé Wil |l

.
Calé

agheasmn, ®WENmcsper an

nu mai e cum a fost. Mie-mi spui? To"Ham ajuns
ni’le cerkétori, unii cerem bani, al"

cer em s AHd canter, Uré cerem 31 fim iubi "H
al'lHcerem sni fim | Asa’Hn paceé O

c u mp THRrOcumprir.

Hiranul T numnir n
e b ol nawaduceHmapoi, bre. Dh
din cap: vede in fa’®l ochilor numai hilci de carne cu
ochi, cu sangele'troind € La

bancnotel e
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the entrance of the market, someone with a violin: he can hear it intrarea in targ, unul cu vioara: il aude de departe iar,
from afar, should he give him money too? Or call him names s fidea Hlui bani? SA-l injure
for being a beggar that sings cn é&étocoare @nthfals? Catntrudn é Sau poate
maybe heds experimenting as w c riel experimenteazn €Din

decay. All he can do is stop: cauza decHidenaii r Akh®ne dec Ot

withered, tortured. ve'Hejit, chinuit.
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Nicely scented

It is deposited in containers of plant

origin, right after it is served at the castlef

in layers of lace,

one after the other, sometimes mixed with sulphur, or even
with

mercury! Or with sault: in

honour of the twilight of some great former
civilizationsé When everyone
hearth.

It deposits like some sort of manly farewell, nicely
scented, full of rage

and bitterness, stripped of false pretences

and the erotic superstitions

memorized from the books of spells gathered on the
nightstand,

ready to rise from its own ashes,
flower,. Sheds a wreck.

)
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Frumos mirositoare

Se depune in recipiente de origine
vegetal n,
n aHlernuturi de dantel i,
amestecathn

pe

r ©n

d,

i med.i

mercurul! Sau cu sarea: In
cinstea crepusculului unor mari civiliza "H
eé COn d-HfeninenminbuaraSef i e

an

de
mi
H

ter i

pune
rosi

oar

cu
t oa

aminr nci
‘H de superstiiHe erotice
me mor at e ltedle farmece adunate pe noptiem,

pregntithn

fl

oar e.

January 2017
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Dust

| consume myself in loneliness, too slowly, though, I should

have di sappeared by now, o0o0n
al |l aci du something inside of me is still fighting
back, doesndét want to burn, i
to the fireé Honestly, whoeve
candt do it anymore! This 1is
do? I 6m fussing. Did you get
bruise? |

feel as i f -dwim dogamigng efvridm w

also from within comes also something
good-good, fighting back, right? What do you make of this?

|l f only you wouldndt be whini
voices canodot be explained. Th
| just answered your question
Youdbre sinister. Today | have
beaten myself up: I woul dnodt
| woul dndét do anything to mys
my head. Dond6t you see

youdre scaring everyone |i ke

)

.
Calé
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Praf
Mh consum “n singurkharfat e pr e
trebuit sn dispar p©nn acum,
socot el i IHeifidcael vea bdiibre mi ne "~ ns
rezisten"R arde mai greu, degeaba am tot
pus gaz pe focé Sincer, culi
nNu mai pot! Acesta e adevnrul
faci ? Fr-@abmhat 2 TEe e cu vOnnt
ivine sn mor, -rimi doimlenwmt r uié
tot din ¥Hinerfiur u nu
bun-bun, care opune rezisterfP? Tu ce riklegi din asta?
Dacn -au mai vnhAicnri at ©ot é Su
voci dei mextplrincabi l A. Care nu
H-am rhAspuns doar |l a “ntrebar

