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patul

c ©nd ‘Hcameifa devine prea mult,

" n’lirdndu-sein jurul t fu.

c ©n d ‘Hpatalidlevine prea mult,

Tnnodandu -H cearkfurile sub™dte de piele.

cand fiecare parte a camerei doare.

atunci, ca prin minune, ca dintr -o mare dragoste
mar ginea patului se “nti
urcmre fereastrn.

marginea patului sparge fereastra

nde

W se revarsn “n vnile aerul ui
se Intinde ca o avalarh pesteintreg ora’Hl.

atunci da, camera nu mai doare, patul nu mai doare.

patul cu | ent dealacmatgieelaallast oar n
‘W v e z’Hin wnmn ofaldil, aproape plangi de bucurie,

te ridichn mai sus, vezi maiHea
strialucind

‘Haproape plangi, plangi de bucurie in aerul limpede si
proaspnt.

.
Calé
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the bed

when even the bedroom becomes too much,

wrapping itself around you.

when even the bed becomes too much,

knotting its sheets worn out by skin.

when every corner of the bedroom hurts.

then, miraculously, out of a great love

the edge of the bed slowly spreads throughout the entire room
reaching out for the window.

the edge of the bed breaks the window

and overflows in the airodos v
i tds spreading | i ke an aval an
then the bedr oonmodoees nohte hbuerdt
anymore.

the bed slowly flips you from one side to another

and you see the city falling behind you, you almost cry out of

joy,

it lifts you higher, you see the sea shining, the snow on top of
the mountains shining

andyoualmostst art crying, youdre
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‘Hsunt atat, atat de fericit 'Hnemi'ltat

"n patul care se " nti
un cer de lemn Harcuri, de ceartkafuri subidte.
‘Hatat de fericit deasupra oceanela, polilor,
tropicelor, atat de deasupra 'Hatat de nemi'ldat
cn pl ©ng de cOtn feri
W de c©tn "~ ncremenire

‘Hiplang de atata fericire,
prins in cerul meu de lemn "Harcuri dintre
p n mOCHicer

n'Heer. ¢ a

Ci

re
mi

‘Hpatul putandu - mn canpé ndr hgostit

de-o parte Hde alta Hvnd deodatn tot cerul.
HWn patul care acopern
pentru o clipn vnhd

de unul singur

cerul albastru, limpede 'Hnnpndit de stele,
de parcn doar pentru
‘Hiplang 'Hsunt atat de adanc fericit

“nt

mi

)

ne

r

m
S e

t
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and fresh air.

and | am so, so happy and still

in the bed that stretches like another sky between the ground
and the sky.

a sky made of wood and springs, of worn out sheets.

and so happy above the oceans, the poles,

the tropics, so above and so still

“"that 1 6dm crying because of ho

ot

allowed to have

and of how much stillness |
and I dm crying because of s
trapped in my bedlike sky between

the ground and the sky

and the bed carrying me like a still lover

from one side to another and suddenly | see the whole sky.
and in the bed that covers the whole world

| can see for an instant

standing by myself

the clear, blue sky covered in stars,

as if the whole sky was just for me.

and I dm crying and I 6m so pro

o O
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c n | a oindimadaneinvelite in carne
‘Hitot plang 'Hcarnea prin ochi pleacn de la mine.

dar c¢cOtn f egn dclHicda inaremensee
Tn cerul meu de lemn 'Harcuri, Tn cerul de ceartdfuri

8

that my deep tears are wrapped in flesh

and Idm still crying and my f
| dm being all owed so much hap
in my bed 4 like sky, in my sky made of sheets

prins “~ nthcer. pnmont

chiar

vadn and thereds no

trapped between the ground and the sky.

, de tot ni meni andnoone, noone atallto hurtanymore.
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9
sfoara the rope
ca molii infometate lumea peste mine, tot mai adanc the world is upon me like starving moths, driving deeper and
sub piele, ca molii infometate lumea peste mine. deeper
akhaamnducin  p ar chz perrbana. under my skin, like starving moths the world is upon me.
l eg de mine “n glumn o #hAoar n asajoke,lgointothe park and | sit on a bench.
W i mediat "~ ncep sn nmMA ridic sltieaseemingly endlessrope around me
and | immediately float towards the silky clouds.
dar ce frumos tnlpile por nesc buthowbeautifully my feet fly through the air.
ni ci n u -mirdestacmaiaile.s n | dondt even have to open my
mn r i d i ’Hrin’'&uimitoareu | am floating with great ease.
doar c¢cn bine ar fi snhAn prindn butitwouldbe bestif someone caught the end
sforii. of the rope.
sn nu rnNnmoOGn ar ulfrerdntoarceret r e cer so | dondt remain between t he
‘Heu utdr, ukr, ca un zmeu de hartie creponati, mn ridic | slowly, slowly drift up, like a kite made of corrugated paper,
“n cerul de primiAavarhn in the spring sky
‘Hlumea jos, jos, Hifrange marginile ca varétn intr-un sac. and the world below, below, i
stuffed inside a sack.
‘W nikéz ca pentru rugnciune intre nori, | kneel down as if praying between the clouds,
impolorand, asa, cu genunchii inv eli"Hn nori, begging, with my knees wrapped in clouds,
SN apuce cineva for someone to grab
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capntul sf or iHukbr, si eu sus, su
vhd deodatn | i mpede

cnh nu ulde capdty sforii,

ci, din pncate, din nefericir
unui mort parfumat e | egatn s
‘H chiar ie’hhd din nori, Tmbrnicat ca pentru o zi de primnvarn,
am “nceput cu fricn sn dau di
apoi am prins shiHeatddesefabar a c

‘HItot urcam, trecusem de aer, trecusem
d e r’Hhieher@erului

‘Heu rodeam funia, plutind prin ceruri
"mbrnhncanhtrca @ zi
funia 'Hea deloc nu se subld.

chiar 'Hcand Tmi suflecam pantalonii Tn "&rana lunii, eu rodeam
sfoara.

| ©nghn
sfoara.
“"not ©nd
vihz ©n d
tot |

dce furee rodeam v ar n

stelele care se stingea

printr entr-gmiazcuipdtE negr e

pnmOnt ul ca un s Clidegeaba.
egat de piciorul mortul u

)
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the end of the rope, and | above, above and light,
suddenly clearly see

that 1 tdés not a chil
but unfortunately, the leg of a fresh corpse,
the rope is tied to a fragrant corpse.

and as | was coming out of the clouds, dressed for a spring day,
my hands and feet started shaking with fear.

so | grabbed the rope that was holding me and started to chew
it.

and | was still ascending, | was high above the air, past

what was left of the air

and | was chewing the rope, while floating through the heavens
dressed for a spring day and | was furiously chewing
the rope but it wasnot thi
even when | was rolling up my trousers in the dust of the
moon, | was chewing the rope.

near the withering stars d water-sprinkled stars, and | was still
chewing the rope.

d who i s

nni

swimming through the black holes like a fish in a pond,

, seeing theEarth as small as a seed, | was chewing the rope to
no avalil.
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| was stil]l tied to the fresh
and no matter how far in the heavens

d even there,
no matter how deep under my skin, the world is

like starving moths upon me.

‘Ha'kh, pann’Hatd, oricat de departe in ceruri,
p © nHfacolo,

oricat de adanc sub piele, ca molii infometate
lumea peste mine.
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c N ndade primiAv a r N

"mbr nc-at c idé&primnvarn,
cu pnrul pe umer.i,
ies din bloc, spre iancul ui

‘Hfoarte frumos
“n aceastn | uibrasacardseriile noakhiton sar.
de la locul lor 'Hldeodata coajacopacilor plesnetie
W | asn trunkab.i ul gol, gol
‘Heu drept 'Hnepnshitor: Tn jurul meu izvoare de munte
"BlHhesc direct din treptele blocurilor.
toatn | umi nhkil sedtramge Th jartl meurcaaun la™H
HWu:totul r espirfA prin mine.
imi "I respira’ld cateva secunde’H mii de mu 'He cad mpuse la
pAmant.
“mi trec mGna prin pAar
W di n f i e c Heoaltafnraiuratiz n
‘Halte ziduri de beton
ca o vi'Alsnlbatich seincolnicesc pe zidurile de beton
‘Hun aeralbs e ‘Harrfimjurul aerului.

M

cre
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spring jacket

dressed in a spring jacket,

with my hair on my shoulders,

| leave my block of flats, going towards iancului street. | feel
refreshed

and very beautiful

in this autumn light. suddenly, the car bodies | eap

and suddenly the tree bark bursts

and leaves the trunk naked, naked and white.

and | am upright and indifferent: mountain springs gush
around me directly from the block steps.

all the city lights are gathering around me like a chain.

| know: everything is breathing through me.

| hold my breath for a few moments and thousands of flies
fall dead to the ground.

| brush my hand through my hair

and from every leaf grows another, even more red,

and other concrete walls

are entwining like wild vines on the concrete walls

and a white air is wrapping around the air.

Transla+tion
Calé

August 2017



Translation Café, Issue179

PoemsbyTeodor

Dunn

Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Silviu Buzatu

mi-e cald, dd o\ Tmi desfac un nasture al dimnAHi.
capacele de canal s e Hdreapta c
trotuar el e s édumdrepfrs in valfieile sopacilarz i
‘Hlumina se desface de intuneric H

pnmoOnt ul se desface

W s e finevalusi mense pe asfalt
W tot ce era dedes uHhtimesitcum e
iar euntr-o ¢ ird@prim rivarn, cu prrul pe umeri, z &mbind

f a c éHbedsal din bur "tle mamelor to"Hopiii

WM alunec®©nd pe aer ca pe tobc
mele

W alunec®©nd prin aer ca pe t

in jurul meu ‘Hmn strang.

WM c¢c©nd eu minunat de nephnsntc
cu un gestscurt al mainii tot ce e in jur

departe “n cerHaddncescnzut cn el
mainile in mine

cantr-un mor ma n ‘Hing nou aeimmine,

)
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| &m hot, so | open a button

s the manhole covers throw themselves opento the left and right,

the pavements break from the roads and climb to the top of the
trees

and the light breaks from darkness

the earth breaks

and floods the pavement in huge waves

and everything that was underneath is now outside and
hungry.

and |, wearing a spring jacket, with my hair on my shoulders
and smiling

make all the babi burst out their
and gliding on the air as if on slides they gather up at my feet
and gliding through the air as if on slides everything gathers up
around me and chokes me.

and when wonderfully careless | was ready to dismiss
everything that was around me with a gesture

high up in the sky | saw that they were sinking

their hands into me

like in a pile of wax and they are all entering me,

es m
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" ngr nmniskiindesanduse, umplandu-mn . piling in, stuffing in, filling me up.
‘Hde’H Tmbrncat ca pentru o zi de primivarn and although | was dressed for a spring day
ca un mor man dieocea phmdntilui,e r a m | was like a pile of wax and the voice of the earth,
vocea aerululi, the voice of the air,
vocea tablei, vocea cimentului, fiecare era in mine the voice of tin, the voice of concrete, all of them were heard
‘H pe fiecare o auzeam limpede, toptind: and | could clearly hear each one of them whispering:
tu, trup al meu, mangéie -m 'k fi-mi hrann. you, my body, comfort me and be my nourishment.

)
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de-a viul

abia trecut prin miezul nop " ’H eu inspnim antntor de viu.
via"ela o mie de oameni a mvnlit in mine.

at ©t de vi u, "Humimasinafara mea,theiHirate. e
‘Hapoi via"elaincn o mie de oamnei apoi via“al

peretelui, via™8llemnului, via "Bl carcasei,
toate se nApustesc
H mA umpl u.

‘Horice este viu Horice a fost viu THifac loc Th mine
W mn “nconjoarn.

via"edlmea e de neoprit.impanze'le strizile, blocurile.

Sspre mine

W totul " ncepe ®h clocoteasct
Hatateast r at uri de viu mA “nconj
cn sunt viu acum |l a un kil ome

‘Hnimeni mai plin "Himai trecut prin miezul nop “lHdecéat mine.
H ni meni mHmai Trgriidieatim wiei'Ht

ca-ntr-o mie de pieli.

