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Translation Cafe started in the year 2007, as the magazine of the MA Programme for the Translation of the
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The eZINE consists of translations by graduate students of MTTLC, as a prolongation of their activity in
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Eu frunzd de otel I leaf of steel
cineva tipa sint mai bun decit voi scriu someone was screaming I'm better than you I write
si poezii poems too
oglinzile erau fugdrite prin curte the mirrors were chased through the yard
si caii se insurubau in ploaie and the horses were screwing in the rain
(frére jaques, frere jaques (frére jaques, frere jaques
dormez-vous?) dormez-vous?)
cineva intr-o zi era frint someone was exhausted one day
pe genunchii nepdsatori on the impassible knees
ai destinului of destiny
iar eu poate fard sa inteleg prea bine and perhaps without comprehending too well I
treceam descheiat la git in camasa was passing by with my shirt open-necked

)
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Vineri 11, 11 a.m. Friday 11, 11 a.m.
inutil sa va bateti capul useless to rack your brains
e vorba de ziua si ora it'’s about the day and hour
nasterii mele of my birth
(femeile incepind (women starting
sa discute despre to talk about
cum a fost cind how it felt when
au ndscut sentimentul they gave birth your feeling
tdu de stinghereala of discomfort
incercarea stingace the awkward attempt
de a participa to participate
madcar psihic) at least mentally)
singele-mi era un lift my blood was an elevator
oprit intre etaje stuck between floors
in asteptarea mecanicului waiting for the mechanic
aflam ca fusese vorba I was finding out
ca mama sd renunte la sarcina it had been decided that mother would abort the pregnancy
la mine adica me that is
(toamna crestea din vara (fall was growing out of summer
ca un simbure in mijlocul like a kernel in the middle

)
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piersicii iti cdutai
imaginea adolescentei
pe strdzi si in gari
intre carti si muzica pop
elanuri generoase si teama
de a nu fi ridicol
cu revolte gratuite sau nu
masca pe care s-o abandonezi
in drum)

m-am ndscut vinat

amadrit ca un pisoi

a trebuit sa mi se dea

palme sa tip sd se vada

ca sint viu
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of the peach you were searching
for the image of your teen-age years
on streets and in train stations
between books and pop music
generous impulses and the fear
of being ridiculous
with gratuitous or not upheavals
mask that you’d abandon
on the way)

I was born blue

sick like a kitten

they had to slap me

so I could scream so they could see

that I was alive

)
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Venerabil autor vizut de el insusi, la tinerete Venerable author as seen by himself, in his youth
eu eram mezinul stingaci I was the clumsy youngest son
dormeam in galeria I would sleep in the gallery
cu armurile familiei with the family armor
decapitam greieri I would decapitate crickets
cu lama with a razor
asteptam sa se intimple ceva waiting for something to happen
un hai la culcare a go to bed
venit in virful degetelor coming on the tips of its toes
inchidea pamintul shutting the ground
ca pe o carte like a book

Translation
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De dragoste

primdvara odatd cu topirea gheturilor
la fel de navalnica

trebuia sa vind marea mea dragoste

ii puteam spune simplu oana
sau oricum
altfel

{i cldadeam un castel in care
sdbii goale stralucind in soare
sd cinte virtutile iubitoarei mele

de literaturd doamne

ii zdmisleam centauri cintdreti

sub frunte

faptura-i de flacdrd s-o cucereasca iara
ca pe-o femeie adevarata

Of love

in spring along with the thawing of ice
just as gushing
my great love was to arrive

I could simply call her oana
or whatever
else

I was building her a castle where
unsheathed swords glowing in the sun
would sing the virtues of my
literature-loving lady

I was fashioning singing centaurs

beneath her brow

so that her body of flame would be won again
as a real woman

)
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Intimplare cu poetul inci student

,Nu vii la o bere?” - un fost
coleg de liceu

a dat si el la facultate

si-a facut armata

lucreaza are nevasta copil
“Lasa fac eu cinste” -
superioritatea lui subinteleasa
care ma face

sd ma simt din nou

ca atunci cind eram pusti

si nu aveam intotdeauna
cinci lei de cinematograf
sau de o inghetata

lucrurile de care n-avut curajul
sd ma despart brutal
singurdtatea mea asfaltata

pe care mirosul de cauciuc ars
ruleaza cu viteza maximd admisa

)

Episode with the poet still a student

“Won’t you join us for a beer?” - a former
high school colleague

applied for college as well

he did his time in the army
he works he has a wife a child
“It's on me” -

his implicit superiority

that makes me

feel like I did

when [ was a kid

and didn’t always have

five lei to see a movie

or to buy an ice cream

the things that I didn’t have the guts

to brutally part with

my tarred loneliness

upon which the smell of burnt rubber
runs at the maximum permitted speed

Translation
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Ea She

broscutd dotata cu sens tiny frog endowed with meaning

zimbetul meu my smile

de copil of a disappointed
dezamagit child

(restul e ca (the rest is like

un cintec indrdgit
in adolescentd)

- si vocea

ragusita

de cit se tirise

prin hatisul

de cabluri telefonice:

~Est-ce que

vous étes

la fille

du peintre cubiste?”

)

a song cherished
in adolescence)

- and my voice

hoarse

from so much crawling
through the thicket

of phone wires:

“Est-ce que

vous étes

la fille

du peintre cubiste?”

Translation
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Fortdreata Bastiani

vine toamna -

alt nume pentru atunci

cind dupd o petrecere
trebuie sa mai si speli vasele
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The Bastiani fortress

fall is coming -

another name for when

you’ve also got to do the dishes
after a party

inarmat cu prestanta armed with the commanding appearance

pe care ti-o dau that a suit and tie
costumul si cravata give you

(ca sd nu mai vorbim de catalog) (not to mention the class book)
povestesti copiilor you tell the children
despre un madr putrezit about a rotten apple
acoperit de coaja lucitoare covered by the shiny peel
a cuvintului ,mar’ of the word “apple’
- eventual inflorit - - perhaps in blossom -
(praful de cretd pdtruns in pielea (the chalk dust seeped into the skin
miinii drepte) of your right hand)

madcinat de paseismul torn by the passéism

)
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care iti zice incontestabil that indisputably tells you
la virsta lor nu numai eu when I was their age not only I
dar toata generatia mea but my whole generation
era mai isteata was smarter
mai putin indiferentd la carte less indifferent to learning
decit copiii acestia than these children
un brad de frig iti creste-n trup a fir tree of cold sprouts in your body

)

Translation
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un o rostogolindu-se
ca un soricel prin iarba
se scutura de roua
clipeste din ochisori
,ce mai e nou?’

,nimic, tdnase, nimic’

Translation Café, Issue 185
Poems by Romulus Bucur
Translated into English by MTTLC Adrian Bucur

16

an o rolling down

like a little mouse in the grass
it shakes off the dew

opens and closes its tiny eyes
"how’s it going?’

‘same old, tdnase, same old’

)

Translation
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Pierderi Losses
sa pierzi totul e sd ramfii o tanddra de os to lose everything is to be but a shard of bone
dar iti mai ramine intotdeauna ceva de pierdut but there will always be something left to lose
(ba da ba da argumentat cu batdi din picior (but it is but it is argued with foot stomps
si biziieli de copil alintat) and the whining of a spoiled kid)
bucuria pe care ar trebui s-o simti the joy that you should feel
cind trenul mai are cinci minute when the train is five minutes away
pind sd intre in orasul from the town
in care te-ai ndscut ai crescut you were born in you grew up in
si revii and you're returning
dupd terminarea studiilor after finishing your studies
rufele atirnind in balcoane clothes hanging on the balconies
chipul ei desprinzindu-se her face coming off
din tesatura covorului of the carpet’s fabric
ninsoarea plapinda de oras the feeble city snow
catedrala pe care the cathedral
n-ai vizitat-o niciodata you never visited
poate ca sd-ti mai ramina ceva maybe so you might have something left
cind vei reveni ca turist for when you return as a tourist

Translation
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sd fii o patd de culoare
pe un tablou neterminat
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to be a spot of color
on an unfinished painting