EH sinistru. Azi m -am luat

singur | a bAntmai ehdeaem de unul s
nu-mi f Aceam ni micé Am u-ilaiceama
cn s pkelumea? a
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Until they reached the house of the witch: he, foaming at POnn au ajuns “mpreunn | a cas
the mouth, distorted, is kept |l a gurn, sdédut monosit, e
under the pot, she fi is holding a twig in her fist. ascuns s ufb stora@mg e ean pR mn o v
All around, cosmic dust. Peste tot, praf cosmic.
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Covered in brains Plin de creier
Bleedings, wonderings i out of wits, on swollen SOnger Ar in,s nrrittn odier ipe fi x, pe
streets, circumvolutions in umflate, circumvolu “ldni Tn
search of a Xerox with phosphorescent ink that cnut ar ea u n tHosfoxescenbcare®s u t u
copies in detail: te copieze “n amhnunt:
leaks through the grates of the sewer and the short visit scurger.i printr divigtasturtar el e de
to the undergrounds n subteranele
of death, owhat am | doi ng he mory ace cauteu pe aicd? Plin de creier pe maini
and my clothes: on Shrove Sunday, ‘Hpe haine: in duminica
the Sunday next before Lent! With small indiscreet grasn, de Lnsata Secului! Cu
loans taken from the prophets: indi screte frAitkute de | a prof e
as long as all that exists cOtn vrelhe toat e
descents fromthe currentsof t he f or ceé Si c auobarkhin curen'ifor "eié Bolnav de neputin Al
stepping all over the softness of the soul: cnl c©nd pe moliciunea sufl etu
following in the steps of the wheels from the carriage, plecat pe urmele ro"tor de tr Asurn ce au mmas intip rrite
imprinted on the bricks under the vault of the entrance pe cnAnrnAnmizile de sub bolta de
of the old post office. He di fostastdid de pohin. Nu-Hdnduse seama @t era de departe.
He thought it was next to nothing. A crezut c¢cnh nu e nimica.

)
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An unforgettable night

Only torment, back streets, rats that go through your
shoes,mixed feelings:

you close your legs, clench your teeth, undress

on your way, he awaits for you in bed, you kiss

his chest, they cometo mind,

those that

call the world a cave:
Going down? Up? Until you notice that the apple is blooming.
He answers that he gladly took up

the white mantle, he thanks you, such a pity

that now he has to rumple it, for what
is worth ité The white

mantle is under them, spread over the bed: from long ago,
when they both managed to put
aside some money,

to pay for a hotel room, for an
unf orgettable

nighte. A remi

)
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O noapte de neuitat

Doar chin, s t’®bolanicare-iHteupriraré ni c e
pantofi, sentimente amestecate:

T"Hapropii pulpele, str angi din din "Hte dezbraci

din mers, el te dlleaptn in pat, i

s A THad@nii, THrIN

n minte cei

ce numesc lumea a fi o petern:

cobor ©m? Ur c h m? 'HEer@nilote’ e @mutd z nr
El T"H nspunde ch a primit cu

b u n n VAtmamia albn, T"Hnul "time’He, phcat

cn tr ebu-dkoEEs®, ine os

prive ' Heé Mantia

albn e sub ei, “ntinsn pe pat

cand reukern amandoi sn punn

deoparte cd'ia bani,

sh plhAteascn o camern | a hote
nnoapte de neuitateée O rewaede:
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upright in the waters of the pond from childhood, dreptul in apa garlei din
how she washes the clohes and hammers them with a mallet copil nrie, dilebatecpraaiulipe r uf e
atop some poles of polished wood! ni’lle cpriori de lemn lustruit!
Until gravity gets scared and changes: My God, PO©nn s eHse quhenmbi f@ "Bl gravitaldnaln: Doamne,
how much | ove have | gatheredc®©tn dragoste am adunat ~n

)
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Remembering myself

around midnight, the light of the lamp was still big: was I? In
heavy armour and a helmet with closed
visori'l coul dndét quite recogn

82

MA rememor am

cam pe la miezul nop i lampa era inch mare: eu eram?in
ar mur n'Hogifce \aziera
iz " nchHi st mn fiHeao aurtadul, ce mai

want? It was me, remembering voiam? Eu eram, mn
myself,r ai sing the visor for a serememoram, ridicam pentru o ¢
understand myself. What did | mn "EBlegeam. Ce aveané Oare

thinking of? At the rottenness inherited from within.

| was thinking of those in armouries

| a ce mn g ©n dzeianee?molieaitn giruad anc.

Mh g©ndeam | a cei din cazninr mi

and in the bunkers, the Romanians: of those not raised under ‘Hdin beciuri, roméani: la cei necrescu™™Hn cultul
the cult of obedience, o0li ke supunerii, aca mine,
humiliated and sado. How i s y umilit Htrist6. Cum "He inima acuma?