Tmi desprind mainile de corp,

.
Calé
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alive
itds only just past midnight
the lives of a thousand people have rushed into me.
| am so alive that a hundred lives have been left tangled outside
of me.
and then the lives of another thousand people, the life of the
wall, of wood, of the carcass,
all of them rush towards me
and they fill me up.
and everything that is and was alive makes its way inside of me
and surrounds me.
my life is unstoppable. it swarms through the streets and
blocks.
and everything starts boiling with life.
and so many layers of life surround me,
that | am now alive but one kilometer round.
and no one is more overflowing and beyond midnight that |
am.
and no one more ready or more wrapped up in lives like in a
thousand skins.
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via"dl seinvnim nk'le n jurul meu, | detach my arms from my body,
Tmi ridic mainile ‘Htoate vie e lor se varsn in mine ca-ntr-un life clumps around me,
canal. | raise my arms and all their lives pour into me like in a sewer.
viul nNnsta de o sutn de t oasele s these one hundred tons of living shatter everything,
strnpunge ci ment ul and everything boils with life: the concrete breathes,
‘Htotul clocote 'He de via'it asfaltul respirn, the wood breathes, midnight b
 emnul r es pi fiHfespirmiidchiar ddch na enmeni  one around,
n jur, the world boils with life , no one being in it.
lumea fierbe de via"Rlcu nimeni in ea.
acum, cand via’elmea nu mai cunodkie margini, now, when my life is without boundaries,
Tmi ridic mai mult mainile, imi desfac degetele | raise my arms even more, | spread my fingers
‘H blocurile T'H scuipn temeliile 'H "&Hhescinnebunite and the blocks spit from their foundations and frantically burst
prin aer |l a o sutn de metri e throughthe air, one hundred meters above ground
explodeazn ca mii de arti fi ci wheretheyexplode likethousands of fireworks.
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zgomotul zilei the sound of the day
era unu noaptea, eram la etajul cinci’iziua it was one in the morning, | was on the fifth floor and daytime
mn ‘Hepta acolo. was waiting f or me.
imediats-a fncut roatnhn "~ n jurul meitimmediately surrounded me.
via"ela 0 mie de oameni id¢a din mine. the life of one thousand people was bursting out of me.
am ~ nceputHrésusair@ateprin camer n, we started laughing and the laughter circled round the room,
a ieht pe fereastri, ainceput sn se legenein copaci, it flew out the window, started swinging in the trees,
sn intre “n -@aavioseatno,b napoi s itenteredthe cars, then it poured back inside us
cu opteci de kile in plus 'Hradeam grozav with an extra eighty kilograms and we were uncontrollably
cu r ©sul nNsta de opt eldeptadd eultk i laughing
n ziua care a stat sub toate celelalte, with this extra eighty kilogram laughter in the daytime that was
mn c i n dengblindu -le. waiting for me,

in the daytime that stood underneath everything else,
grinding them, emptying them.

era pu'ld peste unu ‘Hei in jurul mesei it was little past one and they were seated around the table

‘Hdoar eu in inceputul zilei. and | was the only one at the start of the day.

i ar “lewunpahar, chtimp e mult 'Hpanndiminea ™ and they said: "hold a glass, there is enough time and even

e ’Hmai mult 6 ' Hvia"éla o mie de oameni ig¢a more

din mine pOnnhAHWAa ul ti ma r nmnin untilmorning and the lives of onethousand people were
coming out

)

Transla+tion
Calé

August 2017



Translation Café, Issue179
PoemsbyTeodor Dunh
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Silviu Buzatu

18

of me until the last drop.

atunci am “"nceput sn raawrd wmgomt hen | started hearing the d
tren trece departe printr -un cal adormit. a train was passing in the distance and hitting a sleepy horse.
de parcn sute de rndncini | ov asifhundreds of roots were breaking
de dedesubt asfaltul ‘Hil crapn. through the concrete from underneath.
Ziua incepe, se oprete. de parai cineva impinge the day starts, then stops. as if someone was pushing
lacuri inghe &te prin noapte. de parch o mie de lacuri inghe™ate  frozen lakes through the night. as if a thousand frozen lakes
se rostogolesc prin camern. are rolling through the room.
zgomotul se depnrteazn, se ap thenoise becomes distant, then close.
H ei: afii impaae, nrcegpputted.ab and they say: "be peaceful, the night has just begun®
‘Hinu e zgomotul ora’Hilui, zgomotul aerului, zgomotul meu. and itdés not the noise of the
e zgomotul nimAnui, abia ~ nce noise.

i tds nobodyds noise that just
W ziua urcn “n mine. mn r upe thedayrisesthrough me.the day distances me from them,
mn r upejuldnei, t ea distances me from the fifth floor,
mnh r u p e’hndheafurtd B rhai mult in zgomotul asurzitor al it distances me from everything and it plunges me deeper
nim Anui. into the deafening noise of nobody.
"IHe-"Hespira . trebuie sn-I auzi. asculti-l. hold your breath. you have to hear it. listen to it.
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orice anything
carnea lui primitoareampurtat -o pr i n z n’jA da | carried his welcoming flesh through the snow
‘Hapoi prin gunoaie carnea lui primitoare am purtat -o. and also carried his welcoming flesh through garbage.
‘Hunde era el putea fi orice: un mu'Hroi, and anything could have been where he was: an anthill,
o bucatn de I emn, o tabl n ~ nd apieceofwood, abentslate.
drumulnul-a gnsit, roua nu a aflathe didnoét find the road, he d
‘W1l purtam ca pe orice altceva. and | carried him like anything else.
carnea lui n-a rodit, his flesh did not bear fruit,
l hstari nu am cules, doar hral didndt gather any sprout s,
el poate fi orice. he could be anything.
chiar 'Htrupul lui poate fi el. even his body could be him.
“n oricare parte spre miazhnhno inanynorthern place
carnea lui primitoare ampurtat-o pr i n z n’jpth d a ~ |carried his welcoming flesh through the snow
‘Hprin gunoaie carnea lui primitoare am purtat -o. and also carried his welcoming flesh through the garbage.
in zadar, drumulnul-a ghsit, r-oua nu a i n vain, hehdidoédd, fheddi dndt
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noaptea “"ncn | ©ncezea

noaptea “"ncn | ©ncezea.

eram trei ‘Heram in jurul unei mese,

to"Hcu degetele desficute, cu podul palmei Tntors spre tavan,
neclinti "K

ca nile statui oarbe

luminatede-o | unh abi a
mainile pandeau pe lemnul mesei.

rasnritn.

20

the night was still lingering

the night was still lingering.

there were three of us around a table,

with our fingers outspread, with the back of our hands turned
towards the ceiling, still,

like some blind statues

lighted by a moon that had just risen.

our hands were lurking on the wooden table.

nu | e priveam pé@edanmaptecn er a d we were notwatching them because it was two in the morning
H ei au zis aam vnzut “ nhdlecc uandthey said | saw a fingerless hand instead of you™ and

de ochi instead of eyes

pumni de sOr mh ghi mpatn | i balls of barbed wire were lyi ng beneath their forehead.

am zis @eu plec |l said "I 6m | eaving

‘Hm-am ridicat 'Hei nu s-au clintit, doar degetele le-au zvacnit
ncet.

pentr u c¢ NHmairea Hidironyeicer
W drumul de ai ci pO©nnh acashn
ploi.

Tmi strang haina in jurul gatului.
pornesc. Hei, din spatele ferestrei, ca nile statui oarbe,

)

and | got up and they did not move, only their fingers twitched
a little.

because it was two o d@dock and the moon was up in the sky
and the road from here to home was about four kilometers,
about 10 rains.

| tighten my jacket around my n eck.

I go. and from behind the window, they, watching me like blind
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privindu -mn. statues.
cuno’Heam bine drumul, doar cea & | knew the road well, only the fog
m incurca pu’iA. was a bit in my way.
de |l a i ancul ui s’dde@colsat r a | um fromianculuitowards the lighted hearth, followed
parcul "Hapoi ajung by the park, after which | reached
n muncii ‘Hde-acolo pannin dristor doar zece-cin'hhe minute. 0  muncii and from there to dristor, it was only a ten -fifteen
nimica toatn. minutes walk. a piece of cake.
o plimbare prin cele zece pl o astrollthrough the tenrains, underneath a hundred night time
noapte. coaches.
‘Hvatra lumina ca un far lini 'Hit in cedhl and the hearth was quietly shining like a lighthouse in the fog
W pnsnri nu $eameng die Penied el oc and there were no birds and no people, not one soul.
am ras n lini’Hea aiainfundat n pentru ch era doun 'Hera cedHl | laughed in that muffled stillness because it was two o clock
WM zece ploi deodatn mi se scuanditwasfoggy
‘Hinoaptea ca un sac rostogolit de lilieci. and ten rains were suddenly pouring down my cheek
m-am oprit. -if Acdrueptm, W esut n de andthe nightlike arolled bag of bats.
poate m-a m g r A'W,iTrizigp u | stopped. to be honest,| made a hundred steps.
nu e un drum scurt, Tmi zic. maybe | rushed a little, | said to myself.
trebuie sn fii ma i cu bngare itds now a short road, | s ai
akd ar m-am oprit, dar nu mult, you have to be more careful.
cOt sh pr i v ehapoian poraitj paate maildnced, so | stopped, but not too long,
dar tot razand ‘Hipann la intrare n vatrh nu m-am oprit deloc. just enough to watch the rain, the moon and then | walked

)

Transla+tion
Calé

August 2017



Translation Café, Issue179
PoemsbyTeodor Dunh
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Silviu Buzatu

22

again, maybe slower,
but still laughing and | never stopped until | was inside the

hearth.
‘Hvatra nu mai lumina a 't puternic. andtheheat h wasndt shianymoneg so br
ae o farsn, wun dJamaxs, o “nvnlui "I tds a pr ank,-upglssicttineysed,, a c 0O
dar “~nai nt e HdmiAtiraiaté de vatmmoriam but before all, Il 611 sit down
trebuie sn te odihne’H. you have to take a rest anyway.
‘Ham ras H nororc cnh era cedil’H cea’® mi-a inghi’ldrepede rasul  and | laughed and luckily for me it was foggy and the fog
Hl-a f Ancut paecauunz iot .s nde ©d quickly swallowed my laugher
doar pentru mine, am zis and silenced it. from now on | will laugh
‘Hmi-am privit ceasul 'Hera doar trei only for myself, | said
‘Hmai erau zece ploi and | looked at my watch and it was only three
n jur 'Hnoaptea ca un sac rostogolit de lilieci. and there were ten more rains

around and the night like a rolled bag of bats.
darnum-am grnbit. tldupuleuucadeélecst tbut | didndt rush. there was
pann-n dristor uphill until dristor
‘H p a Hindeputun vant, ce-i drept, cam rece, and | could feel a breeze, and it was a bit cold, to be honest,
dar care mn plamtrésdirdion spat e. but it was carrying me from behind. and | laughed again
‘Hrazand am trecut vatra ‘Hath am ajuns pe malul cehlalt and | passed the hearth | augh
abia pe la patru. other side only around four o clock.
pentru ch arhcubngare desearmn c et because | passed slowly and carefully.

)
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dar de-acum, mi-am zis,deacum o sn merg ~nbut from now on, |l said to my

" n s n"eaminawoia unui pat cald 'Hm-am atézat however, | felt the need for a warm bed and | sat down

| ©ngn un copac, next to a tree,

mai obosi tHitrete Inq@ strada.n a | was tired, as if | had swam across the street.

‘Hasta m-a lini Hit, de Hi nici acum and this comforted me, although

nu-mi priveam mainile | wasndt nybamdsi ng at

pentru c¢ch “n jur erau zece pl becausethere were ten rains around me

W trupul se destrnma “~ncet, sandmybodywas slowly decaying, piercing the air

m-am ridicat razand | got up laughing

de ochi i THdepleoamle plemblite. at my blurred eyes, my heavy eyelids.

anu dec©t o obosealn de noapt 6itds just the night ti me we
upo.

‘H poate mai incet ca la inceput, and maybe slower than at the beginning,

dar cu o poftn nestnAnp®©nitn de butwithan uncontrollable desire for walking, | started,

sim”iAd carnea proaspntn, Tntinsn ca o mntase, ca pielea unui feeling my flesh renewed, stretched like silk, like the skin of a

copil drowned baby

Tnecat mi se lipeau de ochi frunzele 'Hera noapte, era the leaves were sticking to my eyes and it was night,

cinci ‘Hun v ant prielnic m Ai-mpingea de la spate. it was five o06clock and rmefrbmnav
behind

amar ea eHthncn | ini 6the sea is still cal m,

trupul tniAmuld ati nge your body will reach the shore".
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oprithis time 13811 walk fifty, a

de

c i miroase alcopaai me d n
WM asta “"nseamnn -aproapgp ar c ul
totu’He o plimbare pe cinste,imi zic.

| a

mer s ul

s emn ¢ N -amésehis endevas

‘Hirdd doar pentru mine ‘Hparcul venea u'tér,
paci i rasturna
intra"Hunii Tn alt™iH apoi se apropie o femeie,

plutind, c

mirosea a margine

u

kb

de mare, aliept sn zicn, tace, o salcie se ridié
de |l a pnmont ,

eu plec repede,
abia tarandu-mn .

alunechn

mn gr nbes cHmaiadancmu | t
picioarele,
mo r

mi se afundhn

parcn ponhn
‘Hlmerg mai incet ca

n

| "

ci

capnt ul
odat n,

e

nsta

“ncet

abi

)

a

n

d

ne

p

through the ten rains,

underneath a hundred night time coaches,

on the wet brick road and it smells like trees,

which means that the park is already close.

but i1itds a nice stroll, | say
but my feet are now weary from this unceasing walk,

| dm dead tired,

a sign that my skin has opened somewhere.

and | laugh just for myself and the park was slowly coming,
drifting, trees upside down,

jammed into one another. then a woman is approaching,

she smelled like the rim

of the sea, i waited for her to speak, she fell silent, a willow rose
from the ground, slowly drifting into the air.

| quickly walk away,

barely dragging myself.

| hurry even more and my feet

are sinking deeper,

l i ke 1 dm going to die.