Translation
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1,52

metri

are ea

+1 soricel

de catifea

cu codita inmuiata
in sulfamida
pentru ranile
prietenilor

dar asta nu contea
za prea

mult important e ca
existd und(E)v(A)
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1.52

meters tall

is she

+1 little

velvet mouse

with his tiny tail dripped
in sulphamide

for the wounds

of friends

but this doesn’t re

ally matter

what matters is that
(S)omew (H)er(E) exists

Translation
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Plimbarea de seard The evening walk
»acasd acasd” se scuturd in pahar “home home” is whisked in the glass
cu bucurie amara with bitter joy
rumegusul cuvintelor the sawdust of words
(avea oximoroni vor spune (he had oxymorons
vecinele el stia sdracu’ the neighbors will say he knew poor soul
da’ n-a vrut sd spuie but didn’t wanna tell
la nimeni) anyone)

o tigard inca fumegind a cigarette still smoldering

pe caldarim on the pavement

chipul meu rasfrint my face reflected

de vitrine imi trec in shop windows I take

in revistd prietenii stock of my friends

ca un comandant trupele like a commander of his men

rdmase fidele sigur certainly still loyal

ei si-au facut they did

datoria fata de societate muncesc their duty for society they work
au facut they had
copii, au scris carti kids, they wrote books

Translation
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o0 masina abandonata

cu usile deschise uite
incepe sd intre zdpada
induntru

dar asta era mai demult
gazda tocmai incepuse sa
madture gunoiul sub dulap
repede pind nu vin
musafirii
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Calé

March 2018

an abandoned car

with its doors open look

snow’s starting to get

in

but that was long ago

the host had just started to

sweep the trash under the wardrobe
quickly before

the arrival of the guests

Translation



Poem despre mdr

lumea s-a concentrat
intr-un mar:

il miros mi-1 lipesc

de obraz mi-1 apropii

de gurd ca si cum as vrea
sd-1 sarut

explorez mai departe
analogiile dintre el

si o femeie aminind
mereu clipa

cind sa-mi implint dintii
in el luptind cu somnul
care-mi creste

ca niste vrejuri in membre
si pind la urma

cu un gest hotarit
intrerup filozofarea
muscind si

instituind o noua
analogie
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Poem about an apple

the world has been concentrated
into an apple:

I smell it I stick it

to my cheek I bring it

to my mouth as if I wanted

to kiss it

I keep exploring

the analogies between it

and a woman always
postponing the moment
when I will sink my teeth
into it fighting the sleep

that spreads

like vines in my limbs

and eventually

with a decisive gesture

I break off the philosophizing
biting and

creating a new

analogy

Translation
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Copil gasit Foundling

Duminica. Sunday.

Familia asezata Family sitting

in jurul mesei. around the table.

,Cind eram eu de virsta ta...” “When I was your age...”

(Glasurile celorlalti (The voices of the others

ajung la tine reach you

ca bolboroseala like the sputtering

cuiva ce se ineaca of someone who’s drowning

in bautura ramasa in the alcoholic dregs

pe fundul unei uriase sticle) at the bottom of a huge bottle)
»,Sansa ta - un prieten “Your good fortune - a friend
ca un autobuz disparind like a bus vanishing
dupa colt round the corner
e cd mai crezi is that you still believe
in cuvintele in the words
care ne insoteau that accompanied
adolescenta: our adolescence:
dragoste, prietenie, cinste” love, friendship, honor”

)

Translation
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Suna toamna si-ti lasa
la usd un copil gasit.
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Fall calls and leaves
a foundling at your door.

Translation
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Sda vezi

sd vezi in maturatul zilnic

al frunzelor cazute in fata casei
un simbol al luptei cu natura
sd percepi trecerea timpului
prin aceea cd iar

ti se face foame iar

se murddresc rufele

si trebuie spdlate

sd-ti imaginezi moartea drept ceva
care te face sd nu vezi
urmatorul episod

al unui serial

tragi un sut cotarlei
care are ghinionul

sd-ti iasd Inainte

pe strada te rusinezi
auzind-o cum chelaldie
si imediat faci legdtura

Translation Café, Issue 185
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Seeing

seeing in the daily sweeping

of leaves that have fallen outside the house
a symbol of the fight against nature
perceiving the passage of time

in the fact that again

you grow hungry again

clothes get dirty

and need washing

imagining death as something

that prevents you from seeing

the next episode

of a serial

kicking the mutt

that has the bad luck

to cross your path

on the street you feel ashamed
hearing it yelp

and you immediately connect

Translation
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dintre gestul tdu your gesture
si valul de violenta to the wave of violence
revarsat asupra lumii flooding the world
0, minunatd, minunata lume oh, wonderful, wonderful world
0, aerian spirit al lui ariel oh, aerial spirit of ariel
stiinta ta - citeva semne neintelese your science - a couple of obscure signs
desenate de o mind sovaiel.......... drawn by a faltering ha......

Translation
Cafli
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Omul cu chitara The man with the guitar

nu vei isteriza multimile it will not send the crowds
cu ea into a frenzy

si nici macar albastra and it’s not even

nue

(plaja pustie
cinematograful pustiu
cu coji de seminte pe jos
urletul pustiu

in care stai si cinti

cu jale cumplita

viata lumii

scrisd pe foi jupuite
de pe inimi vii

cinti despre o femeie
muscind dintr-un mar
la o fereastra

blue

despre micile vitejii duminicale

ale bunilor tati de familie
despre tine

)

(the bleak beach

the bleak cinema

with seed husks on the floor
the bleak howl

you stand in and sing

with terrible woefulness

the world’s life

written on sheets skinned
from beating hearts

you sing of a woman

biting into an apple

by a window

of the little sunday braveries
of decent family men

of you

Translation
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“blazat ‘jaded
circar fanatical
fanatic” slacker’

pierzindu-se ca niste urme losing yourself like tracks

de sdlbaticiune of a wild animal

in cimpie in the meadow
vdzut de sus vazut de departe seen from above seen from afar
omul parea cad n-are moarte man seemed immortal
vazut de departe vazut de sus seen from afar seen from above
omul parea cd e in plus man seemed out of place
in mica lume de plastilind in the little world of plasticine
cind ironia era regind) when irony was queen)

)

Translation
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Ulise

Prin noianul de lume al garii

a apdrut un barbat cu infatisare ciudata
cerind un bilet

spre Ithaca

M-am uitat la imbracdmintea lui sdrdcacioasa
la fata lui brazdata

la tremurul usor al miinilor

$iam incercat sd nu ma gindesc la nimic
decit la fericirea simpla

a acestui om

ce se intorcea acasa

29

Ulysses

Out of the train station’s ocean of people
a strange-looking man appeared

asking for a ticket

to Ithaca

I looked at his shabby clothes
at his lined face
at the slight quiver of the hands

And I tried to think of nothing
but the simple joy

of this man

who was returning home

Translation
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Haiku-uri

lupi pe zdpada
si clopote
in depdrtare

*
* %

noapte si flacdrile
ca un tigru

la pinda

un soricel muiat
de ploaie

toamna

sabia unei frunze
despicind
aerul

*
* %
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Haiku

*
* 0k

wolves on the snow
and bells
far away

*
* ok

night and the flames
like a tiger
stalking

*
* ok

a tiny mouse soaked
by rain
in fall

a blade of grass
slicing
the air

*
* ok

Translation
Cafli

March 2018



ariciul vegetal
al unei castane
in palma mea

Translation Café, Issue 185
Poems by Romulus Bucur
Translated into English by MTTLC Adrian Bucur
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the vegetal hedgehog
of a chestnut
in the palm of my hand

Translation
Cafli

March 2018
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Curajul sd

ar trebui sd ai curajul sa-ti amintesti
acea ultima cafea bautd impreuna
ploaia care v-a surprins imbratisati
dupd un film siropos plecarea ei
scrisorile netrimise din armata
in care o numeai zeita si tirfd
poeziile in care dorul de casd
era imbracat in cdmasa strimta a ironiei
ar trebui sd ai curajul sd deschizi
ferestrele castelului de carti
in care te-ai ascuns si sd privesti
spre tara pustie numita viata ta
sd pleci dintre zidurile acestui oras
si ale urmatorului

si ale urmatorului
istovit si flamind in al nu stiu citelea oras
sd te agezi pe o banca
intre un betiv adormit

si un copil ce se joaca

)
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The courage to

you should have the courage to remember
that last coffee you had together
the rain that caught you embracing
after a bathetic movie her departure
the unsent army letters
where you called her goddess and whore
the poems where homesickness
wore the tight shirt of irony
you should have the courage to open
the windows of the castle of cards
where you hid and look
toward the deserted country called your life
to leave the walls of this town
and the next one

and the next one
exhausted and famished in yet another town
to sit on a bench
between a sleeping drunk

and a child who's playing

Translation
Calé

March 2018



Episod

1.

ce-ti inchipui ca poti salva
7 7

din acest naufragiu

in apele cristaline ale poemului

decit imaginea unei iepe

cu scaieti in coama

2.

pe peronul garii

intre mucuri de tigari

copii si soldati

de mina cu fete

cunoscute cu o ord inainte
nu e acasa ti se spune

a plecat la mare

si un casetofon repetind idiot
silvia’s mother said

Translation Café, Issue 185
Poems by Romulus Bucur

Translated into English by MTTLC Adrian Bucur
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Episode

1.

what do you think you can salvage

out of this shipwreck

in the crystalline waters of the poem

other than the image of a mare
with thistles in her mane

2.

on the railway platform
among butts of cigarettes
children and soldiers
holding the hands of girls
they met an hour before
she’s not home they tell you
she’s off to the seaside

and a cassette recorder dumbly repeating

sylvia’s mother said

Translation
Calé

March 2018
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3. 3.
citeva fotografii in care a couple of photographs that
apari intr-o postura convenabild show you in a convenient position
si din acest suflet and from this soul
cu un ban in gura mai poti salva with a penny in your mouth you can only save
doar o continua si mereu a continuous and ever
mai indepdrtata more faraway
plecare departure

)

Translation
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Sentiment pe o melodie, sd zicem de...

