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Shadows

Si apoi ajungi sd dansezi cu fantome prin casd.
Sorin Despot

Vechile intrebdri s-au schimbat (“Esti bine?”, “Ce facem azi?”,
“Pand cand vei fi atat de frumoasa”?), a mai apdarut o cuts,
paharul e putin cate putin mai gol, madna mai nesigurd,
magnoliile au tacut.

Nepadsarea calculatd a dansului, gesturile pierdute,

pasii, discutiile cu gust de lemn

dulce si parafing, zapada

topindu-se de pe un schelet micut in ultima zi de iarna —

nu mai sunt,

rdmai impdciuitor, ramai calm, nemiscat

in fata unei ferestre sau la masa pe langa care

parul ei iti invdluia-n trecere foile —

si te trezesti singur cu fantomele tale,

cu inima si istoriile ei obosite (la ultimul film vazut impreuns,
ati plans amandoi in fata imaginilor cu balenele care

)

se sinucideau esudnd pe tarm)

7

Shadows

And then you end up dancing around the house with the shadows.
Sorin Despot

The old questions have changed (“Are you ok?”, “What are we
doing today?”, “For how long will you be this beautiful?”),
another crease appeared,

little by little the glass is emptier, the hand more unsteady,
magnolias fell silent.

The calculated carelessness of the dance, the lost gestures, the
steps, the talks tasting of licorice

root and paraffin, the snow

melting off of a little skeleton on the last day of winter —

I am no longer,

remain conciliatory, remain calm, motionless

in front of a window or at the table by which

her hair would cover your pages in passing —

and you wake up alone with your shadows,

with your heart and its old stories (at the last movie we saw
toghether,
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si e un vis urat in care te sufoci we both cried while watching the whales
si nu poti sd te misti commiting suicide by stranding themselves on a shore)
nivelul apei continua sa creascd, dar tu zdmbesti And it’s a nightmare you suffocate in
si linia din fata ta, pe care ti-ai promis cd n-o vei trece, as you are unable to move
e tot mai subtire the water level continues to rise, you smile
e invizibila and the line before you, that you promised you wouldn’t cross,

is ever thinner
it’s invisible.

)
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30 iulie. Poem de dragoste

Toate lucrurile care imi fadramiteaza inima sunt aici pe tava

Toate lucrurile care imi descheie sdngele sunt aici pe tava
Statueta de lut  ghicitorile si floarea-necatilor
sunt pe aceastd tava

Un om in putere impinge de pe un zid o seringa imensa

Altul (un aristocrat) jumuleste o pasdre
Toate lucrurile care ne-au facut sa dardaim de placere

jucdrii ext3erminatoare

bucuria clinicd a unui inger tOxicOman

mainile mele, verzi, neindemanaZice
sunt pe aceasta tava

Alege

9

July 30t Love poem

All the things that crumble my heart are here on the platter

All things that unlock my blood are here on the platter
The clay statue riddles and flower-of-the-drowned
are on this platter

A strong man is pushing off of a wall an enormous syringe
Another (an aristocrat) is plucking a bird

All the things that made us shiver with pleasure

ext3rminating toys

the clinical joy of a dOper angel

my hands, green, graceless
are on this platter

Choose
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Cand incepi sd respiri ca prin pasla When you start breathing as if through felt
Poate sd vind dragostea sau iarna atomicd, May love or the atomic winter come,
de-acum imi e totuna. it’s all the same from now on.
Cu fruntea plecata, With my head down
cu picioarele de plus, feet made out of plush,
cu inima cazutd-ntr-o rana, heart fallen on a side,
ma indrept cdtre zi fard spaima I'm heading towards the day without fear
si fara speranta. Pas, pas and without hope. On tiptoes
prin camere pline de mirosul ei amdrui (si amintirea, da, through rooms filled with her bitter scent (and the memory,
amintirea cafelei intr-o dimineata ploiasa si calma). yes,
Si eu rdman aici, cu mana intepenitd pe clanta. the memory of drinking coffee on a rainy and calm morning).

Yet I'm left here, hand stuck on the doorknob.

)
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Incercdm sd convingem nebunia

Creierul meu dd cu mine de toti peretii
creierul tau e un martian ratacit

care cautd in pilaf sensul vietii.

Tu, la 0 adicd, ai putea veni mai aproape,
te-ai putea muta cu mine aici, intre ape.
Arterele noastre vor depadsi repede tracul —
curand, ne vom racdi impreuna
disperarea cu spaclul.

Incercam s convingem nebunia s
respecte un ritm cunoscut.

Intr-o zi, lumea asta o sd ne coasa

gurile cu catgut.

11

We are trying to convince madness

My brain is banging me against the walls,
your brain is a stray martian

that seeks the meaning of life in pilaf

If need be, you could come closer,

you could come live with me here, amid waters
Our arteries will swiftly overcome stage fright
before long, we’ll scrape off our

dismay with a putty knife.

We are trying to convince madness to

stick to a rhythm on record.

One day, this world will sew together

our lips with catgut.

)
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Cortazar Blues

Mi se parea cd ceva md pandeste
sentimental cd viata ar fi putut fi o intdimplare perfecta

cand muzica umple cdminele celor batrani celor
cu mainile calde

asteptam tdcuti langa pod

/cadea o ploaie de mai/

am fi putut intinde o méana ceva

(salvatoare)

doi ochi albastri
discreti si cumsecade

si glasul acela familiar9
soptindu-ti

totul pare atdt de firesc.
ca intotdeauna cand nu cunosti adevdirul

12

Cortazar Blues

I felt as if something was watching me
the feeling that life could have been a perfect coincidence

when the music fills the asylums for elderly people
with warm hands

we quietly waited near the bridge

/May rain was falling/

we could have lent a hand or something
(a helping one)

two blue eyes

discreet and unselfish
and that familiar voice
whispering

everything seems so natural.
as always when you don’t know the truth
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Poem de dragoste

pornind de la un vers de Ilhan Berk

Aceste poeme neterminate sunt gleznele tale
si gestul discret de retragere al cotului
cand te asezi langa mine intre perne si casti

e incd un vers pe care nu mi-l poate lua nimeni

nu am nici un chef sd ma adun

22 de tigari si nici un gand dus pana la capat
o albind se loveste de geam

apoi din nou

mierea se prelinge pe marginea cestii
de-acolo pe cersaful mototolit

mainile si picioarele noastre

incredibile

inventand lumea

buzele parul atingerea sexelor degetele incolacite

iedera pe terase
e tarziu

13

Love poem

starting from a verse written by Ilhan Berk

These unfinished poems are your ankles

and the discreet gesture of pulling back your elbow
when you lie down next to me in-between the pillows and
yawn

is yet another line that nobody can take away from me
I really don’t feel like pulling myself together

22 cigarettes and not a thought completed

a bee is banging against the window

and again after that

the honey is dripping from the edge of the teacup
from there on the rumpled bed sheet

our hands and feet

incredibly

inventing the world

lips hair the touch of the genitals coiled fingers

ivy on the porches

it's late

Translation
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in toata-ncdperea nu a ramas decat forma lasata there’s nothing left in the room but the shape
de corpul tdu in cutele cersafului— of your body in the creases of the bed sheet —
o parte din respiratia ta— a fraction of your breath —
mirosul gatului— the smell of your neck —
forma sanilor — the shape of your breasts —
a pubisului of the pubis
iar eu te privesc de deasupra patului and I look at you from above the bed
cum zambesti ca un copil mare si crud how you smile like a big and innocent baby
fara memorie with no recollection
fara nici un deget with no fingers

)
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O vietate cu tepi A creature with spikes
toata vara am umblat pe strazi we walked the streets the whole summer
cu o obsesie greu de numit with an obsession difficult to term
si cu imaginea acelui copil ce incendia pui de arici and the image of that child setting the hoglets on fire
la marginea luminisului in care at he edge of the clearing through which
am umblat goi si desculti stiind ca we wandered naked and barefoot knowing that
dragostea e o vietate cu tepi love is a creature with spikes
ce nu va mai ajunge that is never
niciodatd going to get
acasa home

)
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Imagini de august

In august, imaginile cu mine se voaleaza.
M3 trezesc, ma ridic din scaunul cu rotile

si ard. Ma gandesc la noi,

cum mergeam alaturi si nimic nu
ne-ar fi putut atinge

in adéanc lacul subteran sclipeste
semintele au germinat in tacere

am putea adormi la marginea lor.
Deasupra sunt dealuri si paduri,
irisul verde intunecat o insinuare a
lumii rasfrante mangaind

pielea rdcoritd de vantul noptii.
Macararele zilei strivesc orice gand
neputinta nu bate cuie in sira spinadrii,

ne indepdrteaza unul de altul definitiv.

Nu vom sfarsi in nici un paradis

in nici un infern dragostea mea

ne va tari sub o piatrd si vom astepta
nepdsatori tunelul.

)

16

August pictures

In August, the pictures of me shade away.

I wake up, I get up from the wheelchair

and burn. I think about us,

how we used to walk side by side and nothing
could touch us

in its depths the subterranean lake glistens

the seeds have sprouted in silence

we could fall asleep by their border

Overhead there are hills and forests,

the dark green iris an innuendo for

the reverberating world caressing

the skin cooled by the breeze of the night.

The cranes of the day crush any thought
helplessness doesn’t hammer nails in the backbones,
it irrevocably pulls us apart from each other.

We don’t end up in a paradise

nor in some sort of hell my love

will drag us under a rock and we’ll wait
carelessly for the tunnel.
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ca un poet dintr-un film coreean like a poet from a Korean movie
in dupd-amiaza aceea am stat in that afternoon I sat
cu un aminal tulbure-n piept with a distraught animal in my heart
pe una din bancile de la universitate on one of the benches in front of the university
si totul in jur imi soptea cd ratasem and everything around me was whispering that I had missed
iar mainile mele asezate pe genunchi (my shot)
spuneau o povestioarad tristd de acum cinci ani and my hands laid down on my knees
were telling a short story from five years ago
(nu mai avusesem nic un vis de luni bune (it had been months since I last had a dream
si oricat as fi incercat and no matter how hard I tried
nu mai pdcaleam pe nimeni cd as fi un bdiat rau). I wasn’t fooling anyone that I might be a bad boy).
se ldsa seara. Pe cer se vedeau luminite the dusk was falling. On the sky there were glims
poate se anunta ceva, I couldn’t care less. maybe something was being announced, I couldn’t care less.
langa fantand, doi porumbei grasuti next to the fountain, two chubby pigeons
trezind imaginea sanilor tai intr-o dimineata: calling the picture of your breasts in a morning;:
te priveai in oglinda you were watching yourself in the mirror
cu parul putin ciufulit si cu zambetul acela with your hair a bit tangled and wearing that smile
in stare sa ma faca sa-mi doresc able to make me wish

)
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sd fiu unul dintre oamenii buni care hraneau porumbei. that I were one of these kind people feeding the pigeons.
stdteam pe bancd, langd mine ceva sclipea in fantana, I was sitting on the bench, next to me there was something
oameni treceau, se strangeau in brate, shimmering in the fountain

se despdrteau people were passing by, they were hugging
si eu eram trist ca un poet dintr-un film coreean they were parting
gandindu-ma cd tu trebuie sd pleci and I was as sad as a poet from a Korean movie
si norii sunt atat de frumosi. thinking that you needed to leave

and the clouds were so pretty.
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Soare si semne cu trecerea interzisd Sun and no entry signs
(am montat acest poem pornind de la scenariul unei piese intr- (I made up this poem starting from the script of a one-act play
un act scrisd in vara anului 2009; acel text era construit ca un written in the summer of 2009; its text consisted of a dialogue
dialog intre doud personaje nevrotice, un cuplu aflat la limita between two neurotic characters, a couple that had reached the
puterilor, iar actiunea avea loc intr-o masind de tocat carne) end of their tether, and the action took place in a mincing
machine)
Felia de paine uitatd pe masa. The slice of bread forgotten on the table.
Susurul robinetului. The lisp of the faucet.
Zatul din cana de tabla. The dregs in the metal cup.
Imi amintesc: stiteai cu genunchii la gurj, I remember: you were sitting with your knees to your mouth
Ghemuita intre pat si fereastra. Huddled between the bed and the window
In spaima ca intr-o placenta mare. Cald rece Fearful as if in a massive placenta. Warm cold
Si iardsi cald. And warm again.
As fi vrut sd invat limba pe care o vorbesc localnicii. I would have wanted to learn the tongue spoken by the locals.
O limba ca un cui infipt in aer A tongue like a nail embedded in air
De care e agdtat un costum scump patat cu saliva. From which an expensive suit stained with saliva is hanging.
Te urdsc fiindca bei. I hate you for drinking,.

