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inca un poet al naturii

repede amiaza curge spre noapte,
e ora ¢’ nd geduechiilingcmura caut

totce afosturletsen mo ai e n loapte
Tnjuri printre din "Hcobori tot mai rar privirea in praf

sunt mereu acum clipele cind vulpea da rotocoale buc&'i de
carne
rezerva de iarna pulsind

totcea f ost joac« tr énaumleéndaptat |
injuri printre din "H, printre fl «c«ri 0
riduri

adinci
(deli e t n«r, st«p ne« 1)

firav, murdar de tutun

decenii intregi a cintat poetul natura, dragul de el, saltul

)

6

Another nature poet

quickly the afternoon drifts towards the night,
itds the moment when
ash

all that was howls melts into whisper

you swear under your breath, you lower your eyes more and
more rarely to the dust

you cau

there are now more moments when the fox circles the hunk of
meat
the winter stock throbbing
all that was play passes clean and changed into cheers, int
actions
you swear under your breath, through the flames you take aim
at the nature poet, beyond deep

wrinkles
(although he is young, my lady!)
weak, tobacco-stained

for decades the poet of nature was singing, bless him, about th
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stru”tui bounding through of the ostrich
printre dune through the sand dunes

naucitoareaiarna a firului de sorg the stunning winter of the sorghum blade

dansul mestecenilor in goana de vifor the birch dancing in th e rush of the snowstorm

dar corabia deiertului ? O ad butthe shipof the desert? A veritable frigate, old friend!

repede amiaza curge spre noapte, quickly the afternoon drifts towards the night,

printre | imbile focul ui " | -nt@ ¢ between the tongues of flame you take aim at him sweating,
miini with the fatty haunch between his

visind moarte a caprioarei in ceaunul de-a r a mn hands

degetele picioarelor lui de poet al naturii, negre de fum, cu dreaming the death of the deer in the copper cauldron

unghii his nature poetds toes, bl ack
scorojite, indoite Tn carne nails,

scormonesc praful imbibat de grasime bent back into the flesh

T"Hface cu ochiul, e ora cind demonii ies la dans. Sa jucam, stir up the grease-drenched dust

legiune, he winks at you, itds the ti

s i calcam in picioare. dance. Letds do it, | egion,

| estirdimple on them.
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Vin cu mirodenii Spiced wine
Am clndit un monument We built a light monument
ukbr, pann, aripn, fulger feather, wing, lightning
in noapte o in the night o

apoi am Hzut ‘Ham petrecut
am destupat amfora, am
pr e s chipex H

then we sat and we celebrated
we cracked open the amphora, we
sprinkled pepper and

zahnr, i fMHbama scor sugar, the infamous cinnamon
Hne-am “ntrebat “ntrebniri and asked ourselves vital
esenldle guestions
cum ar fi de ce umbrele such as why shadows
sunt parcn mai |l ungi decOt seemlonger in reality
nvis, de ce than in dreams, why
zambetul mamei nu the motherds smile only
se "nfruptn dec©t din mnrul | feasts on the adamds appl e
de ce vul pea fri chdepieptt r ei er n why the fox of fear passes through the breastplate
manechinul universal, ochii Hti'H ~n  p A m©nt , urthe universal mannequin, eyes pinned to the ground, a
formnr,pe de casth fnrn adnpos shapeless longing, a pet snake without shelter
Am clndit un monument We built a monument

cu picioare de lut

with feet made of clay
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apoi am delértat amfore pictate then emptied painted amphoras
mirodeniile nu au ascuns mirosul ei, the spices did not hide her scent,
vestala cu unghii de fier. the vestal with her iron nalils.
Tarziu abia Too late
am plecat urechean "Bir ©n n , | rest my ear on the ground,
ascult foalele molcome-ale mamei. Il |l isten to the motheros gent
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Intermezzo Intermezzo
Lt i i n-dm fesknicioind copil, nici chiar atunci Knowing that | never was a child, not even then
Tn amiaza dulce de varéd in the sweet summer afternoon
ftiind c« nu amW¥egeeadut ni ci c knowing that! never lostthe understanding of
timpului, metastaza li n unt friu time, the metastasis held in check
provizoriu armisti "id a temporary truce
T mi l as i ar «f[ i [ i ar «l i~ n mlabandon myself again and again to the monotony of time
carneacdell i t « de v nt i de nori my flesh hardened by the wind and the clouds
cit de ridicol e risul how ridiculous is the laughter
[ i c¢c”t deostrincépind ol am f and how ridiculous was I, starting
cu amiaza dulce de vara. with that sweet summer afternoon.
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Trecerea Eufratului Crossing the Euphrates

Se spune cn-atostcfluviuldreat rarnic cu vreo Itis said that the river never was so generaus with any army,

ar mat n, For its waters barely touch our chests: we feel the water going
Chnci aipe-duanangaiat abia pieptul: sim’ih apa urcand up through
prin the breastplate

plato’th Its delicate palms take up the heaviness of the ironwork, as if
Pal mel e ei del i cat e pr ehiseutwl Hear even the shield

pierdut firea lost its nature
in giulgiul Eufratului. To the shroud of the Euphrates.

Dinspre sud s el nareasirea dd @ a mm e From the south uproar can be heard and the scent of roaste

shgeteazn bezna flesh penetrates the Darkness
cnaint nwe’, ndloiami SH ] enebt bk ar 8§ We advance silently, with only Selene as companion, lover,
sister

Mnh 'Hi"Hprea bine, sunt legendarul copil spartan care furase You know me too well, | am the legendary Spartan child who

vulpea had stolen the fox

Fiara mi-a intrat in carne, a scormonit cu botul Tnsetat prin The beast penetrated my flesh burrowed with its thirsty

pantece muzzle through my belly

P © n 4& opsit In piept, acolo o port cu mine, o ascund sub scut  Until it stopped in my chest, there | carry it with me, | hide it
ca pe un frate de arme under my shield

)
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Ai nimic nu mn sperie “n | ume like a brother-in-arms
linti"el p r o alsghnzt in bbpeste ochiiobosiH ai ¢ e And nothing in the world scares me except my own shadow!
fresh duckweed lays its arm over the tired eyes of the sky...
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Jonas Jonas

Al vrea s« c-anmazéphibasddindecanbrip2011 | 6d | i ke to sing here about
intr-un hotel stilat din guadalajara, pe marginea unei piscine ca in a stylish hotel in Guadalajara, on the edge of a pool like

un pahar cu sifon a glass of soda
c nd a m -ars tdepdnat ku Jonas, elegaf tineri (eu, when | sat and | reminisced with Jonas, the two of us, elegant,
proaspat young (I, freshly shaven,

barbierit, el cu minecile suflecate) he with his sleeves rolled up)
despre toatecelecareau f ost [ i toat e c a aboutallthings that were and will be
el era rolcat atunci ,dcettiencd anf hehadred-hai r back then, Heaven d
terminat w h a t gbtan iscthat we finished

doua sticle de tequila sub privirile -ngrozite ale unui bell -boy two bottles of tequila under the terrified gaze of a bell -boy

care ne aprindea’lgari who lit up our cigarettes
Jonas,iamspus,mdncear c« al a, ¢  t &8 d e Jonas,toldhim, | sometimes feel a kind of nausea
St ai liniftit, zice, e doar f Relax, he replies, ités just
Ba de nemarginirea ei, Fam replicat inspirat No, of it immeasurability, | re plied feeling inspired
Li -adiea, a spus r ol catastimbata ma i Thattoo, said the red-head, taking another sip, grimacing
Jonas,zt, uite, cam al a allimele,ea :Jonas, | said, look, thisis how | would like my death scene to
n be, in

pl oai e, |l " ng« 0 piscin« ca the rain, near a pool shaped like a glass of soda, even i

)

Transla+tion
Calé

March 2018



Translation Café, Issue186

PoemsbyBo gdan
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate An dr e i

Al Stanescu

TAnase

exandru

Teleorman,

daca se poate
Te-n®ll e g,
un

inger, cum se spune
E boalamelancoliei, a adaugat americanul

b«tr ne -litamcpseécap

Copi i [ ui
crescusera
unghiile in noaptea aia de be'ld d mereu mise-n t ~

Sat ur n,-am aemarcat pcami,
mp | «
b«utura “mi stimuleaz« crelt
Am vorbit apoi despre cele doua corpuri ale regelui, despre

Delmore,
el mi-a povestit ci'Ma poe"Hamericani de care n-auzisem, un

negru, un latino [Ii o lesbian
mi-am "~ nchipuit cum pe fundul
porii

deschili ai pielidi | umi-anrderi 98 |
nu se mai opreasc «, pentru

)

c wanted it to stop, because |

14

Teleorman,
if 1itds possible
| get you, old man and | understood that the same thought
passed through his mind, or an
angel, as they say
|l tds the melancholy disease,
Saturnds children, I said, |e
had grown in that night of intoxication - it always happens

that way,

drink stimulates my growth, as basketball does
Then we talked about the two bodies of the king, about
Delmore,

he told me about a few American poets that | had not heard
of, a black, a latino and alesbian

| imagined that a giant was sleeping at the bottom of the pool,
and the open pores

of his skin were breathing rain drops and | never
have a plain soul, cheesy
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compassion, sometimes | cry watching Christmas comedies

kitschoase, citeodata pling la comediile de craciun cu chevy with Chevy Chase
chase but in a stylish hotel in Guadalajara, with red -haired Jonas b
dar intr-u n hot el stil at di n guadmyside,
alaturi, | allowed myself only to reach out a pretentious arm beneath
nu mi-am permis decit sd scot un brdHoreten'lds de sub the umbrella
umbrela with my palm towards the sky and to count: drop 1, drop 2,
cu palma “n sus [i s« num«r : drop3

)
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Prolog Prologue

Marelui Canadian To the great Canadian
Nu-mi vorbi mie de Halicarnas,le-am vhAzut pe tcDondt talk to me about Halic
Cu spatele drept | a Hel l espon Wihmy straight back to Hellespont, my arms stretched out at

spre cer my sides, my palm

am ascultat lipetele de Hcal din noapte towards the sky
vara mn retrag | a Bodr um, "Ha dsellistened to the jackals cries in the night
iepure, for the summer | retire to Bodrum, the young Turkish woman
descheindu-H ¢ 'Fh ol zale sighed, rabbit face,