...cd totul se petrece

in virtutea unei cauzalitati
care imi scapa: sinuciderea
balenelor, muzica aceasta
care imi leagd miinile la spate
cu proprii nervi,

cite o scrisoare

cu aripi obosite
prabusindu-se

in golul de clipe

dintre noi,

masca ta de adolescentd,

i (U) b (IT-O),

micile victorii

crusta de cuvinte

pe care o zgirii

de pe fata

si curge singe...

Translation Café, Issue 185
Poems by Romulus Bucur
Translated into English by MTTLC Adrian Bucur
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Feeling built upon a song, say by...

...that it all happens

by virtue of a causality
that eludes me: the suicide
of whales, this music

that ties my hand behind my back
with my own nerves,
some letter

with tired wings

crashing down

into the void of moments
between us,

your teen age mask,

b (E) lo (VE-D),

the little victories

the crust of words

that you scratch

off your face

and the blood pours...

Translation
Calé

March 2018



se face intuneric ca si cum
deodata lumea s-ar ascunde
sub burta unui urias iepure.

Translation Café, Issue 185
Poems by Romulus Bucur
Translated into English by MTTLC Adrian Bucur
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it's getting dark as if
suddenly the world were hiding
under the belly of a giant rabbit

Translation
Cafli

March 2018
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Hic & Nunc, Inc. Hic & Nunc, Inc.
o melodie asong
de-a lui leonard cohen by leonard cohen
ale carei cuvinte whose words
incerc zadarnic in vain I try
sa mi le amintesc - to remember -

poate ca depadrtarea aceasta
artificiala

e insuficientd

pentru durerea

care ar trebui

sd te bintuie

nu prea arati

ca un barbat tinar

lovit in ce are el mai scump
orgoliul de a apdrea tindr
frumos si nu singur

pentru dumnezeu nu singur

perhaps this artificial
separation

is not enough

for the pain

that should

haunt you

you don’t quite look

like a young man

bereft of what he holds dearest
the pride of seeming young
beautiful and not alone

for god’s sake not alone

)

Translation
Calé
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Glasul iubitei ca o petald cu gheare The voice of my beloved like a petal with claws
cladiri si strazi buildings and streets
ale unui oras of a city
vazut intiia oara seen for the first time
boarfe murdare dirty tatters
ingramaddite in graba hastily heaped
in fundul unei genti de voiaj in the bottom of a traveling bag
tipul in negru cu care the guy in black with whom
joc o partidd de sah I'm playing a match of chess
dinainte pierduta that was lost beforehand

Translation
Cafli

March 2018
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Fermecdtorii inocenti The innocent charmers
important e faptul cd ne spunem what matters is that we call one another
sandu nino mircea madi traian florin sandu nino mircea madi traian florin
incdlzindu-ne degetele warming our fingers
in jurul cestii cu ceai around the tea cup
important e ca trdim mult-putin what matters is that we live a lot-a little
importanta e parabola what matters is the parable
tindrului mester of the young master
turndtor de clopote bell caster
secretul meseriei sale the secret of his craft
cumadtra grasd cu o mind-n sold the fat lady standing with a hand on her hip
si mdtura in cealaltd and holding a broomstick in the other
,care stim noi ce le urla “that we know what goes
dumnealor prin cap” through their minds”
prdbusirea cu masina crashing the car
in mare intr-un concurs into the sea in a contest of
cine-are-nervii-mai-tari who-has-the-most-guts

Translation
Calé
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Comin’ home

suieratul locomotivei
ca un chiot de triumf
al soriceilor

ce au ros

incad unul din firele
ce ne leaga

o papadie tinutd in mina
in bataia ploii trebuie
sa repeti de zeci si zeci
de ori ,stii?

iti aud inima” si

»sint prea grea
lasd-mad jos” spus nu
cu foarte multd
convingere

in timp ce alergai

cu ea in brate

pe aleile parcului

)
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Comin’ home

the whistle of the engine
like a shriek of triumph

of the tiny mice

that had nibbled

on yet another of the threads
that bind us

a dandelion held in hand

in the rain must you

say it over and over again
“you know?

I can hear your heart” and
“I'm too heavy

put me down” said with not
much

conviction

while running

holding her in your arms

on the alleyways of the park

Translation
Calé

March 2018



$-0 sun sa-mi amintesc
vocea ei degetele
ezita pe discul telefonului
altadata cifrele se ajungeau
din urma intre ele
suieratul asta
al dracului ce seamana
cu tirfitul desteptatorului
ce mad va trezi

de acum inainte

Translation Café, Issue 185
Poems by Romulus Bucur
Translated into English by MTTLC Adrian Bucur
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Calé

March 2018

I call her to remember
her voice my fingers
hesitate on the telephone’s dial
once the numbers caught up
with themselves
this whistling
sounds so damn much
like the buzzing of the alarm
that will wake me up

from now on

Translation



Artd poeticd

Pamint ars de soare,

cu iarba putina si asprd,

citiva copaci,

imaginea unei fete

(asistenta simtea gust de piersica
pe limbad) -

iatd ce se vedea
in ochii tindrului

$i gura soptind: ,, Am invins!”

Translation Café, Issue 185
Poems by Romulus Bucur
Translated into English by MTTLC Adrian Bucur
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Poetic art

Scorched earth,

with grass scarce and rough,
several trees,

the image of a girl

(the nurse felt a taste of peach
on her tongue) -

here’s what you could see
in the eyes of the young man

And the mouth whispering: “I've won!”

)

Translation
Cafli
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Chanson de printemps

vine primdvara au inceput
sd moarad ciinii

si se topeste zdpada

si toatd lumea respira

un sentiment de placuta
superioritate

ca atunci cind iti jertfesti
ultimii bani pentru

un prieten

ultimul prieten pentru

niste bani

Intristitoare priveliste garile!”
(moartea batrinul mecanic
face semn de pe locomotiva)
»Apoi nu vad ce pretentii
am mai putea avea

sunind din trimbita
judecdtii de apoi!”

Translation Café, Issue 185
Poems by Romulus Bucur

Translated into English by MTTLC Adrian Bucur
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Chanson de printemps

spring’s coming the dogs
have started dying

and the snow’s melting

and everyone is breathing

a feeling of pleasant
superiority

like when you sacrifice

your last money for

a friend

your last friend for

some money

“A saddening sight, the train stations!”
(death the old mechanic
beckons from the engine)
“Well I can’t see what claims
we might still raise

blowing the trumpet

of the last judgment!”

Translation
Calé

March 2018
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Examenul The exam
15 febr. 1981 orele 15 Febr. 15, 1981 15 o’clock
JAN PAWEL GAWLIK JAN PAWEL GAWLIK
EXAMENUL THE EXAM
abonament seria subscription series
mestecenii din fata teatrului the birches in front of the theater
(cu toate referintele lor livresti) (with all their bookish references)
si md gindeam la ea and I was thinking about her
asa ca am intrat so I went
in sald mai ales elevi in the hall mostly pupils

(,Piesa era rafuiala (“The play was a fight

intre virtute si greseald.” between virtue and slight.”
hlizindu-se de rdspunsurile tittering at answers
gen anna karenina a fost like anna karenina was
scrisd de tolstoievski written by tolstoyevksy
sau revolutia franceza or the french revolution

)

Translation
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a fost cauzata de
tele-enciclopedisti

in timp ce eu
descoperindu-mi

cam aceleasi probleme

ca si tindra eroina

am scos involuntar (?)
legitimatia de serviciu:
Unitatea Grup Scolar IVA
Tov. BUCUR ROMULUS
Functia profesor

de parca un plus de detalii reale
ar spori greutatea cernelii
pe hirtie

was caused by
tele-enciclopaedists

while I

discovering that

I had pretty much the same issues
as the young heroine
involuntarily (?)

