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

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

The texts are translated from or into English, and belong to all literary genres - fiction, poetry, literary
criticism, as well as the drama, the essay. The focus is on Modern Literature, broadly meaning the 20th and the
21st centuries: Romanian, British, and American among others.
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Colinddtorii

Plang inafara, frunzele au disparut acum
pentru totdeauna, gerul a devenit albastru

am o singurd rasa: placerea.

veniti voi, colindatori ai distrugerii
cu miinile albe pe armele putine

cu buzele subtiri sd ataci

negresa,

sd o tai in dous,

in frig,

in zdpads,

despicatd pe un perete.

in interior sacrificiul si mina cu oasele
dezndddjduite ale celei care s-a umilit

noaptea se lasa ca o umbra
pe mormantul de lemn al poetului.

7

Carollers

I cry on the outside, the leaves have disappeared now
forever, the frost has become blue

I belong to one single race: pleasure.

come on, you, carollers of destruction

with white hands on your few weapons

with thin lips to attack

the black woman,

to cut her in half,

in the cold,

in the snow,

split open on a wall.

inside, the sacrifice and the hand with the hopeless
bones of she who humiliated herself

night falls like a shadow
on the wooden grave of the poet.
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Cer de toamnd

Cerul se intinde, alb, ca un animal cédruia ii este
greatd; in vasul violet o floare violetd

imi rupe fata

prdpastia astfel intinsd atinge perfectiunea.
induntru, in actul cel mai negru, aproape,

ma rog in fata bisericii care distruge strada,

cu fata la cei de fata; sint cersetorul plin de singe
care pleacd induntru

pentru totodeauna, acolo, atat de departe

cu scaune din lemn care se inalta

dintre hainele Lor vechi si adinci

haine de lemn.

printre ele, ezitarea, sdlbatica.

8

Autumn sky

The sky spreads, white, like an animal that feels
nauseous; in the violet vase a violet flower

tears my face

the abyss thus spread, reaches perfection.

inside, in the blackest act, nearby,

I pray in front of the church that destroys the street,
facing those present; I am the beggar covered in blood
who retreats

forever, there, so far away

with wooden chairs that rise

from Their deep old clothes

wooden clothes.

amongst them, hesitation, wild.
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Prima zi de toamnd

De partea cealaltd, cineva, tdcut, apartine zilei de miine.
am inceput sd culegem struguri

intr-o dimineata ca oricare alta

din via care stralucea in soare, ca un parc japonez.
Alexandru isi vesteste, plin de lacrimi, rafinamentul.
noi stam cu spatele spre zidul care se acopera

de umbrele unui trecut adinc.

Doamne, cit ne-am intors fata; de ce, atunci, trebuie sa iubim
un ciine in lant.

un copil isi va tdia poeziile si sangele lor

va deveni ceea ce este; un obiect.

induntru, in padurea de brazi, este o fereastra cu gratii.

)

9

First day of autumn

On the other side, someone, quiet, belongs to tomorrow.
We started to pick grapes

on a morning like any other

from that vine that glowed in the sun, like a Japanese park.
Alexandru announces, full of tears, his refinement.

We stand with our backs to the wall that is covered

by the shadows of a deep past.

God, how often we turn our faces away; why, then, do we have
to love

a chained dog.

A child will cut into his poems and their blood

will become what it truly is; an object.

Inside, in the pine forest, there is a window with bars.
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Departe, intre doi strdini

Ai scris despre Argentina si despre covorul pe care
mi l-a ddruit mama, ca despre niste morti.

eu privesc dincolo de noi; pe drumul care ne desparte
doi straini inainteaza tinindu-se de mina, fara sa stie.
drumul, este, de fapt, o obsesie.

cerul a devenit un animal care nu mai poate muri
niciodata.

scriu din neputinta.

copilul care deschide portile rodeoului sint eu.

viata nu imi apartine, poezia nu imi apartine.

cei virili pregdtesc armele pentru a cobori totul.

10

Far away, between two strangers

You wrote about Argentina and the carpet

my mother gave me, as though about the dead.

I look beyond us; on the road that separates us

two strangers walk ahead holding hands, without knowing.
The road, is, in fact, an obsession.

The sky has become an animal that cannot die,

not ever.

I write out of weakness.

I am child who opens the gates at the rodeo.

My life does not belong to me. Poetry does not belong to me.

The virile prepare the weapons that will destroy
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Negresele toamna

Cobor in melancolie cu umilinta,

intr-un oras necunoscut, aceeasi negresa

urld un cintec de gheata.

fara cuvinte, imi introduc negresa in creier

cu miinile pline de singe

gura ei senzuald, ca o fintina, imi atinge poezia.
dar sora mea e alba.

cum as putea, acum, cind moartea imi atinge
parul.

flori negre imi intrd in gura

fara sa le mai cunosc forma, culoarea si binecuvintarea.

biserica se umple; credinciosii ramin pe loc.
strdinii se imprdstie.

11

The black women in autumn

Humbled, I fall into melancholy,

in an unknown town, the same black woman

yelling her icy song.

Without words, I insert the black woman into my brain
my hands covered in blood

her sensual mouth, like a well, touches my poetry.

But my sister is white.

How could I now, when death touches

my hair.

black flowers enter my mouth

without my knowing their shape or colour, their blessing

anymeore.

The church fills; the faithful remain.
The outsiders scatter.
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Valea insingerata

Ar fi trebuit sd md ascund, acesta este ultimul adevir
pe care il mai pot accepta, fard nici o ezitare.

pe drumul care duce spre muntele care pare albastru
nu voi mai putea

urca.

pe drumul care coboara spre valea care pare
insangerata

ma prabusesc mereu.

ma Intilnesc, in drum, cu cersetorii, cu copiii,

cu cei saraci cu duhul, cu infirmii, cu animalele

cu bolnavii.

sint suferindd dar mila mea este rece.

sint patimasd dar ranile mele sint albe.

imi provoc alienarea dar sexul meu atit de negru

ma copleseste.

sint ceea ce nu sint.

pe o piatrd. uscatd imi pun miinile sd arda.

fumul imi racoreste fruntea.

12

The bloody valley

I should’ve hidden, this is the last truth

that I can accept, without hesitation.

On the road that leads to a mountain that seems blue

I can never

climb again.

On the road that descends towards a valley that seems
bloody

I always collapse.

On my way I meet, the beggars, the children,

the poor in spirit, the crippled, the animals,

the sick.

I am suffering but my mercy is cold.

I am passionate but my wounds are white.

I cause my own alienation but my sex is so black

it overwhelms me.

I am what I am not.

On a rock. Dry, I place my hands there to let them burn.
the smoke cools my forehead.
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Aceastd noapte

Aceastd noapte insetatd de dragoste

imi tisneste din piept precum atunci, de mult,
cind incd foarte tindrd scuipam singe pe peretii
plini de fum ai spitalului din virful muntelui.

in plimbadrile mele ratacite si bolnave

drumul printre brazi izbucnea direct din plamini
ca un arc de argint inmuiat in rasina

sau poate ca un cuvint care provoaca actul sexual
sau, mai exact; pldcerea pura.

un sobolan ma urmadreste pretutindeni.

13

This night

This night, thirsty for love,

is gushing out of my chest, as it did long ago,

when still very young, I would spit blood on the smoke-
covered walls

of the hospital at the top of the mountain.

In my lost, sick walks

the road through the pine trees burst from my lungs

like a silver bow soaked in resin

or perhaps a word that triggers the sexual act

or, more precisely: pure pleasure.

A rat follows me everywhere.
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Floarea soarelui

In ziua in care te-am atins (cred cd era primavara,
ca si acum, cind scriu) as fi rdcnit
as fi innebunit

dacd nu aveam cutitul in gura.

in ziua In care m-ai atins, am visat; cd nu am PUTERE.

cu pasi reci deznddejdea imi inroseste drumul.

in umbra copacului, spre seard, lumina unui singur
cuvint

se roteste, incet, ca o floare a soarelui

cei care pleacd acum sint primii; in biserica
pe care au construit-o poetii cei mai sdraci.

14

Sunflower

That day I touched you (I think it was spring,

as it is now, as [ write) I would’ve yelled

I would’ve gone mad

if  hadn’t had a knife in my mouth.