Acol o Hpinrmeni au o f’e&r mi de g u e unfastening her chainmail shirt
There my parents own a guava farm, so

Nu-mi vorbi mie de Halicarnas,le-am f ncut pe tcDondét talk to me about Halic
cngenuncheat “n nisipul tncer Kneelinginthe sand of silence, | whispered graciously on the
horizon
Perhl inmuiau ora Hil in sangele lui Mazda, pe cer balauri de The Per si ans wer e dr o vsrbloadgn the
fum sky smoke dragons
dansau n cercuri moi were dancing in soft circles

tatnl meu bea foarte mult, a myfatherdrinks, she added, investigating with her gaze

modelul etan’Hal covorului the carpetds tightly patter

)
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un om minunat, ~nke, nepqgii gnei:a wonder ful man, but he offe
feels bad and
scuipn cO©te un pictdicm zeama spitsouta bit of the juice of his soul so

Nu-mi vorbi mie de Halicarnas,le-am bnut pe t oéeDo n alktomeaboutHalicarnassus, | have drunk it all
Intins pe spate, cu picioarele spre mausoleu, mita m s p i | a Lying on my back, with my feet towards the mausoleum, |

,

n supa shratn washed my hair
COt eodatn val ul "mH erac©rmper @ inthe salty soup
ul ei oasn Sometimes the wave covered my eyes, laying an oily pellicle
pe zborul agitat al vulturilor on the frantic flight of the eagles
atunci soti meu se enew ea 4Hn mn " nj ur n, then my husband gets angry and curses me, he tells me that h
in"elege understands
de unde tot rnAul din mine where all the evil inside me
de unde grosimea coapsei, nodulul din bra"Hcerul e vine'ld vara the thickness of the thigh, the lump in the arm come from, the
inBodrumat ¢ n sky is purplish during summer
in Bodrum so
Nu -mi vorbi mie de Halicarnas, le -am iubit pe toate Dondét talk to me abo ovedthemhli c
Chiar 'Hpe blondul carlion®t a ¢ A miua akdzat@rapal Even that curly -headed blond male whose hand put my body
pe rug on the pyke
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Erau vremuricindtotce-"H t r e b ui a ,-Himbe piepfuhh t There were times when all you needed was, for the wind to

c a r n e€hastampere foamea expand your chest,

da, "n ciuda a orice, vara mi meatto satisfy your hunger

mai aspru yes, despite everything, for the summer | retire to Bodrum,
se prefacen miere wh ere the bitterest wine

unde | epndepi slodla cwmxrhac mnt ac<¢ istransformed into honey
mh s | i ni THlenhoapte Dar i where | shed my old scaly skin and put on the silk, the sun,

the olive trees blackened by the night. Yes.

)
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Cntre Del mor e To Delmore

H-am spus c¢cn nu fHwmaieles cand nauzioa u mi | told you that we cannot stand still, especially when the music

vOnt ul uinpedrdele, atenci n of the wind blows the curtains, then
ie’'Hm, ath am ieht, Delmore, we get out, thatds how we got
fruntea mea |l ucioasn ogl i ndn myshinyforehead a mirror for the neons |
urlat, am plans, m-am rostogolit in praf yelled, | cried, | rolled over in the dust
spre amuzamentul general, am ®Blp ni t cu d e g € for the general amusement, | jumped around with my finger
nasturi between two buttons

ai cHh mn of my shirt
am bAut , Dahzanrop'tei,, "am bnut t o | drank Delmore, in the middle of the night, | drank it all, |
ntregi dried up whole ponds

de bnuturhn of liquor
mi-am infipt picioarele -n betonul ora’Hilui 'H amdtnyl forced stuck my feet into
heralzii the heralds

nop™H i nu au miln de | acrimile of the night do not pity my tears,
m-am cl Atinat pe | ©ng« mes e, -n |wobbledaround the tables, always, but always, with my nails
carne in my flesh
m-am gandit | a t i ne, la infarctul | thought of you, at your heart attack, at your body forgotten in
mor gn the morgue
m-am goOndit | a jHmrTtaatee & eu reir € lthought of the half of a life that demands to be lived

)
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apoi am adormit, Delmore, cu sufletul parjolit de sete then | felt asleep, Delmore, with my soul scorched by thirst

Translation
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Apnsat de anibtecilegt i nd | Burdened by the years, | reach out and | pick you

ca pe o floare as a flower
e at©ta duiolie “n pasul thereds so much tenderness in
ulor al verii prin hol del e v e stepofthe summer through the green fields of Bactria,
cum “i fluturn eidirwlcthiia “n bthe way her dress flutters in
poOnkh ber na edo®ncn a o even the deep half mast of the eyes
spre venele HWnrsate “n bra towards the spilled veins in the arm
pare acum o joacnhn de copil now seems childds pl ay
abia cand THeg bareta sandalei only when | strap on your sandal
pot uita fragilitatea de corabie a gambelor (ron"&li t u | 0 ¢ can | forget the ship-like fragility of the shanks (the crunching
pui!) of the chicken bones!)
ori buna func ldnare a gleznei or the good functioning of the ankle
uit delemtul n"ocghe pl onj Am, n Iforgetaboutthe frozen desert in which we plunge, night after

night,

noi [ i storfielil e noastre mnr e weandourgrand histories
uit mnseaua cariatn din fundul forget the decayed tooth at
pl "nmGnii fragili deellgeamnhn (| thefraillungsofa twin (asthe arms...),
uit lacrimile iernii pierdute pe barba | forget the tears of the winter lost on a beard
Apnsat de ani, te cul eg ca pe Burdened by the years,|reach outand I pick you as a flower,

)
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n campiile oceanice-ale Bactriei, in the oceanic fields of Bactria,
T"Hscuturi pletele -nsingerate. Ultimele zvonuriale-n s e r n r i you shake your bloody locks. The last rumors of the evening.

)
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in Arabia
Dar ni meni -avrpaud puett redifil, st r u
Riute-akh, f |l AmOnzi, am strnAabAtut

Alergand strigoi Tmpena "Kl bidivii cu picioare ca sforile intinse
ale

vracilor persani
Doar dropiil e,
Cad su'lkcd moge Vvinicén

Tot acolo am dat de un oraHo h r A s Hhare, co murele de
Corsote

Apa Mascasului il inconjura ca un inel

fi am Hezut Tn acel loc patruzeci de zile Hde nop™H

Am dat bAtnlia cea mare cu
noapteé
Imimangdiemanacu sfialn, siluetele

)

snracel e, cu z
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In Arabia

But nobody ever could catch the ostrich,
And so, famished, we travelled the wormwood sea,
Chasing feathered ghosts, stallions with feet like the tensioned
strings of
the persian wizards
Only the bustards, poor things, with their flight br oken,
partridges forgotten by the god,
Fall under the arrows of those still alive...

There also we came across a abandoned city, a big city,
bearing the name

Corsote
The river Mascas surrounds it as a ring
And we stayed in that place forty days and nights
And we fought a great battle with the demons. When we
arrived it was nighté

She caresses my hand shy, the thick silhouettes from around th
fire
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Par surde 'H oarbe | a chemnril e ail Seem deaf and blind at the calls of the wings, | love you, is
‘Hapta heard the wisper
femeii cu gheare de leu of the woman wi th lion claws
[ ci oc de pas neleéntre degetels murdara de and bird beak is heard, | tighten her little claws tighten between
funingine my fingers grimy with soot
Mo trag | a pieptioplatoiie u Urneccrih il and | pull her to my chest that is still covered by my

felinei tremurn speriate de breastpl at e. slinl das shake |l frigmenddsby the
closeness of the fire

Inprolp se “nv©O©rte un bou ~ nt r ¢Onthe spitawhole ox is being roasted, its fat trickles onto the
fa'ha strip
decenith | umi natn de Sel ene. of ash illuminated by Selene.

A zecea zhdezécamhopiinr am pl eldat On the tenth day, accompanied by ten hoplites, we left loaded
cobili"elgoale with empty yokes

In defileu ne-au inconjurat vulturii 'K am sim”i# pentru prima  In the canyon eagles circled us and | felt for the first time

oar n the maggots of fear
viermii fricii

strecurandu-se in chiar culcuHil vulpii, Menos, mi -am spus, sneaking right into the fox0s
con’'iHe-te contain yourself

Ghemui™Hunii in al i ca oile amukhand blana de lup, mi-am Huddl ed one into another, as

)

Transla+tion
Calé

March 2018



Translation Café, Issue186

PoemsbyBo gdan

Al exandru Stanescu

Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Andr ei Tnnase
25
numnrat de zece ori zece deg countedtentimesten fingers

Apoi m -am ridicat, am scuturat ciuma terorii din suflet, am
ridicat

pumnul spre stol
Rim-am vArsat
intre

mine 'Hdiscul rece al lunii.

furia " n vOrtej

cn a

femeie
sau de-nptcéaldari,

Ni s-au aklézat pe ochi, neau ~ mbr ncat

d oun-awidte al rzd usst el @Hcu trapade

cnngi ,

au ouat moart ebradorni’lvanel e f
Deundesau i vit apoi de mo iiddictre |
pnstnile verzui al e

Ne-am ascuns ~n

urland Tn sobele reci, am inchis ochii,

Then 1 got up, | shook out of my soul the plague of terror, |
raised

my fist towards the flock
And | vented my fury in a fire swirl, | scorched a path of
embers between

myself and the cold disk of the moon.

