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

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

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

Incepe anul. Ti-am tot scris sonete...
De laudd, nestiutor si pur
De cét de trist se scurg si pe-ndelete
Clipele dulci prin palnii mari de-azur.
Ci-am vrut mereu sa-ti palpaie un flutur
Deasupra sanilor ca peste-un turn
Un steag de dragoste. Roua sd-ti scutur
Sau sa ti-o ling pios de pe coturn,
Iubita mea-n aurdrii de plete
Topita si-n palme c-un brotac
Pe care-mi ceri intruna sa-1 impac,
Sa-1 fac sa nu-i mai fie dor si sete

De apa de sub nuferii de-argint,

Cand Dumnezeu se uitd la noi bland...

7

The Year Begins. I Have Been Writing You Sonnets

The year begins. I have been writing you sonnets

Of praise, ignorant and pure

Of how sadly and slowly

The sweet moments drip through azure funnels.

I always longed for a butterfly to flutter

Like a flag of love over a tower.

To shake the dew of you

Or to lick it devoutly from your soles of your feet

My golden haired sweetheart

Melting and holding a frog in your hands

Which you keep begging me to comfort

To make it miss no one and be no longer thirsty
For the water under the silver water-lilies,
When God watches us kindly...
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Cand inima unei gradini e-un ciob de sticld... When the Heart of a Garden Is a Chip of Glass

Cand inima unei gradini e-un ciob de sticla When the heart of a garden is a chip of glass
Ce-ti aminteste cd ai fost si inger, Reminding you that once you were an angel as well
Tu cumperi murdturi; nimic nu strica You buy pickles and choose soft tomatoes, all the better
S4 ai si-n patldgele moi rasfrangeri To reflect your image as clear as a bell
Si sd plutesti, iluminat, in moarea And to float, enlightened, in the efervescent brine
Spumoasd ce-nconjoara miezuri fleasca That surrounds the watery flesh of sweet
De dulci harbuji porniti ca o caleasca Watermelons lined up to meet
Spre Cerul Gurii; sa le pipdi floarea At the top of your mouth
Carcelului cu limba-mpatimita To feel the tendrils of the vine
De-atatea bunatati descrise-n taind Like the hidden treats described
In Biblia ascunsd-n simpla-ti haing, In the Bible tucked into your coat pocket,
Cand rage lung tristetea ca o vita When the sadness is lowing like a cow

Dusd-n ocol de Dumnezeu, la muls, Led by God for milking into the byre

Dintr-un nestdpanit si cald impuls... With an impulse as warm and strong as fire.
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Cand m-am uitat in urmd, nu erai...

Cand m-am uitat in urm4d, nu erai,

Tu, inger pdzitor. Nici inainte.

$i deodatd mi-a trecut prin minte

C4d sunt lasat in grija oamenilor, vai!

Pe-acest pamant! Dar caldd, albd, blands,

Inviluiti-n carlionti, cu glezna-n rouad,

Te-ai indreptat spre mine, pe din doua

Sd ne hranim c-o floare care canta

Petald cu petald viata dulce,

Femeia mea cu coapsa-n veci lin franta

De o plécere grea, ce-o sd ne culce

Aldturi, doar cu Dumnezeu la geamuri,
Ascuns de iederi, crinisti, raze, fluturi, ramuri,
Spre a ne tine-un pic nerusinarea-n hamuri...

)

9

You Were Gone When I Looked Behind

You were gone, when I looked behind

My guardian angel, in front of me — you weren’t there
Suddenly it crossed my mind

That I am left to people’s care

Poor me, among my own kind!

You came towards me warm, pale, gentle
Enfolded in curls, your ankle

In the morning dew

Let’s feed ourselves with a singing flower,

Petal by petal, such sweet life worth

My lady with the thigh eternally broken

By a burdensome pleasure, that will put us to sleep

Only God is beside us watching through a bright window,

Hidden in ivy, lilies, wisps of light, butterflies, twigs
To hold in our impudence...

Translation
Calé

May 2018




Translation Café, Issue 188
Poems by Emil Brumaru

Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Simona Husariu

Copac sfios, iubirea-ntruna creste...

Copac sfios, iubirea-ntruna creste
Pan’” se-mbulzesc pe crengi fructele mari,
Ascunse-n frunze, rotunjind cereste
Dorintele ce le purtdm, hoinari
Prin roua plind de primejdii grele,
Fara sa stim cd suntem ocrotiti
De ingerii ce au la talpi obiele,
Fluturi si flori scotdandu-le din minti.
Culesul va incepe cétre seard?
Cine din noi va intelege, bland,
C3 Dumnezeu in carne ne coboars,
Spre-a le lua cu mana Lui din vant?
Si-a le musca-n miezul mustos, cu sdmburi,
Ca sd simtim cd nu mai suntem singuri...

10

Bashful Tree, Love Is Always Growing

Bashful tree, love is always growing
Until the ripe fruits make the branches weary
Hidden behind the leaves, divinely rounding
The desires that we, the wanderers, carry
Through the morning dew full of heavy threats
Without knowing that we are shielded from sadness
By the angels who have their feet wrapped in cloth
Butterflies and flowers driving them to madness.
Is the time of harvest near?
Who among us will understand
That God himself has put us here
To catch the fruits from the blowing wind?

Biting the fruit right to the stone

To show us we are no longer alone.
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Ne mai uitdm cuminti la curcubeie... We Still Stare in Amazement at Rainbows

Ne mai uitdm uimiti la curcubeie, We still stare in amazement at rainbows,
Chiar stam sub ele, ne topim de dor, Even standing under them, and melting with desire
Vrem suflete sa fim culorilor We long to be spirits of colours
Ce altfel se desfac si se descleie, Dissolving and opening everywhere
Lin prelingandu-se cu ingerii pe noi, Trickling slowly with angels over us
Spre-a ne-mbiba cu fragezimi si franjuri To impregnate with blue tassels and tenderness
De-azur cdzut c-un soare-n raze moi Falling in the sun’s soft rays
Peste mari nuferi, producand deranjuri Over big water lilies making a mess
Brotacilor obsceni si delicati, Of the indecent frail frogs,
Imbrobonati in oakuri de chemare Pearled in calling croaks
A tot ce are iz si fluturare Of everything that has a peculiar smell that flutter as well
De limbi de vechi balauri infocati Of fiery old dragons’ tongues

In truda de-a-i iubi pan’ la durere In disturbing their loving tenderness

In nemilos de tandra-mperechere! By tearing them apart in ruthlessness!
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Rugdciune laicd (Dd-ne, Doamne, ajutor) Layc Prayer (Heavenly Father Help Us, Please)
Da-ne, Doamne, ajutor Heavenly Father help us, please
S4 iesim din lumea asta To leave this world
Cum parfumu-mbatator As perfume unfold
Cand deschizi in vant fereastra. From an open window in the breeze.
Fa cu mine semn spre bine Summon me to goodness
Sa-ti fiu oaspat To be your guest
Ca o miere de albine As honey trickles
Prelingdndu-se-n rdsine. Into resins’ thickness.
Déa-ne, Doamne, ajutor Oh, Heavenly Father help us, please
S4 iesim din lumea asta To leave this world
Cum parfumu-mbatator As perfume unfold
Cand deschizi in vant fereastra... From an open window in the breeze.
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fngerii nostri s-au invdtat (I) Our Angels Got Used to (I)
Ingerii nostri s-au invatat, cate doi, Pairs of angels always will
Sd se joace, sdrind din musuroi in musuroi Play with each other hopping still
De cartite moi. Of the soft molehill.
Bat din aripe ca si cum palme-s Flapping their wings as if they were hands
Ce-aplauda suvoaiele miresmelor calme Applauding the fragrance of the calm springs
Curgand din flori mari spre Doamne-Doamne. Pouring from large flowers on Heavenly Lands.
Si-ncet se apleaca deasupra izvoarelor, Bending slowly over the deep
Muindu-si nimburile si varful picioarelor, Water, deeping their haloes and toes to keep
Si-adormind in boarea lor... In the gentle breeze
All falling asleep
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fngerii nostri s-au invdtat (2) Our Angels Got Used to (2)
Ingerii nostri s-au invatat Our angels have it in their head
Sd se ascunda sub pat, That they can hide under the bed,
Ciulindu-si nimbul, urechile, -aripele Picking their ears, wings, haloes above
Cand ne umplem cu dragoste clipele When we are busy making love
$i-o iau la goana si se ingandura They fly away worried to avoid
Daca le cade in cap céte-o scandurd Being hit by falling wood
Sau chiar salteaua cu tot cu perne Or by a mattress and pillows from above
In toiul patimii noastre eterne... As we are making passionate love

)
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Aveam in mine ceva sfant...