The huge, double door from the entrance

to myself was half-covered by a dune, and

the wind was gathering more and more sand

around the exterior walls. Not to mention the Apocalypse,
announced in 2012 andthe photon belt: everything was a

Ut mare, dubln, de la intrarea

“nl Auntrul meueeaaoperjumnda
vantul aduna din ce in ce mai mult nisip

in jurul pere "ttor exteriori. Plus apocalipsa, anun"&tn

in 2012, H centura fotonic n: totul era un

roar of |l aughter, there, in phohot de r®©s, acolo, publicé

)
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O, rebellion instinct! Dondt Ah, instinct al rnzvrntiiari i !
though | have failed everything with the shady affairs, dacn am ratat totul cu “nvOrt
ill faith, stupidity, deception and slyness of reaua-credin Al prostia, in'lélnciunea, ‘Hnecheria alor
our soé Thereds something rott noHiééeChe o &edandjlac!
| failed everything, this is the official colour, Am ratat totul, aceasta este
daring “"ndrnznind
and failing, oO0listen through ‘Hnereukhd, dasculta’Hrin mine vaietele
c r o wid €end back and forth in time, mul“thii 6 A trimis c and Tnainte, cand Tnapoi in timp,
pushed by a warm radiation. mpins de la spate de o radid’lé caldn.
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For the best Mai bine
| was honestly thinking that this is for the best. | Mhng©ndesc, sincer, HcAm e mai b
| am having difficulties again, | am cornered, ruined, lar necazuri, sunt incolH ruinat,
nothing works anymore, | have brought this upon myself, | nimic nu mai mer ge, Hnumeéauf ac s
donodt
want to hear about any other reason? sn mai aud de nicio pricinn?
Neither about the watcher inside of me, or the level to Nici de supraveghetorul din mine, nici de nivelul la
which | could rise: up to that point. care maHoutea ridica: p ann acolo.
Then he went silent, covering his mouth, Aici tncull duc©ndu
out of habit: why do | bother so much, din refl ex mOnmmbalea,ingur n: de <c
after all? These definitiv, atata capul? Aceste
sorrows could be of consolation, could be necazuriar puimea fsm@e spre-mfieng ©i er
dandelions, ants, dried alluvial deposits, electric pnpndii, furnici, aluviuni us
loads, murky waters at your feet, torn willows, sweat, electrice, apn tulbure |l a pic
red petals, extra sensorial perceptionsf petale roH, percepiHextrasenzoriale i
all going downstream after my inner pouring rain toate curg®©nd |l a vale dupn fi
in the middle of pe dinlnuntru, “n mijlocul <ce
the biggest tumult, until it all falls silent enough mari gnlngii, poOnn ¢ se va f
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that you can hear the cries of a river gull. s n s e’lpatul whai pescnru’He rau.
| t ndtamy cry? I, Nu e g ntul meu? Eu,
born into a multiplied form, unleashed, aphruod fTormn mul t i’y i catn, d
climbed up the hill, with the pitchfork urcat pe alt deal, cu furcoiul pe
on my shoulder, to gather the hay i as many straws,as many  umeri, la stransul fanului i cate fire de fan, atatea
feelings. Conflicting sim™Aminte. Tn
ones. When you dondt know wh o contradictoriu. Cand nu 'Hii cu cine te lup"HLa
do you need it for? Hay grown in a moonles s night as tall as the ce"Hrebuie? Fan crescutintr-onoaptefir n | unn ¢ Ot
house,
under the breath of malevolent sub rnAnsufl area spiritelor

spiritsé This wond6t change anrniAnufhAcntoaoegnhAsthi mbe ni mic.