I took out my official id:

Unit School Group IV A
Tov. BUCUR ROMULUS
Office teacher

as if an addition of real details
increased the weight of ink
on paper

)

Translation
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Bunicul

,Spitalul, gardul de fier forjat,
tramvaiul alunecind pe strada
ingusta si cenusie”

~,Galbene” spune ea,

,in orasul ala toate tramvaiele
sint galbene”

Asteptind intr-o gara mica din Ardeal -
e si acesta un mod de a spune
cd te desparti de cineva

nu
i se va face statuie bunicului nu

a fost un erou nu

a condus camioane cu nitroglicerind nu
a fost vedeta echipei locale

de divizia b nu

a fost macar presedintele societatii de temperanta

)
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Grandpa

“The hospital, the wrought iron fence,
the streetcar gliding on the

narrow ashen street”

“Yellow” she says,

“all the streetcars in that town

are yellow”

Waiting in a small station in Transylvania -

this is also a way of saying
that you're breaking up with someone

no

they won’t make my grandpa a statue no

he wasn’t a hero no

he didn’t drive trucks full of nitroglycerine no

he wasn’t the local
b division team’s star no

he wasn’t even the director of the temperance society

Translation
Calé

March 2018



poemul meu nu

se va sfirsi cu

voiosia conclusiva

a unui profesor pensionar

Translation Café, Issue 185
Poems by Romulus Bucur
Translated into English by MTTLC Adrian Bucur
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my poem will not
end with

the conclusive joy
of a retired teacher

¥

Translation
Cafli

March 2018



Katharsis

as putea copia inscriptiile

de pe doua morminte aldturate
ati fi obligati

sd ma credeti cd e vorba

de bunicii mei zapada

ce le acopera frigul si
pustietatea din cimitir

faptul ca eu insumi

as putea deveni

un paralelipiped de gheata
constituie o tranfigurare
suficientd pentru lacrimile mele
de atunci (acum pare

oarecum deplasat sd plingi) chiar
daca aerul se furiseaza
moleculd cu molecula

din plaminii mei chiar

dacd secundele sint

un sirag de ghiulele

Translation Café, Issue 185
Poems by Romulus Bucur

Translated into English by MTTLC Adrian Bucur

)

48

Katharsis

I could copy the inscriptions
from two neighboring graves
you'd have to

believe me that it’s about

my grandparents the snow
that covers their cold and

the bleakness of the cemetery
the fact that I myself

could become

an ice parallelepiped
represents a transfiguration
sufficient for my tears

from back then (now it seems
rather out of place to cry) even
if the air sneaks

molecule by molecule

out of my lungs even

if seconds are

a string of cannon balls

Translation
Calé
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atirnindu-mi de picioare hanging from my feet
o creangd de salcie zvicneste a bough of willow springs
eliberindu-se sub povara freeing itself under the burden
zdpezii of snow

¥

Translation
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Ennui carele spleen se cheamd

Un dus care ar trebui

sd ma purifice

de melancolie

(singur pe strada

prin ploaia torentiala

rizind de conformistii
adapostiti sub stresini)
Fluier incintat

versiunea absolut personala
a unui cintec simpatic

(o plimbare prin parc -

se vedea clar

cd ea astepta

sd Inceapa ploaia

ca sd ma poata imbratisa;
mi-a spus apoi cd uneori
cind se intoarce singurd acasa
isi intoarce inelul

sd pard verigheta

)
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Ennui that is called spleen

A shower that should

cleanse me

of melancholy

(alone in the street

through the pouring rain
laughing at the conformists
sheltering under the eaves)
Enchanted flute

the absolutely personal version
of a lovely song

(a walk through the park -

you could see clearly

that she was waiting

for the rain to start

so she could hug me;

she then told me that sometimes
when she went back home alone
she would turn her ring around
making it look like a wedding ring

Translation
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poate nu se leagd golanii de ea)
Inutil sa folosesc telefonul
tot nu gdsesc pe nimeni
si in definitiv
(pretinsele ?) nebunii din tinerete
ale tatii - picaturi de singe
facind vinisoare roz
in apa cdlduta
sint de ajuns

pentru mai mult

decit un poem

Translation Café, Issue 185
Poems by Romulus Bucur
Translated into English by MTTLC Adrian Bucur
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so maybe thugs wouldn’t pick on her)
Useless to use the phone
I still can’t reach anyone
and after all
my dad’s (so-called ?) high jinks
from his youth - drops of blood
creating tiny pink veins
in the lukewarm water
are enough

for more

than one poem

)

Translation
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Poemul frunzd de smochin

I
nimic nu se intoarce

urmaresc broastele sarind
cercurile apei
stingindu-se treptat

o creangd de prun
aplecindu-se pind la pamint
sub greutatea fructelor

citiva pasi mai incolo
7
ea goald in iarba

din cind in cind
se aude cdzind
cite un mar

52

The fig leaf poem

I
nothing comes back

I watch frogs leaping
the ripples of water
steadily dying

a bough of plum tree
bowing to the ground
under the weight of fruit

several steps farther
she naked in the grass

from time to time
you can hear
the odd apple falling

Translation
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I II
te-am asteptat I have waited for you
mad si gindeam I was thinking
uite salcimii dstia look at these willows
tremurd de indignare they shiver with outrage
in fata nerusindrii mele at my shamelessness
mai c-as putea face I could even come up
o poezie smechereasca with a foxy poem
despre asta nu vrei about this don’t you want
o para? a pear?
- maldiatad? - godsend?
- nu te prosti uite cum cad - stop fooling around look how they’re falling
nu-i pacat? isn't it a pity?
- asta ai luat-o - you took this
din poezia mea from my poem
(nu conteaza cd acolo erau mere) (it doesn’t matter that they were apples there)
asa cd ma duc repede so I'll go quickly
si-0 scriu and write it

)

Translation
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camera unei fete - a girl’s room -
o trotinetd a scooter
intr-un colt in a corner
o masa plina cu carti a table full of books
(o stringeam in brate - aerul (I was hugging her - the air
de sticld topita of molten glass
al discotecii of the disco
,Esti o pisicd egipteand” “You're an Egyptian cat”
- o fi existind asa ceva? -) - does such a thing exist? -)
o aripd de praf a wing of dust
singurul lucru ramas nemincat the only thing left uneaten
de pisici by cats

)

Translation
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Dragoste & bravurd

,Din mustatd iti cresc paduri
in care se ascund inamici.

RADE-O!”
O, sa implinesti doudzeci de ani
sdrind in bocancii tdi de caporal
in sunete vesele de goarnd
la-ti pusca si ranita

Scara rulantd a memoriei:
umilit de ultimele tramvaie
ce se retrageau in depou
per pedes apostolorum
spre pilnia de dragoste

a surisului ei -

peste treizeci si sase de ore
hainele civile

vor zdcea la loc in dulap
dar deocamdata

tot ce nu e noaptea aceea

Translation Café, Issue 185
Poems by Romulus Bucur

Translated into English by MTTLC Adrian Bucur
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Love & bravery

“From your mustache grow forests
where enemies hide.

SHAVE IT OFF!”

Oh, you'll be twenty

hopping in your corporal’s boots
to happy trumpet noises

pick up your rifle and knapsack

Memory’s escalator:

humiliated by the last streetcars
that were returning to their depots
per pedes apostolorum

toward the love funnel

of her smile -

after thirty-six hours

the civilian clothes

will lie in the wardrobe

but for now

all that is not that night

Translation
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nu conteaza: doesn’t matter:

... te iubesc... mi-e frig... nu... ...Ilove you...I'm cold... don’t...

(Bineinteles transcrierea nu poate reda toate inflexiunile vocii ei  (Of course, the transcription cannot render all the inflections of
si oricum totul se va termina in zori) her voice and everything will end at dawn anyway)

)

Translation
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Un buzunar de castane

pe perete

poza bunicului

cu mustati si uniforma
de catana
chezaro-craiasca

(brusc realizez

cd lumea

ar continua sa existe
si fard mine)

in acest moment

se deschide usa

si intri

incepind sa degerti

un buzunar de castane:
una mie

una tie...