)
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Te urdsc fiindca fumezi. I hate you for smoking.

Te urasc cand iti duci mana la frunte ingandurat. I hate you for taking your hand to your forehead when deep in
thought.

Te urdsc cand stii ce voi spune si folosesti asta impotriva mea. I hate you for knowing what I'm going to say and for using it
against me.

Soare si semne cu trecerea interzisa. Sun and no entry signs.

Pe 0 muzicd nonsalanta si grava. On a casual and low-pitched music.

Te urasc cand ma umilesti de fata cu ceilalti. I hate you for humiliating me in front of the others.

Te urdsc pentru ca nu poti astepta nimic in tdcere. I hate you for not being able to wait for anything in silence.

Si mica scuza ticdloasa si confortabila And the small vile convenient excuse

Cand tot ce ai crezut se face tandari. When everything you believed in falls apart.

La marginea lacului intr-o casa de sticla. On the ledge of the lake in a house made of glass.

O inima batand cat pentru doua. A heart beating for two.

)
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Aerul s-a topit si am rdmas The air had melted and we were left
Numai noi doi, intr-un moment mic si etern. with each other, in a small ageless moment.
Cu memoria intacta a oricdrui animal tanar Our memories intact like those of a young animal
Dintr-o specie pe cale de disparitie. Belonging to an endangered species.
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(doar un cantec pentru autisti)

stele si dinti inclestati

si lucruri pe care nu le pot salva
decat izbindu-le de un perete
te-am simtit in mine si te-am urat

niciodatd liber nicioadata eliberat
de tine nu plange

ce rost are sd plangi e atata lumina
am fost acolo am incercat sd simt

(doar un cantec pentru autisti)

si totul strans pentru totdeauna in tine
si totul legat cu funii in tine

ultima promisiune

ultima atingere

ultima data cand mi-ai astupat gura cu
ceva doar al tdu

22

(just a song for the autistic)

stars and clenched teeth

and things that I cannot salvage
without banging them against a wall
I felt you inside of me and I hated you

never free never set free

don’t cry over yourself

what is the point of crying there is so much light
Iwas there I tried to feel

(just a song for the autistic)

and everything bottled up forever inside you
and everything fastened with rope in you

the last promise

the last touch

the last time when you covered my mouth with
something that was only yours

Translation
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and this deep water in which
I would have wanted to hide my face in

the cleaver wiped underhand

Translation
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Poem de dragoste

Célutul de lemn nu se mai leagana
Piticii de gradina au cazut cu fata in jos.
Te-am cunoscut in luna fructelor rosii,

cand mainile erau un evantai prabusit.

Fata mea tristd a trecut pe langa tine, prin fata ta,
a inventat o parte din cer, apoi niste dealuri,

o herghelie si o bariera de ceatd care

sd te impiedice sa mai pleci,

fata mea si-a amintit totul despre dorinta

despre parfumul ei violent

bajbaind prin intunericul rddéacinilor.

Paunul dormea cand ai trecut prin apa

in zori, ca printr-un sange lenes.

Fantomele s-au risipit, cu zorndit de lant
cazut pe pietre ude.
Pe malul celdlalt, ploaia se adapostea sub pasari.

24

Love poem

The wooden horse will rock no more

The garden gnomes fell with their faces down.
I met you in the month of the red fruits

when hands were a faulty fan.

My sad face passed by you, before your eyes,

invented a part of the sky, some hills after that,

a stud farm and a mist barricade which

would prevent you from leaving.

my face remembered everything about desire

about her violent perfume

groping in the darkness of the roots.

The peacock was sleeping when you went through the water
at the crack of dawn, as through sluggish blood.

The ghosts faded away, together with the clinking of the chain
fallen on the wet rocks.
On the other shore, the rain was nesting under the birds.

)
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Te-am primit in casa cu acoperis stramb I welcomed you inside the crooked roofed house
si te-am invelit cu o cheie. and covered you with a key.

Translation
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Glasurile The voices

Si cand va veni ceea ce asteptam? Cind vom abandona And when will the things that we’re waiting for come? When

ratacirea? Cand se vor intampla toate astea? Cand? Unde? will we give up the wondering? When will all this happen?

Cum? Cat? Pentru cine? When? Where? How? For how long? For whom?

Alejandra Pizarnik Alejandra Pizarnik

1. INVATA-MA SA FUG) 1. (TEACH ME HOW TO RUN AWAY)
Invatd-ma si fug din capul meu Teach me how to run away from my mind
sd strabat drumul de la pat la fereastra to cover the distance from the bed to the window
in mai putin de o noapte in less than a night
si inapoi, cu bratele-nvinetite, and back, with my hands bruised,
cu gatul stors ca o rufd my throat wrung like a rag
mi-au crescut gheare, copite I grew claws, hooves
invatd-mad sa umblu din nou teach me how to walk again
pe douad picioare on two feet
fara sa ma impiedic tot timpul without stumbling all the time
pentru ca serile sunt scarbite for the nights are loathing
de iubirea mea primitiva of my primitive love
spune-mi ca-ti pasa tell me that you care

)
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si and
invatd-mad sa-mi fac rau teach me how to hurt myself
fara ca altcineva sa aibd de suferit without anybody else having to suffer
loveste-ma sau tine-ma-n brate hit me or take me into your arms
acum now
cand when
cad i'm falling
si and

)
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2. (VREAU SA TE CRED CAND SPUI) 2. (IWANT TO BELIEVE YOU WHEN YOU TELL ME)
Vreau sd te cred cand spui I want to believe when you tell me
cd va veni cineva that someone will come
cu un zambet perfect bearing a perfect smile
si cu gesturi definitive and with conclusive gestures
o insecta cu suflet de doica an insect with the soul of a nanny
sd ma-mpingd spre ziua de maine that will push me toward the day of tomorrow
cum duci un cal daramat de tristete the same way as you would take a horse exhausted by sadness
seara  cdtre abator at night to the slaughterhouse
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3. (TU LA CE TE ZGAIESTI)

Stiu cd poezia mea nu Inseamnd nimic
decat intr-o lume din care tu esti absenta.
Am o copitd in loc de inima

si-un gem de pdr in loc de ficat.

Ce crezi, am cdutat-o cu luméanarea?

Tu la ce te zgaiesti, Jozsef Attila?

Un acordeon in flacdri risipeste cantecul
comprimat al halcii din care

se infulecd pe ascuns.

In mijlocul gloatei, canibalul sfios si senil isi
sdrutd mainile

improscand cu saliva

obrazul acesta de porc

ce se alintd, rade, se clating,

se clatind groaznic in streang.
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3. WHAT ARE YOU STARING AT)

I know that my poetry doesn’t mean anything
apart from a world in which you are absent.

I have a huff insteasd of a heart

and a hairball insted of liver.

What, do you think that I asked for this?
What are you staring at, J6zsef Attila?

A blazing accordion is dispersing the
compressed song of the chunk

gobbled in secret.

In the middle of the mob, the senile and coy cannibal is
kissing his hands

daubing with saliva

this pig cheek

that behaves like a spoilt child, laughs and staggers,

he’s gruesomely dangling in the noose.

Translation
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4. (DUPA VIZITA MAME]I)

Nu mai stiu ce leagd omul de om.
(Un pretext in plus ca sd sufar?)

Mi-e sila sa ma gandesc la viitor, cand
sub cuvintele mele cineva pierde sange.
Nu e nimic nobil in asta, Sharah Kane.

Si cerul indurs, si cerul e ghemotit si scanceste.

O secerdtoare spulbera lujerii infloriti.

Stau si privesc lucrurile din jur
micsordndu-se in lumina infima.

Chiar aici, un barbat si o femeie au urlat
unul la altul o noapte intreaga.

Atata urd in ochii lor. Credeam cé se vor ucide.

Nu e nimic logic in asta, doctore.
Si acum, caramida peste cardamida: mutenia.

Nu mai dureaza mult, nu. Sunt aproape.

)
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4. (AFTER MY MOTHER’S VISIT)

I no longer know what ties a man to another
(An extra pretence for me to suffer?)

I'm sick of thinking about the future,when
under my words somebody is bleeding.
There’s nothing noble about this, Sharah Kane.

And the sky is enduring, and the sky is huddled and whimpers.
A mower is ravaging the blossomed stems.

I sit and look at the things around
as they shrink in the feeble light.

Right here, a man and a woman screamed

at each other an entire night.

So much hatred in their eyes. I thought they would kill each
other.

There is nothing rational to it, doctor.
Now, brick over brick: muteness.