ali n vain. I donot totul Tn zadar. Nu -mi mai
allow myself to whine, to groan, to regret. "ngndui a mn vhAieta, a geme,
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Express yourself
How many times have you climbed up to the cave, to pray?
0 A sDaniil Sihastrul! Or prior
Mel chi sedec, from Putna. o6 You

into the bowels of death, to
retreat, to uncover you true face and to ask for

forgiveness. Just so, climbin
centre of the earth,al t hough you know for
You havenoét gotten anywhere vy
underl ays of things, but youbo
and you searched. The surrounding fir woods

gather you in their bosom and urge you to know

your place from now on. | t 0s
t hat you havendt | ost your en
everything

has a meaningi you wer e wr ong, hahaneev

that you are walking in your old steps. No other choice. After a

certain age thereds nothing e
|l tds no tragedy i f you challe
just so you wondt reach the t

)
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EX pr4temn
A c©ta oar n ‘Heracshteipckim™ "~ n pe
acnt rleapben Dani il Sihastrl ! S
Mel chi sedec, de |l a Putnad. Ai
pOnMmArnunt ai'ldthe mor
r et r a g'eblesegperiadevirata fa'il’H sn ceri
iertare. A’H, urcand, ai impresia cn
el buricul p himantului, de H'Hi sigur cn nu e'Hi. Nu
ai ajuns nicnier:. pO©nnh azi, n
substratul lucrurilor, dar "Hai fhcut datoria: ai Tncercat
W ai cnhnutat. PAdurile de bra

" mb Hé@az la pieptul lor ‘Hte indeamnn si-"Hcuno’li
pe mai departe lungul nasului. E de ajuns
c n "Haupierdut entuziasmul, crez and cn are un rost

totul A te-ai in'kelat, din pricate, nutntampl fAtor
T"Healci pe urmele vechi. Neavand de ales. De la o \arstn

nu "Ha mai rimas dedt snte repe’Hinu?
Nu e nici o nenoroci fHeufedfacn t
numai snh nu ur@ghnupm@nn | a caphn
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come down! The world is as it is, no one defends you from cobori! Lumea e @k cum e, nu te apirn nimeni de tine
yourself. And hope is fleeting. nsu™Hlar nhdejdea e treaitoare.
Of course you have much more to endure from now on, so Binein"eles ai ai atatea de rnbdat 'Hde aici Thainte, atatea
many
shortcomings and pains i why are you getting upset? lipsuri 'Hdureri fi de ce te sperii?
Didnét you wise up? Sweet en y Nute-aiinelepi indulceHe-"Hyatlejul, ia putere din
the wait, rise up to the heart and aleptare, urch-te pannla inimn’H
fall down to ask the oO0sl eeplecoboatrnceni aviermel ui N ador
an expression of your own 0 expresie a propriei tale
nat ur e, hahdé#&otcdnprenem? Express yourself, naturi, ce e a4 de greu dein"eles? Exprimi-te,
therefore, properlyé “n continuare, ca atareée
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Saturday, 14 February

Limited, giving and receiving less and less,
left without any purpose
or desire fi is it possible? Anyway,

88

none of his dreams are coming
he | ets things come as they a
reached pickeé He pines for. O
falls out of the sky, endless. At some point

he lost track of himself, but he caught

up . He even failed in suicide
fal?l n vain he | ooks around now

remembering, nothing to have

in view: why is he wandering around? The search is

over, all his senses have gone dull.

Nothing from the past invites him to dinner, calls
him up or writes to him, only some illnesses
reactivate to remind him that he has interior
organs at work, such a bad example.

To be honest,

forget about himself. Each day that he distracts himself

)

h e fingbany other svays th a t

s©mbnt n, 14

Restrans, dand’hprimind din ce Tn ce mai pu'i,
ramas fAWA nici o
W f Arn nRifc e posbil?dooiqum, n

nu 1 s e mateniciun\isnNu mai are preten’H
|l asn lucrurile sHHexur gn de
na atins ma x iHniipoérndirceerjdear
singurnt atieLbLa | a nesf Or

un moment dat s-a pierdut de el insu’'Hl dar s-a ajuns
din urmn. A ratat inclusiwv
na ratat? Acum degeaba se

nimic deosebit de reldut, nici in
perspectivn:
terminat, toate sim™ttile i s-au tocit.
Nimic din ce a trecut nu -| ma i i
un telefon 'Hinu-i scrie, numai céte

o boaln
interioare n func "ne, rnu exemplu.
Sn fie sincer,
uite de el. Ti prie He fiecare zi daa