In the twentieth day the locusts appeared, winged horses with
the bodies of women
or of cats in heat,

p | et They sat on our eyes, they dressed our locks in the trembling of

boat hooks,

they laid eggs of death in the hollows of the sleeping
brothers,
Out of which then appeared demons with slobbery tongues

pi ci or o areaching out between

the teal pods of the stilts

c a s’hldi, ee-gmrstredusai t « We hid ourselves in the abandoned houses of the city, we

squeezed
screaming into the cold stoves, we closed our eyes,

Transla+tion
Calé

March 2018



Translation Café, Issue186
PoemsbyBogdan Al exandru Stanescu
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Andr ei Tnnase

26

Ne-a m ~ riktrg@nunchii 'Hath am dormit somnul de veci, We hugged our knees and that way we slept the eternal sleep,
sper©nd | a un col mar é hoping a nightmareé

Amie’Hl t r éHlimasaunei’liri, numai un soare nemilos pe We got out revived from our hiding p laces, only a merciless sun

cerul Arabiei in the Arabic sky
oglindea trupurile de bebelu Hin care ne taram adteptand mi r r or e d t he babi esd bodi es
izbnvirea redemption
cOnd Apoll o a trimis <c¢iuma awhenApollosentthe plague upon us, and the hordes of rats
‘Hbolani appeared from the wombs of the city,
s-au ivit din pantecele ora’Hilui, We covered ourselves in the night with the bodies of our dead
Ne Tnveleam noaptea in I€Hrile fra™for mor™H, n e hr n 1 brothers, we fed with
puroiul bubelor plesnite the pus of burst spoils
Atuncimi-am amintit mOna mamegogeli Then I remember & dandninpm thmeo day efrl
palma moale pecarea m rgtai-o cu buzel e ¢ enteredthe agoge;
iubirii. the soft palm whi ch | kissed with chap lips by the fever
of love.

¢cn ultima noapte am vins atthigfaubu The last night | had a beautiful dream, it was like | was
Laconiei'h c¢ch mn scald "~ n apel e |touchingagainthe wheat

of Laconia and that | was bathing in the waters of the
Se fhAcea c¢cn vul peadil ster asge ex @i Eurotas,

)
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prin It was as if the fox was slipping out, dragging its bushy tail
bezna sufletului meu istovit through

the darkness of my exhaused soul

Mama imi mangaie tamplele deja inspicate, simt sangele My mother is caressing my already grey temples, | feel the

curgand blood running
din ce in ce mai repede pe sub piele, faster and faster beneath my skin,
Mn  “Hdia Inou cu pumnul spre cer, ath  cum f n | raise once again my fist towards the sky, as | did in my
copilAari e, childhood,
incalec calul arab | mount the Arabian horse
Riies, infrunteafra’Hl or ~ nc AHIvd innrpwei tpeo And | go out, the head of the still -living brothers, through the
mor mGnt . COnd am pl ecat se f collapsedgates of this

tomb. When we left it was already day.

)
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Visind furtuna ce-avea sa se cheme Grieg Dreaming the storm that was going to be called Grieg
Nute-amngi singur, Menos, b«iet ponét deceive yourself, Menos

ce-auzi tu acum, nu-i chemarea firava a vreunui apus de luna

nici mugetul unui cerb ranit in goana lui dupa nori

nui scr I netul z «reneniciadunasen fd elascay
a haitei de lupi

nu se-aude din ceruri

linilte, ascult« |
destoinic nici ca vei avea vreodata)

nd frunt

pi

cheam« t un e tvulgeatad aridqumn ma literatd -n
probleme de gen,

adun« sl ava firel-iiofifade pr af |,
ala cum eiti acum, profilat p

uitat in pod (da, pe acolo au vrut sa intre ho™ nu uita
amanuntul),

zigurat stingher

luptd cu améagirea, ce au z | tu acum e nalte

)

what you are hearing now, is not the frail call of a moonset
nor the cry of a wounded deer in its rush after the clouds

it 0s not the crunch of t he
brotherly gathering

of the wolf pack
It candt be heard from the sk

silence, listen sticking your forehead to the good knee (a
brother more worthy  you will never have)
summon the thunder, you know how! your fox is anyway more
literate in

problems of this kind,
accumulate the fame of the dust particles, gift it a flutter
as you are now, profiled on the waters of the Euphrates, old
calendar

forgotten in the attic (yes, through there the thieves
want ed t o tdoegetthe detail),d on o
lonely ziggurat
fight the deceit, what you are hearing now is the birth of the
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storm around
propriei umbre its own shadow
e samin'él putredd, numai buna. the seed is rotten, just fine.
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Primul Zigurat (oprirea in Babilon) The first Ziggurat (the stay in Babylon)

n Babilon am cunoscut poe’Hie curte & vorbeau despre moarte  In Babylon | met court poets ¢ they talked about death

del i nu murisern vreodatn. although they had never died.

Am cunoscut poe"Hle curtecaremi ¢~ nt au t «i | (1 metcourtpoets who praised the edge of my blade,

De | i luasetd via"al nimanui. Although they had never taken a life.

Am strins mai tare suli "&dTnh pumn | grasped my spear tighter in my fist

i am trecut furil mai depar t andlsneaked pastthem.

La umbra | ui M a -ard o3 &t tabdrd marez u t I n Mardukds shadow we stayed
intre coastele primilor oameni, parca, between the ribs of the first men, as it were

n Ninive curge molcom In Niniveh the Husur river

riul Husur flows slowly

In apele sale curvele sfinte,f eci oare “~n f ond, Initswaterthe holy whores, maidens, after all,

¢ii “"nmoaie cururile vegheat e Diptheir asses watched by the pilgrims

¢n Babil-am plou« [ In Babili it is rainin g and | am going

sé vorbesc printre to talk through

coloane de lacrimi aspre pillars of harsh tears

Altminteri vulpea, latratul Tnsetat, umbre schingiuite Otherwise the fox, its thirsty bark, the tormented shadows
iar«lii figura mamei pl  ng’  nd, againthe face of the mother crying,

)
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chipul ei intinerit de peli cula
miinile aspre, ochii-pumnal,
strigatul de lupta, umbrela unei

iubiri “mpr«itiate “n noapte
abandon in calea potopului,

c«mile “noat« [ r a g'HrimifHi thuguni ¢
plutind

n zare cuptoare cit casa picteaza erul nop Hcu limbi iscusite
de
ambra

pel ti
poleite cu aur
Fer etddeecicensl i ari mor

Abia din Tnserare se mai anun"& o noua zi, o noua ploaie, palma
c«ul scap« s ar marataresclipireazorior pi e
prima razw«ciciipsel te

casa zeului Marduk.

r«pitor.

durdul i i'H dinbrlce

31

her face rejuvenated by the film of tears
the hands harsh, eyes like daggers,
the war cry, umbrella of
a love scattered in the night through tight fingers
abandonment in the path of the flood,
camels swim and cry between the ziggurats, grinning priests,
bodies floating
on the horizon ovens big as houses paint the night sky with
skilful tongues of
amber

predatory fish puffy from of the flesh of infants thrown away in
gilded ditches

Beware of those that do not burn their dead!

Only at dusk a new day is announced, a fresh rain, the cupped
palms

drop the salt of the sky, the skin pickled in the spark of the
morning

the first ray paints

the house of the god Marduk like a lark
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Strazile drepte scurg zoaiele nop'H Straight streets drain the slops of the night,
mun'H i de os abamion tAirtue iuul d e the bone mountains of the nightmare ¢ remember
osului the sunset red of the bone

i vit din blana perforat« txad that emerged from the perforated fur of the devil, you
|l a asta se reduce totul, | a r wereyoung, butyouknew that
nelters, de sub blana caf eni e thisiswhatreally matters, the softer red, stronger,
vitezei never-fading, from under the brown fur of a dog hit by a god of

speed

ne ridic«m iar «I i privim ni si weriseagain we look at the reddish
rolcat cade de pe fruntea pesandfalling from the tops of the palm trees, drop, drop, drop,
albastru the patchy blue

peticit, pic, pic, pic pavement, drop, drop, drop
in prima razd a caru’ell ul ui . Ni mi-rc uritnlama in the first ray of the charioteer. Nothing beats in its ugliness
Tnseninarii the blade of the sunlight

cind taie-n trupul ploii when it cuts into the body of the rain
¢n Babili s-andicagdnigiulgiu r of u s In Babili the red ghost rose from its shroud
PreoHi v or besc des pruosemAiaintérnenim d The priests talk about death, although they do not know it. This
Noi. is where we

come in.
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Amintirea unui demon

atunci a “nceput, c¢c©nd ne dor
diminea™® t ©r zi e de d u mlinnicareinenvaldite
ce aramas e aici, poate un zambet pe care nu i explic

o fugn timidn, poate chiar zb
ath cum nu a fthramintiti ni ci cenu
din chinurile noastre mai tresare 0 imagine 1in spatele
pleoapelor

chipul tnAnu “~n peantmerdempieli f r umu

un tablou vivant aruncat in panza cire Hilui de care te-ai
sprijinit.

)
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Remembering a demon

it started then, when we wished too much for a

lazy sunday morning, its vapours, the lye with which it covers
us

wh at
myself
a timid run, maybe even the fluttering of the hand,

as not even the ash of memory has experienced

out of our agony another image appears behind the eyelashes
your face in the semidarkness, the beauty, the youthfulness of
the skin

a living picture thrown on the canvas of the cherry tree you
leaned against.

remains i s here, maybe
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Cu multd minie, Tnapoi. Brincoveanu. 1986

De Atofane trebui e -Bpune md@na gdeeur, e
de gemenii Petric« [i Crist-s
perverii

de grasu trebuie fwdh fugi, pen
ocoleipe Pele, pentru ch dA b
fugi ¢ " nd "1 vezi peamrdoriui, fca
fugi de cota [i de vali, pent

cind 1l vezi pe jidanu, traverseaza, pentru ca o sa te fure
inchide ochii cind treci pe linga doina, ca i-a supt-o lu Suraj

cind urci cu liftu ca &t #ie pe bordura de metal
cé altfel nu te ia
seara cand doar pepenii stricaHnai miros dinspre ghena

ai grij« cum te strecor.i pe |
f 4be una cu calciul de perete, fii invizi bil ca o gorild, viclean

34

Full of anger, back. Brancoveanu. 1986

You must stay away from Atofane, because he touches your
ass,

from the twins Petrica and Cristi you must stay away because
they are perverts

you must run away fr om fatso because he mugs you

avoid Pele, because he can throw a punch

run away when you see doru, he spends his summer in the
countryside pumping his muscles
run away from cota and
sex

when you see the Jew, cross thestreet, because he will rip you
off

cl ose
blowjob
when you ride the elevator climb the metal border otherwise it
wonot wor Kk

in the evening when just the rotten watermelons still stink out
of the bin

be careful how you sneak along the walls

val i, because

your eyes when you pas
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ca un ciorchine de struguri be one with the chalk on the wall, be invisible as a gorilla, crafty
cind te Tnjurd de mama fluierd in gand as a cluster of grapes
[ str@®nge din when they curse your mother whistle in your mind
c’  nt « | itech prepriaauidt e and clench your teeth
Vi seazx« cami onul Zzbur «tor ¢ ¢ sing and feed on your own hatred
mustéacioasa dream the flying truck that takes you and
florentina moustachioed
in loc cu verdea® unde e tot ce "Hau promis ursitoarele la florentina
nal tere to a green place, where there is all that the fates promised you

at your birth.