It won't take long, no. I am close.
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5. (LIMBA DE CARPA)

Fiindca am baut si nu mi-a trecut

fiindca am fumat mult si intr-un alt aer

am strigat la cei ce nu mad voiau si ochii tuturor
scaunelor se inchideau sd nu ma mai vada

si urechile tuturor meselor erau pline de calti

sd nu-mi mai auda suieratul dement

fiindcd am plans si plansul era zgrumturos si greu ca pietrisul
de pe un tdrm unde nu innopteaza nici hotii de cérje

si nimeni eram si imi pierdusem credinta si unghierele

sd uit as fi vrut sa-mi limpezesc mainile varate

in cap incercand sd il scoata

de-acolo pe omuletul cretin ce se tot vdicdrea

fiindca am asudat ca un cal si transpiratia mi-a
imbibat camasile

ciolanele mele se loveau intre ele si imi stalceau
numele in limba de carpd a celor invinsi

)
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5. (CLOTH TONGUE)

For I had drunk and it didn’t go away

for I had smoked a lot and in a different air

I screamed at those that didn’t want me and every last eye
of the chairs were closing so that they won’t see me

and every last ear of the table was filled with oakum

so that they won’t hear my raving hiss any longer

for I had cried and the cry had been ragged and as heavy as
gravel

on a shore where even the crutch thieves won’t spend the night
I was nobody and I had lost my faith and my quiet nook

to forget I had wished to rinse my hads that were immersed

in my head trying to extract

the idiot little man that kept whining

for I had sweat like a horse and the sweat

drenched my shirt

my bones were hitting against each other and they were
grabling
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my name in the cloth tongue of the defeated

iar eu eram invins jigarit cu fierea in gura and I was defeated run down with the bile in my mouth
cu gura in palme si palmele nu conteneau my mouth in my hands and my hands wouldn’t stop
sd ma plesneascd intaratate de tremurul animalic slapping me as they were mad with the animal quiver/tremor
si chiar animalele se trageau mai incolo ranite even the animals would retreat wounded
si sangele lor se scurgea mereu in alta directie and their blood would continuously dribble in a different
decét sangele meu direction

than my blood

Translation
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6. (DISCURS TARZIU PENTRU MINE) 6. (LATE SPEECH FOR MYSELF)
scrie scrie in felul asta sigur o sa-ti fie mai bine write write in this way you will surely do better
da-mi sd beau dd-mi sd mananc give me to eat give me to drink
ca un porc lasd-ma sa fiu like a pig let me be
o carpd in mainile tale scrie dd-mi drumul poate a cloth in your hands write let me go maybe
in felul dsta-ti va fi mai bine dragule netotule this way it will be better dear fool
idiot mic poate in felul dsta iti va fi mai little idiot maybe this way it will be more
ce pdcaleald ce gand pueril in noaptea in care in sfarsit what a hoax what a childish thought in the night when finally
am ajuns I have arrived
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7. (CAND PESTE TINE CADE) 7. (WHEN IT FALLS OVER YOU)
Aproape de un capit. Close to an end
Fara cuvantul fird-i mai bine. It’s better without the word without.
Pe jumatate-n luming, Half in the light,
ca o jumadtate de fatd peste care like half a face on which
un an incheiat au trecut lovituri. for a full year beatings have fallen on.
Niciun rost sa spui mamada No reason to utter the word mother
sau sd ceri cuiva alinare or to ask someone for solace
cand peste tine cade o cortind de ciocuri when a curtain of beaks falls over you
Si stii cd nu e nici un And you know that there is no

alt viitor. other future.

)
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8. (LEMN) 8. (WOOD)
totul invins si trecut. i SIOW] ,
C .
lsg Sfarg; everything defeated and past. he Story,
. .. . Si £, ' _ n
Des,, o ultimele strigdte sunt din lemn. rtuna. the final cries are made out of wood. deq
t eS I't . .
pocitania rade. anqg Wig the monster is laughing.
e

)
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9. (GATA CU STRATEGIILE)

Pe acela din mine care vrea sa se arunce,
Il voi lasa sa se arunce.

S-a aruncat.

Pe cel care vrea sd sd se-nece,
I voi impinge chiar eu in apa. Ca un pietroi
0 sd se duca la fund.

Acela ce vrea sd-si vanture venele,
sa o facd. Eu nu mai am vene,

sd le gdseasca el cum o sti.

Pe cel care cauta pastilele, ravasit si ridicol
si in genunchi, i le voi pune in palma si
il voi sterge la gurd cu drag.

Celui care s-ar atarna de o grinda,
ii dau fularul meu. larna-i departe,
larna n-o sda mai vina.
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9. (ENOUGH WITH THE STRATEGIES)

He inside me who wishes to jump,
I will let him jump.
He jumped.

He who wishes to drown,
I myself will push him in the water. Like a stone
he will sink to the bottom.

He who wishes to meld his veins,
I will let him do it. I don’t have any more veins left,
I will let him carry it off as he knows.

For him who seeks drugs, distraught and ridiculous
on his knees, I will place them in his palm and
gently wipe his mouth.

To him who would hang himself from a beam
I will give my scarf. Winter is long gone,
winter won’t come anymore.
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Vantul s-a intetit, pdsarile se lovesc The wind has grown stronger, the birds are crashing
de ferestre, into the windows,
de pian. into the piano.
Gata cu strategiile! Enough with the strategies!
Celui ce vrea sa-si faca tandari capul, To him who wishes to blow his head off
ii las capul meu [ will give my head
si ma duc. and I'll leave.

)
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10. (YOYO)

cand

nu

vor

mai

fi
cheltuieli
si
moartea
va

face
restul

o

sd
vorbim
prin
scanduri
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10. (YOYO)

when
there
will

be

no

more
expenses
and
death
will

take care
of

the rest

we
will

talk

to

each other
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o through
sd wooden planks
ne and
spargem burst
de into
ras laughter
si vom ldsa masinile sd plangd-n locul nostru. and we will leave the crying to the machines.

¥
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Ochii lui Emily peste Amherst

Noaptea asta nu stie cuvinte de introducere
Noaptea asta cu robotei si lasere, cu masinute teleghidate

Noaptea asta murdara de lesie

Noaptea asta care-ti arunca totul in fata

Noaptea asta rdpeste autostopistii si i inchide intr-o
mansardd cu animadlute de plus si clovni

Noaptea asta trage cu ochiul in hartiile unui poet care

nu mai crede

Noaptea asta ca o lungd alegorie

Noaptea asta se transeaza vechile diferende, se trag storurile
se inchide casa

Noaptea asta priveste emotionatd din multime alegerea
unui nou papa

Noaptea asta in care tigrii albi viseazd pasdrea-arc

Noaptea asta fard limba si fara ochi o capatana din care

)
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Emily’s eyes over Amherst

This night knows no introductory words

This night with little robots and lasers, with little remote control
cars

This night dirty of lye

This night that throws everything in your face

This night kidnaps hitchhikers and locks them in an

attic together with stuffed animals and clowns

This night steals a glance at the poet’s drafts

who no longer believes

This night is long like an allegory

This night the old disputes will be patched up, the blinds will
be closed

the cash registers balanced

This night is nervously watching from the crowd the election

of a new pope

This night the white tigers are dreaming about the wind-up
bird

This night with no tongue or eyes a head from which
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se scurge ceva
Noaptea asta cu laptele ei demachiant, cu blestematele ei
bretele

Noaptea asta te leagdnd, toarce mieros langa tine,

ti se bagd in suflet

Noaptea asta se joacd cu tine frumos si te lasa intr-o baltd cu
sange.

Noaptea asta fumeaza in ciuda avertismentului de incendiu
Noaptea asta gatuitd de emotie ca o debutanta

Noaptea asta va scoate din priza cateva suflete

Noaptea asta iesitd de pe portile Utilajului, gata sa se sacrifice
pentru o cauza nobild

Noaptea asta Dantela si Exterminare

Noaptea asta sculptatd-ntr-un lemn

Noaptea asta, camera si distanta, corpurile de tacere din jur
Noaptea asta mirosind a aluat si vopsea proaspata
Noaptea asta, painea si carnea sunt negre ca intr-un poem
de Antonio Gamoneda

Noaptea asta nu stie de glumad cand vine vorba de dragoste

)
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something is leaking
This night with her cleansing milk, and her goddamn straps

This night cradles you, purrs velvety next to you,

it gets under your skin

This night is playing with you nicely and leaves you behind in a
puddle of blood.

This night is smoking despite the fire restrictions

This night is choked with excitement like a debutante

This night will unplug a few souls

This night that came out through the gates of the Facility, ready
to sacrifice itself

for a noble cause

This night Lace and Extermination

This night carved in wood

This night, room and distance, the bodies of silence around

This night smelling of dough and fresh paint

This night, the bread and the meat are black as in a poem
written by Antonio Gamoneda

This night doesn’t know how to take a joke when it comes to
love
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Noaptea asta e o comunistd cu sani puternici si cu idealuri This night is a communist with hard breasts and goals
de neatins out of reach
Noaptea asta dezarmeaza focoasele nucleare This night is defusing the nuclear explosives
Noaptea asta rastoarna statiile de forare si le ingroapa This night overturnes the drilling stations and buries them
la mari adancimi in great depths
Noaptea asta le bagd spaima in san celor care au crezut This night burdens with fear those that thought
cd imaginatia nu that imagination couldn’t
Noaptea asta cu stele mari si stinse ca ochii lui Emily This night with great ghastly stars like Emily’s eyes
peste Amherst. over Ambherst.

)
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Monster Blues

femeile care mi-au impletit

din cantecele sinister botosei pentru iarna
au disparut intr-o ceatd

intr-un loc interzis, cu pleoape si solzi

intr-un cearcan
nu-mi pasd
mi-as vinde si sufletul dar mai aud muzica

ce bine e
cand nu-ti gdsesti cuvintele
cand stii cd foarfeca nu mai patrunde in toate colturile

si bdiatul din lung, cu visul lui suspendat
atat de departe de casa
imi ridic fata spre steaua de cobalt si rad

ca un monstru ca un ucigas incapabil de empatie

)

ca breivik
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Monster Blues

the women who knit me

baby booties for winter from sinister songs
have vanished into a mist

in a forbidden place, with eyelids and scales
in a circle under the eye.

I don’t care
I would even sell my soul but I can still hear the music

it feels so good
when you can’t find your words
and you know that the scissors no longer reach every corner

and the boy from the moon, with his dream airborne
so far away from home
I raise my head to the cobalt star and I laugh

like a monster like a killer incapable of empathy

like breivik
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O portocald ascunsd sub un prosop alb ca laptele

Dupad-amiezele din copildrie in care eram dus la frizer,
cu soarele rotund si alb

poleind stradutele-ntortocheate,

reflectandu-se in oglinzile

masinilor urcate pe trotuare intr-o rana,

soarele ce facea suportabile pana si fatadele
blocurilor de la marginea acelui cartier muncitoresc o
portocald ascunsd sub un prosop alb ca laptele este
emotia aceasta pe care o resimt de fiecare data

cand intuiesc pe piele mirosul de lotiune ieftina
ciudata familiaritate a saloanelor

scaldate in lumina sintetica.
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An orange hidden under a milky white towel