Aveam in mine ceva sfant
Cum numai ingerii sunt pe pamant,

Neapadrati decat de-aureola lor
In preajma caselor, fantanilor...

M-apropiam de oameni si-i priveam
Cat se iubesc de mult, ca printr-un geam

In care risuflarea li se-oprea
Facand dulci falduri grele de perdea

Ca sd nu vad si sd nu inteleg
Ca fericirea nu-i un fluture intreg...

15

Inside Me There Was a Growing Mirth

Inside me there was a growing mirth
As holy as angels come to earth,

Protected only by their haloes’ light
Surrounding the houses and fountains bright

I stared through the window as I drew near
And saw how people held each other dear

Their sweet breath misted on the cold
Window making heavy curtains fold

So that I shouldn’t see with my own eye
That happiness is but a broken butterfly.

)
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Cum se pierd visele avute-n zori...

Cum se pierd visele avute-n zori!
Pe la amiaza-abia de mai tii minte
Cat de frumoasa, alba si fierbinte
E-adancitura unei subsuori!

Si chiar de-ai cduta cu luméanarea,
Nu mai gdsesti mersul cu pasii mici
Al celeia ce-si uitd dezmierdarea
Cum si-ar ldsa sub pat niste ciupici.
Doar fluturii-s atat de nestatornici,
Cu tumbele lor flausate-n aer,

Sau zénele ce-ntruna se dezbaier’,
Ca de prostani, de zmeii mult prea dornici
Sa le inmoaie sanii mari si soldul,
Dansii stiind c-acolo li-e imboldul...

16

How Dreams at Dawn Fade Away So Soon

How dreams at dawn fade away so soon
That you barely remember them at noon
How lovely, snowy and even hot

It seems to be in the armpit

And even if you searched intensly

You could not encounter

The graceful walk with mincing steps
Of that one woman who forgets

Her charm as if it were slippers under the bed.
Only butterflies are so fickle

With their downy somersaults in the air,
Or the fairies who escape from dragons
As if they were rather slow-witted —
And far too eager

To caress the fairies” hips and breasts
Cause that is where their desire rests.

)
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Cant Song
Mi-au imbdtranit mainile My hands grew older
De stat degeaba cu sdptamanile. For siting iddle for weeks
Palmele mi s-au asprit. My palms became rougher
Nu mai stiu sad inghit I do not know how to swallow anymore
Apa din cana adanca. The water from the deep mug
Totul mi se intampla Everything happens to me
Parca aldturi. Ma uit ca prin geam, As if it were near? I am looking through the window
Sprijinit de sticla rece c-o tampla Leant against the cold glass with my temple
Ce nici n-o mai am! That I no more have.

)
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Mi-e sufletul curat ca un pahar

Mi-e sufletul curat ca un pahar
Nemurdarit de buze. Cand respiri
Se abureste fin de amintiri
De care tu, acum, nici n-ai habar.
Oh, ele te vor face sa rosesti:
Céci vei afla ce solduri tandre ai
(Daca te uiti la hergheliile de cail)
Si-ncerci cu mine sa le-obisnuiesti
Sa-si unduiasca-n talia lor fina
Fesele mari care de ea atarna
Incat mai-mai sa cazi pe spate, plind
De nabddai in clipa ce 1si scurma
Sanii din fata, si ei prea umflati
De pofta ingerilor far’ de sat!

18

My Soul Is as Pure as a Glass

My soul is as pure as a glass of water
Unstained by lips. When you breathe
It fills gently with memories” steams
Which you do not even have the least idea of
Oh, they will make you blush

As soon as you find out

How tender your thighs are

If you gaze at the herds of horses
And try to accustom them to me

To wave their gently waist

Their large rumps that hang down
So that you might fall on your back
Restless at the moment, searching
For the front breasts, too swollen

By the selfish angels!
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Regina toldanitd printre struguri... The Queen Lies Down Among the Grapes...

Regina tolonitd printre struguri, The queen lies down among grapes
Pe tronul ei de catifea plisata, On her pleated velvet throne
Mi-a zis razand: Azi vreau ca sa te bucuri She told me amused: “Today I want you to rejoice!
De trupul meu, primeste-l drept rasplata Receive my body as a gift!
Céd mi-ai indeplinit porunci ciudate For fulfilling my strange commands
Si-ai gatuit pdianjenii din plase, And for throttling the spiders from the cobwebs
Ei complotau pe la colturi, pe la spate, Because they were conspiring together on my back
Sa-mi ndruiascd rochia de matase, My silk gown to tear up
Ca slugile sa-mi vada cele doua So that the servants see right away
Fese si sanii cand nici nu se asteaptd, My buttocks and breasts when they least expect
$i astfel sa cobor treapta cu treapta And therefore descend step by step
In glodul lor cleios, eu, cea din roud, In their mud, oh! I the one from the dew,

Manyjita-n pofta lor de porci la troaca! Smeared by greedy pigs at trough

Doar tie-i hdrazitd, ca sa-ti placa, It is only designed for you to like

Gura-mi ce buzele-i cdrnoase-si crapa... My mouth that its fleshy lips crack...

)
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Rugdciune laicd (Bucuriile simple)

Bucuriile simple

Nu mai vor sd se intample.

Am tot asteptat si-am tot asteptat
Sa-mi creasca iarba cuminte in pat,
Curcubeie sa-mi intre pe geam,
Fluturi sd traga in ham

Soarele ca pe-un radvan

Din care tu sa scobori

Frumoasa si dusd de subtiori
Pana la gura mea sfanta

Ce coapsele albe isi canta

In rugdciune,

Minune cu proaspdta roud-n spume...

20

Laic Prayer (Common Joys)

Common joys

No longer want to happen anymore

I have been waiting impatiently for a while
For grass grow slowly in my bed

For rainbows get down through the window pane
And butterfly pull the sun

Which you get down from

Lovely and carried away

By your underarm armpits

To my holy mouth

For your snowy thighs are singing by

In prayer,

The wonder with fresh dewdrops in foams...
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Cantec naiv (Si trece-acel suflet de-o clipi) Naive Song (That Ephemeral Soul Passes by)

$i trece-acel suflet de-o clipa

Prin carne, cand iar esti copil;

La lampa cu gaz si fitil;

Citesti. Vechi povesti se-nfiripa,
Te-acopdr minunile lor,

In umbra ciupercilor scunde,

Cu zéne scaldand un picior

Prelung in izvoare rotunde...

$i vrei sd te-opresti din risip4,

Din nou rabdator si umil,

Ci trece-acel suflet de-o clipa

Prin carne, cand iar esti copil...

Imi spui ci-i seara. Ziua a fost blanda

Cu tine, mai soptesti, ma-nvalui, darnic,
Cu-aroma ta neomeneasca inca...

O, ingere, -ti raspund, tu-mi stai zadarnic
Aldturi... Numai o femeie

Stie parfumul clipei sa-1 desfaca

Ca pe un fruct rotund si, bland, sa-mi deie
Miezul mustos....