d a ¢ and | walk slower than | ever have, barely moving
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‘H parcul vine Tn urma mea, respirand greu. and the park is closing up on me, breathing heavily.
lemnele 1i trosnesc ca nitle oase, his lumber is cracking like bones,
estanscaintro pl asn, se apropie maiitds crampadnéi kei i0s getting
rostogolindu -s e , "Bhdun-geldt zece blocuri, rolling over, towering ten stories high,
huruind, acoperea noaptea. rumbling, covering the night.
ae doar o obosealnh de noapte, 6itds just the night time we
" mi “"nchid ochi i, vreau sn r © myself
‘Hin jur era lini 'He, era’kse | close my eyes, | want to laugh.
‘Hdiminea "Bl ca o bucath de ghedHl there was silence all around,
imi ie’lta de sub tipi. and the morning was rising from underneath me

like a block of ice.

iar drumul se face “~nt ©Oi net e atfirst, the road is flat, then soft, then it becomes water.
"mi ajunge peste umeri, mn tr itds above my shoulders and i
‘Heu prea obosit 'Hel mni poarth ca uninecat iar spre parc |l &m too tired and itds carryi
‘Hvatra ca un "Afm stancos Hinainte de ea drifter
drumul se chirce’lie and the hearth is like a rocky shore and just before it
intr-o valtoare a d © nikeul merg, plutesc, the road gets smaller
ad-aumno sn mai opresco6, alunecin a deep whirlpool and | dm
pe | ©ngn parc, pe deasupra lu’'1l wonodét be stopping from no
W din parc vnd doar vOr fur il ealongthe park, above it,
‘Hivatra lumina ca un far lini 'Hit in cedfl and | can only see the top of the trees from the park,

)
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apa mh trage mai mul t “~ n ad®©n the hearth was quietly shining like a ligh thouse in the fog.
apoi mn ma'd, ri dicn pu the water is pulling me even deeper,
cOt shrwndpdan e&n nu mai pl ou a thenitlifts me back up a little,
acapntul e “"ncn departe, just enough to see that it w
trupul t n Amul & Hmarea phgea shse lini'teasa. raining for a while.
"nsn o apn me itdeeleswbipleie dr i st or ‘theendis stil afar,
o apn care duce spre vatrn your body will reach the shore™. and the sea seemed to be
W dedesubt 'Hinstanpao afn nhmoldasi, calmer.
iar eu prins intre ele, lini 'Hit, obosit. although, water was running towards dristor and beneath it

a water that leads to the hearth
and beneath it a boiling hot water and on the left a muddy

water,
and | was trapped between them, calm, tired.

Hlini 'Hea se faceintéi oarbn, the stillness is blind at first,
apoiasur zitoare, mh trage then it is deafening, it pulls me
nspre ea, trupul prea incet porne’lie towards it, my body moves too slowly
“'n t o dtt deodatrii mu se mai oprekie. in all directons at once, it doesndt st
‘Hmerg-merg Htoate se fac aproape. and | walk and walk and everything gets closer.
aj ung | ©HRardlodw vietate, o adunnturh de carne’Hl they get near me and thered a being, a heap of flesh and mud
nAmol rises, swelling, it covers me.
se ridicn, se umfln, mn acope andl, growninto it

)
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‘Heu cresait din ea, with the palm of my hands towards the sky,
cu podul palmei intors spre cer, am calm, still,
lini Hit, neclintit, like a blind statue in the light of the moon

ca o statuie w@wabiwnlhumi natn de thathasjustrisen.
abia rnsnritn.
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gangul

noaptea THizv anta pieile ca un mare animal golit.
dra doar o
ntins Tntr -un gang din muncii, printre gunoaie,
am “nceptae. sn r ©d
dejami-er a | i mpede:
decatdeo or n.

dar o orn a fost " ndeajuns.
deHcu ciulini Tn pnr, printre pungi murdare, at arnam ca un
fular,

ca un mu'Hiroi afar i din intreg prmantul.

panmoOntul se
eram mult mai Tnalt decat orice munte.

aveam pi el eaHchiardaen " nti nsn.
CuU gunoaie peste,

crescusemintrat ©t "~ naf ar a
cn “"mpingeam cerul
‘Haproape peste putin"flde suportat atata cer.
cndea ~ n hid doarjmi iaterceqrcapblu
‘W a c e ddaré desprimidea o falie uriahh de cer.

)

poate nu

b a thjjera departéide mide. mi n e a

er at

"nwH@Nnélea cu mine

pAnmoOnt ul u
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the alleyway

the night was drying its skins like a large naked animal.

it was just a mockery. morning was far away from me.

lying down in an alleyway from muncii, among the garbage,
| started laughing hysterically.

it was already clear to me: it might have been only an hour
since | had fallen down.

but one hour was enough.

although with thistles in my hair, among dirty bags, | was
hanging like a scarf,

like an anthill outside the whole earth.

the earth was rotating with me outside of it.

| was higher than any mountain.

my skin was neatly stretched. and although

| had garbage over myself,

| had grown so much outside the earth,

that | was pushing the sky.

it was hardly possible to endure so much sky.

chunks of it were falling, it was collapsing. | was just turning
my head
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W am r ©s .avepreqapulr u cn
mult in spatele cerului.
iar cerul wvnzut din spate

‘Hcand am ras aerul
sa f Nn"Bt @ partea cea maiindepnrtatn

decersa zbOrcit pe | oc Haazupi el e

in cerul de aproape Hapoi a infAlirat de tri ori p nmantul.

‘HdeHcu ciulini Tn pnr, de'lcu Inturi aruncate
pe mine, Hiam ch mun“lHcei mai Thal"H

a b i a -ndteec de glezne.

‘Hmi-am mi'ldat mainile in glumn

par
Hastama “~ mpins mai mult sn r ©d.

M " n jurul me cerul crnpoGnd,

trosnind ca un lac inghe at.
‘Hcand scobeam cu unghia in cimentul umed al gangului
atunci unghia mea desprindea cerur peste ceruri

WM | e rostogolea pe pnAnmont .
straturi de cer proaspnt,
pAnmont ul

W eu, cu mult "~ n afara |o

)

r

c

er
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and this movement would bring down a whole piece of the sky.
and | laughed. because | had my head

far behind the sky.

and from the back, the sky seemed like a broken plastic sheet.
and this made me laugh even more.

and when | laughed the air

crumbled and the farthest piece

of the sky had wrinkled Iike
in the near sky and then it folded three times around the earth.
although with thistles in my hair, although with slops on me,

| knew that the tallest mountains

were barely higher than my ankles.

| moved my arms around jokingly

and around me the sky was breaking,

cracking like a frozen lake.

when | was picking the wet concrete in the alleyway with my
nail

| was peeling off skies over skies

and | was rolling them on the ground.

layers of fresh sky, distant sky were covering

r the earth
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de'Hin gangul din muncii, de 'Hcu gunoaie vnrsate pe mine, and I, far away from them, <co
nu mn puteam opri. although | was in the alleyway from muncii, with garbage over
trupul meu I Asase cu mult “n myself, | couldndt stop.
cnpntase o densitate de gr ani mybodyhad left the earth far behind.
consteld’'lle se deplasau prin bra“ele mele. it had acquired the density of granite.
abia atunci am sim’icn intre degetele mele desficute the constellations were moving in my arms.
c&'iMa ani lumin A. only then did | feel that between my fingers
sub unghi il e metlc@evastele tinere, c e a u afew light years.
oachéte. there were a few young dark stars underneath my fingernails.
am sim"pe sub piele cum intreg universul se mi’'Hn | felt the whole universe moving under my skin
di nAunt r u Hamprag intiad pa cinentul from the inside out and i laughed, while lying
umed din gang ‘Hrasul meu a fost atat de puternic on the wet concrete from the alleyway, and my laugh was so
cn undeva -adeschisilainoeput saabsoarnm hard
lumina that, somewhere, my body burst open and started absorbing
WMabia apoi am vhzut the light
cum toatn |l umina cade ~ n mi ne andonly after did | see
cum celelalte universuri, cum stelele cad in mine, cum how all the light was falling within  me
tot ce e imprejur how the other universes, how the stars were falling within me,
s e p’RHebnumine, se pierde. how

everything around
was crumbling inside me, was getting lost.
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‘Hapoi am sim™cea maiindepnrtatn dintre lini 'Hi.

prima lini He.
dar doar

pentru o

clipn, apoi

Cu un zgomot imens, mainile s-au adunat,
au strnbntut mii
‘Hs-a u p HtfAnbcorp. Hpicioarele
sa u p HAncorp.

H corpul
cndeam

“n

a cnzut
R Nn eh Nncua

znceam amestecat
W apoi mhruntai el
s-a u p HiAnkele Hnu a mai rimas dect

31

de ani Il umi n

“n mArunt ai
‘nnut rput eam

€
C

“n mMmMArunt ai e

e mel e

acest corp golit, infrant, intins intr -un gang din muncii,
razand tare, razand orice.

and then | felt the farthest silence.

the first silence.

but just for a second, after which, very quickly,
with a huge noise, the hands gathered,

they travelled thousands of lightyears

and collapsed into the body. the legs also
collapsed into the body.

and the body fell into the bowels.

they were falling inside me like insideofan abyss.

stop anything.

| was lying in my bowels

and then my bowels

collapsed into themselves and the only thing left was

this shallow body, broken, lying in an alleyway from muncii,
laughing loudly, laughing at anything.
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mori lini it die peacefully
mori lini Hit zile Tn 'Kt "Hnimeni nu afl A. you die peacefully, day after day and no one notices.
mergi ‘Hstrada coboam, coboam tot mai mult. you walk and the street is descending, descending even more.
e 0 pajille acolo. cinevaimparte binecuv antnri there is a field. someone is sharing blessings
cu gura plinhAn de nisip. with his mouth filled with sand.
W cobori, mai jos de r ©sul t fandyoudescend, beyond your laughter, beyond the waters
W pentru ca totul sn fi e f oar andforeverythingto be very beautiful
cinevaar uncnh “~n ur ma tHh un c¢ ©i ne someone throws a dog behind you. you watch him.
nu te opre’l you dondt stop
W ninsele crizanteme nicni er i andyouleavethe snow-covered chrysanthemums
‘Hlcu cat Tnaintezi, and as you go on,
casel e se rnst-ararxninc anad N mall u n « the houses fall more and more, it seems like you were slipping,
apoi se face mai frig, cainele tot cade in urma ta it gets even colder, the dogs always falls behind you,
‘H cateva oarbe se apropie detine and a few blind people come near you
zic o, iatn, wun cadavr u, and say, look, a corpse,
apoi fug, dispar ‘Htu mori lini 'Hit zile n'Hr '  ni me n i r then they run, disappear, and you die peacefully, day after day
and no one notices
‘Hmergi mai lini 'Hit, s-ar zice ai nu-"Hoasnh, cateva and you calmly walk, |ike you
case ard, burning,
o fatn t feeaarénd)nuitphasit a agirlin flameswalks pasty ou, you donot c
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cn-at strigat, doar mer gi p e st thatshe called your name, you just walk on the descending
duci O Vvreme dinimenanbaflnde copi i street,
‘Hei THdeschid ochii, strigh o, iati, un cadavru, se ascund you take a barrow full of childre n for a while and no one finds

out

and they open their eyes and yell, oh, look, a corpse, they hide
intr-un p®©l c¢c de mesteceni . f i eca inabirchwood. every tree is cradling
pe altcineva. someone else.
cu to'lHard, céinele arde 'Hel, chizand n urma ta, they all burn, the dog is also burning, as he falls behind you,
‘Hintreaga lume arde, and the whole world is burning,
doar t u c on tHninsele crizarteme eianierii but you keep on walking nowhere with some snow -covered
nu le mai duci. chrysanthemums.
‘Hdrumul se rupe, nu te opre 'H, totul arde in jur, the road stops, but you keep going, everything is burning
‘Hitu mergi lini "Hit, tot cobori, cu un céine, around,
H ni meni nu afl n. and you keep going, descending even more, with a dog and no

one finds out.

Translation
Calé

August 2017




Translation Café, Issue179

PoemsbyTeodor

Dunn

Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Silviu Buzatu

aerul alb
intr-un trup “ndel pregntit
ntr -un trup neted, intrupt
am sim"ica un imens val d aerul alb, aerul rece,
intinzdndu -s e , f fHido®prin lemn, prin mortar,
prin “esuturi d aerul alb, aerul rece, infiltr andu -se,
acoperind Bicutianspdres ™t asorzit@are,

ung

l As©nd "~ n ur ma [Ihwece. gol ul ,
tot ce vnd se Hecumgrer n, se “~nv
obiectele se sparg, séfelusucn.

batjocoritoare, un contur aspru o aerul alb, aerul rece.
p fihd prin splendoarea ochiului gol,

Cu nici o carne in plus,

doar implinind faptele ruginii
acumsuntpedeant r egul

d aerul alb, aerul rece.
| ©ngn.

vhd cum bl ocuri |l e 2z Wlatnmnoarerdu)
pul s©nd ca “"mpinse de o i ni mn
nNu e ni meni “n jur. rnAdncini

cani’ie bitrani plictisi "Horbi o aerul alb, aerul rece.