Translation Café, Issue 185
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A pocketful of chestnuts

on the wall

my grandpa’s picture
with whiskers and
austro-hungarian soldier’s
uniform

(I suddenly realize
that the world
would still exist
without me)

in this moment

the door opens

and you go in

starting to tip out

a pocketful of chestnuts:
one for me

one for you...

Translation
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Cldatite cu gem de mure Blackberry jam pancakes
“I was a child and she was a child” “I'was a child and she was a child”
e.a. poe e. a. poe
totusi orasul meu e frumos yet my city is beautiful
toamna in fall

cind crapa castanele si muresul
se opreste
sub pod

purpurd gindaci si diamante -
totusi nu pot spune ca zina mea buna
a fost ucisd pe cind traversa strada rizind

si cuvintele ei - migdale
cdzind pe limbi de pisici:
,ursulet prostut

am sd-ti spun povesti

si am sa-ti dau

clatite cu gem

de mure”

)

when chestnuts crack and the mures
stops
under the bridge

purple roaches and diamonds -
yet I can’t say that my good fairy
was killed while crossing the street laughing

and her words - almonds
falling on cats’ tongues
“silly teddybear

I'll tell you stories

and I'll give you
blackberry jam
pancakes”

Translation
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Chipuri de flacdrd, caier de praf

chipuri de flacara

ale celor dragi nemaivazuti

de multd vreme

caier de praf sau de noroi

- dupd cum e cazul -

al conversatiilor de multa vreme
intrerupte de-abia acum

reluate de parca

n-ar fi trecut decit o ord

trasaturi noi perfect posibile totusi
apdrute pe chipul lor

schimbari imperceptibile ale locurilor
prin care treci (iti repeti in gind

cu indaratnicie numele lor

sd nu se creadd cd le-ai uitat

ca ai devenit provincial)

59

Faces of flame, distaff of dust

faces of flame

of loved once last seen

a long time ago

distaff of dust or mud

- as appropriate —

of talks from a long time ago
interrupted only now

resumed as if

only an hour had passed

new features though perfectly possible
sprung on their faces

imperceptible changes in the places
you pass through (you stubbornly
keep repeating their names

lest it be thought you forgot them
that you've become provincial)

vintul si burnita amestecindu-ti-se in par wind and drizzle twisting in your hair

si in gulerul de blana and in the fur collar

al hainei iti vine ideea of your coat you start considering

)
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sd galopezi peste zapezile
scythiei minor - ti-ai dorit-o
incd din copilarie - si sad bati
la usa bunicilor cit sint inca
in viata

si sd iei primul tren de noapte
sd te destepti brusc si sa-ti saruti
sotia adormita

ca si cum te-ai intoarce
dintr-o caldtorie si ea

sd spund ceva ininteligibil

si sd se cuibareasca

in spatele tau

zimbind fericita

Translation Café, Issue 185
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galloping across the snows

of scythia minor - you've wanted to
since you were little - and to knock

at your grandparents” door while they’re still
alive

and to hop in the first night train

and suddenly wake up and kiss

your sleeping wife

as if you were coming back

from a trip and she

would say something incomprehensible
and huddle

behind you

smiling happily
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Dragoste & bravurd, 11 Love & bravery, 11
Acest spatiu cu parcuri, banci This space with parks, benches
si ore invrdjbite, and enraged hours,
cu ploaia lui de intuneric with its rain of darkness
murind incet. slowly dying.
Trecadtori intirziati Late passers-by
infloreau si se scuturau were blooming and shaking themselves
in aerul greu. in the heavy air.

Hai acasd cerul Let’s go home the sky

e o piele uda is a wet skin

de care maruntii sobolani that the small rats

trag si acopere lumea pull to cover the world
La usa un tinar lup At the door a young wolf
aducindu-si carti fragile bringing fragile books
cu ochi fosforescenti with phosphorescent eyes
si din nou o eroare trece in zbor pe cerul tau and again an error flies in your sky
si din nou soarele se transformad in traznet and again the sun turns into thunder
si din nou va fi lumina and again there will be light

Sinteti intelectual You're an intellectual,

)
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nu-iasa?

Noaptea petrecutd impreund
ca doi oameni normali.
Era cazul sa ne defuldm putin
spune si ea si ti se pare
foarte firesc
Liliecii au mincat
toate stelele
de pe cer
si ceata cade

sopirla napirlind.

intre cimitir
si
statia de benzina
toate stopurile
sint pe rosu.
Zidpada e dusd in afara orasului
ca un copil cretin
despre care ai lui
nu prea au chef sd vorbeascd
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aren’t you?

The night spent together
like two normal people.
It was about time we let go a little
she says and you find it
very normal

The bats have eaten

all the stars
in the sky
and mist falls
molting lizard

between the graveyard

and
the gas station
all the lights
are red.

The snow is taken outside the city

like a pinhead kid

his folks

don’t really want to talk about
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,Bine si-asa’ spui ‘Could be worse’ you say
urcindu-te din mers hopping in
in autobuzul care a desteptat deja the bus that has already woken
toti clinii all the neighborhood
din cartier. dogs.

¥
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Nel mezzo del camin...

apoi vor veni niste nopti inalte
pline de o melancolie
nesfirsita

si iti vei aminti de intoarceri neglorioase
mai ales de ele mai putin de lumina
micilor triumfuri

pisicd la pindd intr-un ungher
moartea ta adolescentd
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Nel mezzo del camin...

then will follow some high nights
full of an endless
melancholy

and you will remember inglorious returns
especially them less the light
of little triumphs

prowling cat in a nook
your adolescent death

Translation
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In lumina viorie din camera
(in depdrtare parcurile

cu frunze rostogolindu-se

in trimbe pe alei

am inteles brusc, cu stupoare,
ca nu tata e cel mai puternic

om din lume.

Spaima ma rdsturnase
pe spate

si-mi ouase un ou urias

pe piept.

Lepadat pe treptele
inaltei scari
dintre nimeni si cineva.
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In the room’s violet light

(far away parks

with leaves rolling

in whirlwinds on alleys

I suddenly understood, to my amazement,
that it’s not my father who's the strongest

man in the world

Fear had dumped me
on my back

and laid a huge egg
on my chest.

Cast off on the steps

of the high stair
between no one and someone.

)
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Spdrgeam lemne

spargeam lemne in curte ma simteam

legat de viatd ca frunza de pom
toporul patrundea printre butuci
dintr-o singura lovitura puteam
spune acum o saptdmind sau acum
o0 lund cu aceeasi usurinta

cu care ai spune aseara

sau azi dimineatd intunericul

se pravalea din cer

cu naturaletea cu care ai spune

va veni moartea si va avea ochii tai
fara sa-ti pese ca nu-ti apartin
cuvintele mai mult decit

propria-ti moarte

66

I was chopping woods

I was chopping woods in the yard I was feeling

tied to life like a leaf to a tree

the axe cut through the logs

in one blow I could

say a week ago or

a month ago with the same ease
that you could say last night

or this morning the darkness
was swooping from the sky

with the grace you’d have saying
death will come and it'll have your eyes
without caring that your words
belong to you no more than
your own death

)
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Usor de zis destin

ultima noapte departe de casa
si crima mereu indreptata
spre port

istoria gesturilor unui om - citeva cuvinte
etichetd de borcan in farmacie

si te agati disperat
de acele ceasului

viata ta ca o boaba de strugure
strivitd pe limba
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Easy to call it fate

the last night away from home
and the pub always pointing
toward the docks

the history of a man’s gestures - a few words
jar label in a drug store

and you desperately cling
to the clock’s hands

your life like a grape
crushed on the tongue

Y
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Interviu cu Romulus Bucur

Vi multumesc cd ati acceptat sd imi acordati timp pentru acest
interviu. In primul rénd, as dori si vd intreb de ce ati ales poezia ca
modalitate de exprimare.

Nu stiu daca am ales poezia. Ca sa fiu sincer (si sa par un
pic arogant), am senzatia cd m-a ales ea. Stiam de foarte
devreme cd vreau sa devin scriitor - prin clasa a patra, dupa ce
citisem cartea lui Robert Louis Stevenson, m-am apucat sa scriu
un roman cu pirati. Nu cred cd am trecut de prima pagina...
Mai apoi, tot in scoala generald, voiam literaturd SF. In clasa a
noua, cumva in urma unui pariu cu un bun, foarte bun prieten,
ne-am apucat sa scriem cite o poezie pe temd data. Eu am
continuat, el s-a apucat de prozd, a cistigat niste premii in
studentie si a publicat un foarte bun volum de povestiri mult
mai tirziu, dupa ce devenise un excelent medic.