nvi
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agrees with him, if he doesno ThHdistrage aten'td, daad nu se gande'le la nimic 'H
touch with the deadé Heds intrn " n | €NE urn cu mor
surrounded by drifts: pleasure, anger, sorrow, “"nconjurat de aluviuni: pl Ance
joy, all blend together, swimming into a bucuria se amestecn, "~ noatn
mixture, in an intermediary state, minute after minute intr-un aluat,intr-o st are intermediarhn,
waiting to sink, but the only thing that awaits him is another aleaptn sn se scufunde, dar nu-| aleapth decét
chall enge. He doesndt “"ncnh o “ncercare. Nu
understand why he is forced to struggle so much, to cause inNell ege de ce e pus sn se chi
sparks, flames, flickers, phosphorescent mist, scO©nt ei , f | Nn'Biféasfoiescenth,i cnr i ri , ¢
tongues of fire, magnetismé TIimbi de foc, magreetdiesdmé ubac
to the skies. He cries out his helplessness again, as laceruri. TH stri gn B,arcAineput i n

the fire above has completdy descended within him A i s n & t focul de deasupra a coborat cu totul in el i nu e destul?

enough?
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Saturday, 31 January sOmbntn, 31 ianuari e
You search, but you candt fi n CauHHnugnsed i , ni ci nu mauli cont e
everything shake from within and cutremurat toate, in sinea lor
discharged? The spot is not marked anymore, so you might Hs-au descnrcat? Nu mai eHmarc
think that youdothreatenech a wast el sn cr éizintr-uo pustie amenin"at.
Only your soul keep gaining Sufletul numai 1"HAHgh n
altitude and it is harder and ~ n'iihke Hiedincein ce maigreu siseintoarcn é
Prepare yourself never agan to Pr e gti-te g nute mai
meet the one you used to be beforefi and to go into the ntalne’d niciodatnncu cel careaifosti "W s n i ntr i
madhouse, at best, and be asked: spitalul de nebuni, “n cel m
what are you searching for, mommies dearest, around here? fii Intrebat: ce cau™Hdragul mamei, pe aici? Pregntete-te
Prepare to be left only with your passive snhn rNmoi numai cu partea pasi
side and not to feel any danger anymore, used to the idea that  din tine 'Hshnumaisim™™ ni c i un pericol ,
there was nothing else to be done, that this was all you got, maimultnus-a put ut H-adat, at ©t
that you have fulfilled your c AHaifhcutdatoria He randul altora shschimbe
change the world, while losing the best part lumea, pierzandu -"Hea mai mare parte
of your individual traitsé dintre trhAasAturile individual
You survey and find out that your depth has diminished, Faci sondaje’i consta’Hen "Hs-a mickbrat adancimea,
that you are setting down in layers with your cn te depui “"n straturi cu | u
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inner world, only God knows i interioarn, n itiexdacneHdpeniraneuz e u
path, i1if this is normal after cel r natd e norraat de la o varstn é
Dondt be cheap. Beat that dr u Nuficalic. Bate Htu toba mai
harder, for everyone to know puternic, shn-aaf ImuHIsdwgeeatnitcn n
waves have slowed down, you can resonate with frecvenele creierului, po™Hntra n
the frequency of the planeti why dondt you t rrezonan'fcufrecven'ele planeteii de ce nuincerci?
You are gripped Te cuprinde
by an uncertain sadness, youhear again the whistling of o n el n mu fef auziiar Hieratsl tnai
a train from childhood and see the grey starlings lowering t ren di n’Hwea grauii cenuitlecum se lasn
above the water to bathe and they flap their wings, “n apni mbm iHeau din aripi,
trying to throw water over their back in the heat, " n c er c-Waruhce spf in spinare pe caniculn,
before they descend together upon the "nainte sn atace “n grup stru
grapes of the vineyards around District 248, at Adjudu Vechi. in viile din jurul Cantonului 248, la Adjudu Vechi. Surazi,
You smile, free of sensations and passions, eHi liber de senza’iH 'H pasiuni,
now you could surprise yourself and acum ai putea sn te iMdsn singu
managet o reach the exité izbute Hi sn atingi ie’hreaé
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