)
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Samb«tr nim iar«lii ~mpr Letds grow old togethe
Tot ce-i mai bun, abia de st s& vina, All the best, is about to come,
 ampani i, d démau,dntoanma-mtoamna bottles of champagne, odes, baners and slang, from autumn to

autumn

mer eu mai brav, mereu cel vec alwaysmore brave, always the old and nevertheless new
vino,s&mb «t r“ ni m i ar «dfostafostpr eun« come, | etds grow old together
experiment, minciund, noroc ca timpul are mila, ca soarta ne experiment, lie, luck that time has mercy, that fate smiles at us
z mbelte come, so, grab my hand, from the sole spak of some antique
vino, deci,ia-mn de m  n«, din si ngadhr a mirror
oglinzi take out your bones whitened in the sun and try to catch me
scoateHiolanele albite-n s o ancearcalsd ma prinzi itds just a game, wugly, absen
e doar un joc, urit, lipsit de reguli wedve gone on pl aying it f
1l tot jucadm de secole, secunde, amuzante evuri. epochs.
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Visul tigrului de hirtie The paper tigerds drea
Tmi amintesc, "ekéalaicoama aspra a nopt | remember, you groomed the rough mane of night
cuminte alaturi, stdteam cu barbia Th pumn quiet beside you, | stood with my chin in my hand
pe o0 g«l eat « Hgospus« [ i atunci on an empty bucket and then | told you,
cuinocen'l acel or veri nesf  r it e, withtheinnocence ofthose endless summers,
¢ fmi fuge privirea in pamint, ma scurg adesea in somn that my eyes are constantly drawn into the ground, | often glide

into slumber

m-ai “ntins o c-aifnkebatu | apt e, | youoffered me a glass of milk, and you asked me
deundepindunde, ¢’ t ma i-miplimbfaameag ~ n from where to where, how long | intend to walk my hunger
prin subsoluri, pe linga batatorul de covoare in basements, near the carpet beater
ca poate nar fi frumos s& mai ron & bulgari de pamint that maybe it would not be nice to keep munching dirtballs
aveai, tu, atunci p«rul f «cut youhadbackthen, aperm, and high wooden heels that
scandau pe gresie muzica fiartd a unui inceput devia™a chanted on the tiles the boiled music of new life beginning .
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Femeia mea din Gibraltar My woman from Gibraltar

de cind ai murit ultima oard, acum douédzeci de mii de ani 0 since you died last time, twenty thousand years ago din a
ntr-o
sear « de ma iajchimiipe patra rece, mingliatd e  may evening, you sighed and you curled up on the cold rock,

always
mereu de briza celor doud ape antagoniced caressed by the breeze of the two antagonistic watersd
cu ochii uita"Hnspre apele atlanticului, au trecut pe linga tine with their eyes lost in the waters of the Atlantic, they went by
you
vinatorii de scoici ai marelui verde, citeva furtuni aprige "Hau the oyster hunters of the great green, a few cruel storms
spalat parul washed your hair
incilcit, cuib de rindunele tangled, a swallow nest
ai privit din peil tera ta deschi &echiarri"d you watched from your open cave the phoenician oars 8 you do
amintelti, remember,
nui al a ?, dondt you?
lunecarea lemnului in apa sérata, ploaia sa scurs in mormint, in the gliding of the wood in the salted water, the rain drained in
groapa the grave, in
the hole
unde stai chircité, Iinga doud, poate trei suli"el -dnicercel din where you are curled up, next to two, maybe three spears and
silex an earring made of flint

dormeai intr -0 balta de lacrimi cind hannibal barca pleca spre you were sleeping in pool of tears when Hannibal Barca was

)
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Roma pentru a nu mai ajunge iar
f ITii din carnea
fiecare maree™Ha adus vel ti
deschis

ochii tai mari sperind sa vezi lun a care cheama apele,

ai oftat inciudata ca pierzi toata ac’ldnea, crabii au depus oué in
craniultdude maimu™, de wuri al gingal

ai visat la mauri, la califate arabe, privirea "Hai plimbat -o pe
valurile alhambrei te -ai bucurat de reconquista (ay, fustele,
flamenco)

nai v«zut Vv n«toarea de vr «jHa
adus ferfeni"iHun sul cu

mal efi cor um, ai ur me«r it trec
pastoase,

caravele [i la grande ar m®e
ai tresarit in somn cind semi"H i [ arienii s e

joc de [ ah,

)

leaving towards
Rome never to return again

t arHel ,s eu nr iadcic shreds of stringy meat rose towards the top of the pound, an
dHint ¢ u i opaque rooftop,

every tide brought news from the raging world and you
opened again

your big eyes hoping to see the moon that calls the waters,
you sighed spitefully because you were losing all the action, the
crabs laid eggs in

your skull of a monkey, of a tender giant
you dreamed the moors, Arabic caliphates, you eyed

the al hambrads veils you e
skirts,

flamenco)

you didnot see the witch hu

though the wave

brought you a beat up scroll with
maleficorum, you watched passing by you, spectral and pasty,
carvels and la grande armée

you got startled in your sleep when the semites and the arians
were training for a
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te-ai Tntrebat pentru cine bat clopotele
unde fug miile de imigran "Hasemenil¢ , acum mai
cum de pot ei merge pe fundul mare nostrum, cu pasul
sigur,
f amel i c i"Hsd ajungh metirimul promis, o europa pe
c ar e satio chiaitu, din burta ta padroasa o
ai incremenit intre patru pere "Hle sticld, unde clima e controlata
[
ti mpul pare ' n
c teodat «, m’

sf riit “ncrem
i ni "Hhagandegeteldnadhigte t

masoara, te mingiie

T"Hnregistreaza visele

dar noaptea T"Humbla prin minte strigoiul unui barbat ingropat
n cimitirul ghencea militar

care te strigd pe nume, THspune o femeia mea din gibraltar.

chess game,
you asked yourself for who m the bells toll
where do the thousands of refugees run, similar to you, longer
ago than ¢é

how is it that they can travel on the bottom of the mare
nostrum, with a steady step,

famished and determined to reach the promised land, a
Europe which

you, yourself created, from your hairy belly o
you have frozen between four glass walls, where the climate is
controlled

and
time seems finally still.
sometimes, gloved hands take you out, put their fingers into
your eyes,

measure you, caess you
they record your dreams
but at night there walks through your mind the ghost of a man
buried

in the ghencea military cemetery
who shouts your name, calls you 8 my woman from gibraltar.
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Agape
Poate c« problema nu se pune
poate ea nu sepune nicicum
e ca 0 ul« “nchi s«
c nd ajung noaptea acas« | i a

al

o simpl« descifrarealde?}pe
dar sf rilitul verii, pe o pl
pletolidi
nobili
toH oameni frumol i
imiacordoul ti m« zi [i g ndesc iat
i"ele
cum umarul cotul barbia deseneaza un triunghi de lumina
asta sa fie fericirea se intreaba Titir, pasarea deltei
nici gind, batrine, i raspund doct in "elept blazat
fericirea este cind alearga, @emenea calului
ea nu std neam n micile tale victorii
caut-o-n el ecuri, “n toate secund

n vijiitul din urechi in ochii sensibili la soare

)
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Agape

be h
ed at

Maybe the problem candt
maybe it candt be handl
I tds | i ke a | ocked door
when | get home in the night and my hands are too smooth for
a simple decoding (why would | crush, no?)
but the end of the summer, on a filthy beach, abandoned by the
satyrs and longhaired

nobles
all beautiful people
| grant myself one last day and | think look how strange all the
threads

untangle
how the shoulder elbow chin make a triangle of light
could this be happiness wondered Titir, the bird of the delta
no way, old man, | answer learned wise unimpressed
happiness is when it gallops, like a horse
it does not stay a second in your little victories
search for it in failures, in all the lost seconds
in the whizzing in the ears and the in the eyes sensitive to the
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sun

“n m inile care nu [tiu s« ap inthe hands that do not know how to grasp in the daily
stuttering

d A doamne siguran 8l pdianjenului vine grant it lord the security of the spider here comes th

apoftegmatica sentin"él apopthegmatic sentence

d Al castrarea sfinta grant it the holy castration

Numai iubirea, doar iubirea, T "Hid speran’ s « t r « i e | Only love, just love, gives you hope to live

ala e, murmur« Titir, are dr e itistrue, murmured Titir, the latin lover is right, as just

un sacru idiot nimereite cu a sacred idiot matches with its step the footprints of the

prophet

Titir, t-raisticio clipd deffericires « Titir, shut it, you risk to ruin my moment of happiness

sunt chiar pe buza ei crapata | am exactly on her split lip

observ cé devii new age, fata | observe you are becoming new age, girl

crezi ca e simplu ? vulpea i roade -haebcand pr i 1 doyouthinkitis simple? the fox chews its paw caught in a trap

)
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Trei corabii, spre nord Three ships, to the north

Am vazut trei corabii, cu prova spre nord | saw three ships, with their prows towards the north

Toate trei, topindu -se-n abur clocotit All three, dissolving in the boiled fog

al ploii anun "ate of the forecasted rain

L i -ammintrebat & chiar atunci, pe loc, fara tremur in glas & And | asked myself 0 rig ht there, immediately, with no tremor
in my voice &

daca le voi mai intilni vreodata If I will ever see them again

saudecemial dori una ca ast a, or why would | want something like this,

c' ' nd trompet eldaeo ceodhmoild)a®un T when the trumpets of the sky announce (a conference of th
clouds)

secetd, molima, suflete moarte, secate drought, plague, dead, drained souls,

0 noua era, Niobe. a new era, Niobe.