)

That ephemeral soul passes away through flesh
When you become a child again

And you sit by your blow-torch

And read stories that come alive

Their misteries veil you

In the tiny mushroom’s shadow

With fairies bathing one foot

In round springs for a long time

And you want to stop them from squandering
Again, patient and humble

But that ephemeral soul passes away

Through flesh when you are again a child

You tell me it is evening. The day was warm to you
With your cruel scent still...

Oh angel, I answer you but you stand in vain
Beside... Only a woman

Knows how to open a moment scent

As a round-shaped fruit and gently give me

Its juicy pulp...
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Mirosi a scoicd desficutd umed...

Mirosi a scoicd desfacuta umed

Pe plajele de la-nceput de lume.

Ma-mbii, lunecdtoare, intre spume

Pe care sa le sorb abia ma-ncumet.

Si iata! perla straluceste-aieve,

Scoasa din cdrnuri roze de moluscs,

Oh, chiar cu gura mea. Razele-i usca

Saliva ingerului greu de veghe,

Aureola i-o inmoaie-n focul

Dorintei de-a te-ntruchipa femeie,

Cu aripile-ti pipdie mijlocul,

La pieptul lui cu fulgi viata-si descleie
Din miezul ei mustos si bun la gust
Spre bucuria Demiurgului robust...

22

You Smell Like an Opened Shell

You smell like an opened mussel
On the beach at the beginning of the world
You allure me, slippery, through sea foams
Which I barely dare to sip
And look, the pearl indeed gleams!
Taken out of a mussel’s pink meat
Oh, right with my own mouth. The beams dry
The dribble of the heavy guardian angel
The halo deeps into the fire
Of the wish of embodying a woman
With his wings caresses your waist
Your life softens with feathers to his bosom
From its juicy, delectable pulp
For the stout Demiurge’s delight...

)
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Nu e un fluture viata mea...

Nu e un flutur viata mea... nu-i o fantana
Ce-ti iese-n cale... sau il prinzi in mana,
Stergandu-i praful parfumat de Dumnezeu.
Mi-e sufletul din ce in ce mai greu,

Trist atarnand ca o perdea in geam,
Ludndu-mi si lumina ce-o mai am.
De-aceea ingerii, pe toti, ii caut,
Ademenindu-i la acordeon, la flaut,

La muzicuta cu buton, la clavecin,

in dimineata-n care md inchin,
Ingenunchind, la trupul tdu divin

De alb...

23

My Life Is not a Butterfly...

My life is not a butterfly... it is not a fountain
Which you come across or you grab it in your hand
Wiping its dust scented by God,

I feel my soul heavier and heavier

Hanging wistfully like a curtain at the window
Which takes me even the last beam of light I have left,
This is the reason I am looking for all the angels,
Luring them to the accordion or to the flute,

To the harmonica with one button, or a hapsichord,
In the morning I worship,

Kneeling at your divine body

Soivory...

Translation
Calé

May 2018



Translation Café, Issue 188
Poems by Emil Brumaru

Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Simona Husariu

24

Poate ci mor... de-aceea-ti scriu intruna... Maybe I Am dying... That Is Why I Keep Writing You

Poate ca mor... de-aceea-ti scriu intruna...
Bezmeticindu-ti sufletul si trupul.
Fii buna, rea, te rog, n-aibi nici un scrupul.
Lumind, umbrd, pe rand, soare, luna,
Imi strajuiesc cuvintele spre tine.
Imbobocesc fiece gest de-al tau in floare,
Munti de miresme, fluturi sun din zare,
Si-ti rotunjesc, dupa tipar de sold, izvoare,
Neabatut de lene sau rusine.
Ma stradui sa pldtesc cu carnea mea,
Spuzitd-n rdni, ce ai tu mai agale,
Mai nefiresc de dulce, mai lalea

Larg desfacutd in odaia-n care

Numai o zi am stat sub roua grea...

Maybe I am dying... that is why I keep writing you
Bewildering your soul and body
Please be kind, have no scruple
Light, darkness, one after another, sun, moon
I am guarding my words towards you.
I bloom each one of your gestures into a flower
Mountains of fragrance, butterflies sound from a distance
And after a pattern of thigh, I round you springs
Unshaken by sloth or shame
I am striving to pay with my own flesh
Covered by wounds, what you have gentler
More uncommonly lovely, more tulip

Wide open in the room in which

I stayed only one day under the heavy dew...

)
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O, mai departe n-am cum sd trdiesc... Oh, I Cannot Live Any Further
O, mai departe n-am cum sa traiesc! Oh, I cannot live any further!
E-atata umilintd si rusine There is so much disgrace and shame
In trupul meu cu miros pamantesc, In my earthly smelling body
Care-a plecat candva din rai cu tine, Who once left with you from heaven
Lasand copacul sterp, sarpele mort Leaving the lifeless tree, the dead snake
Si fluturii in cldtinare dulce... And the butterflies in sweet sway...
O, mai departe nu stiu cum sa-mi port Oh, I do not know how to carry my
Sufletul plin de pofte. Clipa-ti duce Soul filled with desires any further
Hoitul suav in spate ca pe-o cruce... The sweet moment carries on its back

Its suave corpse like a cross...
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Duminica, te strange bland la pieptul...

Duminica, te strange bland la pieptul
Lui plin de fulgi, imbratisandu-te de-a dreptul,
ingerul Mare, c-o tablita-nscrisa

Cu cele mai frumoase si vechi vise

Ce ti se-ndeplinesc, trdite-aievea,

Din zori de ziud, cand incepe veghea...
Femeia ta frumoasa te asteaptd

Sa-i speli in ceaiuri verzi faptura coaptd,
Fara rusine, -ntarziind pe-alocuri,

In galagii suave si in jocuri

Cu stropi grei de clestar, oh printre bile
Pline de muzici tandre si fragile...

Si s-o0 hranesti cu fructe moi, rotunde,
Pe care ea intr-insa le ascunde,

Mai speriindu-se, mai a pldcere,

Mai a durere si-a ingenunchere...

Sd-i mangai cu nuiele carnea alba,
Legandu-i ochii, ca sa fie oarba,

Cu o esarfa, sufletul sa-ti soarba...

26

He Hugs you Gently to His Bosom on Sundays

On Sundays he hugs you gently to his bosom
Filled with feathers, he simply hugs you

The Great Angel carrying a written board
With the most beautiful old dreams

Which they come true like in reality

From the morning when wakefulness starts
Your beautiful lady has been waiting for you
To wash her ripe being in green tea
Shameless, delaying here and there

In suave bables and games

With heavy drops of crystal, oh, among balls
Filled with soft, gentle chants...

And to feed her with soft round fruits
Which she hides them inside her,

Startling of pleasure,

Of pain and subjugation...

To touch her white flesh with white sticks,
To blindfold her with a scarf,

In order for her to sip your soul...
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$i s-o ridici in ceruri, calda rugdciune, And to lift her up to heaven, in warm prayer,
In laude ce-abia le mai poti spune, In prays which you can barely hear,
Imbrobonata-n rous, clipocind in spume... Veiled in the morning dew, rippling of foams...
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Ne tineam de mand mergeam...

Ne tineam de mana mergeam...
Prin locuri atat de ciudate
Tu spuneai cd e-n rai eu spuneam

Cé raiul e mult mai departe

Acum e doar campul si-n zori
Verzui si subtiri ierburi nalte
Réazand le certai uneori

Si bland pan’ la sani sa nu-ti salte

Ci numai lin palma-mi primeai
Sa-i mangaie fara sfiala
Mergeam si mergeam tu erai
Aldturi de mine si goald

Céci orice vesmant e-un pdcat
Greoi cand iubesti si-o rusine
Si ingeri cu nimbul lor lat
Técuti te-nveleau in lumine

We Were Holding Our Hands and Walking...