That day you touched me, I dreamt: that I had no POWER.
The way glows red from the cold steps of my despair.

in the tree’s shade, towards evening, the light of one single
word
spins, slowly, like a sunflower

those who leave now are the first; in this church
built by the poorest poets.
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Vis cu singe Dream with blood
A venit timpul, cind noaptea, ma scald in sudoare. The time has come, when at night, I am bathed in sweat.
visul vesteste, mereu, fara incetare, colorat cu The dream is foreboding, every time, never-ending, pulsating
mult rosu: peretii sint rosii de singe. vivid red: the walls are red with blood.
peretii pentru care tatdl meu, negru si nebun, a murit The walls for which my father, dark and mad, died,
ars. burning.
acum, acolo, o rasa blonda, lipsitd de durere, Now, in that place, a blonde race, lacking pain
isi pregdteste, fara violenta, tdcerea. is preparing, without violence, its silence.
imi strecor miinile pe sub usa care, odinioara, I slip my hands under the door which, once,
ma inchidea impreund cu fiul in locul ingropat would lock me and my son in the place buried
in proprii mei plamini, intre coapsele mele in my own lungs between my thighs,
bolnave si umile ce ascundeau frica: de placere. my sick and humble thighs that hid my fear of pleasure.
dar pldcerea, acum, este un vas negru in care But the pleasure, now, is a black pot in which
imi picur lacrimile lungi din pestera intunecata I pour long tears from the dark cave
a mortii; cdci moartea mea este o pesterd in care of my death; because my death is a cave in which
timpul a devenit sclavul, in lanturi, care tace time has become the slave, in chains, who keeps silent
dincolo, padurea de mesteceni, neclintita. on the other side, the birch forest, unshakable.
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Eu sint pentru capriciul meu I am for my caprice
Am sa incerc sd-mi calc jurdamintul intr-o chilie I will try to break my vow in a cell
si gestul deznddejdii mele sa se izbeasca and the gesture of my despair will strike
sd-mi taie venele pe care nu le mai vreau. and cut the veins that I don’t want anymore.
cuvintele sumbre sint sexul. the gloomy words are the sex.
cind voi putea fi eu insdami, va fi umbra. when I can be myself, it will be shade.
sint citeva distrugeri; citeva cuvinte. there are a few destructions; a few words.
Saxofonul se umple de singe. The saxophone gets full of blood.
undeva, pe cer, melancolia noastra ne atinge. somewhere, in the sky, our melancholy touches us.
infirmi si necunoscuti. crippled and unknown.
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Intoarcerea

Se va intoarce precis si petele de pe fata ei
insalubra imi vor aminti de scenele prin care

Shakespeare isi incheia tragediile, doamne, atit de sumbre.

cu miinile infdsurate in jurul coapselor

imi opresc singele s tisneasca.

gura imi este, pe dinduntru, ca o pajiste arsa.

pina si pielea se va termina

nu peste mult timp, intinsd cum este peste o cruce
care se inaltd din nimic spre nimic

o cruce adevdratd, din lemn aspru de brad

batutd in cuie de fier (studded in iron nails)

aici, Tnauntru.

17

The return

She will return for sure and the stains on her insalubrious
face will remind me of the scenes with which
Shakespeare would end his tragedies, God, so gloomy.
with my hands wrapped around my thighs

I stop the blood from bursting.

my mouth is, on the inside, like a burnt meadow.

even the skin will end

before long, stretched as it is over a cross

which rises from nothing to nothing

a real cross made of rough fir tree wood

studded with iron nails

here, inside.
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Legenda despre cifre

Mama este sora si sora este fiul si fiul sint eu

noi trei sintem patru dar legenda despre cifre

este atit de indepadrtatd incit ma cutremur

strivesc pdianjenii negri, adunati cite unul, in colturile de sus
ale casei. 1i strivesc cu degetele mele din care picurd

singe

pdianjenii isi deschid gura si inghit singe

semne de cdlugdritd, apar, luminoase, pe drumul
care duce spre spitalul din virful muntelui.

semne ca niste fire de nisip aruncate cu o precizie infricosdtoare.

sint cuvintele care au fost cuvinte inainte de a fi cuvinte

caci drumul spre spital este drumul care duce

spre cripta ingustd, a sexului, ingropat in pamint, al casei,
acum prdabusitd. o casd ale cdrei fotografii sint pline de cuvinte
casa atirna de peretii veseli aruncati departe

indepadrtati de prapastia in care spitalul straluceste

precum gura cdlugdritei

18

The legend about numbers

The mother is the sister and the sister is the son and the son is
me

the three of us are four but the legend about numbers

is so lost in time that I shudder

I crush the black spiders, gathered one by one, in the upper
corners

of the house. I crush them with my fingers which are dripping
blood

the spiders open their mouths and swallow blood

nun signs, they appear, luminous, on the road

that leads to the hospital at the top of the mountain.

Signs like grains of sand thrown with a terrifying precision.
They are the words that were words before there were words,
for the road to the hospital is the road that leads

to the narrow crypt, of the sex, buried in earth, of the house,
now collapsed. A house whose photos are full of words

a house that hung on its joyful walls now dispersed and
scattered
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pdianjenii se urcd pe umerii ei de fier split apart by the abyss, where the hospital glows
like a nun’s mouth

and the spiders crawling up her iron shoulders.
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Dealurile inconjoard ticerea

In orasul acum pustiu dealurile inconjoara ticerea
se prabusesc in tdcere

strivesc animale marunte care-si ciutau hrana

imi amintesc riul care tdia in doua orasul

riu in care am crescut impreuna cu namolul rece
din care se ridicau flori albe ca zdpada

pe ochii mei orientali picurd singe

din boala care-mi macina plaminii

ah, plaminii mei verzi ca focul, pe care

ii tin in miini si clopotele se adaposteau sub ei

precum sub un cer plin de nor negri

nu mai sint decit oarba cu plaminii
atinsi de boala care rataceste
a venit timpul sd opresc timpul.

20

The hills surround the silence

In the town that’s empty now, the hills surround the silence
in silence they collapse

crushing small animals foraging for food

I remember the river that cut the town in half

the river I grew on along with the cold mud

from which snow white flowers rose

blood drips on my oriental eyes

from the disease that consumes my lungs

oh, my lungs green as fire, which

I hold in my hands and bells find shelter under them
as under a sky filled with black clouds

I am but the blind woman whose lungs
are touched by disease, who wanders —
the time has come to stop time.
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Lacul norvegian Norwegian lake
In parul tuns al calugaritei care se apropie In the cut hair of the nun who is approaching
se incoldcesc viermi si singele de pe pielea capului ei worms coil and the blood from her head’s skin
curge printre viermi fara sa-i atinga. acolo, flows through the worms without touching them. there,
uneori, este locul si timpul celei care scrie intr-o limba sometimes, is the place and time of the one who writes in a
care se luptd cu iubirea. language that fights love.
miinile calugdritei sint slabe, neputinta ei este the arms of the nun are weak, her weakness is
transparentd, neputinta ei este un lac albastru transparent, her powerlessness is a blue lake
in care nu exista pesti... in which fish do not exist...
chipul ei nici mdcar nu se mai rasfringe in apa curatd her face doesn’t even reflect in the clear water anymore
atit este de palid. so pale it is.
sexul cdlugdritei atinge apa lacului the sex of the nun touches the lake’s water
si atunci, fata ei care nu exista and then, her face that doesn’t exist
se prabuseste collapses
pe suprafata neclintita. on the unwavering surface.
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Sdarbdtoare adincd

Cerul s-a ingustat si a devenit strimt

ca un drum intunecat dintr-un oras de munte

cu ingeri batuti pind la singe

in aradul meu alb ratdcitori istoviti in haine grele
se opresc sd judece; judecata lor ar putea

fi un har, ca oricare altul, acum,

in preajma unei sarbatori

saturate de ingeri bolnavi

cu sexul prea adinc, atit de adinc

incit cuvintele izbucnesc fara grija si totul se intuneca.

perfectiunea congregatiei de semne lipseste de sens
se inchide cu grija

eu plec, dar nu in limba mea

fard cuvintele mele

plec intr-o patrie fara cuvinte.