)

gol

34

white air

in a body long prepared for endless winters

in a tender body, disrupted

| have felt like a huge wave - the white air, the cold air,
stretching out, making its way through wood and mortar,
through tissues d the white air, the cold air, infiltrating,
covering the streets, the town, with its deafening lucidity,
leaving emptiness behind, the white cold emptiness.

all | can see is covered, wrapped in air.
the objects break
mocking and with a coarse outline d the white air, the cold air.
walking through the splendor of the naked eye,

with no extra flesh,

just doing the deeds of rust d the white air, the cold air.

now | am wholly near it.

| can see the buildings throbbing, the streets shaking the
concrete

pulsing like being animated by a stainless steel heart.

there is no one around. the roots are standing on the window
sill
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deasupra, un oraHde ciment atarna prins in carlige.
acum, incremenirea in viu, Th spaima de viu,
abandonul intre straturile de frig

‘Hintersti "ie coprului Tntinz andu-se,
strnpung dmaarul glh, acrul rece.
am adunat oasele cainelui.

acum, in sfarHt, toate.

acum, cu o ingrozitoare blande™gl

mn "~ ncnlzesc | a focul
cu nimeniinjur, pe de-a-n t r e g u 10 aelul&lb,qérul rece.

)
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like blind and tired old people d the white air, the cold air.
above, a concrete town caught in hooks is hanging.

now, the stillness in living, in the fear of living,
the abandonment among the layers of coldness
and the interstices of the body warming up,
piercing the edges d the white air, the cold air.

| gathered the dogos
now, all of them at last.

now, with a horrible softness,

| warm myself to a fire from his bones,

with no one around, wholly near it 9 the white air, the cold air.

bones.
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ochii tni se pregntesc
ochiiptédgnsesc de Vvi s
| a a ntiseamfloricand se pregntesc de vis
mh odi hnesc | a marginea | or
iar tu doar desprinzandu -te
atdin"elegi tu aerul 0 ca o suti de livezi
acoperite cu sare
mi-l  arnti ai putea chiar pl ece
ai putea rade
spunand asta
“mi zi ci i ‘Hritsuint netemieca pietrelen o
H c©t poate sn doarn o iarnh
“"n fiecare zi ochii tni dispa
sau doar se pregnhntesc de Vi s
| a a ntiseamfloricand se pregntesc de vis

your eyes are getting ready for dreaming

your eyes are getting ready for dreaming

at midday, in the evening and whenever they get ready for
dreaming

|l &m resting at tmgeir side jus
and you, just by breaking off,

thatds how you Blkdahursdted orathards h e
covered in salt

you show it to me, you could leave with the air

you could laugh

saying this

you tell me look ! our shoulders are smooth like stone

and how much one winter can hurt

day by day, your eyes fade even more

or they are just getting ready for dreaming

at midday, in the evening and whenever they get ready for
dreaming
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cOntec de duminich
ei 'Hiu bine ce fac: stauin mormane H cantn.
cinevasa ¢ r n-ildrigroapes im cer po'Hsnpa,
dar drumul nu -l po“Hyoni.
pare un c©ntec de duminich.
sunt to"Hopii. pu"id betegi dar imbrhcaHin alb
‘Hfoarte frumo 'H ei ristoarnn aerul sau abiail mi’Hn.
dimine "lHnu Ti vorbesc.
dr umul ‘Hnu-lpetarch.
spre | unidueel duce
ei saph “n cer sau doar "I oc
ei 'Hiu bine ce fac: stauin mormane H cantn.
un mAnnunchi de mOGini “~ i ~“mpin
odihnanue-alor.cinevale-a | nsat trupul
pentruomiede anii-a | Asat | a margi nea

unui drum alb.

sA v adn 'Hiudiae: laluna for nu vor ajunge,
dar &inmdrmane
cOntn. aerul 7| Hma pgifnstéarnn.” |

‘H ¢ @pantA Tn cer po'Hsnpa,
dar drumul nu -l po™Hyoni.

)

37

sunday song
they well know what theyore d
someone rushed to bury them. you can dig in the sky,
but you candt banish the road
seems like aSunday song.
they are all children. a little sick, but dressed in white
and very beautiful. they topple the air or hardly move it.
they do not speak to the morning.
they see the road but candt
it goes up and up to the moon.
they dig in the sky or just go around it.
they wel |l know what theyore d

a bunch of hands push them.

the comfort is not theirs. someone left their body.
they left it for a thousand years at the side

of a white road.

just to see it. they well know: they will not reach their moon,
but they also dig in the piles

they sing. they cradle the air, burry it and topple it beneath.
and they sing and sing. you can dig in the sky,
but you candt banish t

he road
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oasele cainelui the dogds bones
oasele cainelui scot la plimbare blara cainelui. the dogds bones are taking hi
zi ua e r dilvésalnsiidorarie pofrivit . din cer the day was sunny and jolly and very fitting. from the sky
at ©rnau doar c©teva funii, c a justafewropeswere hanging, like a cluster
de maini ve'Hede. of withered hands.
i ar adi er ea a rrmiaaeiul cristalin.]| e g A n a and the morning breeze was gently swinging them in the clear
air.
oasele cainelui plimbau nestingherite blana cainelui. t he do g dverefleayria&iisg his fur out for a walk.
inurma lor, zidurile blocur i | or “~ncep sn tr e behindthem,t he bui |l di ng &lwkingal | s st
temeliile 1 es ditimpapildrnt®cot c¢ a d the foundations were popping out of the earth like champagne
la plimbare casele blocurile. corks, taking
dar ce zarvn minunathn. the houses and buildings out for a walk.
rndncinile dau “n clocot, i es butwhata lovelyturmoil
asfalt, din | a&ifidcdlaplimbatecn ar b o theroots are boiling, they rise up like boiled milk from
the asphalt, the grass, they take the trees down and out for a
walk.
ni men:i nu rnmGne deoparte. no one is left behind.
p © nhktoasele moritbr, neavand incotro, scot la even the bones of the dead, having no alternative, take out
plimbare oscioarele mor’ibr. the dead peopleds bones for
ni men:i nu rnmGne deoparte. ¢ h nooneisleft behind. even

)
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‘H ochii libelulei scot la plimbare capul

‘Haripile libelulei.

‘Hoasele oamenilor ies frumos din piele 'Hscot la

plimbare trupul oamenilor.

pe sub arcul de triumf, spre mun "lHinznhpezi"H

numai de sus, tot mai mul t e
maini ve 'Hede atarnn ‘Hse leaginn.

‘Hto"Hes la plimbare. doar uneori din cer céate o funie

1l mai in’Hacn pe cate unul 'HHl face newnzut.

f
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thedragonfyd s eyes take out for a
and the wings of the dragonfly.

andpeopl eds bones nicely c¢come
the body out for a walk.

under the arch of triumph, towards the snowy mountains.

only from above, more and more ropes like a cluster of

sear hands are hanging and swinging.

everyone goes out for a walk. but sometimes, a rope from the
sky

dar cine, cin snh bageoadkhe s e a m occasionallygrabs someone and makes him disagpear.

mi nunatn zarvan.

‘Hin fa"B tuturor, oasele cainelui plimb and

blana cainelui.

‘Hiintr -0 akh veseh zi, orice erainvelit, orice era ascuns
iese |l a ivealn fAarn durere,
‘HITn spatele oaselor cainelui oasele oamenilor

se idamn

cu oscioarele mor'tor, cu temeliile, cu ochii libelulei.

p

but who, who will notice such a thing in such a
lovely turmoil.
and in front of everyone, the

the dogds fur.

and on such a jolly day, whatever was covered, whatever was
hidden

would c ome out with no pain for the lovely walk.

and behind the dogb6s bones, t
are embracing

with the dead peopleds bones,
dragonfl yds eyes.
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doar de sus, tot mai des, dun justfromabove, more often, the ropes like a cluster of
maini ve 'Hede sear hands
ma i ri di cn 'Hdfac nevBzutedarweiney | occasionally pick up someone, making him gone. but who,
cine sn bage de s-ead@dminunatma c¢ a  who will notice su ch a thing in a such a lovely
zarvn. turmoil.
dar iatnhn, dupn un timp, oasel but | ook, after a while, the
blana cainelui 'Hoasele his fur and the bones
oamenilor fnrnAn 'Hoaselpmortbro a meni | oft he peopl e without their bo
fnrn oscibrar el e mor without their bones,
iar ochi.i |l ibelulei fnrn trupand the fireflyods eyes withou
nici temeliile nu ma i duc nimic in urma lor, the foundations are also not carrying anything behind,
ni ci radncinil e the roots
nu mai pl i mbn Cchoinz@peziH S pr e mu arenolonger carrying the trees to the snowy mountains.
iar de sus funiile atarnand and the hanging ropes from above
sl eite, soioase, ca urniede.mens tired, greasy, like agiant cluster of sear hands.
dar cine, cine sn bage de s e a butwho,who wil notice such a thing
intr-o lini'He atat de limpede 'Hatat de Tnchphtoare. in such a clear and spacious tranquility.
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padi the steps
Ziua era “naintatn, iar noapt itwaslateinthe day, andthe night had been absent
del oc “"n wultimul timp. eram ~ forawhile.|was still one of the warm ones.
un vant aspru aducea miros de oase arse. a rough wind was bringing the smell of burnt bones.
era abia patru itwasonly fourodcl ock
M timp “"ncn destul. but thereds still enough ti me
cu greu m-am ridicat prin aerul plin de oase. | had trouble getting up in the air full of bones.
sim“elam limpede: tot mai singur 1 se vargi carnea mea | could clearly feel: the ever lonely flesh was pouring
din mine. from within me.
ca o apnhn mGloasn, prin tnl pi, likeamuddywater, through my feet, through my hands,
ca dintr-o citinea like from a fountain
tot mai singurnhn se varsn c¢ar n myeverlonelyflesh was pouring from within me.
sntea " mprejur, de necl intit . itwasaround,unwavering. | left,
am pl ecat ,-mh’Eahdusn®@dedziduri, went right through it, shaking, leaning on walls,
spre marginea oraHilui, spre arborii albi. t owar ds tutskirts,dawargs the whae trees.
pentru ocamlvimziutm “Hirtmiosy s, ° nt ilsaw myself fora moment: lying down and beautiful,
intr-o vale | uminoashn in a bright valley
n care ninge lini’Hit cu mesteceni. where it was calmly snowing with birch trees.
"nsn acum doar merg. but now walgimg. j ust
merg prin lini 'Hea celor careingheaAlstrigand |l dm wal king in the silence of
H vhAd: "naintez pe ur mel e cui andlsee:lamwalking on the steps of someone who is walking

)
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‘Hpa’hi mei ca loviturile surde ale cu "Kului sap n.
sapn “n mine, H=BEm& " n
tot mai departe 1i aud ‘Htot mai asurzitori.
"nsn doar merg. “nconjurat
spre marginea oraHlui.

‘W iHeuw: ihAtins, intins 'Hfrumos, Tntr-o
n care ninge lini’Hit cu mesteceni.
acum blocurile se rnresc.
c ar n e a He easefte dim a&r tot mai multe.

aud fo’Hhetul arborilor albi, fo Hhetul p Amantului.

aud zilele

de mult oprite. tot mai inconjurat de cineva ucis.

noapte

val e | umi

‘Hpa’hi mei ca loviturile surde ale cu "lului sap n.
sapn “n mine, H=BEmMm&E " n
tot mai departe 1i aud 'Htot mai asurzitori.

WM de neoprit se varsn
spune-mi: a cui e lini’Hea cine tot rade

cine tot saphn

‘Hcand se poate ucide cand.

noapte

car nea

42

de

r

back.

and my steps are digging like the silent strikes of a knife.
they are digging inside me, digging in the night and | can hear
my steps even further and ever deafening.

but I am just walking. surrounded by someone murdered.
towards the city outskirts.

and me again: lying down and beautiful, in a bright valley
where it is calmly snowing with birch trees.

now there are fewer blocks.

there is less flesh. there are more and more bones in the air.
| hear the rustle of the white trees, the rustle of the earth.

| hear the days

stopped long ago. | am ever more surrounded by someone
murdered.

and my steps are digging like the silent strikes of a knife.
they are digging inside me, digging in the night a nd | can hear
my steps even further and ever deafening.

and my flesh within me is pouring unstoppably.

tell me: whose peace is this who is still laughing

who is still digging

and when can you kill when.
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Tntalnire

marginea campului lovea in ultimele blocuri

ca o apn moGl oash

noaptea asta e camazite prea
am vnzut c¢n Tlkiedn myjlechl drumulpin t a
n spatele lui campurile T'Hridi cau pnmanturile

nu nvie nimenimi-a zis avea ochii

p h tHa carton legat de gét

aveam deasupra noastrn wun

e doar o nepotrivire a privirio bat j ocur A a
mi-am spus Htocmai atunci ceva viu

a cnhzut |'Hdoctmah mi ne

atunci

aerul a ~ ncepdhcampuiilei asn di
THinAl"&U pAmanturile la un metru

W valurile | or se spnhnrgeau

blocuri 'Hdeasupra mea lacul seinclina mai mult
‘W  iHaavaiviu
a ¢ rma favie nimeni @ oricum oriénd