We were holding our hands

We were walking through such odd places

You said we were in heaven, but I said

Heaven is much more farther

Now only the field has left, and at dawn

Tall grass greenish and white

Which you sometimes scolded them beamingly

And gently not to grow above your breasts

Only the soft motion of my hand you would accept

To caress them without timidity

We continued walking

And naked beside me you were standing

Because any cloth is a heavy sin

When you love and a shame

And the angels with their large haloes

Were veiling you softly in lights
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Sa fim mai aproape de cer To be closer to the sky
Treceam prin paduri cu izvoare We were passing through forests with spring
Prin vechi vdgauni cu mister Through old ravines full of mistery
Din tufe rupeai cate-o floare. A flower you were picking from the bushes.

)
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Chiar lucrurile au altfel de umbre-acum...

Domnului Gabriel Liiceanu

Chiar lucrurile au altfel de umbre-acum,
Mai reci, mai groase, sprijinind peretii
De aburi moi ai burei diminetii

Prin care ingerii pornesc la drum,
Fara merinde, rosi de vreo petald

De crin la nimb, de roud la célcéie,
Prinsi intr-o boare ce de-abia le-adie
Fulgii din aripi si de praf li-i spald;
Si-apoi se odihnesc si-si beau din rana
Sangele alb, ca pe o hrana-anume
Pentru-nchinare, pentru-ntelepciune,

Bland ocrotiti de-a Domnului grea geana.

Si catre-amurg, infofoliti in brume,
Pasesc, nostalgici, in cealaltd lume...

)
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Even Things Have Different Kinds of Shades Now...
To Gabriel Liiceanu

Even things have different kinds of shades now,
Colder, thicker and leaning the walls
Of soft steams of the morning drizzle
Through which the angels start their way somehow,
With no food, gnawed by the petal-lust
Of a lily at their halo, by dew at their heel
Caught in a gentle breeze that they barely feel
The wings’ feathers and wash them from dust,
And then they rest and drink from their wounds
The white blood, as a sort of special dish
For prayer, for wisdom,
Gently protected by Lord’s heavy eyelash.
And in the evening enfolded in white frost
They step, nostalgic, into the other world, lost...
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Pe-atunci md ocrotea, sever, un inger I Was Then Protected Sternly by an Angel
Pe-atunci ma ocrotea, sever, un inger: I was then protected sternly by an angel
Nici lucrurile n-aveau parte de atingeri! Not even objects did enjoy any affection!
E lubric, imi soptea dansu-n ureche, It’s lustful, he whispered into my ear,
S-admiri intre picioare-o masa veche, An old table’s legs very much endear,
Acoperite tandru cu matase; Gently dressed in silk
Nici scaunele n-au voie sd te lase Not even the chairs will let you take
De umeri sd le iei si sa te-asezi Them by their backrests and rest
Pe coapsele lor tari, tu, un obez! On their hard thighs, you the fattest!
Dar eu tanjeam la sanii tdi, la sale, But I was longing for your breasts and hips,
Unde carnita-i ucigas de moale, Where the flesh is deadly soft like water drips
La subgenunchiul si la subsuoara For your under knee and armpit holes
Mai fragezite cand se lasd seara Even more tender when evening falls,
Si poti sa-ti bajbai mai pe indelete And slowly may you feel your beloved’s
Iubita, pe la ceafd, pe sub plete, Back head and under braids,

)
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$i chiar s-o tulburi, s-o momesti un pic, And you may even confuse and seduce her slowly
Un degetel bagandu-i in buric! Sticking a finger in her button belly.
Ci eu, viclean, mai fiind astdzi si luni, And [, being tricky except today and Monday,
Ti-am pus gand rdu, cu botul in capsuni You are in deep trouble; my mouth fully in strawberries
Intrat pan’ la urechi, si-am tot pdpat, Up to my ears, I kept feeding myself,
Lungindu-te pe cel mai laic pat.. Stretching you on the most secular bed.

Translation
Cafli

May 2018




Translation Café, Issue 188
Poems by Emil Brumaru

Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Simona Husariu

Atdt as vrea

Atat ag vrea: un inger ce-mi sopteste
Cé lucrurile-s coapte in amurg.

lau cana-n mand, roua-n ea musteste,
Perdele in ciucuri fragezi curg,
Dulapul poartd-n rafturi omizi crude
Ce bat métasea In matanii moi,
Desprins de fluturi, sufletul se-aude
Cum palpaie nedumerit apoi,

Siiar adorm in asternut cu vantul
Izvoare tolonite albe-n prund;

Atat as vrea, un inger... sd-1 ascund
De oameni cu cuvantul...

33

That Much I'd like

That much I'd like: an angel to whisper into my ear
That things are ripe in the twilight.

I take the mug oozing with dew

The curtains drop in tender tassels downright

The cupboard holds raw caterpillars on its shelves
That weave silk into rosary beads,

Released from butterflies, the soul is heard
Flickering puzzled in its own way,

And again springs lain white on shingle;

Fall asleep with the wind in bed linen;

That much I'd like, an angel... with my word

To hide from people...
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Md-addpostesc, copil, sub calda ta aripd...

Ma-addpostesc, copil, sub calda ta arip4,
Ingere rabdator, unde ti-e puful dulce.
Mi-e sufletul in graba si-n risipa;

E timpul lucrurile sa se culce

Aldturea de umbra lor; dulapul
Misterios, imbujorat de-arome bune,

A capatat si el intelepciune

$i nu-si mai sterge de prin rafturi praful.
Si un pahar tresare, o! Minune

A puritatii degetelor mele
De-adolescent, intinse catre buza de clestar,
Ca doud raze lungi si grele

De dupa-amiaza...

34

Child, I Shelter in Your Warm Embrace...

Child, I shelter in your warm embrace,
Patient angel, where is your sweet fluff.
My soul is in a hurry and waste

It is time for things to sleep enough
Beside their shadow, the mysterious
Wardrobe, blushing by good flavours,
Gained wisdom,

And he no longer cleans the shelves. A curious
Glass startles, oh! The wonder

Of the innocence of my young fingers
Stretched to my crystal lip

Like two heavy long beams of light

In the afternoon...
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E ingerul de marti care-mi aduce...

E ingerul de marti care-mi aduce
Copildria ca pe-o turtd dulce,

Ca pe un susan si ca pe o halvita.

E ingerul de marti, aduce suvite

De par carliontat, suflate-n vant,

Ale iubitelor cu trupul sfant,

Ce-au locuit candva si pe pamant
Si-acum s-au dus din nou in paradis,

Cu genele sa ne impungd moale-n vis...

$i iardsi am ghiozdanul plin cu bile,
Cu sugative, radiere inutile,

Si cu sticlute de cerneala-albastra,
Cand stam cu sufletul langa fereastra,
Uimit de fluturii greoi de-afara

Ce nu stiau ca doamna profesoara
(Sani, fese, catalog la subsuoard)

[i cheami lin la tabld, intr-o doard,
Cu-aripile pudrate sa descrie

Ziua, la ora de melancolie...

)
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It is the Tuesday Angel Who Brings Me...

It is the Tuesday’s angel who brings me

The childhood sweet like a gingerbread

Like a halvah and sesame seed.

It is the Tuesday’s angel,

Among tufts of curly hair blown by the wind
The lovers with holy body

Who once lived on Earth

But now they went back to Heaven

With their eyelashes to lightly sting us in our dreams...
And my school bag is full of balls again,

Blotting paper, useless erasers,

And tiny ink pots

While I stayedwith my soul by the window,
Amazed by the heavy butterflies flying outside
What they were not aware

Was that our teacher

(Breasts, buttocks, a class register under her arms)
Calls each of them gently to the blackboard

With their powdered wings to describe
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Si-n pauze catedra s-o invesmante The date at the melancholy class
In praful dup-amiezilor, fierbinte... And in the breaks the teacher’s desk to veil

In the afternoon’s hot dust...
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Ingerii nostri nu ne inteleg pe deplin...