22

Deep holy day

The sky has narrowed and has become tight

like a dark road in a mountain town

with angels beaten to a pulp

in my white Arad, tired wanderers in heavy clothes
stop to judge; their judgement could

be a gift, like any other, now,

on the eve of a holy day

saturated in sick angels

with a too deep sex, so deep

that words burst without worry and everything gets dark.
the perfection of the congregation of signs lacks sense
closes carefully

I leave, but not in my language

without my words

I leave for a country without words.
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Eleonora

Cind Eleonora m-a rugat sa-i ardt parul
m-am dezbracat si mi-am smuls parul de pe cap
Iar degetele mi s-au umplut de singele ei

de cuvintele parului ei intunecat

cind Eleonora imi vorbea despre neputinta ei
eu aveam timpul si risul alaturi

si mi-am pus haine negre si albastre

cind Eleonora a innebunit

eu imi zdrobeam dintii de buze

si tdcerea era chiar gura mea.

dar Eleonora, sora mea pe care nu o mai am...
ceara si cuvintele lor

absenta si cuvintele mele

imi fac semnul

23

Eleonora

When Eleonora asked me to show her my hair

I undressed myself and tore my hair from my head
And my fingers got covered in her blood

in her dark hair’s words

when Eleonora talked to me about her weakness
I had the time and laughter along

and I put on black and blue clothes

when Eleonora got mad

I crushed my teeth with my lips

and the silence was my mouth itself.

but Eleonora, my sister that I no longer have...
wax and their words

absence and my words

make me the sign
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Altd zi de toamnda

mi-e teamad cd fata mea se desprinde.

mi-e teamd cd miine voi fi alta.

dar acum, aici, privesc padurea de brazi

ca pe un refuz.

nu pot accepta, peste mine, plaminii tdi goi.
din nordul Europei se intoarce un copil care,
odinioar3,

mi-a sfisiat parul.

dinspre Balcani, vii tu, fara cruce,

si imi soptesti; nimic nu mai este intre noi.

nimicul, ortodoxia, toleranta, moartea.

24

Another day of autumn

I'm worried that my face is falling out.

I'm worried that tomorrow I'll be someone else.

but now, here, I look at the pine forest

as at a refusal.

I cannot accept, over me, your empty lungs.

from the North of Europe a child is coming back who,
once,

tore my hair.

from the Balkans, you come, without a cross,

and whisper; there’s nothing left between us.

nothingness, orthodoxy, tolerance, death.

)
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Acum in intuneric

Acum, in intuneric, ma urc pe mina ta violeta
si imi simt cuvintele printre coapse.

in aceastda dimineata te voi trezi si iti voi spune;
pleacd definitiv din casa cu pdianjeni de cristal.
pleacd precum un strdin.

nebunia mea este mai aproape de moarte

decit de poezie.

icoana din dreapta, atirnatd, nu mai are chip; sarutul
celor sdraci a ros imaginea pind la lemn.

un sat in care am inceput sd md cunosc

este satul in care tu ai cules zmeurd neagra.
acolo, departe, risul nostru a fost gresit.

alt copil isi sdrutd miinile, alta moarte.

25

Now in the dark

Now, in the dark, I climb onto your violet hand
and I feel my words between my thighs.

this morning I will wake you up and say;

leave the house with crystal spiders forever.
leave like a stranger.

my madness is closer to death

than it is to poetry.

the icon on the right, hanged, has no face; the kiss
of the poor ones gnawed the image to the wood.
a village in which I started to know myself

is the village in which you picked black raspberries.
there, far away, our laughter was wrong.

another child kisses his hands, another death.
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Jurdmintul

Célugadrita isi dezleagd juramintul;
acum incepe masacrul si frica.

sa fii ceea ce nu esti nu este usor.

dar s fii ceea ce ai devenit este cumplit.

un inger pe care il vad imi taie drumul.
un inger pe care nu il vad

imi daruieste vasul de fier

pe care sa il umplu cu singe.

un inger, bolnav, imi spune

cd iubirea si ura nu au sfirsit.

va veni ziua in care imi voi desena cuvintele pe care

nu le mai pot rosti.

)

26

The vow

The nun untied her vow;

now the massacre and fear start.

to be what you are not is not easy.

to be what you have become is terrible.
an angel that I see blocks my way.

an angel that I cannot see

offers me the iron pot

that I am to fill with blood.

a sick angel tells me

that love and hate have no end.

the day will come in which I will draw the words that

I cannot utter anymore.
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Casa cu pereti albi

Casa pe care nu o voi mai avea

sta, cutremuratd, in mijlocul unei lumi
pierdute.

ocolul, inexorabil, al unui zid;

un zid indiferent.

covorul negru, de o stridentd usor atenuata
acoperd singele care a intrat in lemnul vechi.
un tablou de fier acoperd fereastra.

fard peretii albi, liberd, aleg o splendoare
care nu existd.

fara casd, un singur pret; sobolanul care inchide.

acolo am scris putind poezie, atunci
cind copilul, incd, nu avea sex.

)

27

The house with white walls

The house I will no longer have
stays, shaken, in the middle of a lost
world.

the inexorable bypassing of a wall;
an indifferent wall.

the black carpet, of a slightly subdued stridency

covers the blood that soaked into the old wood.

an iron panel covers the window.

without the white walls, being free, I choose a splendour
that doesn’t exist.

without a house, one single price; the rat that shuts down.

there I wrote little poetry, then,
when the child didn’t yet have a sex.
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Cuvintul care ma tulburd

In apropierea unei anumite zile, sint multe ziduri
care putrezesc in lumind; mai multe sint cele care
sint abandonate in umbra.

intunericul se inaltd, ca o sonda, spre

cerul ireversibil.

»cdci cu placere m-as fi apucat sa sarut
talpile picioarelor lui”

dar timpul sterge religia fetei mele.
timpul se inaltd, ca un animal.

se Tnaltd pe arma.

sint intr-o bisericd; nu mai trebuie s3 urlu.
violenta sint eu. biserica, inafara.

criptele, vitraliile, infirmii

si cei care au plecat.

cind imi amintesc cuvintul care ma tulbura;
acum, aici, induntru.

)

28

The word that torments me

In the dawn of a certain day, there are many walls
that moulder in the light; more are those that

are abandoned in the shade.

the dark rises, like an oil well, towards

the irreversible sky.

‘I would have been glad to kiss

the soles of his feet’

but time wipes religion off my face.
time rises, like an animal.

rises upon the weapon.

I am in a church; I do not have to shout anymore.
the violence is me. the church, outside.

the crypts, the stained glass, the crippled

and the departed.

when [ remember the word that torments me;
now, here, inside.
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De ce sd vorbim

De ce sd vorbim despre moarte si dementa
cind vine cineva pe furis si iti face scamatorii
ca sa zic asa, orientale. sau despre poezie...

se inaltd, din intuneric, o umbra.
pe treptele mele rosii se ascund niste umbre.
pe usa de piatra din camera se adinceste o umbra.

dar de ce sd mai vorbim despre toate aceste lucruri
acum, cind cineva se intinde pind aici
si-si joacd, cu nepdsare, intr-un mod oriental as spune

ultima carte.