)
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O zi Insorita in Berlin A sunny day in Berlin
Mo | oz ul "M ateleiaite & riua decit o raza de soare The rubble and agitation of thatday 6i t 6 s j ust a
privirea i ur m«relte c«der ea thegaze follows its fall in the glass of wine absolutely red
neapéarat sec absolutely dry
Niobe asiatica are degete subid trandafirii ( your Asian beauty, Niobe the asian has thin rosy fingers (your Asiam beauty, your
fH T optelte conitiin consciousness whispers)
Pe strada de alaturi barbdaH t i ner i b«r bol i Onthe next street young bearded man carry their kids on the
furca handlebars
bicicletelor of their bikes
Murdar murdar Tmi repet nimeni de aici nu -mi v or b e i Dirty dirty | keep repeating to myself nobody here spea ks my
dar language but
ce limba e aia in care what language is that in which
te refugiezi abia cind "Hs-au strins z&pezile primaverii -n git you escape only when the snow of the spring gathered in your
neck
mastringecur eaua (am “nceput s« mmy belt keeps getting tighte
are nimic de-a face nici this has
cu picioarele bine infipte Tn ciment nothing to do with
nici cu soarele filtrat din fa "8 cu paharul bine strins intre degete the legs well plucked into the ground
are de-a face cu o trecere vaga, sinuoasa, sube, moale nor with the sun filtered from the front with the glass well
uite-a | a . tightened between the fingers

)
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cu o trecere in lumea celor drepHacolo unde scolioza nu-l i  f it has to do with a vague, sinuous, thin, soft passing
veacul like this.
oricit de discreta ar fi ea. with a passing to the world of the dead, where scoliosis does
not

make a living
however discrete it might be.
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The black gate

Today we first descended towards the plain, where,

The scouts whisper, the door of death rises

but not just in any manner, maybe only in time of drought
engraved graceful on the hot clay of a painted amphora
Bactriads sand shone mnder th
| took your hand, we walked like that, chained, grapes on a
prop

chanting charmes and imprecations

-There, between two paps of the desert,

it opened its toothless, stinking mouth

it smiled at us the way you remember the playful grin of a
praying mantris

a bug like a dry straw was caressing its jaws with thin arms
through the gap of the gate the ones that loved us pulled out
their heads

they were saluting us with joy

the sky alight as the day echoed the noise of the pickaxe

when it flings up the first cl ods

dry soil, moist land, brown land, good soil, good enough
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de mestecat to chew
muzica pAmaanébt pi oneupn uloar
the music of the land made us feel lightheaded, a light cup of

neeam znr it rmamelnéintavaad neat wine

we saw our mothers, we saw our fathers, with their backs bent
neeam vnzut neamuril edp”  nn | a &wesawourrelatives, to the seventh degree
dar zimbetele lor gravate pe mut r e t r n g e a u "Hthe but their smiles engraved on their faces were pulling their eyes
lacrimi pickled in tears
nu, ochi. |l or nu erau Vi, ed a u i no,their eyes were not happy, were just two gates, two copies
pl ut eau "Hie pragulmegeu, ridica™ de | a |they were floating naked in the black threshold, lifted up from
for™®l the ground by forces

pe care abialeam bnAnuit which we barely susp ected

[ |l a fiecar@asmnid chee cda gnrdo and at their every move sand was flowing out of their skulls, as
clepsidrn spartn out of a broken hourglass
apois-a i scat -&arundatpelatina pdste legiunea then the storm started, it threw its raincoat over the kneeling
"ngenunchiathn legion
neam ghemuit “n nisip, am °~ nc ewehuddledinthe sand, we tried to sleep, to dream at
Zimbetul celor the smile of those
din clipa de rncoar e. in the moment of coolness.
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Stabilopod Stabilopod

ftiu cn nlu pobereabhiteir :¢élue n |knowthatitisnotgood to relate your dreams in literature

f i 1 ndc-sipaginspe eaee le sari, mereu, ca pe cele in care ur because these are the pages you skip, always, like those i
orb descrie which
ul tima i magine a unui pl op v i ablind person describes
del i ctuonactsec ast ea, 1 ennte visyl frimms the last image of a poplar seen by a highway, a candle in the
n sky

care eram amindoi pe un although 1 know all this, | repeat, the beautiful dream keeps
stabilopod,T™H st nt eam pe genunch4era  popping upin my head,

crnpatn ca | a 35 in which we both were standing

on a stabilopod, | was sitting on your lap, but the skin on my
mi-ai ar ntat petele de cal ci u cpamswas
chapped as it was at (the age of) 35

petelemeledi n copi | FabnnselHt c@a T ®n mt ~ you showed me the calcium spots on the nails of my left hand,
unghiile tale they were
mi-aispus ~ntoarceammasaultatn] it mychildhood spots, which accompanied me until later, but

on your nails
dispuse simetric
doun pete mici, albe you said, turn your hand, son, | listened to you and there were
apoi m-am intrebat cum de-a-ncaputintr-un v i s t Oelat symetrically

)
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pe care neami n githa afita vreme. two small spots, white
then | asked myself how did all t he tenderness that we
repressed for so long
fitin a dream .

)
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Thalassa, Thalassa

Ma rasucesc in propria memorie ca un vierme intr-un boboc de
trandafir

™ amintelti, c inele alb se
aceealciurat@al e e

care duce |l a lcoal «, nu [t iHai
bintui nop “ite

ca-i vei visa vintrele, sucurile, palmele crapate in care te poarta
prin ceari afuri

trenul albastru se tirfie spre por i verii, acolo unde griul verde

nusepl eac« |l a loapta v ntului,

morii de apa

0 dulce céadere te poartd de pe scard pe dalele albe ale lu

Neptun

aitoH porii deschili,

altor ani, identici, izotopi ai nebuniei

miroli sa

,

"ntotdeauna n
de | a parter

)

sari p rl eazul ,
aceeali camer «

Thalassa, Thalassa
| curl in my own memory like a worm in a rosebud

You remember, the white dog was rolling on the carcass of th
cat, crushed
on the same clean alley
that leads to school, you did not know back then that
Baudel aireds giantess woul d
haunt your nights
that you would dream her womb, her juices, her chapped
palms in which she carries you

through the sheets
the blue train drags itself towards the gates of the summer,
where green wheat
does not bend at the whisper of the wind, and mysterious

bustards move the wheel of the water mill
a sweet coll apse carries you
white tiles

you have all your pores open, you smell the salt, the breez
brings with it the memory
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se aud acelealid cuvinte | ipsi of other years, identical ones, isotopes of madness
taiate you jump the stile, the same hotel is always built in dreams,
cobor in mine ca un vierme intr-un boboc de trandafir, the same room on the ground floor
ma scurg prin canalele singelui Tmbicsit, printre celule the same words lacking logic can be heard from two shadows
Tmbatrinite finely cut
perverse, m« culc “n 4unowme, s u ldescendintomyselflike aworm in arosebud,

| drain myself through the canals of clogged blood, through the
aged perverse cells,
| lie down in you, | am the yolk in a n egg.

)
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Cintece de lupta

| ar acum,

un rol u

maigreude [ ters, m i
Crispate pe minerul incins al spadei

Tu intorci spatele,

“nf «[ ur &aful iricins alnepair

Pune-H ul or

frunt ea

smulge-te din contextul carnii,

privelite spre orizont

vezi norii cum Tngroapa
Discul, Helios, caru™ell ul | u mi

Deschide gura,

cl «telte cerul

da drumul unui pean

Incearca sa atingi bolta cu ochiul palmei,

ur m«relte
Cinta, fiule, cintal

contur ul

ni

ni

gur i

s

"nc«rcat« p

cu [uvoi

ngelui v

)
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Battle songs

And now, a fresh red, a stronger one,

much harder to wipe, your hands

Tensed on the hot handle of the sword

You turn your back,

covered with the hot sheet of the night

Gently lower your loaded forehead onto your knees,
Extract yourself from the context of the flesh,
look to the horizon,

see how the clouds burry

The disc, Helios, the charioteer of the light
Open your mouth,

rinse your mouth with the air stream of the sea,
let out a paean

Try to touch the vault with the eye of your palm,
follow the outline of the blood shed on the walls
Sing, my boy, sing!
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Horatio Horatio
Ei ti siiagzitglasutmierlei? Are you sure that you heard the song of the blackbird?
Ei ti ab s odiviizut umbraewpuhave Are you absolutely sure that you saw the bloated shadows
Tnotind intre geamuri, swimming between the windows,
c-ai mirosit primavara innegurata? that you smelled the gloomy spring?
Eiti tu sigur? Are you sure?
Nu-H j oac« f e SHfrenteaiofierbintatd? nr ol i Do your bloodshot eyes, your heated forehead not deceive you?
Your hand is cold, like a ghoul 6s hand,
Ai mina rece, ca de strigoi, te zbdHn coroana mirt myrtle crown
Capnobil,derd®i , el ti tu sigur de c Noblehead, draked bead, are you sure of anything, Horatio?

)
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| bastru I

n jur umbrele -s cor'idute n propria materie

O anatomie a singurata'H i
pe firul negocierii fine
Dintre cele doué balan’el &

s e

nal t e

acolo unde nisipul scalda trupul inert al marii

O briz« uloar «

arpe de cas«
printre picioarele strainului.

S e

“ncol «celite

)
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Harmony in blue and silver

The world has closed itself,

round about, the shadows are contained in their own matter
An anatomy of loneliness is born

on the thread of a delicate negotiation

Among the two scales...

where the sand bathes the inert body of the sea

A light breeze wraps around,

auspicious snake,

the strangerds feet.
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Zboard, ZeiWa, survoleaza marea de felinare, Fly, Goddess, overfly the sea of lamps, the
tabara aheilor Achaeansd camp
Aruncé -te-ntre ei, zeila, Throw yourself between them, Goddess,
z d r o biecteieri de plaja-nsingerata, crush your brains on the bloody beach,
La ce bun sa fii, cind ai putea sa nu? To what good to be, when you could not?
Nu e decit primul dintre marile masacre, ltds only the first of the g
jocul la care ne pricepem atit de bine, the game at which we are so good,
Se vede ci avem nevoie de exerdi u é |l tdsac we need practiceé
mina nu "iHe sabiacud es «v " r [ i a del i cat «thehanddoes nothold the sword with the perfect delicacy
a criminalului profesionist, of the professional killer,
bratil nu -ndedjued uhealta the arm does not love the tool enough
Sapa, zel#l izvoare de singe, Dig, goddess, streams of blood,
da-ne nebunia ta, give us your madness,
da-ne dragostea, give us your love,
spalad-ne picioarele n fluviile Tnsingerate ale viitorului. wash our feet in the bloody streams of the future.