The childhood afternoons when I was taken to the barber shop,

the round white sun,

glossing over the winding streets,

refelected in the mirrors

of the cars with their lateral wheels on the sidewalks,

the sun which made bearable even the facades

of the building apartments from the skirts of that proletarian
neighbourhood an

orange hidden under a milky white towel is

the feeling that I get each time

when I take a smell of cheap lotion on skin

the curious intimacy of the parlors

bathe in synthetic light.
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Copiii din Hamelin Hamelin children
am fumat ca serpii in toamna aia. peste drum de we smoked like snakes that autumn. across from
targul de vechituri, in cafeneaua mica din Karlsplatz in care the flee market, in the small coffe shop from Karlsplatz in
am tanjit which
si am ras, we lingered
tu ai inhdtat un pachet de tigari uitat pe masa and laughed,
de langa noi, you snatched the cigarrete pack forgotten on the table
apoi le-am fumat cu pofta next to us,
si-am ras afterwards we eagerly smoked them
vorbind despre boald si despre ruinele unor sinucideri and laughed
din care ieseam cu capetele bandajate while talking about disease and the ruins of some suicides
razand from which we would come out with our heads in bandages
laughing
si clipa de atunci atarna langa mine in aer pot and that moment from then hangs in the air I can
sd intind maéna si sd o ating hold out my hand and touch it
cineva crdpase putin somebody cracked open a bit
o usitd special pentru noi a small door just for us
cat sd intre lumina cu so the light would go in together with
toti fluturii ei cu rasul nostru contagios all its butterflies and our contagious laughter.
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si totul a stat

cand vestea a ajuns la mine am simtit nevoia sa
strig prin banda adeziva prin mainile
ce-mi cuprinsesera capul tinandu-1 la suprafata

tragandu-ma cétre mal

si amintirea incd vie: cu ani in urmd,

in noaptea cu lund plind si ganduri urate,

prietenul meu din nord m-a placat in iarba din fata muzeului
ma miscam amenintator si haotic eram un dinam
antrenat de o dorintd imprevizibila

convins ca si tine cd disperarea se consuma in doze mici

dar iubirea ardea induntru mai tare decat
orice pesticid mai tare
decat napalmul

)
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and everything stood still

when the news had reached me I felt the need to

cry out through the duct tape through the hands

that were wrapped around my head keeping it out of water
pulling me towards the shore.

and the memory is still vivid: years ago,

in the night with full moon and dark thoughts,

my friend from the north tackled me on the grass in front of the
museum

I was moving in a menacing and chaotic manner

I was a dynamo

engaged by an unforseeable lust

certain like you that desperation is to be used in small doses

but love was burning inside stronger than
any pesticide stronger
than napalm
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dar eu as fi vrut sd md izbesc de ceva din care sa galgaie
viata sa siroiasca

un alt fel de a intelege tot ce traim

si stiu nu a mai fost timp sa-ti spun ca

si eu md simt singur

si in burta mea creste o gaura pe care nu o poate umple nimic
o fapturd pe jumatate de pluta pe jumatate de piatra
in cele din urma am inteles:

copiii din Hamelin au cunoscut singurdtatea drogului
nebunia

si spaima de a fi ratdcit drumul ei au curtat
poezia manica si suicidul intr-o zi
melancolia ne va mangaia ca o mama
copiii pierduti  copiii dusi la spital si uitati
aminteste-mi tu inceputul spune-mi cd

lumea era o pajiste desfasurata la picioarele noastre iar noi
faceam de-adevdratelea poezie

versuri ce treceau de la unul la altul si ardeau ca artificiile

prin camere de hotel sau prin garsoniere ticsite de carti

)
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however I would have wanted to clash into something that
would gurgle

life would stream

another way of understanding everything we experience

and I know that there wasn’t enough time to tell you that
[ myself am feeling lonely

a hole in my stomach in growning and nothing can fill it
a creature half made of cork half made of stone
evantually I understood:

the children from Hamelin knew the loneliness of the drug
the insanity

and the fright of losing the path ~ they courted
the maniac poetry and the suicide one day
nostalgia will comfort us like a mother

the lost children

forgotten

the children taken to hospitals and

tell me that
the world was a field laid at our feet and we

remind me the start

were truly making poetry
verses that passed from one to another and burned like
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eram tineri si beti si

aveam aroganta celor pentru care lumea nu se

imparte intre invingdtori si invinsi (ma visasem

cu Carson si Truman si Tennessee pe o prispd

in New Orleans

langa cimitirul din care se auzeau cantecele taraganate
ale negrilor Jazzul

ma visasem apoi cu ochii mijiti in noaptea polara

sub aurora boreald dansand

cu toti ai mei, in sfarsit liberi

loviti de o fericire cumplitd)
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tireworks

through hotel rooms or through studios riddled with books

we were young and drunk and

we had the arrogance of the people for whom the word isn’t
split between winners and losers (I dreamt of myself

among Carson and Truman and Tennessee on a porch

in New Orleans

near the cemetery from which you could hear the drawled
songs

of the blacks the Jazz

after that I would dream myself with my eyes screwed up in
the polar night

under the northern light dancing

with my people, finally free

struck by an awful feeling of joy)
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Impreund 1000 W

lui Andrei Désa

Oricat de sus l-ar ridica, n-au cum sd-1 ridice
indeajuns de sus pentru tine
ti-am soptit in timp ce iti potriveau microfonul

pentru un scurt survol peste poezia croatd contemporana.

Incercai sa le deschizi ochii in legitura cu

esecurile memorabile ale astronauticii —

Gagarin era istorie

si Wehrner von Braun era de mult istorie

si asteptam sa pice din cer un omulet in costum spatial
sd coboare in spirald pana la noi

cu bratele pline de minunatii made in china.

Am fumat pe scheld impreuna

Am furat scrumierele din camera de hotel impreuna
Ne-am rastit la desteptii care ne vorbeau

despre sisteme si combinatii impreuna

Am cucerit femeile plictisite din frumosul oras impreuna

)
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Together 1000 W
for Andrei Désa

No matter how high they adjust it, there’s no way they can raise it

hight enough for you

I whispered to you while they were adjusting the microphone

at a brief cross-country flight over the contemporary croatian
poetry.

You were trying to open their eyes to the

memorable failures in astronautics

Gagarin was history

and Wehener von Braun was history long before

and I was waiting for a tiny man in a spacesuit to drop from the
sky

to descend in a spiral to us

with his arms full of marvels made in china.

Together we smoked on the scaffold

Together we stole the ashtrays from the hotel rooms
Together we snapped at the intellectuals who were telling us
about systems and schemes

Together we seduced the bored women in the beautiful city
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si ele nici n-au aflat

Am dat cu anthrax pe facebook impreuna

Am compdtimit cu derojdierii impreuna

Am mancat chiftelute bosniace prefacandu-ne

cd nu stim nimic impreund

Am spart becurile isterice care ne naparleau gecile impreuna
I-am facut sd se uite galbeni de invidie la noi impreuna
Le-am luat banii si am fugit la mare impreund

L-am cdutat pe punkerul edi impreund

Am ajutat batranici in sevraj sd coboare de pe tavan

Le-am dat halvitd si propolis, le-am incurajat

cum ne-am priceput mai bine impreuna

Am vdzut cowboy croati plesnind de sandtate turandu-si
motoarele langa un Crist aurit impreuna

Am inventat noi coridoare aeriene si am luat-o pe acolo
peste pietele si terasele sclipitoare impreuna

I-am uimit cu educatia noastra frumoasad, cu farmecul
nostru nducitor, am fost doua cutite infipte in iarba impreuna,
zvantandu-ne la soare

inainte sa reinceapa furtuna.
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and they weren’t even aware of it

Together we spread anthrax on facebook

Together we sympathysed with drunks

Together we ate bosnian meatballs pretending

that we were unwary

Together we shattered the hysteric lightbulbs that were causing
our jackets to exuviate

Together we made them look at us yellow wih envy

Together we took their money and ran to the seaside

Together we look for the punker named edi

We helped the old ladies in withdrawal get off of the ceiling
We fed them nougat and propolis we cheered them up

the best way we could

Together we saw croatian cowboys bursting with health revving
their

engines next to a golden Christ

Together we invented new airways and travelled through them
above the markets and bright terraces

Together we astonished them with our good education, with
our dazzling charm, we were two knives stuck in the grass,
drying out in the sun

before the storm started again.
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Copiii din Hamelin

(unul rdmas in urma)

Inci mai am momente in care imi vine si plang
de fericire pentru un vers.

Stiu cd e o prostie.

Oamenii mari nu fac asta.

Nu, oamenii seriosi nu fac asta.

Si dacd ma gandesc la creierul meu, nu vad
lucrarea naturii desavarsita,

nu descopdr minunea,

ci o bormasina stricata

data pe mana unui imbecil.

Stiu ca oamenii onorabili au o pdrere mai bund
despre umanitate.

Ei se-nfratesc.
Isi imprumutd desfadcdtoarele de conserve.
Isi admird unul altuia golul
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Hamelin children

(one left behind)

There still are times when I feel like crying
out of joy for a line.

I know that it’s foolish.

Adults don’t do that.

No, decent people don’t do that.

And if I think about my brain, I can’t see
the perfect work of the nature,

I can’t see the marvel,

but a broken drill

handled by an imbecile.

I konw that honorable people have a better opinion
about humanity.

They fraternize.
They lend each other can openers.
They reciprocally admire the emptiness
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ce li se casca-n farfurii. laid on their plates.
Intr-o noapte am urcat pe acoperisul unui bloc One night I climbed on the rooftop of a building apartment
de 26 de etaje —am vazut orasul scufundat with 26 floors —I saw the drowned city
si m-am gandit cum ar fi. and thought about how it would be like.

)
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Pregitiri

Atunci mi-a spus pentru prima data ca scriu
intortocheat, ca nu intelege si nici nu-si doreste sa
inteleagd ceva din poemele mele; mi-a aruncat totul
in fatd cu zveltetea uimitoare cu care ai intoarce pe
dos pielea unui curcan tanar. In curtea policlinicii,
asistente si doctori, infirmiere si brancardieri,
estropiati si cancerosi pdreau cu totii niste
manechine uitate de optzeci de ani in depozite
subterane, alunecand acum, in halatele si in
pijamalele lor jerpelite, intr-un du-te-vino lipsit

de sens. Puteai ghici cd se pregdtea un bal sau o
expozitie brutalda. M-a privit si a izbucnit in plans,
apoi m-a rugat sd o conduc pana la poartd, unde un
barbat fara varstd o astepta cu toporisca in mana.
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Preparations

That was the first time when she told me that my writing

was convoluted, that she doesn’t undestand nor does she want
to understand

anything of my poems; she threw everything

in my face with the same grace you would turn

a young turkey’s skin inside out. In the clinic’s yard,

nurses and doctors, caregivers and stretcher bearers,

maimed and cancerous men all looked like

manekins that had been forgotten for eighty years in
subterranean warehouses,

now slipping, in their hospital gowns and in

their ragged pyjamas, in a meaningless oscillating motion.