29

Why talk

Why talk about death and dementia
when someone sneakily comes and plays tricks on you
so to speak, oriental. or about poetry...

from the dark, a shadow rises.
on my red steps some shadows hide.
on the room’s concrete door a shadow deepens.

but why keep talking about all these things
now, when someone reaches out here

and plays, carelessly, in an oriental way I'd say,
his last card.
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Lumindri din care picurd singe Candles from which blood drips
Nici o luminare nu este luminare. luminarea este No candle is a candle. the candle is
mina din care picura singe pe crucea de lemn. the hand from which blood drips on the wooden cross.
sd nu te intorci spre bucurie sa nu-ti potolesti do not turn towards joy do not quench your
setea si apoi sd te indepdrtezi de propriul tau sex thirst and then stray from your own sex
pe care nu il vei mai vedea niciodata which you will never see again
niciodatd este acum si atunci este niciodata never is now and then is never
ciinele adulmecd urma fina a stapinului the dog sniffs the fine track of the master
pe care nu l-a cunoscut niciodata that he has never known
ciinele urla pe mormintul stapinului sau pe care nu l-a atins the dog howls on the grave of the master that it has never
niciodata. touched.
stapinul nu atinge ci taie. stapinul the owner doesn’t touch but cuts. the owner
vede prin ciine. stapinul moare linga ciine. sees through the dog. the owner dies next to the dog.
cuvintele mor linga cuvinte the words die next to words
ciinele imi linge rana de pe coapsa. the dog licks the wound from my thigh.
in plind deznddejde eu salvez un cuvint in complete despair I save a word
soarele rosu apune pe un cer fard margini the red sun sets on a limitless sky

)
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Locul descoperit

Acoperitd de lumina si apoi doboritd de aceeasi lumina
care coboard si se tavaleste, odata cu inserarea

ca o femeie care se roaga cu capul in pamint

intr-o bisericd de piatra

ajung in locul descoperit al troitei.

pe drumul plin de praf, asprd, padurea de mesteceni
din jur ameninta.

si nu cintecul si nici risul si nici plinsetul

numai cuvintele celei care ingenuncheaza in fata
propriei case ca si in fata ei insesi

in fata familiei dezndddjduite

in fata unor cuvinte fara cuvinte

in fata unui cer negru

si miinile se transformd in animale fine care smulg
carnea

si pieptul se acopera de fum

si spatele se deslipeste de fata

31

The uncovered place

Covered in light and then brought down by the same light
that descends and rolls, with nightfall

like a woman who prays with her head to the ground

in a church made of stone

I arrive at the uncovered place of the wayside crucifix.

on the road covered in dust, rough, the birch forest

all around threatens.

and it’s not the song or the laughter or the crying
but only the words of the one who kneeled before
her own house as if before herself

before her hopeless family

before some words without words

before a black sky

and the hands change into tiny animals that tear
flesh

and the chest gets covered in smoke

and the back detaches from the front
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In gridina rece In the cold garden
Inconjurata de dealurile pline de lumina ca de un Bine Surrounded by the hills covered in light like a Good deed
plin de otrava full of poison
intoarsd din drum de o mina care tine luminarea turned back from your way by a hand that holds the candle
aprinsa si-si picurd singele impreuna cu ceara lit and drips its blood along with the wax
in vasul pe care l-ai uitat aseara in the bowl you forgot last night
in gradina rece in the cold garden
acolo, calugdrita a hotarit sa-si innegreasca pieptul there, the nun decided to blacken her chest
cu singe with blood
caci animalele vii sint pline de putere for living animals are full of power
si puterea este plina de forta and the power is full of strength
si forta este o arma a refuzului and the strength is a weapon of refusal
dar in gradina rece care se acoperd de fumul but in the cold garden that gets covered in the smoke
mortii, cdlugdrita se dezbraca si-si atinge of death, the nun undresses and touches
pielea capului cu miinile the skin of her head with her hands
cind lumina scade si dintr-odatd interiorul when the light dims and suddenly the interior
se substituie noptii si vestea plind de singe substitutes for the night and news drenched in blood
acopera peretii covers the walls
acolo cineva a aruncat cutite in gura there someone threw knives in her mouth
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ei plind de cuvinte full of words
dantele de iarba sfisiata atirna torn lace-like grass hangs
de sutana neagra lipitd de piele by the black habit stuck to the skin
lacul este aproape, manadstirea arde in tacere the lake is near, the monastery burns in silence
o haitd de lupi ameninta hainele negre. a pack of wolves threathens the black clothes.
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Semne de cilugdr

As putea fi un inger, dar cu burta spintecata

acum, in seara plind de cintecele vesele ale celor
singuri

in casa plina de icoane si cruci

aduse tocmai din Rusia, in iarna in care m-am retras
pentru totdeauna

si chiar intelesesem mecanismul ceasului de argint

pe care il purtam pe piept.

cu evlavie si bundcuviintd imi retez puntile
acele cuvinte pe care numai in tdcere le-as putea
pronunta si nici chiar in tdcere

tdcerea insasi se umple de singele meu

si atunci

imi atirn semnele de calugdr, pe umeri.

34

Monk signs

I could be an angel, but with a ripped open stomach

now, in the evening full of the happy songs

of the lonely

in the house full of icons and crosses

brought all the way from Russia, in the winter in which I retired
forever

and I had even understood the mechanism of the silver clock
that I carried on my chest.

with piety and comity I burn my bridges
those words that I pronounce

only in silence, and not even in silence
the silence itself fills with my blood

and then

I hang the monk signs, on my shoulders.
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Instrumente care nu ating Instruments that do not touch
Instrumentul care ma atinge nu m4d intereseaza The instrument that touches me doesn’t interest me
mai multe pdsdri au fost ucise more birds were killed
intr-un loc prea inalt; acolo am inteles crima. in a too high place; there I understood the murder.
caci poeziile mele, sint, uneori, lucide. for my poems, are, sometimes, lucid.
sd picure singe. sa se inalte, ca un taur, focul. let blood drips. let the fire rise, like a bull.
sd vind fratele meu pe care let my brother come whom
nu-l voi cunoaste niciodata. I will never know.
in usd, Strdinul, sd cinte cu noroi pe gura. in the doorway, let the Stranger sing, dirt on his mouth.
in usa casei tale, sd ma tirdsc. in your house’s doorway, let me crawl.
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Mica spaniold

Mi se pare inutil sd iti spun, iubitul meu,
intr-o noapte mai adincd decit cerul,

ca triunghiul pe care il desenezi in fata mea

este un spatiu inchis, in care lupta nu poate avea loc.

uuuuuu

o strainad iti inlocuieste cuvintele.

o strdind cintd pentru ea insasi.

o strdind isi arunca puterea dincolo de libertate.
tocmai acolo, unde lupta este mai presus decit
sdnatatea miinii

culoarea neagrd, amestecata cu albastru isi regaseste
neputinta.

mica spaniold intrerupe dansul meu de o pldcere
imensa.

ea isi strecoara sexul cu grija.

ploud in casa pdrintilor mei.

mad tem ca sfirsitul ar putea fi doar o continuare
a iubirii mele.

pe o bandd nemarginitd, imi sprijin, eu, cea care
nu poate s fie

)

36
Little Spanish girl

It’s needless to say, my lover,

in a night deeper than the sky,

that the triangle you're drawing in front of me

is a closed space, where the fight cannot take place.
a stranger replaces your words.

a stranger sings for herself.

a stranger throws her power beyond freedom.
right there, where the fight is above

the health of one’s hand

the colour black, mixed with blue rediscovers

its helplessness.

the little Spanish girl interrups my dance of a glorious
pleasure.

she sneaks her sex carefully.

it rains in my parents’ house.

I fear that the end could be just a continuation

of my love.

on an endless band, I, the one who

can no longer be
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mai mult decit o credinta,

trupul in lanturi. acum, dimineata, cerul rece

se substituie, cu ingrijorare, vietii.

Doamne, ma retrag in genunchi si nu iti mai pot cere
decit intelegere albastru, cu rosu, cu roz, putin negru,
putind poezie si un ceas violet.

ma plimb printre copacii atit de drepti incit ma gindesc

la parul meu pe care nu-1 voi mai avea niciodata.

ma provoacd miinile; sint o strdind fard miini.

fata mea slabitd imi provoaca linistea; sint o barbara
care nu cunoaste decit suferinta.

Doamne, privesc cerul; esti un monstru pe care nu il
pot intelege.

37

more than some faith,

support my body in chains. now, in the morning, the cold sky

worriedly, substitutes, life.

God, I draw back on my knees and I can only ask
for understanding, blue, with red, pink, some black,
some poetry and a violet watch.

I walk amongst the trees so straight that I think
about my hair which I will no longer have.

my hands stir me; I am a stranger without hands.

my gaunt face is challenging my peace; I am a barbarian
who knows only suffering.

God, I'look at the sky; you are a monster that I cannot
understand.
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Insemnele unei anumite puteri

Sub cer, sub miini, sub sexul fara nici o
greseald, cu ochii incercanati si buzele fine
iti repeti crima, se apropie inserarea

viscolul vertical imi aminteste de cinstea care distruge
scriu intr-o limba pe care numai eu o cunosc
este limba care deseneazd cuvinte

se insinueaza in timp

inlocuindu-1 cu insemnele necunoscute ale
unei Puteri, strdine de mine,

pe care nu o dau la o parte.

sd gdsim, infricosati, literele care se apropie

printre ruinele casei cu peretii, albi,
inca.