Transla+tion
Calé

March 2018




Translation Café, Issue186

PoemsbyBogdan Al exandru Stanescu
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Andr ei Tnnase

Se intimpla in vremea tramvaiului 34

Era seard, era cald
(mai cald poate acum, in momentul vorbirii),
c' ' nd ai b«gat capul pe

Li mi-ai spus ca supae gata, am dus degetul la buze

Pe sub balcon trecea tramvaiul 34,

l&udat fie-i numele.

El ne ducea in fiecare simbéta la bunica,

in pintecul lui ruginit ne “iHeam de mina
Mie-mi transpirau degetele, dar te stringeam,
cu toata for"al crengu'elor care erau atunci,

Ne Tntorceam noaptea, cu ultimul 34,

coboram la cimitirul eroilor,

pe arcul de triumf care impar "el lumea intre noi,
cei vii,Hii eroi mor
un dac caciulat infrunta un roman urban,

un pretorian dedat placerilor,

din cei ce beau cafea cu degélul ridicat pedant,
ma trageai dupa tine,

un individ a vrut sa -"Houna mina pe piept,

56

It happened in the time of the number 34 tram

It was evening, it was hot

( may b dotter holv,sas we speak),

when you opened the door

And you told me the soup is ready, | took my finger to my lips
Under the balcony the number 34 tram was passing,

praised be its name.

It took us every Saturday to grandma,

in its rusty belly we held hands

My fingers were sweaty, but | held you tighter,

with all the force of the twigs that were then,

We returned at night, on the last 34,

we got off at the heroesd ce
on the arch of triumph that divided the world between us,

the living, and the dead heroes,

a dacian in a fur cap was confronting an urbane roman,

a praetorian addicted to the pleasures,

one of those who drink coffee with their pinky raised priggishy,
you were pulling me after you,

a guy wanted to touch your chest,
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eu eram in urma, cu mult in urma, | was behind, far behind,
dar te "Heam de mina but I was holding your hand
Atunci am vézut balconul, Then | saw the balcony,
m-am vazut privindu -ne din casa. | saw myself looking at us from the house.
Ne-am salutat, eu i cCu mine. We greeted each other, me and myself.
Tramvaiul 34 ne ducea [ i ~ nsp Thenumber34tram took us also towards pantelimon too,
acolo unde Zaie'fini dadea lapte cald, where Zaiet gave me warm milk,
De unde fugeai ca un animal sélbatic, gelos, From where you ran like a wild animal, jealous,
tragindu -ma dupa tine, pulling me after you,
flaminzi dupa mirosul de piine coapta, famished after the scent of baked bread,
mirosul casnic al vagonului. the familial scent of the car.
Cu el, laudat fie-i numele, am fugit in noaptea aceea, With it, praised be its name, we ran away that night,
steaua tocmai lua béataien europa steaua was just being beaten in europe
La obor bunica murea At Obor grandma was dying
sau incerca sa moara, or she was trying to die,
mai | tii noaptea aia, pri mul you remember that night, my first wake
Ca o masa bund, s@dasa, Like a good, nourishing meal,
pe geam priveam motanul incal at, cu cizmele de tabla, on the window | was watching the puss in boots, with boots
made out of tin,
Il " ng« el u festaadda br oas c « next to him the huge turtle,

)
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unde nu-mi dadeai voie,
pentru ca-n burta ei

(vagonul meu, burta ei de fier)
Al "Hopii faceau caca.
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where you did not allow me,
because in its belly

(my car, its belly made out of iron)
Other kids used to poop.

™M spuneam c« al “ncerca | i eltoldyouthat!would also try.

La34 ma i l uat “n i arna aia gr ea To34youtook me that harsh and beautiful winter,
m-ai luat din cazemata mea de zapada you took me from my snow casemate

[ i -ami spus c« de m ine ~ncepe andyoutoldme thatschool started the next day,

se termina via'a, gata, ai puso, mi-ai zis

n-am n"eles, dar am fotografia, color,

O turm« de pinguikdhi cu
n prim plan un baie "&f slab, cu capul mare,
umerii lasa K gata sa se arunce la pamint,
pantalonii largi ,

("l minte cureaua de culoarea diareei),

i privirea agprinscadinlmadpucd e
Tn anul acela au inaugurat sta’ld de metrou,

au deviat tramvaiul 34

(laudat fie -i numele),

drumurile noastre s -au diversificat,

din ce in ce mai des

i ep

l i fe 1 s endideglgne, yobtald bes i t y O
Ididn 6t wunder st an dhotopcaldur, | have
Ci a colony of penguins with pol

in the front a skinny boy, with a big head,
low -shouldered, ready to throw himself to the ground,
loose trousers,
(I remember the diarrhoea coloured belt),
¢ and the look of a pet caught with a slipper in its mouth.
In that year they opened the metro station,
they diverted the number 34 tram
(praised be its name),
our paths diversified,
more and more often
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miinile noastre nu se mai intilneau, our hands stopped meeting,
pe [ ine au ap«r wnspaimintdtoare ni ¢ u  on the tramlines strangers appeared with frightening names
ii trasee necunoscut e, and unknown routes,
21,5, 16, 21,5, 16,
umerimeis-au apl ecat mai mul t [ my shoulders lowered more and more,
de parcé un ca#l al pamintului m& chema la cina. as if a dog of the earth was calling me to dinner.
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exandru

Noaptea in care am pierdut taxiul

In noaptea cind am pierdut taxiul miroseam a flori,
ca un cadavru sculat de pe nasalie

Palii erau grei
(deli i, iar«ii,
n momentul vorbirii)

Purtam paltonul bunicului, ca o armurd medievala,

par c« mali

sergiu nicolaescu

La fel, ma "lHeam tare, ca un munte de fier

( ~ mi [ pafonutdintdeap,

memoria mea de serviciu)

Spatele drept, miinile pe linga corp

(ce corp, ce opera de arta, un zeu renascentist),
Cheile, check, ldarile, check,

ne trebuie o destina’ld,

taximetristul gras Tmi face pa-pa

i dricul

)

ascunz’

gr ei

nd

| widtorios spre’macdor e apt «

r
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The night | missed the cab

The night | missed the cab | was smelling of flowers,
like a corpse awakened from the bier

My steps were heavy

(though, again, they seem to be heavier now,

as | speak)
I was
armor,
sergiu nicolaescu hiding the wound of the infamous assassin,
In the same way, | was holding my ground, like a mountain of
iron

wear i grandf at her

ng my

(the coat whispers to me from the wardrobe,

my memory on duty)

My back upright, my hands by my sides

(what a body, what a work of art, a renaissance god),
Keys, check, cigarettes, check,

we need a destination,

the fat cabdriver waves bye bye

and his hearse heads victorious to mcdd
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Nu-mi ramine decit s&| privesc trist de linga eva The only thing left is to watch him from beside the eva store
i s« g ndesc |l a un viitor fr andtothinkabouta beautiful f uture,
n bezna aromatéa a unei nopHle mai in the aromatic dark of a may night
Undeva, Somewhere,
la nivelul orizontului, doud snopuri de cablu at the level of the horizon, two bundles of cable
deseneaza o cruce a sfintului andrei. draw a cross of saint andrew.
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Miezul lucrurilor The essence of things
In fine, am scépat de admira’le, am fost izbavit Finally, | escaped admiration, | was saved from
de viciul micilor rani lipsite de inten “ie the vice of minor wounds lacking intention
Lucrez acum la noul proiect: | am working now on a new project:
pupicul pe bucile miinii care love 'He, the peck on the cheeks of the hand that strikes,
sarutul pe filde 'Hil din "Hbr care mu’Ha. the kiss on the ivory of the teeth that bite.
Precizez detaliile, | specify the details,
strunjesc cu grdle picioarele statuii | lathe with grace the feet of the statue
Mic tdrez zilnic doza de piele straina, | reduce daily the doze of foreign skin,
simt deja cum pielea TH pierde elasticitatea, | already feel how the skin is losing its elasticity,
Cum pierd calciu, magneziu, A2, B1, How | am losing c alcium, magnesium, A2, B1,
celule cenuHi, gray cells,
suf | et, toate oadrmdos | a goan« p soul alltake off out the backdoor
Fara gud bai, fard un du-te dracu, Without a goodbye, without a go to hell,
n singuratate practic mersul in miini, in solitude | practice walking on my hands,
ma pregatesc pentru olimpiada apocalipsei | prepare for the Olympics of the apocalypse
Caci, da, ea va veni, dupa cum rageartistul emerit, Because, yes, it will come, giving how the emeritus artist roars,
Ri ne va spéla de pacate and it will cleanse our sins
Pentru cali piticul s -a-necat, Because even the midget drowned,
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ne-am trezit de diminea "8, we woke up in the morning,
am 'Hajuns departe, avem|i parte, avem [i carte and we went a long way, we have power, we have knowledge
Aobolanul remu Kaciunii the rat of remorse
roade la osia trenului nostru comun, eats away the axle of our communal train,
Neghini "8, frate, {i tu, Morcovea "8 Neghini"®, br ot her rcovgatiu t oo, Mo
partenerii mei cu pantofi de lac, my partners wearing patent leather shoes,
s& incasdm asigurared & fugim... | et s coll ect the insurance
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Intimplare cu Otto Dix, intr -0 dup&-amiazé

de februarie, in compania Sfinxului

Dar cit de misterioasa e lumina, zice
Intre doua macarale,

cum [ tii tu s« recreezi

Pl «xcut « ochiului, inimei |

Nu-mi puteam desprinde ochii

64

Happening with Ott o Dix, on a February
afternoon, in the company of the Sphinx

But how mysterious light is, she says
Between two cranes,

acea thewayyouknow how to recreate that state of comfort

i s Pleasing to the eye, to the heart and to the immortal soul

| could not take my eyes off

de | a degetele r«sfirate c¢«mi thefingersspread like acamelwise

i ma gindeam c& o femeie cu asemenea copite And | was thinking that a woman with such hoofs

n-are voie s&mi vorbeasca despre mister... I's not allowed to talk to me
Amcondus-o p n« | a ula apart ament |walkedhertothe door of the flat,

in hol... chiar Otto Dix
Degetele strimbe ale Sylviei von Harden

"MtuescHgar a ala cum copitele

in the lobby... Otto Dix himself
Sylvia von Hardeno6s crooked f
fasten on the cigarette just as the hoofs

cmi delimitau orizontur.i | i | delimited my horizons and lights.
Paharul cu [ ampanie, Syl vi oar Thechampagne glass, dear little Sylvia,
rochia numai bun« s« |j oace pu herdressonlygood for the fleas to play chess on it,