Ingerii nostri nu ne inteleg pe deplin.
Pe tine te confundd c-un crin

Carnos, cu petale pletoase
Fluturate in spatele pacinicei case.

Ei cred cd fantanile-s parte din noi.
Se-aszd in ciuturi si, doi cate doi,

Vor sa coboare-n adanc, unde-i umed.
Tanjesc sa ne pipdie fragedul suflet.

Ingerii au stangicii. Isi pun nimbul
Alaturi de coapsele tale in timpul

Cat ne iubim si se uitd cu spaima
De parc-am muri. Si-ntre dansii ingaima

Ce spunem, dar nu se pricep la minciuni.

Si-atunci fac de-a valma si-n joacd minuni...

)
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Our Angels Do Not Understand Us Completely

Our angels do not understand us completely.
They are mistaken us for a lily

Fleshy with weeping petals
Fluttered behind the peaceful house.

They believe fountains are part of us.
They sit in pairs in well buckets and discuss,

They want to go down to the ground, where is wet.
To touch our tender souls, not to forget.

The angels are clumsy. They put their halo
Next to your hips

While we love each other and they stare with fearful eyes
As if we are dying, and repeat among themselves

The words we speak, but they aren’t good at lies
Blusting in play and create wonders.
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Amintiri din rai...

Nu-ti cer nimic. Vreau numai sa ascul’,ci
Cum trec prin iarba ingerii desculti

Tot cautand s-ajunga unde, palpaind,
Stau curcubeiele cu talpa pe pamant.

Sa-si scoat-aureolele si sa se-adape
Ca o cireadd sfantd in clare ape

De vechi izvoare izbucnite pe cand eu
Umblam cu tine lela, teleleu,

Neludnd in seama cd esti goald-puscad,
Dand, buni prieteni, roua grea de-o dusca

$i pipdind ba sénii tdi, ba un copt fruct
Pe care pan’la urma tu l-ai rupt

De pe o ramurd si 1-ai muscat;

38

Memories From Heaven...

I want nothing from you, but listen how angels pass
Barefoot through the long grass

Searching to reach the place where rainbows
Flicker, with their soles on the meadows.

To take out their haloes and drink

Like a holy herd of cattle in clear waters

Of old springs that sprang, while
I was wandering about with you awhile,

Not bothered that you are naked. As mates
We gulped down a heavy draught of dew

And touching either your breasts or a ripe fruit
That you eventually picked

Off a branch and you bit it, the same,

)
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La fel eu tatele in dinti ti-am luat, As I took your breasts into my mouth with no shame,
Rostogolindu-ma in vaile matasii... Tumbling down silky valleys...
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Cantec naiv (Povestile au pajisti si rdcoare)

Povestile au pajisti si racoare,

Si papadii cu capul de puf mare

Cat sanii verzi ai unei vrajitoare
Ce-si duce catre seard la plimbare

In lesa spiridusii de onoare

Spre a-i folosi, la nuntile din mlastini,

Drept martori mormolocilor de bastini...

Acolo, printre rddacinile putride

Pesti orbi, turtiti, inhata moi omide,
S$i buzele isi rup, prinse-n carlige,

Din nou lenea-n adancuri sa-si castige
$i sd viseze nuferi de deasupra

Cum isi rdstoarna peste dansii cupa
Si carnea albd de sub solzi le-o frige
Cu-amorul razelor aduse in adanc...

40

Naive Song (Stories Have Meadows and Freshness)

Stories have meadows and freshness,

And dandelions with big fluffy head

Like the green breasts of a witch

Who walks at night

Her honour elves on a leash

To use them as witnesses at a wedding

Of the native tadpoles in swamps, ending
There among rotten roots, fillers

Flat, blind fish, snatch soft caterpillars,

And they tear their lips, caught in hooks

To win again their sloth into the depths
Dreaming at water lilies from above, to look
How they overturn the leaves in baths

And burn their white meat behind the scales
The rays’ love-affair taken back to the depth...
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Din nou in miezul crinilor enormi

Din nou in miezul crinilor enormi

Tu m-ai lasat sad-ti umblu sub vesminte
Atat de linistita, ca de-abia

Se auzea suflarea ta fierbinte

Bland inaltandu-ti sanii ca pe-o nea

Ce a cazut si-acum se urca iara,
Sprea-a n-o topi cu indrazneala mea,
In raiul parfumat de-odinioar3,

Unde ucigator de pur coboara

Din nou in miezul crinilor enormi...

Mi-e teamad c-o sd te spulberi cind adormi!

41

In the Middle of the Huge Water Lilies Again

In the middle of the huge water lilies again

You allowed me to touch you under your clothes

So serene, that I barely could

Hear your warm breath

Lifting up your breasts as light as snow

Who have felt and now is raising again,

Not to melt it with my daring slow,

In the old scented heaven,

From where it purely goes down

In the middle of the huge water lilies again...

I am afraid you might fall apart when you fall asleep!
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Femeia mea frumoasd ca scriptura... My Lady as Beautiful as a Scripture...
Femeia mea frumoasa ca scriptura, My lady as beautiful as a scripture, I do not want
Nu-ti cer nici coapsele, nici sanii si nici gura, Neither your thighs, nor your breasts or mouth,
Ci sufletul rdscopt ca o cdpsuna But your soul as ripe as a strawberry, so fresh
Cu mirosu-ntelept si carnea buna With your wise smell and fine flesh,
$i gandurile moi si-adanci ca mierea And your deep thoughts as soft as honey
Dupaé-amiezii, spre-a-mi spori puterea, Of the afternoon, to increase my vitality.
Si-ti fac din fluturi pat, din roua masg, I'll make you a bed from butterflies and a table from dew,
Nelegiuit de alba mea mireasd, My dangerously beautiful wife,
Si-ti ndscocesc din vorbe raiul dulce And I'll make up the sweet heaven from your words,
In care tineretea ta sa-si culce, In which your youth may put to bed
Cand ziua-ti cade trista la picioare, When the day falls sad to your feet,
Lacrima grea, stralimpede si mare... The heavy clear drop sweet...
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Mi-a zis Verlaine

In zori de zi fluturii-s cruzi.

De-abia dupa-amiaza, copti,

fi pipdi, mirosi si-i auzi

Prin aer. Seara-s deja morti.

Sub aripile fine-adormi,

De-acum plapumi subtiri iti sunt;

Visezi femei cu sanii-n vant,

Genele-n nouri, ochi enormi.

Te catdri catre gura lor,

Tu insuti fluture batran,

Mi-a zis Verlaine, mangaietor,

Si m-a-ndemnat sa mai raman
Maécar un an de clipe-n roua,
Ca s-o-mpartim, fleti, pe din doua...

43

Verlaine Told Me

The butterflies are raw at dawn.
They are ripe hardly in the afternoon,
You touch, smell and hear them
Through the air. They are already dead in the evening,.
Under their soft wings you fall asleep,
From now on they are thin blankets;
You're dreaming of women with breasts in wind,
Their eyelashes in clouds, huge eyes.
You climb to their mouth,
You, yourself old butterfly,
Verlaine told me, gently,
And urged me to stay
At least a year of moments in dew,
To share it, like fools, by two...
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Sd te iubesc, sd md iubesti, si sd md ierti... To Love You, to Love and Forgive Me...

Sd te iubesc, sd ma iubesti, si sa ma ierti,
Imi spui, si prin paduri s4 nu ma lasi,
Fiindca ma pierd, mi-s sanii mici si lasi,
Oh, cracii slefuiti devin inerti,
Vointa-mi se topeste lang-un sarpe,

Ma scurg intreagd-n spume ca izvorul
Ce-n treacat il atinge cu piciorul

Vreun zmeu plin de blazoane si esarfe
Fin adiate-n limbile lui rosii,

Zmulse-n amoruri fragede cu zane;

Din trupul meu cdldut nu mai ramane
Decat o ceatd bajbaitd de botgrosii
Ascunsi dupad ciuperci otrdvitoare,
Doar scorburi care rdspandesc duhoare...