43

mu

| ac

di

n

m

\Y

de

meeting

the edge of the field was colliding with the last blocks

like a muddy water

this night has been too loing told me

| saw that it had stained eyes that it was in the middle of the
road

behind it the fields were rising their lands

no one is rising back to lifee told me he had stained eyes
a cardboard tied to his neck

we had a tilted lake above us

Il tds just an inadequacy of
| told myself and just then something alive

fell by my side and just

then

the air started coming out of the living and the fields
were rising their lands one meter above

and their waves were splashing against the

blocks and the lake above me was tilting even more

and once again something alive

had fallen no one is coming back to life as they want to
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‘H pe’Hii cndeau din lacul de deasupra loveau in jurul
meu cimentul ma’khile
z b Riggraé ‘Bapoi tot mai mul "Hoe'Hi
rasturna

s e
de

parchnh

cineva
‘Hel avea un carton legat de gatde ce tremuri

sunt nimeni de ce tremuri

aer

stnteam poOnnN
f

lua magnean de pekh i

el imi zambea avea un carton legat de gat

ai
Cc a
ai

nimenia i

Ci
0
Cci

S €

toehii lonintrtAnd c er u |

mO©nnh <cu

s e
Ci

t er mi

se ter mi

degetel e
cerul

nn

nn

desf Acu

de

cer ul

‘Hiin locul unde era lacul acum o diminea ™A
ca un mare animal golit
‘Hcampul lini 'Hindu -seTnghe &hdu -'H p Amanturile

s e

ai

Cci

S €

t er mi

nn

ai

Cci

pest

“ntr

ce t

t er mi
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and the fish were falling f rom the lake above me they were
hitting

the concrete the cars around me

they were struggling in the dust and then even more fish

as if someone was spilling whole cargo holders

and he had a cardboard tied to his neckwhy are you trembling
| ©m n o b oedygutremblizg a r

| was up to my knees in a pile of fish

with no air

he smiled at me he had a cardboard tied to his neck

this is where the sky entss eyes were coming in

like a hand with its fingers spread inside my eyes

this is where the sky ends whre you trembling no one is coming
back to life this is where the sky ends

and where the lake used to be one morning ago

like a huge empty animal

and the field was resting freezing its lands

this is where it ends this is where the sky ends
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el putrezed®e mai repede

el putreze'e mai repede de o vreme.
‘Hicu cat putreze'He, Tnadins vorbe’lie 'Hnadins
THI “iHe ochii tot mai deschi’Hl

llam gnsit | aHioigeguhoni@a or a
avea o0 gnhleatn de | Aturi sl ei
imediatce l-a m g h saivénit mi

o poftn-lmangrep. pHtea stntea

aerul twra stn
de'lnici diminea "BInu se cheami cii era.

ath on l-am ridicat "W de-atunci 1l port cu fa"Blintoarsn

spre cer.
nu 1l privesc 'Hde asta el se face tot mai greu
‘Hinadins vorbeHe 'Heu Tnadins nu-I ascult.

dar mergem. 'Hde cand cu mersul 'Hde cand cu putrezitul

el tot mai u’'tdr vorbe’le

HcarneatotmaiimpuHnat A at ©r nn.

nu-l privesc. acum nu mi-aHntoarce deloc
fa"dl spre el.’'Hiu cn merg cu un mort in spate H

)
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he is rotting faster

he has been rotting faster for a while now.

and the more he rots, the more deliberately he talks

keeps his eyes open.

| found him at the city outskirts, in the garbage.

he had a bucket full of coagulated slops thrown on his clothes.
as soon as | found him | felt

a great urge to bury him. he was sitting too peacefully.

the air was stale,

although it wasndt even morni
so | picked him up and have been carrying him ever since his
face

turned towards the sky.

| am not looking at him and this is making him even heavier
and he deliberately talks and | am deliberately not listening.

but we are walking. and since the walking and the rotting

he has been speaking more easily

and the flesh has been hanging less and less.

Il am not | ooking at him. now
my face towar ds hi alkingwith &corpsev t

Transla+tion
Calé

August 2017



Translation Café, Issue179
PoemsbyTeodor Dunh
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Silviu Buzatu

c N moaretfaleTntoarsn spre cer’iivede.

dar

c

u

gr eu

pot s

nnpr aknstaimi e de cald,

"Hn e

rncoar ea

sac cu ghedhl

‘Hde la mort aleg drumurile mai pustii,

ma i

de'Hinu am ales cine poate fi mortul.

A mie fel.

bine ¢

ma i bine 7| l hsam acol o,
pentru chA nmafotpaicda ne

mi se mai domolise. Hel vorbe'le limpede 'Htot mai
|l i mpede ~ mi pare c¢An

dar nu-l intorc cu fa"&lla mine.
doar atd vocea lui 0 iaTn sus’Hnu mai coboarn.

nu-mi
par e

f

ac
cn

n i ' putreait cgnrei | N :

port

pi ei

de

mn strighn

a
c al

d-asta nu-l vede nimeni, d -asta nu-l aude nimeni.
‘Hnu trece mult "Hgnsesc un loc tocmai bun. mortul obosise

mult.

)

a

u

Ci

" mi

“n

t
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behind me and

that the corpse has its face turned towards the sky and sees.
but I am not in a hurry to c ongratulate myself: the night is
awfully

hot and this guy is keeping me warm,

he keeps the cold better

than a bag of ice.

and because of the corpse | choose the less crowded paths,
although | didndt choose who
it would have been better to leave him there, | say to myself,
because my urge of burying

was getting better. and he is clearly speaking and even more
clearly I can hear him calling my name.

but | & mminghartto face me.

this is the only way that his
come back down

|l &m not worrottgniashpisat al |

it seems |ike I &m carrying ho
this is why nobody sees him, this is why nobody hears him.

| find a good spot after just a while. the corpse

was very tired.
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eu er am fdironaus p nt
cu o poftnhn-limpdpaannn de a
el parcn ar fi vrut-llsn se

1l duc necontenit, acum doar in jurul locului,

‘Hcu cat il duc,

cu atat mai lini Hit m n simt.

‘Hunde era locul mai era 'Hun fel de perete,

ciuntit "Hfrrn rost. snvezi c-o si-l ingrop acolo, mi-am
zis.

ath on l-am vnrsat pe pnmant, cu grijn, cu fa'din jos.

vorbea acum mai incet,

iar eu nici nu-| ma i [ uam " n
THmi'ld a g ur a “HARtapan moOn t
se aduna pe buzele lui Tn mici mu'Hiroaie.
nu-lprivesc,nui u dacn semAnnAmM
W nici de putrezit nu mai
ath ch aproape mh grnbesc.
1l ridic 'H cu el in spate, incep

o groapn. pnmoGnt ul
apoi pnmoOnt ul car e

vVoi a
Voi a

)

seamn.

a7

odi

par

| was refreshed and yet again

with a great urge of burying him.

he seemed to want to rest
| unceasingly carry him, now just around the place,
and the more | carry him,

the more comfortable | feel.

and in that place there was also some kind of wall,
that was snipped and wusel
to myself.

so | carefully drop him face down on the ground.

he was speaking more quietly now,

and | wasndt even paying
he was moving his mouth in the earth and dust

small anthills were piling up on his lips.

| dm not |l ooking at hi m, I
and he doesnritorotssetmdly. t o wa
so | almost hurry up.

| get him up and, while holding him on my back, | start

S i n g u digging a hole. the earth wanted to get out.
s i n g u and then the earth that wanted out started crumbling
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nceput sn alunec, “~nt ©Oi
S N ’H¥sA priptr-uf prmant moale 'Hcobor

tot mai adanc, dincolo de morminte, dincolo de

izvoarele maloase,

tot mai jos, cu mainile inghe™ate,

W mortul bnt ©nd "n spatel e

ca o

aripn rmmptmai djucndu

prin carnea moale a copiilor

or bi

nmHasciptrrorinbensh campie neagrn

W r nmOKRat,n e mi
apoi alunec prin incremenire, mai jos, ‘Hnu mai e
nimeni, ‘Htot cad, tot mai jos, Hrrmane

doar

Hreanréca, neagn, de neoprit.

48

me

underneath me.

and | started slipping, slowly at first,

then | fell through soft earth and | went down
deeper.

deeper and deeper, beyond the graves, beyond tre
muddy springs,

lower and lower, with frozen hands,

and the corpse lashing on my back

like a broken wing, taking me lower,

through the soft flesh of blind

children, | crash on a giant black field

where | remain still,

then I slip lower through darkness, and no one
else is hae, and | keep falling, ever low er, and only the fall
remains: cold, black and unstoppable.
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singura lume the only world

erammorti-am zi s carl a stnteam | Orlwasdead ]l called her carla | was standing near a wall

n jur campurile se loveau unele de altele the fields were colliding around me
eaaventspre mine avea 0 rochi e cshecametowards me she had a dress she had known the cold
avea 14 nuHiam nimic din moartea ei i -am zpus carla she was 14 she didndét know an
i-am spusteri dich her carla
ce mai r N mn-sadca Haintnat inarene s | told her get up
what was left of her got up and came inside me
am atkézat-o langn peretele meu | sat her near my wall
ne-am uitat unul la altul am fi putut plange we looked at one another we could have cried
pAmOnturile cOmpul ui |l oveau pthe fieldds | ands were hittin
Vvoi a sn v ddaveadoarild eaadmbmarH she wanted to see blue horses she was only 14 we had been
de foarte pu’id dead
e 0 | ume ifmspusciagara for a short time
i tds a beatoldhefalohe wor | d
W carla e cel mai ©potrivit nvuandcarlaisthe bestname for this beautiful
frumoashn world
€ un nume cu care péHnerge noaptea firn sn tremuri itds a name that allows you t
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lini &e silence
cateva zile ploioase’Hea culcandu-H a few rainy days and she rested
genunchii Tn mla’Hina proaspntn de langn zid. her knees in the fresh swamp near the wall.
0 privesc. | looked at her.
avea phnr uHde muenfseamnnt avea ce duta she had | oose hair and she re¢
| ©ngn mi ne. next to me.
“nainte sn ‘Haacodparitgénunahii.h i i , she covered her knees before closing her eyes.
m-am apropiat de ea 'Hgenunchii ei ca doi copii | got near her and her knees looked like two sleepy
adormi "Hmirosind a lapte. children smelling like milk.
m-am akzat Tn mlakina proaspntn de langn zid. I lay down in the fresh swamp near the wall.
icamzi s carla. a deschis ochi i . Icalledhercarla.she opened her eyes. we wanted
n bra’el ne era fridh. putem ie’H to embrace each other. we were afraid. we coud have
oric©nd unul prin celnlalt. got out through one another at any given time.
am rnmas | ©ngn genunchi i ei , | remained near her knees,
in mla’ina proaspritindelangnzi d, | ©ngn 2z i | e inthefresh swamp near the wall, near the rainy
cu ploaie. era o liniHe de miez de noapte. days. it was a midnight silence.
de parch ci nev ddézaintrermimai at unc asifsomeone, rightthen, was putting
mul tn mAtase. a lot of silk between us.
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just like in the seas

just like the salt is rustling in the seas 8 so is your heatrt.
you embrace me, you tell me you are as cold as | am,

pentr u a which means thatthe cold is for both of us.

ni ma B'ledne drizim cagnreristale
rnate

T"Hodihne i rnnile 1angn mine

‘Hodihni "Hlucem cu noi ospe’elintreqgi.
noaptea

H

inghe’eted mn
nu pot, 1"Hspun,
T"Harnt cat suntem de rimahl 'H catn odihn A.
aproape te iau in bra'ej
mnr f reirlees ct alee

mo i

n

aproape

H

ne

u

asta e
| e t aalre
rogi sn

t Am

unul

de

prea

t"Resnlbaticrp p n r

a

al

t ul

)

a r we almost touch each other, you show me your wounds, you
took so much
care of them, you made them behave, beautiful,
they look like house pets 6 and we are watching each other as if
through upside -down
crystals.
you are resting your wounds near me
and while rested we give entire feasts.

mu | t A  this night has lasted too long, you tell me.
“dnet ipnadrec np unmn i

and your hands look like they are handing me fistfu Is of frozen
c u birds dyou ask me to cover you in wild vines,
|l candt , Il reply,
|l show you whatds | eft of wus
| almost embrace you,
| almost keep away from your wounds
c u n and we look at one another as if through upside -down
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rnsturnate. nu zicem nimic. crystals. we remain quiet.
‘Ha'kh in mnri fo thele sarea, inima ta. and just like the salt is rustling in the seas d so is your heart.

¥
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au fost doar carnea

pestre trupurile roase de vanturile aspre el se di¢azn
‘H-Humezele degetelein ochii lor.

def oarte aproape un cal mo r t
n spatele calului
O imensn “ntindere de trandaf

snl bat i'Hecoboandim primant, iar de sub dealuri

0 0 a’Hia zbordl. m ainile ei merg spre miaznnoapte

W arborii o urmeazn "n | eghne
n ierburi sunt trupurile roase de vanturile aspre.

ei au fost carnea care 1au umplut gura.

pe un drum cu mestecenii in floare au fost 'Hau fost

doar carnea.

palmele lor par acum o valtoare. se izbesc de stanci

apoi coboarn spre mnr.i

pestre trupurile roase de vanturile aspre el se d¢az.

| ©ngh ei o oarbn se piaptnhnnh
cu degetele pline de pnmont .
‘HEn jur mai mult ca un cal mort

dec©t o " ntindere de trandaf.i

)

they were just flesh

he sits over the bodies jaded by the harsh winds
and he damps his fingers in their eyes.