Ciorapul strins in spatele genunchiului,
gura ei ca de pelitiuc,

)

Her stockings tightened behind her knees,
her mouth like that of a fish,
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chiar acela vazut intr-o pia"&n Istanbul o

nu-mi vorbi tu mie de Byzantium,
fulotelte dcanadi anul
Prin geamul ca un hublou

am remarcat amindoi ca anceput sa ninga
Acea ninsoare al care inceput nu-I prinzi in veci,
mereu surprins, mereu condamnat la Oh, la Ah,
| a pel t Bywieivon Hardera

Am stat ammi m n«
tremurind la gindul nop "Hce avea sa vina...

)

65

exactly that one seen in a market in Istanbul d

d o n 0 ttellyne about Byzantium,

whispers the Canadian &

Through the window like a porthole

we both noticed that it had started to snow

That snow beginning which you never ever catch,

always surprised, always condemned to Oh, to Ah,

to Sylvia vonesHar denos
We stood like that, holding hands,

trembling at the though t of the night that was to come...
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Diomede pleaca Diomede leaves
Evidentciseagi t « despre |l alitate [ 1tés obvious that he gets sti
Toateacel e milc«ri sumbre al e p Allthosesombre moves of the palm
Lucrate pe m ner. Ewvegad®nt , al Workedon the handle. Obviously, as the queen ship
Carenac | i pocelHie,s usdoulidea, | ob ol an Thehullripples, the soldiers curse, the rats swim
Agora n-a-ntilnit Problema The Agora did not encountered the Problem
aPleac« din Y ¢”"nd ajunge “n ©6lt |l eaves from Y when it re
Agora pricepe doar lucrul finit Agora comprehends only finite things
Atunci, te intreb, Senelaus, frica mea, Then, | ask you, Senelaus, my fear,
Frumuse™eha valului? The beauty of the wave?
Fiece pas, puntea trosneite, Each step, the bridge cracks, seaweed on the oars?
Adulmeci plaja llonului, spuma singelui, You sniff the beach of llon, the foam of blood,
Bol borBséintechii voltri, | i mpBurblesalsoinyoureyes, clear of shadow
Calcam nisipul préafuit We step on the dusty sand
Noapte uitatd, coifuri lasate in urma Forgotten night, helmets left behind
Pisica egipteana, ochii timpi, lada-n campanie The Egyptian cat, dumb eyes, trunk on campaign
Sandale umede, Itiu c« | egend Moistsandals, | know that the legend swallows all

)
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Ch i abdétaid din bar cu Eneas
Ahile Tn sus, Ahile in jos
Fiul, nepotul Ahile, méare "Hdalciiatul

Degeaba ingin, noaptea, la foc

Eu am célciiedin tdlpipind-n cr el t et
Legendasi t «tic printre zeié Legend is godfather

Diomede ucide, fute, desecreaza

Degeaba njur printre din "HDiom ede pleaca!
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Even the fistfight in the pub with Eneas

Achilles here, Achilles there
The son, grandson Achilles, the great man with the heel

In vain | hum, in the night, near the fire

| am all heels from my top to toe

Diomede Kkills, fucks, desecrates

)
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Fetele n f
in Claudiopolis

c’t am alteptat
oarecum
c’t am alteptat
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| oare, Wilup«, The girls in bloom, afternoon and morning
in Claudiopolis

" i strepezi"khcur@at  how long | waited in the spring with my teeth barren, troubled
somewhat
s« trec ~ n za howlonglwaited to pass into the promised horizon,
where | know for sure

ca nu e nici tremur al miinii, doar o glorioasa Tnaintare That there is no tremor of the hand, just a glorious advance
cu spatele drept, el i berat dewith my back upright, released from the pressure of your
poate thousand mistakes
maybe
citeodatad zimbind ironic, sé le-arunc intr-un gest imperial sometimes smiling ironically, to throw them with a imperial
gesture
|l a colul de gunoi (n«p«dit de intothetrash can overrun with herbs, juices, plastic slippers)
al trecutului of the past
am fi ert adamkicplmeamogenddupd cum am fost
sfatuiH de vechi mael tri | boiled the wait in the alembic of memory & as wewere
intr-ale supraviedli r i i é advised by the ancient masters

mi-am t ot Spus c«
eroare

at " tea mileof survivalé
| kept telling myself that so many millenniums could not give

l'i c« |l a cap«tul birth to a huge error
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primaverii, poate la por "ttt de fosfor ale soarelui, o sa scutur
zecile
de piei ale bolii

n Londinium, si tot fie zece ani, scufundat in colan negri ai

fetelor puhave (cum delicat ' Hn el e f al af el
mare)
nu vedeam alt orizont dec’t
procreari, orgii
inlanuri de fl oarea soarel ui
sarind

din batoane metalice, perseidele Tinindu -mi
trena, |i murmur nd

printre din "Hlor strica"HacoperiH de buze mul
Fute-o, ba !

Mai an, in Claudiopolis, ma prefdaceam, buimac, de fapt ma
Tmpleticeam
n prima zi calda a anului, prelungind cumva drumul

)

c

.
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and that at the end
of spring, maybe at the phosphorus gates of the sun, | would
shake off the dozens

of skins of diseases

In Lonidium, it might be ten years ago, sunk in the black tights
of

the bloated girls (how they gently hold a falafel between the
index and the tumb)
| could see no other horizon than that of a long, imperturbable

n « p « series of procreations, orgies

in overgrown sunflower fields, clouds of bees, splinters flying
from metallic bars, Perseids setting my pace and murmuring
between their rotten teeth, covered by bitten lips

Fuck her, lad!

A year ago, in Claudiopolis, |
stumbled

in the first warm day of the year, somehow extending my
way
When | saw again the armies of graceful carriers with pans,

pretended, dizzy, actually |
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Cind iar am vazut armiile de gra "ldase purtatoare, cu tingiri,

potire, lan i aurite, colan "Hegri, fetele in floare
Dar cum sunt inclinat spre introspec™H e I
deranjat

C i stateau n soare
Umbreau piatra alb «
pieile,

sa renasc auriu, pieptos, cu pas sigur, rinjet glorios

pe care m« t-mi’lepadi

Un singur fapt a mai r «nmeopulamk:i
felul duios cum stréluceau bucile, frumoasa lor acolada,
amfora
cu git Tngust a vinurilor selenare
-amispus, cu oarecare satisfadg: in ce fiin"&l esteticd mam
transformat, cita obiectivare.

Li

De altfel, intreaga diminea ™8 Tmi scosesen drum o sumedenie
de
miracole, pe care, peripatetizind, le notam in forul meu

interior,
53

chalices, golden chains, black tights, the girls in bloom
But as | am inclined towards introspection and anamnesis, it

a n aar bothered me

that they were blocking the sun
They were casting shadows over the white stone on
which | had thrown myself, ready to shed my skins,

to be reborn gilden, broad-chested, with a steady step,
glorious grin

A single fact remained from my antique and personal
copulation:

the endearing way in which the buttocks shone, their
beautiful curve, the narrow -necked amphora

of selenary wines
And | told myself, with a slightly certain satisfaction:
what an aesthetic beng | have

become, how much objectivization.

Furthermore, the entire morning brought out in my path a lot of
miracles which, as | peripateticized, | noted in my interior
forum,
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unde cei 500 de senator.i b «  where the 500 bearded senators were nodding their head
mai indrézne™H gravely, the bolder ones
umbl “"nd cu m" na pe sub peler walking with their hands under their capes and belts
Al a cum | «tram voi os, -ofemaare,ns Aslwas barking merrily, in afit of restlessness, with my fasciae
in fervour,
mi-am facut un juramint (unul sfint, cu degetele -nfipte -n I made an oath (a holy one, with my nails stuck into my
carne)dmoartea s« m« prind« virt flesh)d might death catch me virtuous, anointed with chrism
and oil by
acel eal i fete umor al e, -dried, the same humoral, deformed, and above all moral girls.

morale.