Si-un singur suflet, rupt, in noi doi moare...

You told me, ‘“To love you, to love and forgive me’,
Do not leave me into the forest all by myself
Cause I'll lose my way, as my breasts are small and weak,
O, the polished legs become inert

My will melts as soon as I stay beside a snake,

I drain myself in foams like a spring

That touches it in its way with the foot

Some kite full of flags and scarves

Gently blown by its red tongues in the wind,
Pulled in tender love affairs with the fairies;

From my warm body there is left

Only a mist fumbled by the grosbeaks

Hidden behind poisonous mushrooms...

And only one broken soul, dies in both of us...

)
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Ingerii sunt tot mai tristi...

Ingerii sunt tot mai tristi.
Pentru dénsii zadarnic iti misti

Coapsele printre flori late.
N-au voie sa-ti steie la spate

Si nici sa arunce cu nucile,

Ochindu-ti bland ceafa si bucile

Si uneori chiar si cdlcaiele

Ce sfarma 1n iarba tamaile.

Oh, sénii le sunt interzisi
Sa-i gadile cu un macris

Sau sd-ti desfaca in rai, cand tu rontai
Un mar, jucdus, aurii carliontii.

De aceea mai bine adorm,
Sprijiniti de copacul enorm...

)
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The Angels Are Sadder and Sadder

The angels are sadder and sadder.
It is useless to move

Your hips among big flowers.
They cannot stay behind your back.

And neither throw with nuts,
Aiming gently your neck and buttocks

Sometimes even your heels
That breaks the scences in the grass.

Oh, they are forbidden to tickle
Their breats with a sorrel

Or to open in heaven, while you are nibbling
An apple, playful, your golden curls.

They had better fall asleep,
Leaning against the huge tree...

Translation
Calé

May 2018



Translation Café, Issue 188
Poems by Emil Brumaru

Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Simona Husariu

Pluteam in basmul nostru fericiti

Pluteam in basmul nostru fericiti,
Dar au venit amurguri reci cu ceturi grele,
Pe geamuri dalbe s-au tras lungi perdele,
Hobbitii n-au mai fost de elfi vicleni momiti
Sa fugd halandala printre ciupercute
Iscate de sub Frunze vechi sau chiar din scorburi,
Balaurii invinsi de fel de fel de morburi
Nu mai fdceau cu capetele tandre hute
Spre-a legdna cate-o eleva ratdcitd,
Cu rochia imbujoratd si cam scurta,
Ce scarpina cu degetul brotaci pe burta
Sa zicd: Oak! Si-apoi prdjea ghinde pe plita
Sa aiba de mancare toti mistretii

Si sd traim din nou ca natafletii...

)
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We Were Floating Joyfully in Our Fairy Tale

We were floating joyfully in our fairy tale,
But then cold twilights came with thick fogs,
On white windows long curtains have been pulled across,
The hobbits have no longer been tempted by sly elves
To run at random among small mushrooms
Taken out behind old leaves or even from hollows,
The dragons defeated by all sorts of disease
They were no longer doing with their heads in tender hute
To swing an erring student,
With a little too short and blushed dress,
That scratches with a finger the frogs” bellies
To say: Oak! And then was frying acorns on a hob
So that all the boars have something to eat
And live once more as blockheads...
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Ingerii sunt atdt de mahniti... The Angels Are so Sad...
Ingerii sunt atat de mahniti The angels are so sad
Cand ne vad cum trecem grabiti When they see us hurried
Printre ziduri de fluturi, sub bolti de miresme. Through butterflies walls, under scented canopies
Lor sda-nteleaga deloc nu li-i lesne Finding hard to comprehend
Cé trdim cam degeaba, cu secundele-n pripa. That we live in vain, with seconds in haste.
Eterni isi ridicd-n azur o aripa; Eternally lifting a wing in the sky placed;
Doar nimbul lor vesnic o clipa se-nmoaie Only their eternally halo unbends a moment
Pe vreme de-amurg, si de vant, si de ploaie In the evening, on a windy and rainy weather
$i parca-i incearca sub fulgi o durere, It seems they are feeling a pain under the feathers,
Privind prelingandu-te-n parul de miere Gazing how you trickle in you hair like honey
Spre calda si lenesa mea mangaiere... For my warm and delayed caress...
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Md simt curat ca un pahar

Ma simt curat ca un pahar
Din care inca nimeni n-a baut.
Soarbe-i tu roua fraga de-nceput
De dragoste... Ridica-l, clar,
Spre buzele stralucitoare,
Vindecd-mi dulcea-mi trebuinta
De a-ti simti calda fiinta
Pe dinauntru. Fii-mi floare
Ce-si lasd-n seama mea, bland, tija
Subtire, s-o hraneasca trupul meu
Ce-atat de mult dorea sa-i poarte de grija
In fata lumii si-a lui Dumnezeu
Ce te-a impodobit, ti-a dat miresme,
Spre a ne fi iubirea si mai lesne...

48

I Feel as Clean as a Glass

I feel as clean as a glass

From which no one has drunk yet

You sip the early wild strawberry dew

Of love... Raise it pure at last,

Towards your shiny lips,

Heal my sweet need

Of feeling your warm being

Inside. Be my flower

That gently lets its thin stem to my care

To be fed by my body

That desired so much to look after

In front of the world and God
Who embellished you with scents
So that our love goes easy...
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Ingerul meu...

Tngerul meu, nevinovat, mai toarna
$i gaz pe foc, soptindu-mi: ce frumoasa
E printre raze dulcea ta mireasa,
Nu te sfii de mine, o rdstoarna
Cu dragostea-ntre papaddii si fluturi,
Nu-i nimeni sa te vada, esti in grija
Calda a mea, n-o sa te spun la Domnul,
Cum carliontii in extaz i-i scuturi
Pan’ce o imbujoreaza-n paturi somnul;
Chiar si in vis jucati-vad de-a mija
Si prindeti-va pe sub cldi de talii,
Supusi ca-n Evul Mediu la ordalii...

O proba-i sa muscati spuma zdbalei

Cand li se-nvineteste crinilor, de rous, tija...

)
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My Angel...

My innocent angel, pours from time to time

Oil on the fire, whispering how beautiful

Your sweet bride is among beams of light

Do not be shy around me, with love he throws her
To the ground between butterflies and dandelions,
No one can see you, you're in my kind care,

I shall not tell a word to God,

About the way you flick your curls in ecstasy
Until the sleep blushes her cheek;

Even in your dreams you're playing hide and seek;
And catch your waistes under haystacks,
Submissive like in the Middle Ages at ordeals...

Calé
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You must champ the bit’s foam as an enduring test
When the lilies” stem becomes blues with dew...
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Md invddtasem sd gandesc in fluturi...

Ma invdtasem sa gandesc in fluturi,

Sd traiesc in raze subtiri de lumina.
Veneai langd mine sa-ti scuturi

Parul tau lung ca pe-o iubire;

Si eu il prindeam,

Te legam cu dansul de tulpini mlddioase,

S4 fii mereu langa mine, sa-1 simt cum miroase:

Erai tinuta de par ca de-un ham !
Diii,
Frumoasa mea iapd cu ochii kaki!
M-aruncam peste tine invingdtor, fara sa,
Sa strabat intr-o clipd moartea cea rea,

Si s-ajung la moartea cea buna,

Cu miez de cdpsunad...

50

I Taught Myself to Think in Butterflies...