You could have guessed that a ball or a brutal exposition was
being organised. She looked at me and burst into tears, then she
asked me to take her to the gate, where an

ageless man with a hatchet in his hand was waiting for her.
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Scrisoare din Bakirkoy

as vrea sd mai pot scrie cum scriam acum cinci, acum
sapte ani, as vrea sa mai pot fuma nepasator si
sarcastic in lumina lampilor de bar ca in casablanca si
femeia de langa mine sa fie mai moale ca salul ei si

vorbele sd-i atipeascd printre pahare si cesti

intr-o dupd-amiaza de miercuri sd o astept dupd draperii
cu ochii injectati sa mergem la un film sd ne asezam pe o
bancd si sa uitdm ce-am pierdut si sa ne batem joc de

restul

atatea adictii si subterfugii ca sd md simt cat de cat
confortabil cand am crezut cd trebuie sa dai totul
pentru poezie sa renunti la delicateturi si la tocmeli
pentru un sunet numai al tadu pentru ceva ce ai putea
numi intr-o zi adevar ca apoi sd te-ntrebi ce-i adevarul

)
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Letter from Bakirkoy

I would like to still be able to write as I used to five,
seven years ago, I would like to still be able to smoke
dismissively and
sarcastically in the light of the bar lamps as in casablanca and
the woman next to me would be softer than her shawl and
her words would snooze amidst glasses and cups

on a Wednesday evening I would wait for her behind the
curtains
with bloodshut eyes in order to go the the movies and sit on
a
bench and forget what we’ve lost and make fun of the

rest

so many addictions and quibbles just to feel somewhat
comfortable when I thought that I had to give everything
for poetry give up the subtilities and the haggles
for a sound that was only yours for something you could
one day call truth and then you would ask yourself what is
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si ce e in definitiv poezia

si nu mai ai raspunsuri numai lecturi in subsoluri
mucegdite cu cativa oameni la fel de vulgari ca si tine
si cate o batrand cu privirea pierduta fotografiaza
pantofii tuturor poate ca asta e poezia si de atata avem
nevoie cum spunea poetul olandez menno: ceva ce
impartdsesti cu o mand de idioti irecuperabili la fel ca
tine unul dintre putinele ganduri din care mai iradiaza
o cat de micd speranta

iar acum stai la o masa langa o strada aglomerata si scrii
nu te vede nimeni te incalzeste imaginea asta nu ai
vrea sd te mai ridici niciodata nici nu simti rdcoarea
seara de septembrie te inveleste in vata

departe de barurile in care am scris poeme acum cinci,
acum sapte ani, departe de barurile de la marginea
orasului care isi umileste poetii am crezut ca trebuie

)
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truth
and what is poetry after all

you no longer have answers just reading in basements
with mold fungus and a few people as blunt as you are
otherwhile some old lady with a blank blush is taking
pictures
of everybody’s shoes maybe this is poetry and that is all we
need as the dutch poet menno said: something which
you share with a few idiots as irredeemable as
yourself one of the few thoughts from which there still is
steaming a shread of hope

and now you're sitting at a table near a busy street and you're
writing
nobody sees you this image gives you a warm feeling you
would never want to leave and you can’t feel the cold
the september evening is cloaking you in cotton

far from the bars where I wrote poems five,
seven years ago, far from the bars at the skirts of the
town that humiliates the poets I thought that you need
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sd dai toul pentru poezie am dat totul pentru poezie to give everything for poetry I gave everything for poetry
toate scurtcircuitele romantice pe care nu le-am putut all the romantic short-circuits that I could not
evita ascultd-ma pe mine: avoid listen to me:

nu da totul pentru poezie joca-te cu bricheta priveste don’t give everything for poetry play with the lighter look
cum trec masinile bucurd-te de singurétatea asta at the cars passing by rejoice over this privacy
a ta pe care nu da nimeni doi bani e lucrul cel mai of yours that nobody gives a damn about it’s the most
cinstit pe care-1 poti face honest thing you can do

)
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Un dans matinal

Desteptat dintr-o datd de o mireasma

pentru care, citre amiazd, iti vei aminti sa-I lauzi
pe bédtranelul Filip, gradinarul cel migalos

cu surdsul larg si maini delicate.

Stii incotro sa te-ndrepti - in zori, cei dintai treziti
urmaresc cu  blandete  procesiunile
De-a lungul aleilor ce coboara in panta dinspre colind,
gdsesti vldstari tineri, indltdndu-se iute

in pulberea verii.

Mai incolo, cimisirul isi reia cantecul

intrerupt de cu seara, impins de o iubire ascunsa.

Stii incotro sa te-ndrepti - pisicile se dezmortesc dupa somn
printre flori, prin unghere,

se harjonesc,

adulmeca-n aer,

mustatile zbarnaie:

natura comunica prin curioase vibratii.

)

vietatilor ~ mici.
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A morning dance

Suddenly awakened by a sweet smell

for which, later in the evening, you will remember to praise
old Filip, such a careful gardner

with his wide smile and delicate hands.

You know where to head for —at dawn, the first to awake
are following kindly, a procession of small creatures.

Along the alleys sloping from the hill,

you come across young shoots, growing quickly

in the summer’s dust.

Further on, the boxwood resumes its singing,
interrupted in the evening, driven by a hidden passion.

You know where to head for — the cats stretch, after waking,
amongst flowers, in corners,

they frolic,

sniffing the air,

whiskers tingling:

nature is speaking through curious vibes.
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Se deschide o poartd: cu mers potrivit, o tanara A gate opens: with graceful steps, a young woman
pdseste in stradd. O privesti incantat de la geam, walks into the street. You watch her with delight from the
iar ea iti zambeste. Dispare intr-o arcadd, window,
apoi se aratd din nou. she smiles at you. She fades away through an arch,

then appears again.
Un dans matinal. Un capriciu. O joaca.
A morning dance. A whim. A game.

I-ai pune pe frunte frunze de laur. You would place laurel leaves on her forehead.
Foarte incet, prin pdrul fetei trece o boare de vant, Very gently, a breeze whispers through her hair.
ca peste o plaja presdrata cu solzi fini de aur. as over a beach strewn with delicate golden scales.

)
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iubesc acel oras I love that city
as vrea ca dimineata asta sa aiba mainile tale I wish this morning had your hands
pentru cd noaptea a fost adanca si rece for the night was deep and cold
»adanca si rece”, am putea spune “deep and cold”, we could say
ca o gurd de filosof like the words of a philosopher
rdtacitd printre file lost in pages
intunecate of darkness
as vrea ca dimineata asta sa aiba spatele tau: I wish this morning had your shoulders:
talger acoperit de o piele trandafirie, a platter covered in a rose-coloured skin,
sub care pulseaza astrii prietenosi the stars, friendly, throbbing beneath it.
iubesc acel oras indepadrtat I love that distant city
in care au botezat lumina where they called
blanda a inserarii the gentle light of dusk
cu numele tau. by your name
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Din confesiunile unei fracturiste

pe zi ce trece incerc sd md schimb

dar creierul meu paranoic vede numai amenintarea
in orice gest in orice miscare a oamenilor din jur

ce sd fac, ce si las de la mine

ca sd fim fericiti?

ochii mei asiatici sunt imblanziti

de imaginile pe care mi le aduci zambind

ca pe un buchetel de violete de parma

ochii mei petrochimici

peste care coboard amurgul ca peste un camp de sonde in
flacari

&

numai cu tine m-as putea plimba goald

printr-un oras necunoscut ca un animal credincios

cu ceva tare si umezit intre buze

imi plac dintii tdi albi, fermitatea unui gest anume

)
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From the confessions of a female fracturist

day after day I try to change

but my paranoic mind sees only the threat

in any gesture in any motion of the people around
what should I do, what should I give up

for us to be happy?

my Asian eyes are tamed

by the visions you bring when you smile

like a bouquet of parma violets

my petrochemical eyes

dusk falls on them as on a field of flaming oil rigs
&

only next to you could I walk naked

in a foreign town like a faithful creature

with something hard and moist between its lips

I love your white teeth, the resoluteness of a certain gesture

in the middle of the night
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in toiul noptii

7
dacd ai vrea sd ma distrugi
ai alege dinadins aceasta atingere
rdsuflarea fierbinte pe pielea rece
mainile tale mangaindu-mi trupul
ca pe un zid negru din care curge mortar
&

numai o isterie colectivd ne mai tine impreuna,

trunchi langa trunchi, arterele atarnand inutile
in rigola corpului doborat si inert

si dacé ar fi numai narcoza

noptii bolnave a baraganului, tangajul sexual

deasupra blocurilor mari si murdare / si visul meu obsedant
in care o inima de catel imi

zvacneste in palmele amortite de la 3:45 la 3:48

dimineata

ma fac micd de tot dispar intr-o gurd de soarece

&

sunt calma acum

61

if you wanted to break me apart

you would choose precisely this touch

the hot breath on cold skin

your hands caressing my body

as if it were a black wall, its plaster sliding away

&

it is merely a collective hysteria that keeps us together
skin to skin, arteries uselessly hanging

draining the crushed inert body

and if it were only the narcosis

of the sick night of Bardgan, the sexual rise and fall
on top of filthy apartment blocks / and my obsessive dream
in which a dog’s heart

twitches in my numb hands from 3:45 to 3:48

in the morning

I shrink completely and disappear into a mousehole
&

now I am calm

my feelings of shame and contempt

don’t touch you
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rusinea mea amestecata cu dispretul

te lasd indiferent

daca parul mi-ar albi peste noapte

m-ai privi si ai spune aceleasi fleacuri, la nesfarsit

intr-o zi de noiembrie

capul mi se va desprinde

infigdndu-se in pamant cu un bufnet surd

ma pui sa aleg, iubitule

dar eu am soldurile prea stramte ca sa fac vreo alegere

ma zbat tip iti bat cuie-n sex

in orasul dsta toti prostii

cred cd-si pot da cu parerea

acum revolta mea le pare un cutit cu lama groasa
crescut chiar din stern.
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if my hair turned gray overnight
you would look at me and tell me the same trifles, forever

some November day

my head will fall off

and sink into the ground with a hollow thud
you want me to choose darling

but my hips are too narrow for me to decide

I figdet I yell I hammer nails into your sex

throughout this city each fool

thinks they can share their opinion

but my rebellion looks to them like a thick-bladed knife
grown from the sternum
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Un anotimp in Berceni A season in Berceni
incearcd sa-ti amintesti: try to remember:
ai dormit in paturi de gheata you slept in ice beds
iar ochii tdi s-au plimbat and your eyes travelled
prin incaperi strdine through strange rooms
pe chipurile ravasite on disheveled faces
si nimic nu a inflorit in and nothing had blossomed
intunericul dinduntru in the darkness inside
obignuitd cu uzura cu formele used with the shabbiness to the shapes
tdcute ale suferintei of the silent suffering
pocitania 1si cerea drepturile the monster was claiming its rights
dar limbajul avea muchiile zimtate but the speech had indented margins
si totul se impregnase cu and everything was drenched in
mirosul de tarfa al mortii the slut scent of death
frumusete, tu cantareai mai putin beauty, you weighed less
decat fumul! than smoke!

)
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ai imbrdtisat trupuri fara cusur you clasped flawless bodies
le-ai crestat pielea crezand ca you slashed their skin thinking that
asa vei putea ajunge la suflet this way you could get to the soul
incearcd sd-ti amintesti: try to remember:
din toate nu a rdmas all that is left
decét o gurd invizibila is nothing but an invisible mouth
o gurd stramba rdutdcioasa a crooked vicious mouth
ce-nghite totul that swallows everything,
fard sa simta nimic but feels nothing at all
incearcd sa-ti amintesti try to remember

)
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Refugiu

lui Kristofer Flensmarck

In noptile cand luna se ciocneste de peretii addpostului,
iar cdrtile sunt batranii neputinciosi ai familiei

care demult nu mai rdaspund la vreun stimul,

ca pentru un copil salvat de animale,

limbajul mi se pare insuportabil.

un iaz secat in mijlocul padurii.