" adead horse is closely watching over him.

behind the horse

there is a large landscape with wild

roses. silence descends in the earth, and from under the hills
a blind woman t akes her flight. her hands go north

and the trees follow her as she sways away.

the bodies jaded by the harsh winds are in the grass.

they were the flesh that stuffed his mouth.

on a road with blossoming bark trees they were and they were
just the flesh.

their hands now look like a vortex. they smash on the cliffs
then descend towards the seas.

he sits over the bodies jaded by the harsh winds.

a blind woman is combing her hair near them

with soil on her fingers.

and the surroundings are more like a dead horse

than a landscape with wild roses.
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seara curand argintie

intr-o altn searn, cur©nd argint
casa existn. trebuie doar sAnh
duHldevant ul de mi aznnoapte.

la poarta ne va aHiepta un cor de copii.

cineva le-a’'Hers

ochii cu mGna. c¢c©nth frumos.
‘H-n seara curand argintie vom intra

in casa de pe deal,

tu vei alerga prin camere,

vei ridica obloanele, vei

vedea

mun"tHacoperi“Hu zhpadn, nu vei Khipnta,

vei rade,

"mi vei spune aici nu e noapt
doar lini 'He peste tot.

casava avea nheapnrat o |ivadn d
vom st a ap rH'Bagpmapé inmdr’ial spatele.

va fi o diawsnaanoasna i

vomcrele'Huncdi ne. n eHvafanegui z i

)
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almost silvery ev ening

we could arrive in another almost silvery evening.

the house is real. we just have to let ourselves

be carried by the northern wind.

a choir of children will be waiting for us at the porch.
someone has wiped

their eyes with their hands. they sing beautifully.

and in the almost silvery evening we will go in

the house on the hill,

you will be running around through the rooms,

you will rise the shutters, you will

see

the mountains covered in snow, you will not limp,

you will laugh,

you will tell me that the night never sets here.

just silence all around.

the house must have an orchard of bark trees.

we will stay there almost embraced, with our backs almost
turned.

it will be a house thatds
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we will also raise a dog. he will guard us and he will be black.

n acele seri, curand argintii, vom fi doar noi, in those almost silvery evenings, it will be just the two of us,
lini 'Hea'H casa de pe deald doar noi, the quietness and the house on the hilld just us,
aproape” mb Hdftiaproape intor’Hcu spatele. almost embraced, with our backs almost turned.
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ochi i de tabln

prin ape, prin mla’kini, pe campuri

ducem un pat cu arbori inflori "H

doar spre oraHll de sare, lini’Hit.

acolo e timp peste tot. acolo odihna ne ateaptn.

avem ochii de tablniAn ruginithnh.

st n'm “Héibdoan lovim & Hlovim.

rugina ochilor ei trece incet in ochii mei.

lovim & Hlovim

pat ul n éildaarke. ninngandormim.

doar 1l impingem. prin ape, prin mla Hini, pe campuri
1l ducem & Hinu ne oprim.

iar arborii in pat infloresc 'H pentru nimeni infloresc.
spre noapte, spre oralll de sare, ei totinfloresc
unde 1i ducem 'Hcand se opresc.

‘H patul mai greu ‘Hochii de tabln ruginit i

Ti lovim 9 Hlovim.

56

tin eyes

through waters, through swamps, on fields,

we are carrying a bed with blossoming trees

only towards the quiet salt city.

there you have all the time. peace is waiting for us there.

our eyes are rusty tin.

we stand there embraced. we are just hitting d and hitting.

the rust from her eyes is slowly moving into mine.

we are hitting d and hitting.

the bed is sending us away and it hurts. we are not sleeping
anymore.

we are just pushing it. through waters, through swamps, on
fields

we are carrying it d and we are not stopping.

and the trees are blossoming in the bed and they blossom for no
one.

towards night, towards the salt city, they are still blossom ing
where we are taking them and when they stop.

and the bed is heavier and the rusty tin eyes

we are hittingthem dand wedre hitting t
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prin ape, prin mla 'Kini, pe campuri through waters, through swamps, on fields
ducem un pat cu arbori inflori "H we are carrying a bed with blossoming trees
doar spre oraHll de sare, negisit. only towards the untraceable salt city.
acoloet i mp peste tlaz’m.ni cnhi er i n thereyouhave all the time. we are not placing it anywhere.
iar ochii deéHbwbl n i l ovi m and we are hitting 0 and hitting the tin eyes.
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oracnl de sare the salt city
toate casele vor fi albe. all the houses will be white.
par c¢cn au stat sute de ani s u theyseem to have been for centuries under the clearest
‘Hadanci. and deepest waters.
sunt ni’He case de sare. they are salt houses.
nu locuie’He nimeni acolo. no one lives there.
oraHil e ficut din lini "He 'Hmul "Hmesteceni. the city is made out of silence and a lot of birch trees.
are strnzhatee foarte u its streets are very light.
casa noastrn e | a fel de al bn ourhouseisjustas white, atthe outskirts
oraHilui de sare. of the salt city.
e casa de pe deal, cu obloaneitds the house on the hill,
are camere mari’H calde. orchard.
uneori, cd'Ma cai albahii pasc it has large and warm rooms.
din iarba de | ©ngn i az. sometimes, a few blue horses are grazing

from the grass near de pond.

vOnturile denai idwidegadi ch st the winds are |ifting the sal
‘Hele plutesc ca nike krfe. imi spui and they float as if they are scarfs. you tell me
c h n o a phl @doarmedlegénéndu-se. that the city sleeps while cradling in the night.
treceHlunrdu pe ai ci . -Hieteammhe de c e ariverruns nearby. you have nothing to fear.
nu e deloc un rau negru. Itds not a black river at all

)
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uneori se ridicn “"n aer, intr sometimes it floats in the ai
se rotéle de cteva ori, ajunge it circles around a few times, it reaches
“n grndina nodidiniazatl, r nmO©ne p u ourorchard, stays for a while in the pond
dintre tr an dHhapoisepierdespfeviibat i ci between the wild roses and then it gets lost in the valleys.
diminea "B tu speli mestecenii cu am de ploaie. you wash the birch trees with rain water in the morning.
apoi 1i treze’Hi ‘Hle torni lapte cu miere la r hdncini. then you wake them up and pour milk and honey on their
ridici obloanele, te at¢zi langn mine, riméanem roots.
" mb HéH you raise the shutters, you sit next to me, we stay embraced,
la marginea oraHllui de sare, in casa de pe deal, at the salt cityds outskirts,
mereu imb rHi&'H forever embraced.
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plutirea the drift
suntemde-acum douh gropi, starting now we are only two graves,
dragosteamea,teai ~ mbr ncat my | ove, youoOre dressed
intr-o r oc hi eHltelport mesea r n in an evening gown and | carry you
“"ntinderile de trand®.firi . t u overtheroselandscapes.you only wantto drift.
de la lini'Hea asta te faci mai frumoagi ca oricand. this silence will make you as beautiful as you have ever been.
T"Hspun bine ai venit printre florile de mai. | welcome you among the M ay flowers.
W, iatn, Heaastandgutima | i ni and look, this silence is also making us kiss each other
direct pe carnea vie. directly over our living flesh.
dar pr egnt rHnumai pemtcuadi aceagtn but this long prepared love is only for us.
dragoste. only we are drifting over the rose landscapes.
doar noi plutim peste intinderile de trandafiri. only some people are rotten. the others are only savages
doar unii sunt putrezi "Hceilal"Hsunt doar shlbatici and our hands become soft underneath our embrace
‘H s u b "Hareamoastm mainile ne devin moi and brittle. our fingers get erased with every touch
srAar©micioase. cu fieddrxg e at i slowlyandslowly.
Tncetul cu incetul. i tds better you know that we
e b i iiecn murie vom mai intoarce. itds just a rest between rain
e doar o odihnn “ntre ploi, d starting now we are only two graves.
deeacum suntem doar douh gr opi . juststeponmeand | wilopen up
d o a r'it'He pe mine Ham sh mn deschid beneath your feet.

)
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sub thAlpile tale.
vom fi pe jumntate goi, pe | u wewillbe half naked, half in the darkness,
iar eu, la marginea ta, THvoi vorbi and I, at your side, will speak to you
‘HTn lini 'Hea mainilor noastre and in the quietness of our hands
o dragoste de mort pentru moarta sa. a dead mands | ove f
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dormi sleep
existn un |l oc departe de ai ci thereisa placeinthe heavens far away from here
acolo sunt altfel de trandafiri there you can find a different kind of roses
ei crescatat de mult incat pot acoperi they grow so much that they can cover
W jumntate din ceruril e mai ° halfofthe skies far away
dar o jumntate de Mer ni ci oda buthalfaskyisnevertoo little
o datn | a o mie de ani ei se onceathousand years they fill up with dew
roua acestor trandafiri e | a thedewfromthese rosesisas deep as the sea
precum mnril e if you look through it every corner of the sky gets closer
d a c n 'K prin ea®ricare margine a cerului it seems like you can close the sky in your palm at any moment
se apropie | can barely speak to you
par e c¢n OHstidangeimphlme cerul sogotosleepnowds | eep | i ke the rose

abia THmai pot vorbi abia mai pot
akh o1 dormi acum dormi cum doarme roua Tn trandafiri

)
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casa cu trepte the house with stairs
O cash cu trepte “n care pl ou ahouse with stairs where it always rains.
in zilele cu ari’himergem ‘K stm Tn jurul mesei. we go and stay around the table in the hot days.
locuie’le un cal bntran in casa aceea. an old horse lives inside that house.
doarme de mult intins pe masa din camera de oaspéH heds | ong been sl eeping stret
ne akzAm in jurul lui. nu ne deranjeaz rn deloc room.
cn pl oun midinalelecugHhh n we sit around him. we are not bothered
"n casele cu trepte, dumi ni c a bythe perpetual rain, even on hot days
W mereunrecm®me i t A " n prag. in the house with stairs. a girl comes on Sundays, she gets in
are ochii plini de miez cald de paine. and she always stays still on the doorstep.
O sopthAmGbnn a stat “~ntre cr i z hereyesare full of warm bread crumbs.
ne-a fost dor de ea. she has been sitting for a week among the chrysanthemums.
rareori o fatn care sn vinn dwedve missed her.
W cu ochii plini de miez cal dagirlthatcomesonly on Sundays
o aktzAm la masa noastm, langn cal, ni se facefoame. with eyes full of warm bread crumbs is rare. we take her,
we sit her at our table, next to the horse, we get hungry.
ieimpeseams nt ui , cu umeri.i mo i d e we get out fed up in the evening, with our shoulders loose from
cu degetele inclétiate. SO much water,
o fatn rAmoOmepte " n casa cu our fingers clenched.
“n car 8plpdwiunmer eu. a girl stays inside the house with stairs

where it rains 8 it always rains.

)
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mOi nil e "~ nainteazn spr hands are reaching for you
ca prin cear@furi Tnghevate like through the frozen sheets
treizeci de ploi intre noi vor mai veni 'Haltele thirty rains between us others will come
stau “ntins | ©ngnh tine ~ n apa lsitdownnearyouin the water from the house with stairs
atd dormim noi this is how we sleep
ce face patul nostru acum mn youask me what our bed is doing now
ce faci cand nu mai édi radem ne ocolim what you are doing when youdr
trecem unul prin altul each other
we pass through each other
casa ‘'n care stnm nu e deloc the house wedre in is not the
camera se goléte de trupurile noastre the room empties itself of our bodi es
treizeci de ploi intre noi vor mai veni 'Haltele thirty rains between us others will come
nici o casn plinn de apn nu e nohouse with wateris good
nici o casn “n care pl oun mer nohouse where italways rains is good you tell me
ne akdzhm in apa casei cu treptelapa ne desface nainile we sit down in the water from the house with stairs and the
water opens our hands
atunci priHndragostihe ¢ a we look like sunken lovers
pregnt i nditnionbriiddsef ©r posing for an eternal embrace
plutimdintr -o camern " n alta we drift from one room to another
uneori apa ne desprinde alteori cum doar doi sometimes the water separates us other times we meet

)
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ThecaHndr ngosti"Hse potintalni only as two sunken lovers can meet
camerele se golsesc mai mult de trupurile noastre the rooms are emptying of our bodies even more
treizeci de ploi intre noi thirty rains between us
intrnm “n acest iad ~ mpr eunn togetherwe drift inside this hell
ZzOmbind heéc©nAndauu se ~ mt ©mp !l n  smiling pretending as if nothing is happening
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trupul
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O rochi
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acoperit de

e de pr i rnvestecenii © n
f A r A speyiincaii albalri nu se mai intorc n apele
albastre. pasc liniti"Hangn iaz.

zhpezi

nu mai umblii de mult.

te legeni doar precum florile de mai.

[ umpl e patu

r A m©O i Trpmijlocul camerei.
"nainteazn p-@ seroprdta

l umi na
privesc

“"ndel

ung

partea
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the salt dress

0 p © your body is covered by a thin cloth
made out of salt.
c ar e aspring dress in which you wake up the birch trees
without frightening them. the blue horses are not returning to
the blue waters. they are quietly grazing near de pond.
no one is sending them away.

rilethe snowbs |light is filling
you are not wandering for long.
you dangle like May flower s.
you stay in the middle of the room for a short while.
t i n the light advances towards you. it stops as it meets you.