38

The marks of a certain power

Under the sky, under the hands, under the flawless sex,
with bleary eyes and soft lips

you repeat your crime, evening gets closer

the vertical blizzard reminds me of the honour that destroys
I write in a language that only I know

is the language that draws words

infiltrates in time

replacing it with the unknown marks of

a Power, unknown to me,

that I won’t push way.

let’s find, terrified, the letters that get closer

amongs the ruins of the house, white-walled
still.
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In marginea gradinii

Marginea gradinii s-a cutremurat ca si inaintea
unei atingeri solemne

dar actul violului s-a consumat brusc

moartea a ocolit, nepdasdtoare,

Trei Umbre Profane.

cinstea mea intunecatd este un poem indepadrtat
ce inchide o carte a cdrui sfirsit ar putea fi religios
daca pielea mea ar fi inchis alt trup, mai puternic,
chiar barbatesc, cu frunte de calugar.

dar eu urlu cu gura deschisa si sora mea...

sora mea Eleonora ma cheama dincolo de zidul
care se apropie

pe umbra Eleonorei desenez altd umbra.

acolo unde creierul atinge alta umbra

a coapselor ei

inainte de moarte

inaintea oricdrei cdrti

inaintea oricdrui cuvint.

)

39

At the edge of the garden

The edge of the garden trembled as if in front
of a solemn touch

but the act of rape was consummated suddenly
indifferently, death dodged,

Three Profane Shadows.

my dark honour is a distant poem

that closes a book whose ending could be religious
if my skin had trapped another body, stronger,
manly even, with a monk’s forehead.

but I yell with my mouth open and my sister...
my sister Eleonora calls me beyond that wall
that gets closer

on Eleonora’s shadow I draw another shadow.
there where the brain touches another shadow
of her thighs

before death

before any book

before any word.
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Aduc cuvinte pe tava plind de mdruntaie I bring words on a patter full of warm

calde offal

Salbadticia mea este atit de mare incit My savagery is so big that

imi pot smulge miinile [ can rip off my hands

imi pot desprinde gura mea rosie I can detach my red mouth

imi pot aduce cuvintele pe tava pe care I can bring words on the platter on which

sint aduse maruntaiele calde warm offal is brought

si lacomia de singe cald and the greed for warm blood

este mult mai putin salbatica decit is less savage than

sdlbaticia mea atunci cind imi provoc my savagery when I provoke

in front of the wall, the lake in which [ immerse the sex,
to the blood.

in fata peretelui, lacul in care imi introduc,
pind la singe, sexul.

amintirea peretelui este mai sdlbaticd decit the memory of the wall is more savage than

oglida in care imi privesc chipul atunci cind the mirror in which I'look at my face when

mi rog. oglinda rece o sparg pe piept I pray. I break the cold mirror on my chest
seara, cind clopotele vestesc linistea adincd a noptii in the evening, when bells announce the deep silence of the

cind intunericul imi ascunde chipul atit de sdlbatic night

)

si atunci when dark covers my face, so savage

even then.
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Alexandru se intinde in umbra unui copac Alexandru lies down in the shadow

inflorit

A venit ziua in care

imi ceri blindetea alegerii, tu,

absent ca si cerul si doldora de singe
curat ca si lacrima, baiatul oboseste,
aleargd, pipdie mortii din apa

si declard; aici este induntru,

fnduntru este fier de cea mai bunj calitate

aici este adevarul; in ceea ce nu poti retrage.

)

blooming tree

The day has come when

you ask for the gentleness of choice, you,
absent like the sky and covered in blood
lily-white, the boy grows tired,

runs, touches the dead in the water

and states: here it is inside,

inside there is iron of the very first quality
here is the truth; in what you cannot take back.
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Cupola plind de singe a unei
mdndstiri

Hai sd ne intindem pe drumul

alb, cu pielea ca focul, in plind iarna

niciodatd suferinta nu a fost atit de nesigura
imi atac familia si rudele de singe

hai sd atacdm instrdinarea

el, cu craniul ras, intrd Induntru

cu precizia unui poet

dementa, acum, se suprapune ca un zid al unei

manadstiri ingropate in iarba

sub pamint, acolo,
calugadritele se privesc in ochi.

42

The blood-soaked cupola of a
monastery

Let’s lie down on the white

road, with our fire-like skin, in midwinter
suffering has never been this insecure

I attack my family and my blood relatives
let’s attack alienation

he, with his shaved skull, enters inside
with the precision of a poet

dementia, now, superposes itself like a wall
of a monastery buried in grass

under the ground, there,
the nuns look into each other’s eyes.

)
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Grecul ars The burnt Greek
Nimic nu mi se pare prea mult; poate o mind care Nothing seems too much for me; maybe a hand that
inlocuieste melancolia; si mina dinduntru, fara sfirsit. replaces melancholy; and the hand inside, neverending.
grecul ars a carui sandald a rdmas integra the burnt greek whose sandal remained whole
in focul cu sunet de ghitara rece. in the fire that sounds like a cold guitar.
in frigul care se destrama caut bucuria, Doamne. in the cold that is crumbling I search for happiness, God.
mi-am provocat esecul, poezia si moartea; imi provoc, I caused my failure, my poetry, my death; I cause
acum, pielea, parul negru si singele. now, my skin, my black hair, my blood.
fara cer cu cerul in fata. without sky with the sky in front of me.
fara iubire cu iubirea in fata. without love with love in front of me.
urma pe care tu o transformi in animal de prada. the track that you turn into a predator.
plec pe urmele tale cu ochii intunecati de ura. I follow your trail with my eyes shadowed by hate.
intuneric in plind lumina. dark in full light.
noaptea in zorii zilei care incepe. night in the dawn of the day that begins.
noaptea si intuneric in cuvinte; night and dark in words;
numai in cuvintele mele. only in my words.
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Pavilionul nebunilor

Pe drumul care duce spre pavilionul nebunilor
imi port singele de pe talpi

si nu imi pot adinci instrdinarea.

Doamne, nu mai pot crede. am uitat

sd-mi spadl cearsaful negru care ma stringe.
sunt sora lui Lazdr, care nu mai poate invia.
pentru mine nu existd decit umbra.

pentru mine nu existd decit nebunia.

alb ca varul este pavilionul pe care il iubesc ca pe mine
insdmi.

acolo drogul. acolo violenta. acolo sexul. acolo
cuvintele.

in soare, un ciine se culca linistit
la picioarele unui nebun, stdpin, care cinta.

44

The pavilion of the mad

On the road that leads to the pavilion of the mad

I carry my blood on my feet

and I cannot deepen my alienation.

God, I cannot believe anymore. I forgot

to wash the black sheet that strangles me.

I am the sister of Lazarus, who cannot revive again.
for me only shadow exists.

for me only madness exists.

white as chalk is the pavilion I love as I love
myself.

there the drug. there the violence. there the sex. there
the words.

in the sun, a dog lies in peace
at the legs of a mad, master, who sings.
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Fumul intunecat al sfirsitului

»Nu trece cu vederea partea Ta pe care ai
rdscumpadrat-o pentru Tine”

din patria vietii noastre.

si fumul intunecat al sfirsitului de secol
anuntd Timpul.

cadenta, fascista, a umilintei, pe care cei multi
au inteles-o.

sunete de gheatd se prabusesc in singele meu;
acolo se odihneste un sarpe al melancoliei.
cind voi veni, mé voi intoarce.

si cind ma voi ruga, voi uita mila.

niste calugdrite isi ating pielea,

cu sexul.

nu-mi trebuie hrand; acum, cu miinile,
distrug.

45

The dark smoke of the end

‘Do not neglect Your portion, which you
redeemed for Yourself’
from the country of our life.

the dark smoke of the end of the century
announces The Time.

the fascist cadence of humility, which many

understood.

icy sounds collapse in my blood;
there a snakes of melancholy rests.
when I come, I will turn back.

and when I pray, I'll forget mercy.
some nuns touch their skin,

with their sex.

I don’t need food; now, with my hands,
I destroy.
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Lumina

Primul pas, in plin soare,

al singuratatii,

lasind in urma, cimpul de luptd,
rdzboinic in ceata

miinile ating, fard nici o ezitare
pddurea de brazi imi sterge fata.