I learned myself to think in butterflies,
To live with thin beams of light above.
You were coming beside me to my surprise
And flinked your long hair like a love;
And I was catching it,
And tying you by lithe stems with it,
To keep you always beside me, and smell its perfume;
You were tied by hair as a harness!
Gee up!
My brown-eyed beautiful mare!
As a winner I was throwing myself over you,
Without a saddle to pass over the evil death,
And to reach the good one,
With strawberry core...
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Rup sufletul din mine ca pe-o creang... I Break My Soul as a Branch...

Rup sufletul din mine ca pe-o creanga,
Ti-o dau cu tot cu fructe coapte-n frunze
Pe-acoperisuri las madtasuri, calde panze
Subtiri de in, fineturi de paianga

Ce isi cloceste rdzbunarea-n colturi

De turld patratoasa si umida,
Rostogolesc pe trepte roua-n boturi,
Intind intre cetdti poduri de-omida

Si te astept sd vii carliontata,

Impudicd, cu tata mica goald,

Lin clatinata peste-un iad de smoald,

De ingerii din rai bland laudata

I break my soul as a branch

I give it to you with ripe fruits between leaves.
I let silk warm webs on the adverb,

Of linen, thin strands of a spider from a ranch.
Who hatches its revenge in the corners

Of a square and wet steeple,

And roll downstairs the dew in clods,

Laying a caterpillar bridge between towers
And I am waiting for you to come curled,
Impudent, with your small naked breast
Slightly shaking over a hell pitch,

Gently praised by angels from heaven

Si-adusd mand-n mana chiar de Domnul And brought by God from hand to hand

Ce ne sdrutd, a iertare, somnul... Who kisses us in sleep, to be forgiven
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Ingerii sunt din ce in ce mai putini Angels Are Fewer and Fewer
Ingerii sunt din ce in ce mai putini, Angels are fewer and fewer,
Unii s-au transformat in roud, altii in crini, Some of them have turned into dew, others into lilies,
In dovleci, in veranda, flasnete, alaiuri Pumpkins, verandas, barrel organs, swarms of butterflies
De fluturi curgand ca o miere spre raiuri Flowing like honey towards Heavens
Pazite de serpi cu limbile fine despicate Guarded by snakes with forked soft tongues
Langd femei vdzute mereu doar din spate Sitting beside women seen only from their back
Si numai acolo unde bucile li se complica And not only where their buttocks complicate
Intr-o floare mustuoas4 pe care nimeni nu si-o explic, In a juicy flower that no one can explain it,
Domnul o intelege Only God understands it
In mareata si frageda lui faradelege... In his great and tender lawless gesture...
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Pddurile sunt pline de dughene... Forests are Full of Stalls...

Padurile sunt pline de dughene In the forests full of stalls
Vin zéne ca sa-si cumpere matasd, Where fairies come to buy silk,
Vopseli albastre pentru grele gene, Blue paints for heavy eyelashes,
Sticloante cu tuici vechi sau cu melasd; Bottles of old plum brandy or molasses;
Balaurii se targuiesc intruna The dragons keep negotiating over
Pentru un solz mai aurit, vreun ochi de sticld A gilded scale or a glass eye
Ce bagd spaima-n orisice furnica, Which strikes terror into any ant,
Umbrele de purtat cand bate luna Umbrellas to wear when the moon rays fall down
Prea tare, si-i fereascd de blesteme Too much, from curses to protect
Din mosi-stramosi purtate ca povard, Held as a burden from ancient times,
Céci au tanjit sa fure-odinioara, As they once yearned to steal
Dintr-un castel cu steaguri si cu steme, From a castle with flags and coats-of-arms,
Chiar pe printesa goala din crivatul Even the naked princess from her bed
In care dansa-si astepta barbatul, She was in waiting for her lover,
Cu coapsele deschise de cu vreme. Her thighs wide open.

Si-apar si ingerii cu gauri in scufie Angels with holes in their bonnets show up

Scapati de Domnul, din Ortodoxie, From the Orthodoxy, lost by God ,

La balamuc, s-o faca pe codosii; In the madhouse pretending to be pimps;
Ei prind, cu tdraboi si galagie, In great noise and full of fuss they enchain the nymphs,

)
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Nimfele-n lanturi din tulpini de papadie To dandelion stems,
Si cer in cor ciubote cat mai rosii, In one voice they ask for boots as red as possible,
Sa-nfurie curcanii $i cocosii... To anger the turkeys and roosters...
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Ce-o0 sd-mi aducd oare Mos Crdciun?

Ce-o0 sa-mi aduca oare Mos Craciun?
Felii de paine unse cu magiun,
Vagoane vechi trase pe linia moartad,
Ingeri strigandu-ma cu vocea sparts,
Pe strada, cand ma duc sfios la scoala
Spre-o profd de romand ideala,

Care preda ,adverb”-n pielea goald?
Chipiul cefere, frageda halta
Réasfranta-n zori in cea mai pura balta
De pe-un peron cu semafor, cismeaua,
Mama-n capot, ascunsd de perdeaua
De la etaj, pandind, in coate, trenul,
Fara chilotii roz, fara sutienul

Ce-mi fascinau copildria dulce

In dup-amiezile eterne si nauce ?

Ce-mi va aduce Mos Craciun, ce-mi va aduce???

55

I Wonder What Santa Will Bring Me?

I wonder what Santa will bring me?

Perhaps slices of bread and plum jam,

Old rail cars pulled on terminal railway track,
Angels calling me in a yelling voice,

When I walk shyly to school

To meet the perfect Romanian teacher,

Who teaches naked the adverb rule?

The railway cap on the early halt

Reflected in the clearest puddle at dawn

On a platform with traffic lights and the drinking fountain
My mother in a dressing gown,

Behind the curtain, from a floor above

Leaning on her elbows, waiting for the train
Without wearing those pink panties or her bra
That fascinated my whole sweet childhood
When the eternal and dizzy afternoons are here,
I wonder what Santa will bring me this year?
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El md umbreste cu aripa lui ocrotitoare...

El ma umbreste cu aripa lui ocrotitoare,
Desi e numai strdlucire si blandete,
Imi spune lucruri la-ndemanad, sa ma-nvete,
Dar cétre-amurg iubirea lui ma doare;
Parca imi trece-aureola pentru-o clipd
Pe fruntea mea, si-i tulbure si-i grea,
Si-mi ddruie si mie o aripa
In care ma impiedec, vai, nu stiu a zbura;
Ci dansul, simt, are nevoie de-un tovaras
Sa-1 mai ajute, cred, din timp in timp,
Sa fie simplu si zburdalnic iarasi
Prin soarele-nclinat in anotimp
De toamnd, si sa mangdie fecioare,
Nepedepsit de Dumnezeu cel Crud si Mare...

56

He Casts a Shadow on Me
with His Protective Wing

He casts a shadow on me with his protective wing,
Though he is but brightness and tenderness,
He teaches me useful things being generous,
But at dusk his love hurts me ;
As if he had passed his halo
Over my forehead for a while, and it’s heavy and quivering
Offering me a wing which makes me stumble;
Since I don’t know how to fly;
But, I sense he needs a friend
To help him once in a while,
Be himself and playful
In the autumn sun,
To caress virgins without being punished
By a Cruel and Almighty God...
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Fluturii vii Lively Butterflies
Cu-atata-ngaduintd m-ai primit You accepted me with so much indulgence
$i mi-ai facut culcus in subsuoara And you cuddled me in your angel’s arms
De inger ce-si inclind nimbul seara, At night, you bowed your halo with all your charms,
Blind presimtind firescul meu sfarsit, Feeling gently my natural life ending,
Incat mi-e si rusine si te rog Thus, I am ashamed to ask you
Sd md mai lasi sub calda ta aripa To let me once more under your wing
Macar atat cat socotesc in pripa At least till I manage to count quick
Fluturii vii... The lively butterflies...