Pentru dumneavoastrd, are poezia un acel ceva care, prin
prozd, pur si simplu nu poate fi exprimat?

Nu stiu. Probabil. In orice caz, poezia asigurd un acces
mai direct la unele stdri, la ceea ce am putea numi o esenta a

)
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Interview with Romulus Bucur

Thank you for taking the time to grant me this interview. First
of all, I would like to ask you why you chose poetry as a means of
expressing yourself.

I don’t know if I chose poetry. To be honest (and to seem
a bit arrogant), I feel like it chose me. I knew from very early on
that I wanted to become a writer - somewhere around the
fourth grade, after I had read Robert Louis Stevenson’s book, I
started writing a pirate novel. I don’t think I made it through
the first page... Later on, still during middle school, I wanted
Sci-Fi literature. In the ninth grade, somehow due to a bet with
a very close friend of mine, we started writing a poem on a
given topic. I continued, he picked up prose, won some awards
while he was a student and, much later on, published a very
good volume of stories, after having become an excellent medic.

Do you find that poetry has that something that prose can
simply not express?

I don’t know. Probably. Regardless, poetry grants a more
direct access to some states, to that which might be called an
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lucrurilor, poate crea o altfel de imagine a realitatii. Poate chiar,
in cazuri fericite, sa creeze o alta realitate. Una care, din virtuald
cum era, capatd toate atributele unei ipostaze perfect legitime a
realitatii noastre concrete. O poeta é um fingidor, vorba unuia
dintre cei mai mari, Fernando Pessoa. Adicd, poetul e un
prefdcut / mincinos / nascocitor etc. Sau, mai precis, dar mai
putin potrivit din punctul de vedere al unor conventii de

versificatie, un creator de fictiuni.

Am observat cd, in poeziile dumneavoastrd, ati ales sd
renuntati la conventiile clasice de rimd si mdsurd in favoarea unei
exprimdri libere. Simfiti cumva cd aceste conventii limiteazd, mai
mult sau mai putin, modul in care poetul isi expune ideile?

Nu stiu daca am ales asta. Scrisul, la fel ca oricare arta,
implicd ideea de ucenicie. Cum pe vremea aceea, prin anii '70,
nu se prea auzise la noi de cursurile de creative writing, fiecare
se descurca cum putea, alegindu-si modele din ceea ce citea -
autori mai buni sau mai rai, cdrti mai bune sau mai rele etc. in
plus, cum in scoald se incerca sd ni se bage in cap ideea unor
modele cum ar fi Alecsandri, Bolintineanu, Cosbuc, Eminescu,
Macedonski si altii, optiunea era iarasi destul de clara: unii

)
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essence of things, it can create a different image of reality. It can,
in fortunate cases, even create another reality. One which,
virtual as it was, gains all the attributes of a perfectly legitimate
aspect of our concrete reality. O poeta é um fingidor, as Fernando
Pessoa - one of the great ones - used to say. Meaning that the
poet is a sham / liar / forger and so on. Or, more precisely, but
less accurately from the standpoint of some versification

conventions, a creator of fiction.

In your poems, I've noticed that you chose to express yourself|
freely rather than abide by classic rhyme and measure conventions.
Do you feel that these conventions more or less limit the way in which
the author displys his ideas?

I don’t know if I chose it. Writing, like any other art,
implies the idea of apprenticeship. As during that time, in the
70s, creative writing courses hadn’t been heard of around here,
everyone made do with what they had, choosing models out of
what they read - better or worse authors, better of worse books
and so on. To boot, as in school they were trying to impose
upon us the idea of models such as Alecsandri, Bolintineanu,
Cosbuc, Eminescu, Macedonski and others, the option again
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pdareau prafuiti si, oricum, erau respinsi din pricina unui
teribilism al virstei, Eminescu pdrea (si era) de neatins,
Macedonski nu era excesiv de simpatic, simbolistii (si Bacovia
in trena lor, desi la el era vorba de cu totul altceva) nu pareau
nici ei niste modele de incredere. Noroc cu cartea lui Serge
Fauchereau, Introducere in poezia americand modernd si cu o
antologie de poezie americand, in care m-am intilnit cu
cummings, Pound, Wallace Stevens si altii, cdrti care mi-au
cazut in minad la sfirsitul liceului (plus altele, pe care nu ma mai
apuc sa le insir aici, in afard, poate, de Panorama poeziei
universale contemporane a lui A. E. Baconsky), si care mi-au dat
un model. Dar, vorba lui Pound, nici un vers nu e cu adevirat
liber pentru cel care vrea sd facd o treaba buna.

Imi puteti numi cdfiva dintre poetii dumneavoastrd preferati?
Ce vi place la fiecare?

e. e. cummings, William Carlos Williams, Conrad Aiken,
Robert Lowell, John Berryman, Frank O’Hara, T. S. Eliot,
Eugenio Montale, Giuseppe Ungaretti, Dino Campana, Srecko
Kosovel, Miodrag Pavlovi¢, Constantinos Kavafis, Fernando
Pessoa, plus o serie de poeti roméni din toate epocile si

)
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was pretty obvious: some seemed musty and, anyway, they
were rejected due to an extravagant attitude typical to the age,
Eminescu seemed (and was) untouchable, Macedonki wasn’t
especially attractive, the Symbolists (with Bacovia in their tow,
even though it was completely different when it came to him)
also didn’t seem like proper models. Thank God for Serge
Fauchereau’s book, Introduction to Modern American Poetry,
where I met cummings, Pound, Wallace Stevens and others,
books that I got at the end of high school (and others, that I
won’t start naming here, other than, perhaps A. E. Baconsky’s
The Panorama of Universal Poetry), which provided me with a
model. But, as Pound used to say, no verse is totally free for the
one wishing to do a good job.

Could you name some of your favorite poets? What do you
enjoy about each?

e. e. cummings, William Carlos Williams, Conrad Aiken,
Robert Lowell, John Berryman, Frank O'Hara, T. S. Eliot,
Eugenio Montale, Giuseppe Ungaretti, Dino Campana, Srecko
Kosovel, Miodrag Pavlovi¢, Constantinos Kavafis, Fernando
Pessoa plus a series of Romanian poets from all ages and
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generatiile.

N-o0 sd spun nici un cuvint despre ei, din doud motive:
dacd e sd fiu drept cu fiecare, atunci ar fi vorba de un curs
intreg (ceea ce am facut deja si fac in continuare) si, dacd e
vorba sd-i prezint pe scurt (evident, din punctul de vedere al
relevantei lor subiective, deci, cit si de ce conteaza ei pentru
mine), am facut-o si pe aceasta, intr-o carte publicata la sfirsitul

anului trecut.

Considerati cd poezia romdneascd se indreaptd intr-o directie
buna? Cum vi se pare, in comparatie cu cea a altor tiri?

N-am ambitii de strateg literar. Deci nu prea stiu ce s-ar
putea raspunde la o astfel de intrebare. In afard de aceasta, m-
am intilnit cu o serie de poeti englezi, irlandezi, francezi,
maghiari, bulgari, cehi, slovaci etc. pe la diverse festivaluri sau
ocazii internationale similare. Cu unii m-am imprietenit, de
asemenea, imi place cum scriu unii (cele doud grupuri nu se
suprapun in mod necesar), m-am ales cu un raft de carti de pe
urma acestor prietenii, dar nu stiu cum ardtam in comparatie cu
literaturile respective in ansamblu. Fiind vorba de selectia
autorilor si textelor din ambele (sau din toate) pdrtile, o astfel

)
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generations.

I won't say a word about them, for two reasons: if it’s
about doing justice to each, then we're talking about a whole
course (which I've already done and keep doing) and, if it’s
about briefly presenting them (of course, from the standpoint of
their subjective relevance, that is, how much and why they
matter for me), then I've done this as well, in a book published
at the end of last year.

Do you think that Romanian poetry is heading in a good
direction? How do you find it, compared to that of other countries?

I won't pretend I'm a literary strategist. So I don’t really
know how this question could be answered. Other than that, I
met several English, Irish, French, Hungarian, Bulgarian,
Czech, Slovak and so on poets at different festivals or on similar
international occasions. I've befriended some, also, I like how
some write (the two groups don’t necessarily overlap), I ended
up with a shelf of books due to these friendships, but I don’t
know how we stand compared to the respective literatures,
overall. Since it's about choosing the authors and texts from
both (or all) sides, such a judgement cannot be other than
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de judecatd nu poate fi altfel decit extrem de particulara, deci
ma abtin de la a o formula.