Coiful de Fier Cinta Liber pe Piele

aproape singe.
cu fata la zid, cintece precise
intr-un spatiu din ce in ce mai ingust.

cheiul se uneste cu zidul
acolo unde, tradatorii
sub cerul cel mai albastru... .

46

The light

The first step, in full sun,

of loneliness,

leaving behind, the battle field,
warrior in the mist

the hands touch, without hesitation
the pine forest wipes my face.

The Iron Helmet Sings Freely on the Skin

almost blood.
with the face to the wall, precise songs
in a space that’s more and more narrow.

the quay unites with the wall
there, where the traitors
under the bluest sky... .
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Inaintez, greu I move forward with difficulty
Inaintez, greu, in lanul subteran al unui I move forward, with difficulty, in the underground field
cimp necunoscut of an unknown plain
de cite ori imi este fricd imi amintesc each time I am afraid I remember
sexul; fard indoiala, sint Bilbiitul. sex; without hesitation, I am the Stammerer.
hei, drumul plin de praf al crimei. hey, the dust-covered road of murder.
hei, legile de fier ale poeziei. hey, the iron laws of poetry.
hei, lumina care imi arde fruntea. hey, the light that burns my forehead.
pe creier, Arhitectul imi proiecteazd, on my brain, the Architect designs,
cu grijd, putind poezie, carefully, a little poetry,
in plin soare. in full sun.
vasul de fier. the iron pot.

)
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Violenta armelor The violence of weapons
Doamne, citd melancolie; sintem, fard sa atingem, God, so much melancholy; we are, without even touching,
violenti; singe uscat pe peretii inalti. violent; dried blood on the high walls.
am asezat puritatea in vene. I placed purity in veins.
am zdrobit-o cu fata de zid. I crushed its face against the wall.
si nu pot vedea nici o picdtura de singe. and I cannot even see a drop of blood.
ca un animal de rasd, placerea de a simti like a purebred animal, the pleasure of feeling
imi distruge iubirea. destroys my love.
mad joc cu animalul pe care nu il vad. I play with the animal I cannot see.
imi adincesc miinile in gura lui ingusta. I deepen my hands into its narrow mouth.
degetele albe se plimbd, simplu si precis, the white fingers walk, simple and precise,
Armele. The Weapons.

)
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In aceasti toamnii In this autumn
In aceastd toamnd, cerul a fost putin mai negru In this autumn, the sky was a little more black
decit altddatd; cuvintele erau obosite than other times; the words were tired
iar miinile celui care s-a drogat and the hands of the one who drugged himself
au intrecut orice mdsura. is out of all bounds.
,numadrul, rinduiala si slujba levitilor; douazeci si ‘the number, the order and the service of the levites; twenty-
patru de mii four thousand
sa lucreze” to work’
imi este greu sd accept cd plaminii mei sint tatuati I find it difficult to accept that my lungs are tattooed
cu litera S; Strigatul, Senzualitatea, with the letter S; Shouting, Sensuality,
Sacrificiul, Sofistul. Sacrifice, Sophist.
si soarele meu este fratele pe care and my sun is the brother that
nu-l voi cunoaste niciodata. [ will never know.
si lumina mea este un alt sistem mecanic and my light is another mechanical system
al unui orb. of a blind man.
si umilinta; si ura. and humility and hate.
acum, fara nici o urma. now, without any trace.

)
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Coruri rusesti

De ce aceste coruri rusesi sint cuvinte;
evanescente, fetite fara trup.

iti amintesti,

Oglinda si Lampa imensa sub care plaminii mei
au fost taiati, cu un folos necunoscut,
desigur.

am urcat treptele, tacute, ale padurii de brazi
si am plins cu lacrimi de bdiat,

am purtat un cutit mic, pretutindeni.
dincolo, in stepd, inca arde calul impuscat

al tatalui meu

atunci cind rdazboiul mai avea un sens.

o lumina rece imi arde cuvintele.

in Orient, poate, ar fi fost posibil.

50

Russian choirs

Why are these Russian choirs words;

evanescent, girls with no body.

You remember,

the Mirror and the huge Lamp under which my lungs
were sliced, for an unknown use,

of course.

I climbed the silent steps of the pine forest

and I cried a boy’s tears,

I carried a small knife, everywhere.

beyond, in the steppe, the shot horse of my father
still burns

when the war still had a meaning.

a cold light burns my words.

maybe, in the Orient, it would have been possible.

)
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Ingerul mortii

»Aur, argint, arama si fier ai cit nu se poate
cintari”

dar, totusi, despartirea indepartatd,

ca un lant, egal, al esecului.

sd nu mai porti nimic pe craniu.

sd porti craniul in singe.

»atunci a zis Domnul cétre inger;

pune-ti sabia in teaca”

si am atins sabia cu mina; era lucioasa si precisa

ca un inger al mortii.

51

The angel of death

‘Gold, silver, bronze and iron beyond
weighing’

but, still, the distant separation,

like an equal chain of failure.

to not wear anything on your skull anymore.
to wear your skull in blood.

‘then God said to the angel:

sheathe your sword’

and I touched the sword with my hand; it was shiny and
precise

like an angel of death.
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Hei, tu, joc de bdiat Hey, you, boy game
Hei, tu, joc de bdiat, bilbiit, Hey, you, boy game, stammering,
floare cu spini flower with thorns
neagra mea metafizica. my black metaphysics.
o urma find, vinovatd, pe cer, a fine trace, guilty, on the sky,
imi aratd drumul. shows me the way.
eu spun asa; cei care cintd acum sint vesnici. I say this: those who sing now are eternal.
undeva, pe cer, imi apropii trupul in flacdri. somewhere, in the sky, I approach my body in flames.
hei, tu, moarte, bucurie. hey, you, death, joy.
rabdarea de a scrie despre moarte. the patience of writing about death.
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Te astept pe tine

Te astept pe tine, copil venit din dragoste pentru
viatd

dar tu esti viatd si moarte, impreunad, cu sufletul
in gurd, ca un miel care suge lapte.

pind si eu mai sint incd mielul mamei mele,

alb si uscat, ranit in piept, cu singele

tisnindu-i printre buzele moi si roze

mielul cuvintelor care ramin ca niste dire de foc.
te astept blinda si supusa ca o fiara

tinutd in cusca, farda mincare si fara iubire

timp de patruzeci de zile sau patruzeci de luni
sint blinda si supusa ca o fiara tinuta in cusca.
tu esti mielul doldora de singe.

53

I'm waiting for you

I'm waiting for you, child born from love

of life

but you are life and death, together, with your soul
in your mouth, like a lamb that sucks milk.

even now I am still the lamb of my mother,

white and dry, chest wounded, with blood

gushing through its soft and pink lips

the lamb of the words that remain like some fire marks.
I'm waiting for you gentle and obedient like a beast
held in a cage, without food and love

for forty days or forty months

I am gentle and obedient like a beast held in a cage.
you are the lamb covered in blood.

)
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Miini lungi ca focul

Baiatul se joacd cu el insusi si-si imbratiseaza
pieptul plapind. cu miinile lungi ca focul,

el mingfie,

el inconjoard, el delimiteaza cu o placere

de mare handicapat, timpul. baiatul se bilbiie

si gura lui frumoasa in acele clipe de nesiguranta
se inroseste ca singele

o, baiatul rosteste cuvinte si tacerea ii da tircoale
tdcerea rosie ca porcul jupuit in plind sarbatoare
un clopot atirna de urechea lui fing; baiatul il prinde cu miinile
si-1 aruncd intre coapse. Noi sintem aproape
clopotul oboseste vestind neputinta calugdritei care
este sora bdiatului

cu fierul ascutit al zilei care vine

bdiatul si sora isi taie o cruce pe miini

bdiatul se joacd cu el insusi si-si imbratiseaza

cele trei miini.