(in jurul meu lucreaza masini
pe care nu le-as putea descrie
fara sa inghet de rusine si spaima.)

as vrea sa fiu un analfabet
un salbatic ce 1si mangaie pantecul
fredonand cantece sincopate printre copacii impietriti.

scanteia s-a stins, dar ecoul primelor cuvinte
continua s tulbure vizuina
in care vulpea isi priveste uluitd puiul
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Shelter

to Kristofer Flensmarck

At night when the moon hits the walls of the shelter,
and books are the helpless elderly of the family

that long ago stopped responding to any sort of stimuli,
As for a lost child taken in by animals,

language seems unbearable to me.

A dry pond in the middle of the woods.

(round about me machines are running
I cannot describe them
without freezing with shame or with fear.)

I would like to be an illiterate
a savage that fondles his belly
while belting out ragtime songs amid the petrified trees.

The flicker has died, but the echo of the first words
continues to disturb the den
of a fox, gazing at her cub with wonder
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si-apoi ii linge fruntea incetisor then softly licking its forehead
sperand ca totul a fost doar o neintelegere. hoping it was all just a misunderstanding.
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Asta am devenit

In anii dstia am invétat ca pot face multe
pot sdri in pat, pot scrie
sau pot sa nu misc un deget

cd tot 0 sd mi se urce la cap pan’ la urma

pot sd md gandesc la lucruri frumoase
sau sd transpir de unul singur prin incaperi
cd tot nu o sa cred

nu o sd pot crede-n nimic

nimic nu imi foloseste

nimic nu imi foloseste

mi-e lene si scarba sa stau pe-ntuneric
sa lucrez ca un robotel japonez

la ceva ce n-o sd semene in final

nici cu un porsche nici

cu-o treieratoare

sunt dintre cei pe care lumea ii arunca in joc

)

This is what I have become

These years I've learned that there are many things I can do
I can jump on the bed, I can write

or sit and not lift a finger

it will still eventually go to my head

I can think about nice things

or sweat alone in some rooms

for I will still not believe

I will still be unable to trust anything

nothing is of any use to me

nothing is of any use to me

I'm sick and tired of working in the darkness
like a little robot made in Japan

on something that will not resemble

a porsche or

a thresher

I'm one of those people that life throws in the game
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panad scoate untul din ei and walks me off of their feet
stam scufundati pana la gat in nisipul fierbinte we are up to our necks immersed in the hot sand
si nu spunem nici un cuvant and we're sitting in silence
sd nu ne tulburam intre noi so that we don’t disturb each other
sd nu ne-o ia moartea inainte so that we prevent death from getting in first
niste omuleti neincrezatori si retrasi a few little people sceptic and quiet
intre falcile unui mecanism in the jaws of a mechanism
setat pentru autodistrugere set for self-destruction
noi nu avem nume noi nu avem viitor we don’t have a name we don’t have a future
nu imi e fricd nu imi mai e frica I'm not afraid anymore I'm not afraid anymore
asta am devenit. this is what I have become

)
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Romanian Oddity

Am vazut locul in care oamenii muncesc si in somn
acolo m-am indragostit de o femeie galbena

pentru care eram o ciudatenie din alta lume:

un tigan poliglot a cdrui voce rdsund gutural in tacerea
unui oras-fantoma locuit de 10 milioane de roboti.
cand am renuntat sa mai cer intelegere si caldurd,
m-am desprins de pamant ca intr-o legenda budista
iar corpul meu a plutit pentru o vreme

printr-un hdu plin de neoane si cabluri optice -
intr-o clipa totul a ars, in fata ochilor mei
impdienjeniti de dorinta si nebunie,

ca o pelicula cu manechine care imitd miscarile omenesti

din vremea filmului mut.

)
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Romanian Oddity

I've seen the place where people work while sleeping
there is where I fell in love with a yellow woman
because she was an oddity from another world:

a polyglot gipsy whose voice resonates in the silence
of a ghost-town inhabited by 10 million little robots.
when I refused to ask for understanding and warmth,
I broke apart from the world as in a Buddhist tale

and my body floated for a while

through an abyss filled with neon lamps and optic cables —
in a flash everything burned, before my eyes

webbed with desire and madness,

like a film with dummies that mimic human motions
back from the days of the silent movies.
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blues blues
a intarziat putin, si e atata simplitate she arrived a bit late, and there is so much simplicity
si-atata frumusete in gesturile ei and beauty in her gestures
cand coboara si tranteste portiera when she steps out of the car and slams the door
apoi se indreapta spre mine razand heading towards me with a smile
cu mainile usor depdrtate de corp her arms slightly lifted from her body
cu ochii mari ca niste carafe pline cu miere her big eyes like jars filled with honey
vreau sd md incoldcesc langa pieptul ei I want to wrap myself around her chest
din care noptile de toamna fac o sobd micuta from which autumn nights make small fireplace
in care cantd un saxofonist negru where a black man plays the sax
si unde toate ale casei sunt aranjate cu grija where all the household items are carefully placed
si-acolo sa adorm, in sfarsit: there I shall fall asleep, finally:
sd adorm. I shall fall asleep
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Fluturi de noapte

Mi se cuibdreste la piept ca o gimnastd minusculd

cu oase de cauciuc.

De-abia ce s-a inserat, cd Daria imi sare in brate

si isi vara boticul printre nasturii incheiati neatent ai camasii.
Iar eu privind in continuare pe fereastra cum

vecina mea preferata si-a scos setterul la plimbare

(adineauri, tocurile ei inalte tdcaneau pe asfalt,

acum aproape ca le simt adancindu-se

in pamantul cleios -

si ganduri dintre cele mai curate ma napadesc imediat
ca un sobor de vrabii la sacul cu mei).

Degeaba imi atinge cu nasul lobul urechii, adulmecandu-ma
si-ncercand sa-mi atraga atentia, ca eu,

cu gandul in altd parte, sar din fotoliu si incep sa topdi

in jurul mieundturilor certdrete. Sangele imi zvacneste in

)

tample
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Moths

It nestles in my chest like a tiny gymnast

with rubber bones.

It hasn’t been long since the dusk had fallen, Daria jumps in my
arms

and shoves her muzzle in my carelessly button up shirt.

As I continue to watch from the window

how my favorite neighbor is walking her setter.

(a few moments ago, her heels were stomping on the asphalt,
I can almost feel them sinking

in the sticky ground —

and the purest thoughts immediately come over me

like a flight of birds to a bag of millets).

Vainly she touches my ear lobe with her muzzle, sniffing at me
trying to get my attention,

my mind is elsewhere, I jump from the armchair and start to
hop

around the quarrelsome kittens, blood pumpes in my temples
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iar cateva picdturi de sudoare cad pe covor and a few drips of sweat fall on the carpet
ca niste monede aruncate in apa. as if they were coins tossed in the water.
Uitd-te bine: in lumina scazutd a lampii, Take a good look: in the lamp’s dimmed light
vorbele mele sunt niste fluturi de noapte my words are like moths
bajbaind printre draperii. swarming through the curtains.
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Tornando al paese

In adolescenta, mi-am dorit

o reconciliere cu locul acesta,

pe care nu il intelegeam si care ma insulta -

si totusi, era singura mea legdtura cu o existenta

ale cdrei ecouri isi faceau rabdéatoare drum catre mine,

un ordsean capricios, vulnerabil

si mult prea stangaci,

printre buruieni si prundisuri,

cu insectele care misunau in voie pretutindeni,
nu departe de lacul cu ape aurii

sub acelasi soare ce presara acum, ca si atunci,
o zgura fierbinte peste lucruri si vietati.

Oamenii sunt dintotdeauna la fel:
impasibili in fata suferintei

si neinduratori cu cei mai slabi. Vazandu-i,
inteleg c4, aici, viata mea are legaturd

mai mult cu ritmurile animalelor marunte
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Tornando al paese

During my teenage, I wanted

to reconcile with this place,

I didn’t understand and that insulted me —

but still, it was my only connection to an existence
who's echoes were calmly making their way to me,
a whimsical townsman, vulnerable

and way too clumsy

among the weeds and gravel,

that were swarming with insects,

not far from the lake with golden waters

under the same sun, glazing now, as it did back then,
a hot slag over the odjects and creatures.

People have always been like this:
unmoved by the suffering

and relentless to the weak ones. As I am looking at them,

I understand that here, my life is more connected
to the rhythm of the small animals
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pe care tdranii le urdsc sau le trateaza cu dispret. hated by peasants or treated with disregard.
Printre ei, mama mea deceptionata Among them, my disappointed mother
si tatdl meu imblanzit - desi sunt in sfarsit and my reclaimed father —although I am finally
acasa! - par uneori niste figuri tragice sub cerul sangeriu home! —sometimes they resemble tragic characters beneath the
si nici o scdpare bloody sky
si nici o consolare nu le va invada inimile and no escape
decat intr-un tarziu. and no solace will overrun their hearts

until it’s too late.
Bucuresti-Cornetu,sept. 2008 Bucuresti-Cornetu,Sept. 2008
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Si peste patru sute de ani...

O si te rup ca pe un peste - cuvintele tale rasund obsedant
ciocnindu-se de fiecare obiect prin incaperile ravasite

si violenta lor va bantui asezarea si peste patru sute de ani
pe atunci sondele de petrol inca vor mai arde

iar tu vei fi o legenda pentru mutantii

nascuti in desertul radioactiv.

Cat de adanc poate intra acul in vena
inainte ca tipatul sa sfasie plasa de fier a zorilor?

Am sufletul impovadrat si gandurile sleite

pentru cd nimic nu se va schimba inainte ca soarele
sd se prabuseasca in golul

lasat de absenta ta. Va fi cu siguranta tarziu -

nu ma vei mai privi cu dispret
ca pe un gandac in care ai vrea sd arunci cu un madr,

)

iar eu voi incerca sda nu plang inaintea mortii
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And after four hundred years...

I will break you like a fish —your words are hunting

hitting against each object through messy rooms

and their violence will still hunt the dwelling even after four
hundred years

when the oil drills will keep burning

and you will be considered a legend among mutants

born in the radioactive desert.

How deep can the needle pierce through the vein
before the scream slashes through the metallic net of the dawn?