)
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Interviu cu Bogdan Al exan: Interview wi t h Bogdan Al ex

1. Vnisedpwrilkatuniciiénd incep@ sn scriei? 1. Do you set goals when you start writting?

Nu 'Hiu dacnh le pot numi scopuri: lucrez dup n un plan, Il dondét know if | could c
nu haotic, dar planul respectiv se formeazn in timp ce scriu. O to a plan, | dond do it chaotically, but the plan takes shape
carte prinde form 'K structur nin timp ce se construieklie: scriu o while | write. A book takes shape and structure while it is
povestire & in timp ce scriu imi dau seama ai ea cere o made: | write a story & while | write | realise that it demands a
continuare,ceapaiontinnuaar’ld desadtn sequel, then that the sequel will link itself to another story: this

povestire: al a ajung la planul general al unei cfir'H is how | get to the general plan of a book.
2.Catd e t ar e WsmMnflyemiad gmaiite ititorilor? 2 . To what extent do you
Nu mn pr ea i nftie citkosl@.a KNaboka m emotions?
spunea al 6sim’ih 6 o carte cu zona dintre omoplaHMai cur and I am not really interested in the emotions of the readers.
mn intereseaz inteligen "H cititorilor, la care, dacn ajungi, poH Nabokov said that awe feeld
miza H pe respectiva emdld. shoulder blades. More, | am interested in the intelligence of the
readers, if you can reach it, you can also bet on the accordin
emotion.
3. De ce scriepoezie? 3. Why do you write poetry?
Pentru c¢cn nu pot sn nu scr Because | cannot helpit, but wr i tch.oilcte
tyranny.
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4. Cum sinWW evolula dumneavoasfr in timp ca poet 4. How do you percedvyou evolution over time as a poet?
Privind Tnapoi la primele poezii scriseé Looking back at the first
Este o evolu'ld de la prolix la o simplitate natural i, de la It is a evolution from prolixity to a natural simplicity,
simbolism la o poezie postmodernn ieHtn din experien"® de from symbolism to a postmodern poetry resulted from a
lecturn.Cashmnlegdeoint r ebar e ant er i oa reading experience. To relate to a previous question, | started
poezie de emald 'H am ajuns la o poezie de intelect. Dar asta with a emotion poetry and | got to a n intellect poetry. But this

presupune, in primul r and, foarte multe lecturi 'H o asimilare presupposes, in the first place, a lot of reading and a consciou

conHientn a vie'l{ cu tot ce are ea, bun sau hu.

5. Ce poet sau autoray marcat in mod specidde ceAvew

asimilation of life, with all it has to offer, good or bad.

5. What poet or author has made a special impression

mentori din acest punct de vedere? #vereun poet sau poer and why? Do you have any mentors from this point of view? D

preferat?

Lista e enor mn:
normal, Tncepi cu po€l autohtoni, apoi ai diverse revelaH
intelectuale, care nu se opresc niciodati. Am inceput prin a
copia pur 'H simplu poezia lui Bacovia, a lui Arghezi, a lui
Ni chita Stnnescu, apoi am
condus la Rimbaud, Verlaine, pentru a ajunge ih mod natural la

a-a

poezia modernn de secol KiEzra
Pound. Dupnn30 de aniamcititmulthpoezi e brit a
se desprinde categoric Philip

Q

f i eMriieer. ;0 mudc

have a favourite poet or poem?

The list is huge: each age comes with its master
Usually, you start with the poets of your own coun try, then you
have all kinds of intelectual revelations, that never come to an
end. | started by simply copying the poetry of Bacovia, Arghezi,
Nichita StnAnnescu, then | had
me to Rimbaud, Verlaine, to naturally arive at t wentieth-
century modern poetry, especially to T.S. Eliot and Ezra Pound.
After the age of 30 | read a lot of British poetry, in which Philip
Larking categorically stands out. | read a lot of twentieth -
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de secol XX, maestrul incontestabil fiind aici Osip Mandel 'Ham.
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century Russian poetry, here indisputed master is Osip

Acum citesc mult Robert Lowell, John Berryman 'H Delmore
Schwartz.

6. La ce lucr@in acest moment?

Scriu un volum de povestiri care au ca fundal anii 80 din
Romania, scriu o monografie Paul Georgescu 'l un volum de
eseuri. Traduc un microroman de Faulkner 'H o antologie de
poeme Edward Hirsch.

7. Cum experimenfa dumneavoastt lumea literan? Sunt
multe evenimente la care particiifa Intélniri, reuniuni, tabere,
conferingé

Sunt, din cauza meserie mele diurne, cea de editor de

carte, obligat sn particip
in calitate de moderator. Particip la targuri de carte, atat in "&fn,
cat 'H Tn strhinntate. Dar toate astea W mai mult de

mondenitatea meseriei.

8.Cred& cn meseria de traducator poate fi un mod déavia

)

.

Mandel’Ham. Now | am reading a lot of Robert Lowell, John
Berryman and Delmore Schwartz.

6. What are you working at in this moment?

| am writting a volume of stories that that have as
background - ih Reman@8 D and writing a Paul
Georgescu nonography and a volume of essays. | am
translating a micro novel by Faulkner and an anthology of
poems by Edward Hirsch.

7. How do you experience the literary world? Are there
events at which you participate? Meetings, reunions, ca
conferenceseé

Given the nature of my daytime job, that of book

| a publisher, | am obliged to participate in such events, often as a

moderator. | participate in book fairs, both at home and abroad.
But all these are more related to the socializing aspect of the job

8. Do you think that one can make a living as a translat
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Roméia?d din punct de vedere financiar, sau ¢éasatisfafe a
carierei?

Depinde foarte mult de limba din care traduci 'H de
prestigiul pe care reu'ldli sin "HI construie’di. Cunosc traducntori
care @Hign foarte bine Tn urma subven™ior. Din p Acate, pentru
traducerile de | i mbnhA englHe v
Dar, iarnH depinde... O satisfacld i"Haduce traducerea, fie H ch
este cea a exer€ilui intelectual. Un traduc ntor de englezn,
Tnsn, nu cred cn poate trhii doar din munca asta.

9. Care estaleea principala di spatele volumelor Anabasis
Apoi, dupi britAlie, neam tras sufletul?

Nu e o idee
M-au interesat mai mult imaginile, amintirile, totul construit pe
schel et ul unei “ncercniri dHe
momente pe care eu le consider importante in istoria omenirii.
Totul In paralel cu aceleadl momente din i storia mea personaln.
In Anabasis, traversarea Imperiului Persan de aitre cei 10.000 ai
lui Xenofon a fost echivalenth cu o scobor@re personaln in
i mper i ul amintirilor, pO©nnh | a

)

p mai muté ided decundares |

Romania?d from the financial perspective, or in terms of ¢
satisfaction?

It depends very much on the language from which you
translate and the reputation you built up. | know translators
who earn very well from subsidies. Unfortunately, for
translations from English we cannot dream of that sort of
t hings. Yet , agai n, it dep
satisfaction, even if it is the one of the intellectual exercise
However | dondt think an Eng
only from this work.

9. What is the main idea of the volumes Anabasd The
after battle, we caught our breath?

There is no main idea. There are several secondary idea
| was interested more in the images, memories, all built on the
frame of an attempt to recreate, through mimesis, some
moments which | consider impo rtant in history of humanity.
All in parallel with the same moments in my personal history.
Il n Anabasis, the crossing of
10.000 was equivalent with a personal descent in the empire o
memories, to the deepest intimate resouces.
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10. Aveb céteva poezii preferate din cele daolume pe cart

le-ali publicat? Sau mai importante?
Am scris ambele volume ca pe nilde constructe

10. Do you have anfavourite poems from the two volu
you published? Or more important ones?

[ wrote both volumes as ¢

conceptuale. Mi-e greu g1 detatéz de acolo ceva, irnsnd A r € to detach anything from there, without tearing down the

etafodajul.

11.Cdde i mporitamt e st e daduluiuih
procesieidl creafT

in procesul cred’ldi nu are nici un rol. Rolul s fiu este vital
n raspandirea operei unui scriitor.

12.

Cot de recunoscutn e

Romaia? Ce ar putea face un traducator pentru a avea succes?
Din nefericire, n u foar't
oamenil or ni ci nNnonasdeuttnhl pe

nume’le traducntorul.
Snh traduchnh
calitate.

mu'll $n nu facit @bats de dan

13. Cred@ cn traducerile pot reprezenta un mod eficielat a
preda literaturalbde aintelege poezia?
Da, cred ch un

poet adevni

)

scaffolding.

11. How important do you think the role of a translator i
the creation process?

In the creation process he has no role His role is vital in
spreading the work of a writer.

12. How much is the work of a translator recognize
Romania? What could a translator do to be successful?

Unfortunately, not very recogn ized. The majority of
people dondt even bother l oo
name of the translator.

To translate a lot, to be consistent and not to compromise
on the quality of his work.

13. Do you think that translations cabe an efficient way
teach literature and to understand poetry?

Yes, | believe that a true poet must translate poetry. Only
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Doar akh poate invii'ed cu adewrat mecanismele funcignnrii this way he can truly learn the functioning mechanisms of the
marilor poezii. Eceamaibuni’t oal n de | i t er a greatpoems.ltisthe best literature school.

14. Cum cred® cn literatura, poezia ar trebui predafin 14. How do you think that literature, poetry should be ta
universitate? Metoda clasidn care profesorudkbimpune punctul de in university? The classical method in which the professor im
vedere studeitor (ble ofen toate informaile din start ori o metod point of view to the students and offers them all the information
mai interactivi in care profesorul are un dialog cu eledile the beginning or a more interactive method in which the profess
stimuleaz gandirea? a dialog with the students and stimulates their minds?

Binein"eles @1 a doua variantn este cea pe care o prefer Of course the second method is the one that | prefer,but
dar ea nu ar trebui sn lase in umbr i predarea de sintezn. Istoria it should not cut off the synthesis way of teaching. The history
literar i nu este o activitate creativA, ci un schelet care trebuie of literature is not a creative activity, but a skeleton that must be
of erit student ul ui , Hze pendl, rulterio; offered to the student, in order for him to set on it
carna'ld 'H epiderma pe care le va dobandi prin medita "l¢ subsequently, the flesh and the epidermis that he will acquire
individual A’H mai ales, multn, multn lecturn. through individual meditation and, above all, very, very much

reading.

15. Cadtraducitor ce vi se pare mai importanti eedai un 15. As a translator what do you find more important: to re
text ct mai apropiat ca forfnde limba sum sau prefera sn pristraW  a text as close to the form of the oragias possible or doy preferto
sensul originalului chiar datforma se modiii? keep the meaning of the original even if the form of the t

| deal este sn echikfarima Pulini i modified?
reusc. Dar un traducnhtor adev The ideal is to achieve equivalence both of sense and o

form. Few manage to do it. But a true translator should reach
)
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out towards this.

16. AW Tntdmpinat probleme mai deosebite procesul de 16. Have you encountered anyrieular problems in th
traducere? translation process?

Da, nu am "Hurarel Desexemplu, in scrisorile Yes, I havenot transl ated
erotice ale Iui Joyce a trebuit $ mn lupt constant cu Joyceds erotic |l etters | con
pudibonderia unui cititor virtual Hisn trec peste ea readerds prudi shness and get
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