)

54

Hands long like fire

The boy plays with himself and embraces

his frail chest. With hands long as fire,

he caresses,

he surrounds, he delimits with the pleasure

of a big handicapped person, time. The boy stammers

and his beautiful mouth in those moments of uncertainty
becomes red like blood

oh, the boy utters words and the silence is lurking

the silence red like the skinned pig at the height of festivities

a bell hangs against its fine ear; the boy catches it with his
hands

and throws it between his thighs. We are close by

the bell gets tired announcing the powerlessness of the nun
who

is the boy’s sister

with the sharp iron of the coming day

the boy and his sister cut a cross on their hands

the boy plays with himself and embraces

his three hands.
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Cei care nu se mai pot intoarce Those who cannot return anymore
Nu-mi amintesc decit tacerea. I can only remember the silence.
o bratara din argint curat s-a lipit de piele pina la singe. a bracelet made of pure silver glued to my skin to the blood.
deslipitd, o port ca pe un mic steag al unei fiinte aspre. unglued, I wear it like a small flag of a rugged being.
mina descoperitd se prabuseste in apa de botez the uncovered hand collapses in the baptismal water
a celui care pleacd pentru totdeauna. of the one who leaves forever.
tu nu mai esti decit slava; as putea spune chiar; you are but glory; I could even say:
slava cerului. the glory of the sky.
eu sint sclava care atinge pamintul. I am the slave that touches the earth,
care se lupta cu pamintul. sint una cu pamintul. that fights the earth. I am one with the earth.
cu miinile in jurul capului cumplit de singur with my hands around this terribly lonely head
imi string venele pe care le mai am I squeeze the veins that I still have
singele care este privit the blood that is being watched
acolo, seara, in plind lumind a unui lac there, in the evening, in the full light of an empty
pustiu lake
in care se adund, spre mijloc, nebunii, caldii where, towards the middle, gather the mad, the executioners
si cei care nu se mai pot intoarce. and those who cannot return anymore.

)
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Capul unul animal care a vizut focul

Pe pajistea luminoasa apare capul unui animal
care a vazut focul. imi curge singe din gura

si ridic luminarea indepadrtatd ca moartea,

in fata fetei

aici si acum vorbesc despre tine si, deci, despre mine
si despre mine cu tine.

nu inteleg nimic.

gleznele sint acoperite de iarba si insectele suna

pe piele. pe degete imi place sd se adune

ceva ce nu este. numai din gurd si din nas

imi curge singe. pe locul pe care stau se prabuseste
steaua care nu este decit o groapa.

si intunericul si singele si cuvintele sint gropi

si numai Isus si Tatdl Lui si capul unui
animal care a vazut focul.

56

The head of an animal that has seen fire

On the bright meadow appears the head of an animal
that has seen fire. blood drips from my mouth

and I raise the candle that’s as distant as death,

in front of the face

here and now I talk about you and, therefore, about me
and about me with you.

I don’t understand anything.

my ankles are covered in grass and the insects buzz
on my skin. I like on my fingers to gather

something that is not. only from my mouth and nose
drips blood. In this spot I stand on collapses

the star which is just a hole.

and the dark and the blood and the words are holes

and only Jesus and His Father and the head
of an animal that has seen fire.
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Cuvintele sint fapte intoarse cu fata
spre mine

Astdzi cuvintele mele sint mai mult decit
fapte si faptele s-au intors cu fata spre mine.
astdzi faptele mele sint mai mult decit ceea ce s-ar putea numi
crimd

si crima o fac in tdcere cu fata la perete.

astdzi peretele s-a ridicat in fata mea

ca si in fata lui insusi si fata mea a devenit
fum si singe.

niciodata astdzi nu a fost ca si astazi; pe piept
se aduna o fatd lovita si schimonosita

si picura singe din piept pe fata care

coboara

si niciodata

)

57

Words are deeds turned with their faces
towards me

Today my words are more than

deeds and the deeds turned facing me.

today my deeds are more than what one could call
a crime

and I commit the crime in silence facing the wall.
today the wall rose in front of me

as though in front of itself and my face became
smoke and blood.

today has never been like today; on the chest

a bruised and distorted face gathers

and blood drips from the chest and the face that
descends

and never
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Craniul i usa

»Ji-a smerit cumplit trupul sau si tot locul impodobit
altddatd lI-a umplut de pdar smuls din capul sau”

si craniul si usa. taiate de cuvintele celui care...
alte cuvinte.

infernul se ridicd, senin, din umbra cerului sdu.
mi-e foame de singe. altddatd am lovit fruntea ta
cu degetele subtiri si bolnave.

altddata am izbit o familie.

odinioard am aruncat cu pietre. hei, citd nepdsare.

atunci regele a zis lui Aman; , Bine ai zis, ia repede
haine si cai, cum ai spus si fa asa iudeului Mardoheu,
care sade la poarta regelui.

Sa nu lasi nimic din toate cite am zis”.

58

The skull and the door

‘She utterly humbled her body; every part that
she loved to adorn she covered with her tangled hair.’

and the skull and the door cut by the words of the one who...
other words.

hell rises, serenely, from the shadow of its sky.

I am hungry for blood. once I hit your forehead
with my sick skinny fingers.

some other time I beat a family.

once I threw stones. hey, so much indifference.

Then the king said to Haman, ‘Quickly,

take the robes and the horse, as you have said, and do so
to the Jew Mordecai who sits at the king’s gate.

Leave out nothing that you have mentioned.’
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Strdina

S-ar putea sa fie Straina care plinge

cu o decentd si o discretie

mai mare decit plinsetul insusi

deoarece o Strdind este aceasta care vine
spre induntru cu toatd forta, cu singele siroindu-i
pe timple si piept

nesigura si infometata.

deoarece numai o straind a ajuns la portile
obosite ale pielii

care in curind se destrama

si numai o strdind se adinceste in lacul

propriului sdu nume pind la dementa.

acolo, mormintul PUTERII,
acolo, lacasul sigur al mortii.

acolo, se inchide si se deschide
CARTEA.

)

59

The stranger

It could be the Stranger who weeps

with a decency and discretion

greater than the weeping itself

because a Stranger it is who comes
towards inside with all her strength, with blood flowing
from her temples and chest

insecure and famished.

because only a stranger arrived at the tired
gates of the skin

that soon unravels

and only a stranger deepens in the lake

of her own name to dementia.

there, the grave of POWER,
there, the safe sanctuary of death.

there, closes and opens
THE BOOK.
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Niciodatd in umbra

Cu miini subtiri de fetita

inconjuram, rosie ca focul, cuvintele obscene

ale necunoscutului (atunci, in gradina alba de soare,
a Eleonorei), pe fata asiatica.

dar acum, cind imi fac loc in padurea de mesteceni.

(iti amintesti, Drumul Rusesc pe care l-am strabatut
straini, inspre Suzdal)

atit de dreaptd, Doamne.

in noaptea in care intru in plaminii mei
ca in propria-mi casa cu peretii albi ca varul
niciodatd nu se va mai intimpla

in stepa cea mai adinca
cu crucea lipitd de crucea din creier.

60

Never in the shadow

With thin girlish hands

I surrounded, red like fire, the obscene words

of the unknown (then, in Eleonora’s

sun-lit garden), on the Asian face.

but now, when I make my way through the birch forest.
(you remember, the Russian Road which we travelled as
strangers, towards Suzdal)

so straight, God.

in the night when I enter my lungs
like in my own house with lime-white walls
it will never happen again.

in the deepest steppe
with the cross glued to the cross in my brain.
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Interiorul unei dimineti de iarnd

In plin atac, cu riscul, inscris,

ca un rac, printre coapsele lungi
plinge oligofrena anumitor cuvinte
atit de putine.

pe copertile de piele, rosii din pricini
obscure,

aurul inlocuieste viata

aici, in punctul acesta, unde cartea se inchide
dementa este dimineata unei nopti

indepartate.

cu moartea pe pielea capului,

ca un praf, aspru, de par,

atit de aproape, induntru,

in celulele albe care sparg dimineata
si moartea

cu cutitul pe pielea altui cutit

spun cuvinte

61

The inside of a winter morning

In full attack, with the risk, inscribed,
like a crab, amongst those long thighs
the retarded one cries of certain words

not so many.

on the leather covers, red from obscure
reasons,

gold replaces life

here, in this very spot, where the book closes
dementia is the morning of a distant

night.

with death on the skin of my head,

like a rough dust of hair,

so close, inside,

in the white cells that break the morning
and death

with a knife on the skin of another knife
I utter words
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hainele sint pline de singe the clothes are covered in blood
ele distrug martorii care se supun they destroy the witnesses that submit
hainele sint straine si negre. the clothes are foreign and black.
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Iarna

Frigul isi infige coltii

In oasele cladirilor intunecate.