)
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Ingerul de miercuri

Ingerul de miercuri e un inger

Ce md asteaptd sd-i aduc moi plangeri
Céa mi-a lovit privirea cu rdsfrangeri
Si nu mai vad decat femei frumoase
Impleticite-n plete si-n méitase

De rochii grele, deodata scoase;

Dar cand le-ating cu degetul dispar,
Sau se prefac in stane de madrar,
Ma-nvaluiesc in roiuri dulci de fluturi
De nu mai stiu de ele sa ma scutur,
Sau se scufundd-n lacuri de magiun
Lasandu-mi doar un véarf de picior bun,
In aer talpa calda si-si agite

Spre mangaieri adanci si infinite...

58

Wednesday’s Angel

The Wednesday’s Angel is an angel who expects—
Me to bring him complaints full of affection

For striking my sight with reflection,

And all I can see are the lovely ladies now

How they stumble over hair, silk and heavy gowns
While they take off their gowns;

But as soon as I touch them they disappear,

Or they turn into dill stones right here,

Sweet swarms of butterflies surround me

And I cannot drive them away anymore,

Or they sink into jam lakes, I see

Only a naked toe has left for me,

Its warm sole shakes in the air

For deep infinite caresses truly care...
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Scria-ntr-o carte...

Scria-ntr-o carte... nu stiu in ce carte...

Ca o femeie-i hrana pentru suflet

Pana ce moartea viata ti-o desparte

(Cum cade iedera peste-un zid umed)

De soarele-nvelind pietre-n luming,

De-adancile fantani surpate-n inemi,

De fluturi ce-n izbaiuri dulci suspind,

De brusturii neintrebati de nimeni

Daca sunt verzi... sau pot fi mov, albastri,

De cozile soparlelor lasate,

Cand le atingi, de popandai sihastri

Ce tin o dupa-amiaza-ntreaga-n spate
Si de amurgurile tot din ce in ce mai grele
Duse de noi cu milogeli si temenele...

59

It Was Written in a Book...

It was written in a book..

[ can’t remember which one

That

a woman is food for soul

Till death brings your life to an end

(Like ivy falling down a wet wall)

Like sun covers the bricks with light,

Like the deep fountains craved in their hearts,

By butterflies’sweet blows sighs

By burdocks unasked by no one

Whether they are green... purple or blue

Due to the lowered lizards’ tails,

When you touch them, by gopher hermits

Who
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carry on their back a whole afternoon
Like the sunsets heavier and heavier
Carried by us with pleadings and low bows...
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E-un inger ce apare numai vineri...

E-un inger ce apare numai vineri

Si doar acelora ce nu-s grabiti.

In 15turi pande, lasitdti, retineri,

Ne spune. Poruncesc din nou sa fiti
Mai blanzi cu roua, fluturii sa-i tineti
In palme ca pe-un dar dumnezeiesc;
Nu vi-s de-ajuns arborii mari ce cresc
In jur? Cand fructe coapte voi culegeti,
Spre a nu-i ldsa in rai cu tot cu roade,
Aveti o clipad de ragaz, sa intelegeti,
Cd madrul fraged este si-o podoaba

Ce-o dati de-a rostogolul in cearceafuri:
Iubiti-va sub raze, izuri moi si prafuri...

)
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There’s an Angel that Appears Only on Fridays...

There’s an angel that appears only on Fridays

And only to those who are not in a hurry.

Aside prowling, cowardice, diffidence,

He tells us: “I command you to be once more
Gentler with the dew, the butterflies to keep them
In your hands as a divine gift;

Aren’t you enough the large trees that grow
Around? When you pick ripe fruits,

So that you do not let them enter heaven with them,
Will you take a rest to understand,

That the ripe fruit can be also a adorment

That you roll it in bedclothes:

Love yourself under the rays, soft scent and dust...”
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Cat de putin m-am priceput sd te iubesc...

Cat de putin m-am priceput sa te iubesc!

A trebuit chiar ingerul de paza

Intr-un desis cu fragi sa-1 priponesc,

Cand roua da in clocot, crini necheazad

Si fluturi freli innebunesc in aer,

Brusc aruncandu-se in cate-un izvor

Pe prundul cdruia, subtiri, raze se-ncaier;

Insdsi lumina grea e un amor

In zori de zi, in dup-amiezi, in seara,

Ce-si cautd plantele lungi cu sarg,

Topindu-le nainte sa dispara,

Bland absorbita de gelosul Demiurg.
Ci numai eu ma-mpiedec in miresme,
Doar sa-ti sdrut pios finele-ti glezne...

61

How Little I Knew how to Love You

How little I knew how to love you!
I had to tether the guardian angel
In a wild strawberries bush,
When the dew began to boil, the lilies neighed
And butterflies run mad in the aer,
All of a sudden throwing themselves into a river
The pebby on which the thin rays intersect;
The thick light is all but love
At dawn, in afternoons and evenings,
That look after the long plants everywhere,
Melting them before they vanish,
Gently swallowed by the jealous Demiurge.
Only I stumble in scents,
To merely kiss devoutly your soft ankles...
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Nu-mi cauta in suflet vreo minune... Don’t Look for a Miracle in My Soul...
Nu-mi cduta in suflet vreo minune Don’t look for a miracle in my soul
Pe care n-ai gandit-o incd tu. That yourself have not even thought about it.
E-atata umilintd-n orice-as spune It is so much humility in everything I would say
In dup-amiaza lungs ce-ncepu, In the long afternoon that started,
Incat m-ai alunga ca-n sild. Lasa That you would drive me away because you make me sick.
Sa-ti troienesc si usa, si, alb, trupul Allow me to snow up your door, and white, your body
Mic, tolonit in trandaveli de-omida Small, laid in the idleness of a caterpillar
Pe frunza ei cdrdmizie de matass; On its scarlet silky leaf;
Si raze-or izbucni-n cer sa-ti deschida And rays of light would appear in the sky to open
Raiul mirean, cu plite, si radaste The laic heaven with hobs and stag beetles
Lin zbarnaind, si-o roud ce-o sa-si caste Quietly buzzing, and a dew that will yawn
Gura ca zgriptorii rdi din poveste, Like the hag from the story,
Céand ne-ascundeam dupa dulap in casa When we hide behind the wardrobe in the house
Si asteptam de la motani o veste.. And wait from the tomcats a piece of news...

)
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Rugdciune laicd Laic Prayer

(Nu-mi cduta greseli unde iubirea) (Do Not Look for Mistakes Where )
Nu-mi cauta greseli unde iubirea Do not look for mistakes where love
Se-mpiedeca frumos intr-un sarut Stumbles beautifully in a kiss
Pe care doar si tu, tainic, 1-ai vrut That you wanted it secretely as well
Acolo rusinandu-ti dulce firea, There ashaming your sweet nature,
Ci-asteaptd-ma iluminand odaia Wait for me lightning the room
Cu trupul alungit in patul larg. With your body in the wide bed.
Deasupra-ne se clatind vapaia Over us a the haloes’ flicker
Aureolelor ce ingerii le sparg That angels break
Spre-a se-mpdmanteni de dragul tdu, So that we gather the human touch,
Dragostea mea cu miros de pardu... For you my love with spring scent...

)
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Dacd mi-ai dat...

Daca mi-ai dat atata frumusete,

De ce mi-o iei, tu ingere, -napoi?

Cum de te lasa gandurile moi

Sd-mi vrei sfarsitul? Cine-o sa-ti invete
Mereu aureola pe de rost?

Si cine fulgii de pe piept o sa-ti mangaie?
$i cine o sd-ti tanguie-n tdmaie

Sfintenia si-n preajm-o sa-ti ramaie

Cu trupu-i omenesc drept addpost?
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If You Gave me...

If you gave me so much beauty,

Why do you take it back from me, angel?

How do your good thoughts even let you

Desiring my ending? Who else would always

Learn by heart your halo?

And who else will count your feathers from your chest?
And who else will weep in your holiness

And near you star

With his human body as a shelter?

)
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