" ns or |gaze foralongtime at the bright side of your body.
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mi s pdivie cn e you tell me youdre ali
" mi s pHivie cicanculege you tell me youdre alive that
petunii chiar pleci petunias you actually leave
nu ntarzii mult te Intorci cu ochii  inchi’ilzambe’Hi y 0 u 0 r alittle lats ytou return with closed eyes you smile
Tmi intinzi un buchet de porumbei degera "H you hand me a bouquet of frozen doves
" mi s pHivie cicancules petunii you tell me youdre alive that
ne bucurnm amOndoi chiar r ©d e we are both joyful we are actually laughing
intre noi un buchet de porumbei prin "Hcu sarmn a bouche with doves caught with wires is between us
i-ai fAcut o fliEpuhmulfiimesaonoasn you made a nice bow | thank you
te “ntreb un die astkaatagde proaspetp e t u n | ask you where you found these fresh petunias
atéz buchetul pe perete | place the bouche on the wall
avem acum un perete cu mult mai frumos 7"Hspun now we have a much more beautiful wall | tell you
avem umerii mult mai moi our shoulders are a lot more soft
aproape ch putem trece unul p we can almost pass through one another
te “"ntorci spr édi weiclmeenininati s pui youturnback to face me you tell
s N mer g'Hat primrbo ploaie de o suth de ani wonderful
‘W shidin plaaie cu un buchet proasp it de petunii to walk embraced through a hundred year old rain
e u s n "Hezeb ochii thi iar tu snvezi and to get out of the rain with a fresh bouche of petunias
cu mainile mele Me to embrace with your eyes and you to see
HMapoi sn ne re’  ntoarcem ~ n pl withmyhands

)
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pentru “ncn o sutn de ani and then to return in the rain
for another one hundred years
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duminicile verzi greenSundays
departe de noi shrutul nost r u faraway from us dour kiss.
t r id Trer-o "B cu mult soare. it lives in a sunny country.
“n jurul [ ui o grndinn cu i ar agardenwith high grassis around it.
acolo unde s-a retras paturile sunt calde 'Hmoi. the beds are soft and warm where it has withdrawn.
acolodumi nicile sunt | a fel de \theretheSundays are as green as your eyes.
nu tr e HWinime. sn you dond6t have to know anyt hi
suntem lumino 'H lumino 'W'H  f AEHO mi we are bright, bright and crumbling.
dealurile plutesc peste tot ca errfe luate de vant. the hills are drifting all over like scarfs in the wind.
s nr wntowslt r e depanteide noi. our kiss lives far away from us.
acolo 'Hmririle sunt la fel de verzi ca ochii thi verzi. There eventhe seas are as green as your eyes.
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masa de sticln the glass table
stau “ntins pe o masn de st i c lamlayingdown stretched on a glass table
W vpindr ul t Au and | see your hair
acoperind “ntreaga vale, c¢obo coveringthe whole valley, descending like hundreds of sunken
naufragiate. ships.
H cO©t este de bine: sOnii tniandhowgooditis: your breasts gave your hair
mi rosul de iarbh proaspnt c os thesmelloffreshly mowned grass.
W pnrul tnu de $clha ,d es & erreevsa rr se and your hair opens the doors, the windows, it pours inside.
aungel a mine, mn mOng&@e e, apoi it reaches me, it caresses me, then it covers me
W atunci " mi desfac mOi nil e ’ thenlspread my hands inyour hair.
H i u c n-dididica AHputea merge zile | know that if | got up | could walk for days
in "B numai "Hnumai prin Tntinderea prrului t fu. on end only through the valley of your hair.
H c©t este de bine: pnrul t nAvuandhowgood itis:you hair has filled up the entire house.
tot ce e in jur e negru’Himoale everything around it is black and soft
W miroase a iarbn proaspnt c canditsmells like fresh cut grass.

)
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desprindere separation
dincolo de snrutul nostru ~ nt beyondourkiss the whole
lume world
ai ochii cuiva care a privit prea mult ploaia you have the eyes of someone who watched the rain for too
long
trece o iarnnin prin jur a winter goes by
ea trece tu treci it passes by you pass by
raonmln c©O©t eva paturi goal e ar u afewempty scattered beds remain
ca'ha cai de mult p nrnsi"Hpasc din ele a few long-abandoned horses are grazing from them
acolo unde ploile ocolesc cerul I will wait for you
te voi alepta Tmi spui where the rains avoid the skies you tell me
cu ochii cuiva care a privit prea mult ploaia with the eyes of someone who watched the rain for too long
aHernuturi calde se odihnesc pe stanci warm sheets are resting on the cliffs
tot trece o iarnn prin jur a winter still passes by
ea trece tu treci it passes by you pass by
W dincolo de shArutul nostr u ~ andbeyond our kiss the whole world
se pKiebu collapses

)
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nu ninge not snowing
nNu ninge nu se " ntOmpl n nimicitds n o wnotingasmappening
tu el | &ngn cea mai frumoasn lunn din via "élta you are near the most wonderful month of your life
am fi putut merge printr -o f ur t unn de znpad wecouldhave gone through a snow storm
mi-ai zis 'Hasta 91 insemne dragostea you told me that this meant love
apoi nu ai mai fost then you were gone
a rnmas un pat alb cu rndnci n awhite bed with deep roots has remained
intr-o | i vadn (Hsrcrautpéacdlor e c e in a barren orchard a river runs through there
cu paturi goBHadmagnsituhsume r nat e with empty beds knocked over | found you a name
pentru o vreme |-am pierdut acum el “iHe de cald | lost it for a while now it keeps me warm
"l strig poate foarte “~ncet p lcallitmaybetoo quietly maybe noone hears me
iar pe rau vor tot trece paturi goale rancede frante empty broken rancid beds will be passing by on the river
"ne8fda ninge nu se “"ntOmpl A ni mbutitds not snowing nothing is
tu el 1angn cea mai frumoasn lunn din via "Blta you are near the most wonderful month of your life
eu numai aici | &m only here

ne akieptnm

nu se " ntOmpl A ni mic

we wait for each other
nothing is happening
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|l nterviu cu Teodo |l nterview with Te

1. Ce po@ v-au inspiratin momentulin care & decis 8 vn 1. What poets inspired you to start writing poetry?
apuca de scris poezie?

Incasaincaremam nnscut se afl au In the house where | was born there were a book cas
zece mid.i de cnrTi, un tatnA c a containing about ten thousand books, a father that read and
a timpului, 0O sornh, car e | a [ wrote for most of the time, a sister that at the age of six knew
pe dinafarn, un pi an, un Te 6Luceafnrul d (Evening Star)
propr i ei I ui singurnantnTi, ap oi Teodorthat was at the beginning of his own solitude, and then
pentru tot &saewm Eentfriuc emae ea ¢ a Teodor that felt guilty for everything he did & or for
Nu-mi pl hceau chArTile. Tata meverything he couldndét do. I
“"nTel egeam ni mic. Preferam srmeread and | coul dnét understa
Apoi, marea mea intalnire cu poezia a avut loc: intr-o d d for hours in front of the piano. Then, one afternoon, my great
amiazh am |l uat din raft, | a encounter with poetry had taken place: | took a random book
aTanguirea mierlei 6, iar autorul, Georg Trakl. O carte dincare f r om t he book shel f. l'ts nam
am “nTeles brusc chA poezia e byGeorg Trakl. This book made me understand that poetry is
ar e vaiud @canepecareamcitito | i -adecatetaimor e t han just l iterature. I
or i pOnn noapt ea t @aidinsin.san@e, cara book that | have read again and again a few times until late in
mi-a acoperit ochi.i cu proprie¢the night. |l tds a book that
descoperisem un frate geamnn. blood, and it has covered my eyes with its own reality. It was
frenezi e . Apoi au urmat al Ti mu | like discovering a twin brother. | franticly started writing in

)
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lor i a mea “n acelali ti-dopnnTrakl s style. Then | follow
Perse, T.S. El i ot. Toaa ndd iltae world was rising, their world and mine at the same time:
la 181 9 ani o] receptam spont anRimbaud, Lautréamont, Saint-John Perse, T. S. Eliot. All th
i noceCrferdeam “n tot ceea ce c poetry that | have read when | was 16 until the age of 18-19
l ecturii buwourdina opecacaree [Ti vyearsold was spontaneously taken in, with a great joy and

scufunda pe de-a-ntregul in ea. Acesta e, acum, paradisul meu
pierdut.

Primele poeme pe careleam scri s au f ost
interesa ori ginalitatea, Ci stare
scrisul Cineva spunea c riruntm@pn
prea puTlin omenesc. COnd scri
mai mult i cel mai pu Tiannetezi
drumul spre prop r i ul scris. Cu fieca

din tine, te apropii, ca scriitor, de ceea ce crezi sau simHcn este
vocea ta. Pe atunci, scrisul era bucurie inocenf, explorare, dar
imi drdea i senzalia excentriciti it Mi se prArea spectaculosli
imposibi | sh pot deveni candva ceea ce sar putea numi poet.

innocence. | believed in everything that | was reading. And this
Is the paradise of literature: the joy that a book offers you and
the possibility to completely lose yourself within it. Now, this is
my lost paradise.

The first poems that I wr ot e
originality, | was interested in the magical state that writing
brought me in. Someone used to say that the hand that writes i
moving in a time that is not very human -like. When we write
we are, at the same time, the least human and the most huma
we can possibly be. The books of others have paved the wa
towards my own writing. With every book, you know a little bit
more about yourself, you get closer, as | writer, to what you
think is your own voice. Back then, writing was innocent joy,
exploration, but it also made me feel eccentric. The thought of
one day becoming what is called a poet seemed impossible an
spectacular to me.
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2. Care a fost inspifa dumnevoastr pentru volumul de
poezii adea viuld & ce reprezint pentru dumneavoastr acest
volum?

Cum nu scriu pornind de la un eveniment concret, ceea
ce poartn nu'lhed e coldraetwiu oihantich de
inspiral mi-a venit de ni-onzennhn. p8sa
pot numi 'H nici localiza. Inspira"ld este doar necedatea unei
lumi de a ie’H din corp 'H de a se amaterializa6 pe intinderile
albe ale hartiei.

¢cn mnsur a -aHputeac rmmieutom atunci m -aH
autocaracteriza va fiind un autor ironic. Intr -un sens
stavroghiniano -kierkegaardian. Tn accep’ld danezului, ironia TH
permite sn vorbe’d frri sn min"Hatunci cand vorbe’ despre
ceea ce e imposibil 1 vorbe'Hi. lar in poezia secolului XXI,
pentru un autor l uci d, e afhfir
despre foarte multe lucruri. Sau, alegand sn vor beki despre ele,
ri'k sn pari idiot sau naiv. Nu ¢ n ar conta apareriél asta prea
mult. Ironia ¢ oricét de filigrant i, subtil mascatni la nivel textual
deste necesashpentru o | iteraturn c
rezisten"ei in timp.

¢ mi pl ace sn

cred c¢cn, atun

)

2. What was
does this ilome represent for you?

yourfa ivianaupidr g ta

Because | rtdwritingt froms tara actual
circumstance, that what can be called outdated with a romantic

tinge of inspiration came out of nowhere. Or from somewhere
t hat I canot name ofr put m
necessity of a world timlexietd

the blank sheet of paper.

If 1 could call myself an author, | would characterize
myself as being an ironic author, in a Stravoghino-
Kierkegaardi an manner . I n t
irony allows you to speak without lying about something that is
i mpossible to talk about. An
lucid author, there are few things you could still talk about.
And if you choose to speak about them, you risk to appear
being naive or idiotic. Not that this appearance matters too
much. Irony & no matter how subtle, is hidden within the text &
is necessary for a literature that at least still has the illusion of
standing the test of time.