Pe zdpada imaculatd, o bucatd de creier zdrobit
Sfartecd disonanta puritatii pierdute.
Lampa picurd pe perete,

Dens, de var.

Furia de-a scrie se impleteste cu sila.
Deasupra unei cladiri inalte,

Inconjurata de ceatd densa -

Orasul tremura sacadat

Sub dangatul clopotelor

De bronz -

Rdul cu propria-mi mascd de care md lepad
Isi dau mana.

63

Winter

Cold gnaws its fangs

In the dark buildings” bones.

On the immaculate snow, a piece of crushed brain
Rips the dissonance of lost purity.

The lamp drips on the wall,

Dense, whitewashed.

The anger of writing entwines with repugnance.
Above a tall building,

Surrounded by a dense fog -

The city trembles erratically

Under the toll of the bells

Made of bronze -

Evil and my own mask which I renounce
Shake hands.

)
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Viantul

De acum tu esti singurul meu drum.
Experienta mortii mi-a supt sangele din trup.
Réasare-n umbra serii cerul inghetat.
Recunosc (infranatii!) muzica spatiald a nelinistii
Care-si trimite cu degetele subtiri

Patima bucuriei schimonosite.

Vointa mea-nfloreste sub raza saturata

De viata a unei singure zile.

Un ac infipt intr-un fluture negru.

Vantul acesta violent se joaca.

Mi-am rupt toate lanturile

)
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Wind

From now on you are my only road.

The experience of death drained my body of blood.
In the shadow of the evening arises the frozen sky.
I recognise (the restrained!) the spacial music of restlessness
Which sends with its slim fingers

The ardour of distorted joy.

My will blooms under the ray saturated

With the life of a one single day.

A needle piercing a black butterfly.

This violent wind is playing.

I have broken all my chains
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Bolta The celestial vault
Réacoroasa este apropierea ta. Cooling is your proximity.
Bolta pe care o privesc cu ochii mintii, ma-nfioara. The celestial vault that I gaze at with my mind’s eyes, chills me.
Linistea se zbate falfadindu-si aripile in imensa Silence struggles fluttering its wings in the immensity
Gradina. Of the garden.
Cat de mult am crezut in ratiune si in How strongly I believed in reason and in
Puterea vietii! The power of life!
Zeita suferintei, luna. Goddess of suffering, moon.
Dincolo de mine, de spatiul lunar, Beyond me and the lunar space,
Spiritul ratdceste pe un tairm de gheata. The spirit drifts on an icy shore.

)
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Soare crud

Rétacesc dupa tine, umbrd,
Daéruieste-mi acum, in noaptea extazului,
Un alt soare, crud.
Ca sd nu mai pot vedea altceva, smulge-mi ochii
Si da-i uliului ce tipa monstruos si senzual.
Fara indoiald, imbradtisatd, in genunchi, cu tine,
Ajung abia sd-mi mangai fumul crucii pur.
Cand orbitele mele se umplu de o ardoare trista

ce nu se mai
Sfarseste, obsesia mea se transforma in val de sange.
Spiritul meu aduce cu sine patima si umbra si rdcoarea
Sinebunia si vigoarea renuntarii si a resemnarii.
Dansul sacadat al stelei fixe se zbuciumad printre astri

cenusii.

Imi trebuie un cutit ca s3-mi tai bratul,
Pe tine, umbrd, nu te voi pardsi niciodata.

66

Fresh sun

I wander in search of you, shadow,
Give me now, in this night of ecstasy,
Another fresh sun.
So I cannot see anything else, pluck out my eyes
And feed them to the hawk that cries monstrously and lustfuly.
Without doubt, embraced, kneeling, with you,
I can barely caress the pure smoke of the cross.
When my orbits fill with a sad ardour
which will not
End, my obsession transforms into a wave of blood.
My spirit brings with it suffering and shadow and coolness
And madness and the vigour of renunciation and resignation.
The erratic dance of the fixed star tempests amongst the gray
celestial bodies.
I need a knife to cut my arm,
You, shadow, I will never abandon you.
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Torta The torch

O umbrd a venit cdtre mine cu o tortd aprinsa. A shadow came towards me with a lit torch.

Dacd nu o poti lua in maini fara sa sangerezi, a spus If you cannot hold it without bleeding, said
umbra, the shadow,
Ti-o ddruiesc. Vei deveni nemuritoare. I will give it to you. You will become immortal.
Lipsa sangelui este gingdsia si mdsura iubirii tale. The lack of blood is the delicacy and measure of your love.
Umbrd, am strigat, tu, pe care nu te zdresc Shadow, I called, you, the one I cannot see
Si doar torta ta arde stravezie in spatiul intunecat, And only your torch that burns translucently in this dark space,
Tu, care mi-ai daruit sangele cu zgarcenie de mare You, who gave me blood with the stinginess of a great

creator, creator,

Mie, care am crezut cd pot trdi

Cu spiritul insetat de moarte.

Torta ta poate ramane neatinsa

Intre coarnele vesnice ale tapului salbatic.

Nici o picdtura de sdnge nu va curge din creierul
tapului.

Mainile mele vor insangera torta.

To me, who thought I could live

With my spirit thirsty for death.

Your torch can remain untouched

Between the everlasting horns of a wild he-goat.
Not even a drop of blood will drip from the brain
of the he-goat.

My hands will cover the torch with blood.
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Noapte de mai

Lumina trandafirilor isi picurd carnea.

In preajma gradinilor parasite se aduna roua viorie.
Flacari mari se izbesc de crengile tremurdtoare,
Relativitatea lor de argint fisurat, pierdut,

Sub bolta rece.

Dumnezeule, daca esti, spune-mi sa nu fiu.

Prin masti de metal rascolite de vremi

Cei care vin dupd noi isi strecoard usoara dezamagire.

Cu fierul rosu atingi

Noaptea mea cutremurdtoare

Ce nu mai pleacd,

Ci std la pAnda impreund cu Tine.

68

Night of May

The light of roses drips its flesh.

In the vicinity of the abandoned gardens violet blue dew
gathers.

Big flames hit the trembling branches,

Their relativity of cracked silver, lost,

Under the cold vault of the sky.

God, if you are, tell me not to be.

Through metal masks stirred by times

Those who come after us sneak their light disappointment.
With the red iron you touch

My shattering night

That won't leave,

But lurks together with You.
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Grota The cave
Fiinta mea respira libera si puternica. My being breathes free and strong.
Cum as putea sa-mi ascund fata patimasa si rece How could I hide my fiery and cold face
Langa ce stalp al infamiei ma alungi Next to what pole of infamy do you banish me
Tu, viatd a vietii mele You, life of my life
Sangele tdu il beau cu desfatare, I drink your blood with delight,
Sentimentul mi se topeste pe cruce My feeling melts on the cross
Nicicand umbra salcAmului nu va mai inflori in gand, The shadow of the locust tree will never again bloom in the
Cine esti, daca nici macar umbra nu ti-am zarit-o, mind,
Posesiunea ta este spirit sfasiat Who are you, if I couldn’t even see your shadow,
Haide, ajutd-ma4 sd trdiesc, Your possesion is the torn spirit
Melancolia si vigoarea mea au atins apogeul Come, help me live,
Nu ma ldsa, grota adancd, plind de-ntuneric, My melancholy and vigour have reached their peak
M3 cheama, fara-ncetare. Don’t leave me, the deep cave, full of darkness,

Calls me, endlessly.
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Acest Trup, ce This Body, which
Nu-i vesnic. Is not everlasting.
Dealul descarnat Fleshless hill
Prabusit in lumina. Collapsed in light.
Am vazut iubirea. I saw love.
Sint ruptura dintre I am the breach between
Sfintul vis si sfinta The holy dream and holy
Materie. Matter.
Nimic nu-mi ajunge Nothing is enough for me
Nimic nu mad satisface. Nothing satisfies me.
Sint materia pe care I am the matter you
O defaimi. Defame.
Tu esti You are
Bucuria si Joy and
Viata. Life.

)
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