My soul is burdened and my thoughts are frozen
because nothing will changed before the sun
tumbles down in the void

caused by your absence. It will surely be late —

you will no longer look at me with contempt
as you look at a bug at which you would throw with an apple
and I'll try not to cry before death

Translation
Calé

May 2018



Translation Café, Issue 189
Poems by Claudiu Komartin
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Alice Berescu

76
cu spectrul zaddrniciei rascolindu-mi maruntaiele goale... with its specter of vanity rummaging through my guts
O si te rup ca pe un peste - atat. I will break you like a fish—nothing more.
Apoi, doar intuneric si pace. After which, nothing but darkness and peace.
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Frimling

Candoarea din gesturile acestor imigranti
epuizati si plini de speranta
ma raneste

fiindca eu nu cred in nimic si

am incetat sd mai sper

fiindca vreau acasa si vreau sa fiu cat mai departe de casa
fiindca vreau aici si vreau dincolo

fiindca vreau sa fiu lasat in pace

si vreau ca dragostea sa-mi pund perna pe fata
si sd apese

»mai bine sa se uite la tine ca la un gandac
decat sd nu se uite la tine deloc”
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Frimling

The innocence in the gestures of those immigrants,
exhausted and hopeful,
offends me

because I don’t believe in anything and
I stopped hoping

because I want to be home and as far away from home as I can
because [ want to be here and I want to be there
because I want to be left alone

and I want love to put a pillow over my face
and press

“you’d rather have her look at you as if you were a bug
than don’t have her look at all”
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am vazut aeroporturile intesate I have seen airports crammed
oamenii civilizati si solemni asteptand sa-si ia zborul with civilized and solemn people waiting to take off
si am vazut zeci de porumbei and I have seen dozens of doves
scotandu-si ochii pentru cateva frimituri de paine pecking their eyes out for a few crumbs of bread
intr-o piata din inima Europei in a square from the heart of Europe
mana e la loc in colivie the hand is back in the cage
gura are gratii the mouth has bars
aripile chircite zvacnesc in zadar the stunted wings toil in vain
se Innegresc they blacken
si se scutura. and shed their feathers
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tarziu

ne invartim in loc, bombénind agitati
si ne lovim in rastimpuri fruntea cu palma
incercand sa-ti gasim o scuza, justificari

care sa-ti imblanzeascd, desi e tarziu, amintirea

si toate cuvintele pe care le ciutam de o vreme
sunt acolo, sub iarba, la loc sigur in tine

ca un mesaj extraterestru pe care nimeni

nu va sti sd-1 deschida pentru a-1 descifra

poate ca acum te sucesti gemi racai lemnul
cu unghiile poate ca iti infigi deja radacini
poate-ai gasit ceva frust de iubit in tarana

si noi ne evitdm unul altuia privirea (am de-

venit la fel de inddratnici ca tine) tdnjim sd ne
incurajam cu cuvintele tale cind tocmai

cuvintele astea nu-s de gasit si satisfactia ta

rdutdcioasd stralucind in tot intunericul dla
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late

we are spinning in place, nervously grumbling
and slapping our foreheads

trying to find an excuse for you, explanations

that would better your memory, although it is late

and all the words that we’'re looking for

are there, under the grass, in a safe place inside you
like a message out of space which no one

will know how to open and decipher

maybe now you're turning and twisting scratching the wood
with your nails maybe you're already growing roots

maybe you've found something worn in the ground to love
and we are both avoiding eye contact (we have be-

come as stubborn as you) we long to
encourage ourselves with your words at moments when
these precise words can’t be found in your satisfaction

maliciously glowing into this darkness
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Radtdcirea

la cateva saptdamani dupa ce te-am dus la groapa
niste vecini au venit intr-un suflet la noi

sa ne spunad ca te-au vdzut pe un camp

capul tdu se-ascundea printre crengile

unui prun desfrunzit

ai fi zis cd e un norisor cu par si urechi

dar ti-au recunoscut de departe gura rautdcioasa
si privirea piezisa

acolo, agdtate in Crengile prunului

au mai spus: nu se stie niciodatd cu oameni ca el
trebuia zavorat undeva, chiar asa blajin
cum pdrea in sicriu

si noi speriati jurandu-ne ca te-am ascuns bine, bine

si cd sigur nu te mai sculai de acolo de data asta
si ei nu, cd trebuia sa te ingropam mai adanc

si tot asa pan’la ziud, cand s-a terminat si ultimul paharel

de rachiu

asa ca vecinii s-au mai uitat o datd la noi au dat din cap
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The wondering

a few days after they took you to the burial place
some neighbors came to us in a haste
and told us they’ve seen you on the field

your head was hiding among the branches

of a leafless plum tree

looking like a little cloud with hair and ears, you could say
but even from a distance they recognized your bad mouth
and your sidelong glance

up there, hanging from the plum tree’s branches

they also said: you never know what people like him might do
he should have been put under a lock somewhere,
no matter peaceful
he seemed in the coffin
and frightened we swore that we hid you well, well enough
and that surely this time you will stay there
and they were like no, we should have buried you deeper
and so on ‘till the day, when the last glass
of brandy was finished
so the neighbors glanced at us one more time and nodded
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si s-au dus
ca doar se terminase de-acum si ultimul paharel de rachiu

noi acuma cd ce sa facem unde sa mergem pe cAmpuri
si ca noi ne-am facut datoria

sdpand o groapa frumoasa, frumoasa

punandu-ti la cap o cruce inaltd, inalta

desi multi ziceau

n-are el nevoie de asta unde se duce

mult timp ne-am sfatuit daca sa mergem si unde

si cum sd-ti convingem capul sd vind-napoi

cd doar barcagiul asteaptd si trupul nu poate pleca asa,
fara cap

in zilele senine, mereu e cate unul care se jurd cd l-a vazut
iesind din scorbura in care-nnopteaza
si noi umbldm in toate pdrtile necdjiti, poate-1 vom indupleca

in vreun fel.
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and they left
as the last glass of brandy was finished by now

and we wondered now what to do where to go on the fields
and saying that our duty was done

we dug a nice hole, a nice hole

put a tall cross at your head, a tall cross

although many were saying

he won’t need it where he’s going

for a while we wondered if we should go and towards where
and how should we persuade your head to come back

for boatman was waiting and the body can’t leave just like that,

without head

On clear days, there’s always someone who swears that they saw

him
coming out of the hollow where he usually sleeps

and we worryingly wondering everywhere, maybe we’ll manage

to convince him

somehow.
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La debarcader

., The green leaf cushions the same dry footprint,
or the child’s boat luffs in the same dry chop,
and we are where we were. We were!”

(Robert Lowell, ,, The Lesson”)

Cand se-nsereaza, copiii inca mai rad, stropindu-se cu apa
sub privirile pierdute in departare ale bunicilor.

Ceva se strecoara printre lucruri, ceva ar vrea sa se joace
cu mainile tale, dar se lasa furat de apa,

copaci si frunze invaluite de lumina complice.

La doar cativa pasi, zidurile zdrelite par sa le semene
batranilor rabdatori,

tinandu-si in fosnetul bland al dupa-amiezei

lectia de liniste.

Razele sunt niste calauze vioaie

)
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At the unloading dock

., The green leaf cushions the same dry footprint,
or the child’s boat luffs in the same dry chop,
!//

and we are where we were. We were
(Robert Lowell, ,, The Lesson”)

When darkness falls, the children still laugh,
splashing each other with water

under the far away gazes of their grandparents.

Something slips among things, something that wants

to be tickled, but it lets itself drift in the water,

trees and leaves wrapped in the light that’s joining in.

Just a few steps away, the shattered stone walls seem to
resemble

patient old men,

teaching, in the gentle rustle of evening

the lesson of silence.

The rays are lively guides
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pe malul imbrobonat de sclipiri - te bucuri si alergi on a shore studded with sparkles — you rejoice and you run
cu genunchii juliti catre chioscul cu sucuri, with your scratched knees to the juice stall,
imbratisand forme si voci, inghitind lacom embracing shapes and voices, insatiably swallowing
culorile rasfrante in undele apei. Chipuri voioase the colours reflected in the ripples of the water. Lively faces
palpaie incd o clipa la debarcader, ca lampioanele chinezesti glimmer for a little longer at the unloading dock, like Chinese
aprinse pentru aceasta sarbdtoare a serenitatii. lanterns

lit for this celebration of serenity.

)
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Interviu cu poetul Claudiu Komartin

AB.. Cind ai inceput si scrii? Care a fost momentul
determinant? Cu cine ai impdrtdsit primele tale poezii?

C.K.: Pe la 12 ani, un fel de proze care amestecau tot felul
de reflectii de pre-puber prodigios si avantat cu lucruri pe care
le citeam in carti de istorie, mai ales, dar si de filosofie - din care
cine stie ce-oi fi inteles de fapt -, totul naclait intr-o baie de
lirism rasfatat. Le tineam in general pentru mine, erau un secret
pe care-l mai devoalam - deh, vanituos de mic - cateodata,
impaunandu-md fatd de cdte un om pe care voiam sa-l
impresionez. Poezie am inceput sa scriu relativ tarziu (daca nu
iau in calcul o baladd caraghioasd sau cateva poezii
din

liceului, iar atunci i le ardatam profesorului meu, scriitorul

experimental-hormonale adolescentd), catre sfarsitul
Octavian Soviany, care nu mi-a spus niciodatd cat sunt de
proaste - sau de promitdtoare -, ci imi aducea dupd cateva zile
cate o carte care avea legatura cu zonele pe care le exploram eu
in acel moment. Am avut ceva important de invdtat din metoda

asta.
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Interview with the poet Claudiu Komartin

A.B.: When did you start writing? What was the key moment?
With whom did you share your first poems?

CK.: When I was about 12 years old, I use to write
something that would resemble prose, a mixture of all sorts of
reflections of a prodigious pre-pubescent, enthusiastic about
mostly things I've read in history books, as well as philosophy -
who knows what I actually understood from them -, all imbued
in a bath of spoiled lyricism. I usually kept it to myself, it was a
secret I sometimes revealed - well, vain from an early age -
sometimes, as vain as a peacock towards people I wanted to
impress. It was relatively late when I started writing poetry (if I
don’t take into consideration a laughable ballad or a few
hormonal-experimental poems written in my teenage years),
towards the end of the high school, and back then I used to
show them to my professor, the writer Octavian Soviany, who
never told me how bad, or promising they were-, but instead,
after a few days, he would bring me a book in the areas that I
was exploring at that moment. I learnt something important
from this method.
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A.B.: Inspiratia in procesul creativ - poate fi numit acest proces
unul premeditat sau mai mult unul spontan? Scrii sub influenta
trdirilor de moment sau programatic, cu un scop bine definit?

C.K.: ,Un scop bine definit” e, din punctul meu de vedere,
ceva in limba de plastic a contemporanilor nostri care se ocupa
cu speculatii bursiere, management si alte pragmatisme de
genul dsta. Eu nu mad pricep la asa ceva. Scrii fiindcd scrii, nu
existd o explicatie pentru asta. Sau ea diferd atat de mult nu
doar de la un autor la altul, dar si de la un moment al vietii tale
la urmatorul, incat nu poti da un raspuns clar si definitiv la o
asemenea intrebare fard sa faci macar putin pe mironosita. E o
indeletnicire complet lipsitd de rost, pe care o faci dintr-o
nevoie pe care nu e nici decent, nici necesar sda o explici
altcuiva.

A.B.: Cum ti-a venit ideea pentru poemul Din confesiunile unei
fracturiste, narat intr-o voce feminind? Cine este acea fracturisi?
Simfi cd in sfera poeticd ifi construiesti o imagine diferitd de cea din
viata privatd?

C.K.: Uite asa, m-a enervat vocea pitigdiatd si certareata a

)

.
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A.B.: Inspiration in the creative process — can this process be
labeled as a premeditated process or more of a spontaneous one? Do
you write under the influence of fleeting feelings or programmatically,
with a well-defined purpose?