I like to think that, when you are truly writing, you are
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Ar fi absurd 'H imoral sn THpliezi deliberat structura sau

Il i mbaj ul "Hpe need ce Bnaie’l cn ar fi benefic pentru
viitoarea ei receptare. Ar fi penibil sn incerc 1 evit nu 'Hiu ce
formul h poetich pentru ch ak Tmi spune, ritos, cutare critic.
Ceea ce pare o grédalh in sincronie se poate dovedi de valoare
n diacronie. Se’'He, o carte bunn violenteazn. fi violenteazn cu
mult mai persuasiv 'H Tndelungat atunci cand pare ch nu TH
propune asta. Poate violenta prin bl ande™® sau luminozitate,
prin ceea ce alege A reinvie. Tn &de-a viul 6 am incercat, mai ales
in partea &H shneasucda via'hlanumite cuvinte sau
modele discursive Oomoarted, compromise prin utilizarea lor

excesiv. Cuvinte sau tipuri de imagini condamnate la moarte

de poezia mediocrn. M-am mirat ch anumi Hcritici nu au privit

Cu scept i ciHledmatrandadirii 6, aroadoé dealurile care
apluteau ca etarfe luate de vant6é W multe imagini d -astea
suspect de lirice pentru anul 2010.Tn fine. Dach m-ar interesa
lucrurile de felul nhsta prea mult aH contribui la obezitatea
triste™H i mel e. Ma i degrabn, vorb
not 1 andmai incercat, tot acolo,in &de-a viul 6, sh creez un
limbaj al dragostei, care g1 nu parn ironic decat raportat la alte

Q

76

i nt er e sirecaea Ge einiafara ta Tn dcele momente not interested in anything else surrounding you in those

moments. It would be absurd and immoral to deliberately alter

the structure or the language of a book with what you think

would be beneficial to its future reception. It would be

embarrassing if | tried to avoid some poetic phrase becaus
some random critic would tell me to do so. What might seems
as a mistake in synchrony, could prove to have value in
di achrony. ltds a fact that

lot more and in a much more persuasive manner when it seems
that iitds not intending that.
l i ght, through what it c¢heaosv
| tried, especially in the third part of the book, to bring back to

l i fe certain dsdoersedniodelw that thasre beel
compromised through excessive use. Words or types of image
that have been sentenced to death by mediocre poetry. | wa

guite intrigued that <certain
hor sesd, O0r oseslds, toéhtante adreew d6,d
scarfs in the windd and many

lyrical for the year 2010. Anyway, if | would be interested in
such matters | would only contribute to the obesity of my own
sadness. Instead, as Bartleby said 61 woul d pr e
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limbaje disprirute ale dragostei, nu 'Hn sine. Pentru a1 poezia d
‘H atunci cand vorbe'He despre cele mai pestilentdle sau
prozaice lucruri 0 este un limbaj indrngostit. Un limb aj care
poate sh fie indrngostit 'H de neputin "8l poeziei Tnsnk de a mai
pnreaindrngostitn.

@ari isit oo lawmd 6P|
cond cnAanrTilerpe aare lIsdr
romdnes,chnnu este nevoie decOt C
"nseamnhn, pentru mine, cnhn pot
Il ume, a cnrei semnificaTie o
traduc “n | i mbaj denotati v.
mine. Este ca o irvazie pe care nu o pot opri. Ceea ce sunt de
obicei dispare i mA simt |o
altceva. Dar , “n acel ali t i mj
pentru cnhn trebui ghsit | i adea
a viul6 mi-a venit prin 2007, intr-o searh de t oa
am nnpustit | a | emnul biroul u
doi ani “n care orice paginn

)

3. Car e esdrei

e

have also arived)] dintodereate
that would seem ironic only when compared to other lost
languages of romance, but that is not ironic itself. Becaus
poetry & even when it speaks about the most pestilential and
unpoetic of things & is a language of love. A language that
could be in love even with th e inability of the poem itself to
appear being in love.

3. What i s inditeh ed hwirsittai rnygoud

When you write books that have a Romanian narrative
structure, you only need a single idea. For me, that single ide
is a sign that | can see and feel a world with my entire body, |
can have insight into its si
into a denotative language. A world that starts moving inside
me . 't 0si Adv&si oaman you canot
disappears and | feel inhabited by that strange someone or
somet hing el se. But , at the
world, because you need to find the language of that reality.
The i dea {ae hiiamk @aeee 2007, in an autumn
evening. Then, | rushed to my wooden desk and started
writing, after a two years period when every blank page has
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prima searn. Apoi a doua zi made me sick. | wrote tens of pages in the first evening. Then |
Incontinuu. Apr oape un caiet intreg a fost umplut. Nu puteam wrote twenty more days or so. Continuously. | filled up almost
sh ies din cashnh, sh vorbesc. an entire notebook. |l coul dn
comportam ca o0 Vvietate. Or i c lived in that world. | was acting like a creature. Everything
Starea a fost | a fel d e-aintamplatn outside of me was frightening me. The feeling was as intense
cu volumul anterior, acatafaziio. Numai cn atuanand Oecstaticd as it w a s volumie,
ielit. Acum nu. Dupm wWrag o sckaaub6catafazii &6 (cataphasia). Bu
Nu erau dec©t c©teva poeme abNow | didnoét. After a coupl e
O stare at Ot de i ntheastfelnde podnee There were only a few 6égood

mediocre. Apoi un alt an [i jumntate am stat cu lumea astain
mine & [i lumile acestea se fac din cein ce mai greleii sunt din
cen ce mai insuportabile. O simTeam cres@nd. Apoi, deodat R,
in cateva zile, ojumrit at e de | ume a iefl.
l ume potrivithnh, prielnicn.
iarnli starea ' n
mi | ¢ ©se diin nou in albul foii de hartie in acel timp prea

puTin omenesscc.riGrer Thiul eponte f i
el e sunt capricioase I

nu |le anunThA venirile [Ti ple
hazard “n aceste apari Ti.i

felul lorcontorsionat de a se nalte. U

)

Augu

.
Calé

how such an intense and impassioned state could produce suct
mediocre poems. And then, for another year and a half, | lived
on with this world inside of me & and these worlds just get
heavier and harder to bare. | could feel it growing. Then,

A 1 suddenly, in a few days, half of this world came out of my
car &l iamm@ii mi fingers. It was an appropriate world, a favorable one. Then

another year of silence followed. Then that state when | can feel
i with my entire body came back & and my hands were moving

" ndr nonce again on the blank page in a time that was not human o

l i ke. You canrudwritterh bmokctheey aveucapricious

a e 1 and they love the wait. Nothing really can announce their

I comings and goings. But what | think is hazardous in these
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existn un sadism al cAarTilor
hot hrnsc car e este moment ul
“niel.i

4. Ce poet sau scriitor roméan contemporan a avut un
decisiv in deveniredumnea o a8t r n

Au exi st atoamro care @mw ®msEmnat mult in
ceea ce |aar putea numi evoluTi a
|l vAnescu. Poezia | ui |l oan Es.

timpuri, &Tanguirea mierlei 6. In doar cateva intalniri, prin 2001,

s

n caeamstat el “n jurul unei
113, el vorbindu-mi ncet , cu ochii c a
“'n ce ma i mu | t rndnci ni des

caracterul ei metafizic, despre gravitatea ei, in promiscuitatea
uneibodegimunci t orei ti, vAzond | i m
zece ani vorbindu-mi despre poezie d ei bine, n acele intalniri a

crescut din mine cineva <care
| oan vorbea despre poezie ca
care putem anescom -0 MWanileemn op

)

6epi phani esd i s maybe their
apparition. Sometimes | have the impression that a sadism of
the books from underneath our skin exists. Or maybe they
choose by themselves the moment when you are ready not to
deceive them.

4. What ontemporary Romanian poet or novelist has h
decisive role in your becoming?
There have been two people 8 poets that are very

meaningful for what could be called my evolution: loan Es. Po
and M. l nhvescu. |l oan Es. Po
me as Trakl 6s poetry once h

around the year 2001, when | sat with him around a table near
Pantelimon 113, when he was slowly talking to me, with his
eyes that seemed to become roots, about the sacredness

poetry, about its metaphysical character, about its seriousness
in the promiscuity of a working -class pub, clearly seeingthat he
ages 10 yearsjust talking to me about poetry & during those
encounters | became something that is more like myself. If loan
used to speak about poetry as it being the ultimate truth, M.
l vAnescu, i n an opposite man
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despre imposibilitatea de a a
l'iteraturn, relativiz©ond oric
propria relativizare. cnt ©mp |
Sibi u, sO0l gt ataptanmOni “"ntreg
poeme. Deili trecutul trece, t
pot fi ma i de neuitat dec Ot
pereTi crnhApa®i | umhmnl GUhteantry

poeme, oprindu-se pentru ami di vul ga origi
aproape fiecninrui ver s, nesf Or
i mpregnate de | iteraturn, de
cealaltn i auzeam cum ®i.i INi
se auzeaudin ce In ce mairepededl a mali i na de
pri mul poem dupn [ ase ani r
cntOmpl Arile astea se alazhn

curgn prin vene. L chiar da
prefacem cdecare@ihenrmu-l i va mai a
vor mai re’ " ntoarce, el e, “n a
neant dec®©t odatn cu venirea

5. Ce sfaturi puté da unei persoane care ddeesi scrie®sn

publice poezie?

)

of reaching the truth, an inner one, through literature,
relativizing anyt hing, and, in a sophisticated manner,
relativizing its own relativity. | happened to frequently go to
the house from Sibiu, to sit
him write poems. Although the past moves on, it moves on
without a trace, fewer thingsare as memor abl e
sitting in an armchair, within the cracked walls, in a dim light,
reading his own poems while stopping to disclose me the origin
of almost every line, the endless parenthetical work that was
inked in literature and quotes. Or, as | was sitting in the other
room and | was hearing howaM
then | could hear the letters faster and faster 8 his first poem
after six years of no work on the Olympia typewriter. These
events are settling in the blood that is going to pump through
your veins. And even i f 6th
pretended to | augh and that
never come back, in the same time, they cannot becom
nothingness until the ar rival of their own nothingness.

5. What is your advice to someone who egsko write an
publish poetry?
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Nu sunt “n mnsurn sn dau n
sunt, in general, nefaste sau, in cel maibun caz, inutile. Cu
siguran™@l trebuie cititn multn literatur n din mncar ultimele
doun-trei secole. i, binein’eles, teorie literam. Nu existA poet
important care sn nu aibn o conkiin"Al esteticn, chiar dacn
neformulatn intr-un sistem coerent. lar aceasf con'kiin"Al se
formeazn dup n mii 'H mii de ore de citit 'H de trrire a chr’ltor. E
important ca dorin "8l de a scrie, sau de a deveni scriitor, & nu
provin A dintr -un sentiment vecin cu vanitatea, orgoliul. Mai

cred cn e i mpdnrcazal oeor care snit o prebuie
sh scrie poezie, $1 nu aibn senzdld cn afac literaturn gci ai THI
akazn, cu onestitate, adevirul interior 'Hcomunicabil pe hartie.

6. Ce ab podW scriitori citiw Tn momentul de f&?

In calitate de editor la editura Tracus Arte am realizat de
curand o antologie din minunatul poet suprarealist Gellu
Naum. Am recitit 'H reeditat inovativa aArta Popescu), de
Cristian Popescu, 'H o antologie din Matei Vi'th i e c . Da
acum c8Ma ani citeam mai mult literatur n strininn, acum, din
pricate, prin for "8l contextului profesional, citesc (Hn calitate de
redactor) literatur n romann contemporann. Timpul devine tot

Q

|l &m not in a position of
usually poisonous, or, useless at best. You definitely have to
read literature from the last two or three centuries and, of
course, literary theory. There are no great poets without
knowledge regardi ng est heti cs, even
coherent system. This knowledge is gained after thousands and
thousands of hours of reading books and living in that world.
l'tds i mportant that your des
does not come from a sentiment close to vanity or pride. | also
think that for a person who
donodt have the idea that t

they are honestly laying their inner self on paper.

he

6. What other poets/novstls are you currently reading?

As an editor at Tracus Arte, | recently completed an
anthology of the wonderful surreal poet Gellu Naum. | have
read again and reedi t ed the innovat.
Cristian Popescu, an anthology of Matei Vi'hhiec. Until a few
years ago | used to read foreign literature mostly, but now,
unfortunately, because of my profession, | read (as an editor)
contemporary Romanian literature. As the years go by, there is
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mai mic, cu scurgerea anilor, pentru lecturaad e pl ncer

7. Ce pirdespre moduin\wcare este predapoeziad
literatura in generalin @oli & ce modifiéri considerd cr ar trebui
ficutein acest sens?

Cu siguran™Alar trebui inclus n in programele 'Htolare mai
mult n literatur n contemporann, din simpl ul
limbaj mai apropiat de limbajul actual al tinerilor. Literatura
cont e mpe ma puid metaforizant i, mai pu’id retoricn,
pare mai pu’ld artificial h. Ideea e ca literatura, inf'll, sn placn.
Ri te po'Hindriig 0 s t | ma i alesiglgiadh i d&€nr
de exemplu, decéat de aFra’ldJderié sau aBaltagul6. Cred ¢ un
tanfAr poate empatiza mai degrabn cu poezia unor Cristian
Popescu sau loan Es. Pop dedt cu poezia ermetich a lui Barbu
sau cu cea expresionish a lui Blaga. Dar dacha ¢ e | t ©On
sn se apropie de |iteraturn,
poeziei 'H va avea Hinse mai mari s¥-i savureze chiar H pe lon
Budai-Deleanu sau pe Neculce. ficoala ar trebui s fie, Tn utopia
mea, o creatoare deindrihigostiftH de | i teraturn

.
Calé
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lessandl ess ti me for Opleasured

7. What is your opinion on how poetry and literature
gereral is taught in schools, drwhat changes would you bring?

More contemporary literature should definitely be
included in the school program, just because the language use

I S cl oser t o young peopl ebd
metaphors wused in contempor a
seems to be less artificial

first encount er . yAnwl fall in dbge witho
ChArtnrescuds O6Nostalgiado,Hif o
(The Jderi Brothers) or o6Bal

man would more likely relate to the poetry of Cristian Popescu
or loan Es. Pop, rather than the hermetic poetry of Barbu, or the
expressionist poetry of Blaga. And if a young man falls in love
with poetry, he will become curious and explore the history of
poetry and will have the chance to enjoy even the poetry of

. loan Budai-Deleanu or Neculce. In my utopic world, school

should be a maker of peopl e

t
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