In ultimii ani, literatura in prozi a cdstigat mult teren in fata
poeziei, titluri precum Jocurile foamei, Cantec de gheatd si foc,
Divergent s. a. m. d. ajungand international cunoscute. Ce pdrere
aveti despre acest lucru?

Nu e vorba de proza, ci de un anumit tip de prozd,
(re)devenit foarte popular, si avind un public tintd foarte precis.
De asemenea, nu trebuie sd uitdm cd vorbim despre o industrie
editoriala bine pusd la punct, cu formidabile mecanisme de
promovare si care se bazeaza si pe sprijinul cinematografiei (si
al televiziunilor) pentru a fabrica si intretine succesul. Nu ma
pronunt despre titlurile de mai sus, dar dau alte exemple: desi
seria Harry Potter are parte (probabil ca deschizdtoare de
drumuri) de un succes mondial extraordinar, putem oricind
aduce alte trei serii, cu autorii lor, de succes si ele, dar care,
cumva in mod nedrept, sint puse intr-un plan secundar: Artemis
Fowl (Eoin Colfer), Bartimaeus (Jonathan Stroud), Wardstone
Chronicles (Joseph Delaney). E de vdzut - iar pentru asta e
nevoie de timp - care e raportul intre succes si valoare. Sau,

)
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extremely particular, so I refrain from formulating it.

Recently, prose literature has gained a lot of ground against
poetry, with titles such as The Hunger Games, A Song of Ice and
Fire, Divergent and so on ending up internationally-renowned.
What is your opinion on this?

Not prose, but a particular type of prose, which has
become popular (again) and that has a very precise target
audience. Also, we musn’t forget that we're talking about a
well-established editorial industry, with formidable advertising
mechanisms, that also relies on the support of the cinema (as
well as television) to achieve and maintain success. I won't
make a statement about the aforementioned titles, but I will
provide other examples: although the Harry Potter series enjoys
an extraordinary worldwide success (possibly as a stepping
stone), we can bring up three other series anytime - as well as
their authors - that are successful, but which, somehow,
unjustly, are left into the background: Artemis Fowl (Eoin
Colfer), Bartimaeus (Jonathan Stroud), Wardstone Chronicles
(Joseph Delaney). It remains to be seen - and that needs time -
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altfel spus, intre valoarea comerciala si cea artistica.

Pentru lucrarea mea, am ales sa va traduc volumul intitulat
Greutatea cernelii pe hartie. Ce v-a inspirat sa scrieti acest volum?

Faptul cd mai toti prietenii mei debutasera sau se
pregdteau sa debuteze? C4d, in anii aceia, in ultimul deceniu al
comunismului, puteai publica un prim volum de versuri (si la
proza era la fel) numai in urma unui concurs de debut, unde
valoarea artisticd putea fi anulatd de “incorectitudinea politica”
(in raport cu normele / dogmele ideologice ale epocii)? Ca, in
1982 apdruserda doud volume colective de poezie, Aer cu
diamante si Cinci, care au cam facut istorie? Diferenta dintre noi,
cei din Cinci si prietenii nostri din Aer cu diamante era cd, de la
noi, doar Madi, Mariana Marin avea pe vremea aceea volum
publicat.

Iar in privinta volumului, nu cred cd e vorba de
inspiratie, ci de ceva mult mai simplu: de niste poezii scrise de-
a lungul anilor si care, cumva, s-au grupat sub forma unei carti.
E drept, un pic deformatd de cenzurd. Cheia ei mi se pare cd e
titlul - am explicat asta odatd, intr-un articol publicat acum
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what the report between success and value is. Or, to put it
differently, between the commercial and the artistic value.

For my paper, I chose to translate the volume called The
Weight of Ink on Paper. What inspired you to write this volume?

The fact that almost all of my friends had already made a
debut or were about to? That, during those years, in the final
decade of Communism, you could publish your first volume of
poetry (the same with prose) only following a debut contest,
could be
incorrectness’ (in regard to the ideological norms / dogmas of

where artistic value cancelled by ’political
the age)? That in 1982 two collective poetry volumes had come
out, Air and Diamonds and Five, which kind of wrote history?
The difference between us, the ones from Five and our friends
from Air and Diamonds was that, among ourselves, only Madi,
Mariana Marin had already published a volume by that time.
And regarding my volume, I don’t think it's about
inspiration, but rather about something much simpler: about
some poems written throughout the years that, somehow, took
the form of a book. Fair enough, a bit distorted by censorship. I

think the title is its key - I explained this once, in an article
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citiva ani in revista Euphorion (si reluat in cartea de eseuri
pomenitd mai sus, OPuS CEMENTICIUM).

Care considerati ci ar fi tema sa centrald?

Eu, fireste. Intotdeauna I-am invidiat pe Whitman pentru
Song of Myself :) . Lasind gluma la o parte, modul in care,
proaspat iesit (poate inca nu de tot) din adolescentd si dintr-un
spatiu relativ protejat, cel al facultdtii, m-am trezit ca trebuie sa
fac fata la tot felul de probleme pe care le implica viata de adult.
Nu conteazd cum / dacd am reusit, ci cum se vede acest lucru
in poezie.

Am observat cd diferite cuvinte, precum “soricel”, “piersica”,
“mdr” isi fac aparitia in repetate randuri in poeziile dumneavoastr.
Sunt cumva laitmotive, simboluri pentru ceva anume?

Nu. Piersicile chiar imi plac (si se asociazd cu, probabil
cel mai drag personaj din toata literatura lumii, maimuta din
Insemnare a cilitoriei spre vest / Cilitorie spre Soare-Apune, si
care, la un moment dat, provoaca haos in paradis furind - si
mincind - piersicile nemuririi). Merele cind imi plac, cind nu.

)
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published a couple of years ago in the Euphorion magazine (and

continued in the abovementioned essay book, OPUS

CZAMENTICIUM).

What do you think is its central theme?

Well, I, of course. I've always envied Whitman for Song
of Myself :). Joke aside, the way in which, fresh out (perhaps not
at all) of adolescence and of the relatively safe space of college, I
found myself having to face all sorts of problems brough about
by the adult life. It doesn’t matter how / whether I succeeded,
but how this is portrayed in my poetry.

I noticed that particular words, such as "tiny mouse’, ‘peach’,
‘apple” appear repeatedly in your poems. Are they leit-motifs, symbols
for something in particular?

No. Peaches, I really like (and are associated with
perhaps the most beloved character of all world literature, the
monkey from Journey to the West that, at a certain point, wreaks
chaos in paradise by stealing - and eating - the peaches of
immortality). Apples, there are times when I like them and
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Iar soriceii apartin si ei unei serii glorioase: Mickey Mouse,
Jerry, Mighty Mouse, Speedy Gonzales. Si cind intilnesti un

personaj feminin care are (si meritd) aceastd porecla...

Cine este prezenta feminind care apare in majoritatea poeziilor
din volum?
Are numele in clar intr-unul din poeme. Altfel, nu spui

cine, persoand insemnata (si respectabild).

Bunicul dumneavoastrd apare, de asemenea, in citeva poeme.
Ati fost apropiati?

Pina la cinci ani am stat mai mult la bunicii materni
(bunicul a murit cind aveam vreo sase). Ambii erau persoane
extraordinare, si le datorez enorm. Inclusiv bilingvismul.
Celdlalt bunic, nenumit in poeme, era si el un tip deosebit:
sever, disciplinat, dur, cu un comportament bazat pe reguli
militare - fusese jandarm inainte de razboi. Dar n-am putut fi
foarte apropiati, exact din cauza acestei raceli, cumva
profesionale.
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there are times when I don’t. And the mice also belong to a
glorious series: Mickey Mouse, Jerry, Mighty Mouse, Speedy
Gonzales. And when you meet a female character that has (and
deserves) this nickname...

Who is the female presence that makes an appearance in most
of the poems in the volume?

Her name is clearly written in one of the poems. More
than that, you can’t tell, an important (and respectable) person.

Your grandfather also makes an appearance in several poems.
Were you close?

Until I was five, I spent more time with my maternal
grandparents (grandpa died when I was about six). They were
both extraordinary persons, and I owe them a lot. Bilingualism
included. My other grandfather, unnamed in my poems, was
also a special guy: firm, disciplined, tough, with military
behavior - he had been a gendarme before the war. But we
couldn’t connect, exactly because of this somehow professional
coldness between us.

Transla+tion
Calé

March 2018



Translation Café, Issue 185
Poems by Romulus Bucur
Translated into English by MTTLC Adrian Bucur

Am observat si prezenta citorva haiku-uri. Vi atrage cultura
japonezd sau doar acest stil nipon de poezie scurtd?

E mai complicat. Prima apropiere de cultura japoneza nu
a avut nimic de-a face cu literatura, ci cu artele martiale; cu ceea
ce vdazusem in filmele cu samurai si cu judo si karate care
incepusera sd apara si ele in filme si la televiziune. De altfel, ani
buni am practicat judo si ju-jitsu. Haiku-ul l-am descoperit sub
forma unei foarte frumoase antologii, in cinci volume, scoasa pe
la inceputul anilor 70, cu o prezentare graficd exceptionald,
reproducind formula traditionald a cdrtilor extrem orientale.
Dupd care, m-am reorientat spre China si cultura chinezd, dar
asta e o altd poveste, si anume una foarte lunga.

Am aflat cd nu sunteti doar poet, ci si traduceti. Considerati cd
traducerea de poezie e mai dificild sau, din contrd, mai simpld decdt
traducerea de prozi? Poate exista o traducere perfecti?

Traducerea de poezie e altceva decit cea de proza. Punct.
Adicd, orice traducere e o negociere intre ce si cum, intre sensul
si sunetul originalului. Ceea ce inseamnd, pe lingd echivalarea
unor date lingvistice, si respectarea unor constringeri formale,
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I also noticed the presence of several haiku. Are you attracted
to the Japanese culture or just to this Nippon style of short poetry?

It's complicated. My first encounter with Japanese
culture had nothing to do with literature, but with martial arts;
with what I'd seen in samurai movies and judo and karate, that
had started to make an appearance in movies and on television.
For that matter, I've practiced judo and jiu-jitsu for years. I
discovered the haiku under the shape of a very beautiful, five-
volume anthology, published around the early 70s, with an
exceptional graphical presentation, imitating the traditional
formula of Far East books. After that, I reoriented toward China
and the Chinese culture, but that’s another story, and a very
long one, at that.

I found out that not only are you a poet, but also a translator.
Do you think that translating poetry is more difficult or, on the
contrary, simpler than translating prose? Can there be a perfect
translation?

Translating poetry is different from translating prose.
Period. I mean, any translation is a negotiation between what
and how, between the meaning and the sound of the original.
Which also means, other that equating some linguistic date,
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in cazul poeziei (de reguld) mai multe si mai vizibile, in caz de
nerespectare a lor. Asta nu inseamna ca traducerea de proza ar
fi mai usoara: sa ne gindim doar la Joyce, dinspre limba engleza
inspre romana, sd zicem, sau la Creangd, dinspre romana inspre
orice altd limbd. Proza are totusi avantajul cd, fie si intr-o
traducere proastd, tot ne lasd cu ceva: o poveste, niste personaje
etc.

Considerati cd traducerile literare sunt un instrument
important in lumea culturald contemporand?

Nu important, ci fundamental. Se intimpld cd in
preocupdrile mele academice intrda si aceastd discipling,
translation studies, si optiunea mea metodologicd, motivata
probabil si de scoala si perioada in care m-am format, e teoria
polisistemica. Una care, pe scurt, considerd traducerile o parte a
canonului literar national. O situatie care, in conditiile in care
literatura romand, in sens estetic, se lanseaza cam de pe la
jumadtatea secolului al XIX-lea, arzind, cum se spune, etapele in
directia sincronizarii cu literatura occidentald majord, ni se
aplicd aproape perfect. Deci, cerintei protectioniste a lui
Kogdlniceanu, conform caruia “Traductiile nu fac o literatura”,
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respecting some formal constraints - more, in the case of poetry
(usually) and more noticeable, if neglected. But that doesn’t
mean that prose translation is easier: let’s just think about Joyce,
from English into Romanian, say, or about Creanga, from
Romanian into any other language. Still, prose has the
advantage that, even in the case of a bad translation, it leaves us
with something: a story, some characters and so on.

Do you consider literary translations an important instrument
in the contemporary cultural world?

Not important, fundamental. It so happens that in my
academic concerns this subject can also be found, translation
studies, and my methodological option, perhaps motivated as
well by the school and period which I was formed, is the
polysystem theory. One which, in short, sees translation as a
part of the national literary canon. A state which, keeping in
mind that Romanian literature esthetically sets off at about the
middle of the nineteenth century, burning, as they say, through
stages in order to synchronize with major Western literature,
applies to us almost perfectly. So, Kogdlniceanu’'s protectionist
demand according to which ‘Translations make no literature’
can still be answered with ‘“They do!".
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Vedeti traducdtorul drept o persoand care “plagiazd” munca
autorului original sau drept un creator in sine?

Cuvintul plagiat, mai ales in contextul roménesc al
ultimilor ani, sund extrem de prost. Orice traducdtor, in
momentul in care se apucd de treabd, este pus in fata unei serii
de optiuni. Acestea nu au valoare egald. Unele decizii le ia
pentru cd acestea sint limitele competentei sale. Altele sint
rezultatul unei deliberdri, a punerii in cumpand a ceea ce se
pierde cu ceea ce se cistigd. Oricum, rezultatul final e o versiune
a originalului. O rescriere. Or, rescrierea e cea mai importanta

parte a formarii unui scriitor, ca si a muncii sale propriu-zise.

In afard de literaturd si traduceri, cu ce alte activititi vi place
sd vd ocupati timpul?

Care timp? Mai am de scris (intrd in fisa postului) tot
felul de chestii academice - articole, comunicari, carti. Apoi,
mai un film, un concert, o expozitie, o cafea / bere cu prietenii.
Si, ca sd nu neglijam partea cu corpul sdndtos, un pic de miscare
- unii i-ar spune practici energetice chinezesti, altii arte martiale
interne. $i cu asta se umplu 24 de ore din zi, sapte zile din
sdptamind, cincizeci si doud de sdptamini dintr-un an...
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Do you see the translator as a person that somehow
‘plagiarizes’ the original author’s work or as a creator in himself?

The world plagiarize, especially in the recent Romanian
context, sounds extremely bad. Any translator, the second he
starts working, is faced with a series of options. These are not of
equal value. Some decisions, he makes because those are the
limits of his competence. Others are the result of a weighing, of
comparing what is lost with what is gained. Regardless, the
final result is a version of the original. A rewrite. And it’s the
rewrite that’s the most important part in the making of a writer,
along his actual work.

Other than literature and translations, what else do you like to
do in your spare time?

What spare time? I have to write (part of the job) all sorts
of academic stuff - articles, addresses, books. Then, maybe a
movie, a concert, an exhibit, a coffee / beer with my friends.
And, not to neglect the healthy body thing, a bit of exercise -
some would call it Chinese energy techniques, others, inner
martial arts. And that’s how I fill twenty-four hours a day,
seven days a week, fifty-two weeks a year...
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Plianuiti sid publicati un nou volum in viitorul apropiat? Daci
da, puteti oferi citeva detalii despre acesta?

Anul trecut, aproximativ pe vremea asta, planuiam.
Discutasem cu editorul, cartea era cam 85% gata, dar m-am
trezit cd se cere publicatd alta. Ceea ce am si facut: am lansat-o
la BookFest 2015. Acum ma straduiesc s-o finalizez pe cea de
anul trecut si s-o predau editurii. Aceleiasi edituri.

O ultimd intrebare: ce sfaturi le-ati putea oferi tinerilor poeti,
poetilor in devenire?

Lecturi cit mai extinse (si nu numai de poezie),
perseverentd si curajul de a infrunta atit insuccesul cit si mai
ales succesul, care e infinit mai periculos, pentru ca da iluzia
ajungerii la capdtul drumului, cind, de fapt, sintem doar la
inceput.

Vi multumesc incd o datd pentru acest interviu si sper sd mai
am ocazia sd citesc mai multe poeme de-ale dumneavoastrd pe viitor.
Multumesc si eu.
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Are you planning to release a new volume anytime soon? If so,
could you provide some details about it?

Last year, around this time, I was. I had talked to the
editor, the book was about 85 percent done, but I found myself
having to publish another. Which I did: I released it at BookFest
2015. Now I'm trying to round off the one from last year and
hand it over to the publishing house. The same publishing
house.

A final question: what advice would you give to young poets,
to poets-to-be?

Read as much as you can (and not only poetry),
persevere and have the courage to face failure and even more
so success, which is infinitely more dangerous, for it creates the
illusion of reaching the end of the road when, actually, we're
only at the beginning.

Thank you once more for this interview and I hope I'll be
seeing more of your poems in the future.
Thank you as well.
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