CK::

something belonging

“A  well-defined purpose” is, opinion,
the of

contemporaries that deal with stock brokering, management

in my
to plastic  tongue our
and other pragmatisms of such. I am not good at this sort of
thing. You write because you write, there is no explanation for
it. Or it varies a lot depending not only on the author but also
on the different moments of one’s life, so that you can’t give a
clear and definitive answer to such a question without being a
bit prude. It’s a completely void of purpose occupation; you do
it out of a need that is neither decent nor necessary to explain to

somebody.

A.B.: How did you come up with the idea of writing the poem
From the confessions of a female fracturist, a poem narrated in a
feminine voice? Who is this fracturist? Do you feel that you build a
different image of yourself in the poetical scope different from the one
in your private life?

CK.: Just like that, I was annoyed by a whiney and
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unei poete cu idei feministe gresite in cap si am vrut sa-mi
demonstrez cd pot sd scriu si eu asa oricand. Adicd sa rdman eu
insumi, dar sd md pun in pielea unei tipe care are tot felul de
isterii (isteric am fost si eu destul de des, asa ca nu pot fi acuzat
c-as fi sexist, poate cel mult tendentios) si vrea sda dea lectii,
adicd ultimul lucru pe care e cazul sd-1 faci in poezie. Sigur ca
folosim mereu tot felul de madsti, de persona, cine a scris macar
cateva randuri autentice stie ca secretul e-n nuante si in felul in
care iti iese aliajul acela dintre faptul de viatd si cel inventat,
intre experienta personald, trditd, si cea imaginatd, intre rabdare
si urgentd. Autenticismul e o poveste de adormit copiii, ceva cu
care naivii si neinitiatii se impduneaza fdra sa stie cd nu e
altceva decat un efect de scriiturd. Altfel nu mi-as putea explica
felul in care niste oameni cu o viata foarte neinteresanta scriu
lucruri pasionante, fac expeditii adanc in mintea si sufletul
omenesc, in cele mai indepartate si mai putin cunoscute parti
ale lumii etc. fara sa fi trecut de coltul strazii, iar oameni cu vieti
palpitante, mari amanti, mari goleadori, desteptii si desteptele
lumii nu-s in stare sd scrie o singurd pagind (sau o singura
poezie) care sd exprime ceva original, ceva important despre ei
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quarrelsome voice of a female poet with wrong feminist ideas,
and I wanted to prove to myself that I could write like her
anytime. Meaning, to remain true to myself, while stepping
into a hysterical woman’s shoes (myself, I've been hysterical
many times, I can’t be accused of being sexist, at most,
tendentious), who felt like she had many lessons to teach, this
being the last thing you should do in poetry. Of course we
wear many masks, personas. Whoever wrote a few authentic
lines should know that the secret lies in the nuances and the
shapes taken by this mixture of life and fantasy, patience and
urgency. Authenticity is a bedtime story, something that naive
and uninitiated people take pride in without knowing that it is
merely a consequence of the writing process. How else can certain
people with uninteresting lives produce such passionate texts
that dive deep into the human mind and soul, into the most
obscure corners of the world etc. without ever having left their
houses, while people who lead exciting lives, the great lovers,
the achievers or the greatest minds of the world are unable to
write a single page (or a single poem) about something original
or important about themselves.
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A.B.: Ai revenit vreodatd asupra poeziilor mai vechi? Ti s-a
intdmplat sd nu mai fii de acord cu ideile tale de atunci? Existd poezii
in care nu te mai recunosti?

C.K.: Da, am revenit si revin. Mai tai cate o chestie care e-n
plus, cate ceva care stricd un text bun. Nu vad de ce n-as face
asta, poemul meu e viu cat sunt si eu viu. Si, in plus, unul
dintre poetii mei preferati dintotdeuna e Virgil Mazilescu, un
fanatic al textului, pentru care o virguld sau o linie de pauza sau
un cuvant aparent neimportant puteau modifica esential un
poem.

A.B.: Ai fost caracterizat drept un poet “tragic”, “
care totusi se afld intr-o “cdutare compulsivd a frumusetii”. Esti de

apocaliptic”,

acord cu aceste afirmatii?

C.K.: Imi pare riu, dar etichetele sunt ultimul lucru care m&
intereseazd in punctul unde am ajuns. M-am padcdlit destul de
multd vreme cu ele, nu mai pic in capcana asta.

A.B.: Intensitatea textelor mai scurte pe care le-ai asemanat intr-
un interviu unor “lovituri de toporisca” sau unor “zvdcnete prin
vis”, a fost acolo din faza incipientd sau este rezultatul unui proces de
condensare a ideilor pentru a amplifica impactul asupra cititorului?
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A.B.: Do you ever go over your old texts? Did you ever feel that
your past ideas no longer apply to your current perception? Did you
ever have trouble finding yourself in some of your past work?

CK.: Yes, I did go back, I still do it. I strikethrough the
irrelevant bits that ruin a good text. I don’t see why I shouldn’t
do so, my poetry will live as long as I live. Furthermore, one of
my all-time favorite poets is Virgil Mazilescu, a worshiper of
the text for whom ever an Em dash or a seemingly unimportant
word can change the poem entirely.

A.B.: You've been labeled as a “tragic”, an “apocalyptical” poet,
in “a compulsive pursuit of beauty”. Do you agree with these
statements?

CK.: I'm sorry, but from where I'm currently standing,
labels concern me the least. I've fooled myself too many times
with them, I'm not going to fall for it again.

A.B.: In an interview, you compared the intensity of certain
fragments to “blows of a hatchet” or “dream throbbing”. Were your
texts built with this intensity from the beginning or is this somehow
achieved by condensing your ideas, which causes your texts to have a
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Prin ce procedee literare creezi contrastantele si suspansul prezente in
poeziile tale?

C.K.: Daca sunt, genul acesta de intensitati (pe care, da, le-
am cdutat si le-am cultivat de cdnd am inceput sd scriu) tin
indeaproape de structura ta interioard. Aici poti sa pacalesti
prin eruditie, prin cunoasterea tuturor tehnicilor si a
procedeelor discursive, a figurilor de stil etc., insd doar pana la
un punct. Dacd nu ai chestia aia in tine, ea nu va putea fi
niciodatd mimatd, nici inlocuitd de madiestrie. Te vei lovi de o
limitd. Dupd cum e posibil si invers, sa fii un scriitor de
explozie, sa dudui de talent si tensiuni care asteaptd momentul
potrivit pentru a fi transcrise, dar sa nu stii s-o faci, fiindcd nu ai
citit suficient, fiindcd nu ai explorat suficient din punct de
vedere tehnic, formal meseria aceasta. Fiindcd literatura, ca
orice artd, inseamnd si meserie bine stdpanitd, cine crede ca e
vorba doar de inspiratie si talent va ramane la nivelul , micutei

Picasso”.

A.B.: Spuneai in Randuri citre un poet mai tandar : “Eu vreau sd
cred cd ar trebui sd facem din poezie o artd a generozititii, altfel nu
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greater impact on your readers?
In order to create these cliffhangers and contrasts in your poems, what
techniques do you apply?

CXK.: If present, these sort of intensities (which I have
sought for and cultivated ever since I started writing) belong to
one’s inner structure. Here you can cheat by applying the
knowledge of all the discursive techniques and procedures,
figures of speech etc. but only up to a point. You can’t mimic it if
you don’t have it in you, nor can you replace it with skill. It
only works up to a point. This can be applied vice-versa: you
can be an explosive writer, overflowing with talent and
tensions which are waiting for the right moment to be written
down, but due to the lack of sufficient reading, and little
experience with applying technical knowledge, which is a key
requirement, you might fail in laying these on paper. For
literature, as any other art form, is actually the product of a skill
well mastered, those who believe it's about inspiration and
talent will never go beyond “little Picasso”.

A.B.: In the poem Words to a younger poet you were saying “I
want to believe that poetry can be turned into an art of generosity, as I
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viad cum va supravietui in viitor.” Cum i cit de generos poate fi un
poet?

C.K.: Cat il tine. Cat simte. Cat poate. Nu e o reguld. Poetii
sunt atat de diferiti... Pe cat de variatd e in tipuri umane si
caracterologice specia umand, pe atat de diversa e si lumea asta
a nebunilor dupa (si pentru) poezie.

A.B.: Consideri ci un poet poate deveni “scavul” propriilor
clisee? Este expansivitatea tematici de dorit sau consideri cd
abordarea unor teme recurente defineste amprenta poeticdi a unui
scriitor?

CK.: Din de
nepersonalizate nu pot primi decat raspunsuri exhaustive sau

nou, depinde scriitor.  Intrebarile
incomplete. Da, e foarte usor sd te instalezi in confortul unei
formule, odata ce ai descoperit o ,reteta”. Ramai acolo, scrisul
tdu se manierizeaza, tu te tot repeti, scoti carte dupa carte
crezand cd nu faci decat sa-ti batatoresti un teritoriu pe care l-ai
cucerit, cdnd de fapt te-mbeti cu apa rece. Motorul e bine uns,
treaba merge de la sine. Pdrerea mea cd ar trebui sd rdmai intr-o

continud cdutare, altfel de ce mai scrii? Dar dsta e raspunsul

)
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can see no other way through which it can be kept alive”. In what
manner and how generous can a poet be?

C.K.: As much as he is able to. As much as he feels like
doing so. As much as he can. There is no rule about it. Poets are
so different amongst themselves... this mad (about poetry)
poetical world is as diverse as the human species is in spirit and

character.

A.B.: Can a poet become a “slave” to his own clichés? Is thematic
expansiveness something to strive for or do you think that the use of
recurrent themes defines a poet’s trademark?

C.K.: Again, it depends on the poet. Generic questions can
only be answered in a general or incomplete manner. Yes, it's
very easy to fall into the comfort of a formula once you have
discovered a “recipe”. You stay there, your writing becomes
dull, you keep on repeating yourself, you publish book after
book believing that you are blazing the trail you previously
conquered, but you are actually feeding on air. The engine is
well oiled, everything is going smoothly. I think you should
never stop looking, otherwise, why should you even bother
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meu si numai al meu. Sunt autori care s-au schimbat de la o
carte la alta (sau de la o perioada creativa la urmatoarea), si altii
care au ramas constanti, nuantandu-si doar formula, rafindnd-o,
de la un volum la altul (Angela Marinescu vs Mircea Ivanescu,
dacd vrei; sau, mai aproape de noi, Alexandru Musina vs loan
Es. Pop). Nu e vreo reguld sau un dat, fiecare dupd cum 1i iese.

AB.: Ce
metatextualitatea din poeziile tale? Care sunt legdturile pe care le-ai

imi  pofi spune despre intertextualitatea i
creat intre poeziile tale si alte moduri de exprimare (prozd, muzicd,
teatru, arte vizuale)?

C.K.: Legaturile sunt acolo pentru cine ma citeste si are chef
sd le descopere si sa meargd din aproape in aproape pentru a
reconstitui imaginea de ansamblu a cautarilor, (p)referintelor si

reperelor mele.

A.B.: Cum aratd lumea literard vizutd din interior? (Institutul
Blecher, intdlniri, reuniuni, festivaluri etc)

C.K.: Foarte vie, dinamicd, nebund, plind de tot felul de
figuri stranii, originale, incomode, de insi imprevizibili, de
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writing? This is just my opinion. Some authors have changed
from one book to the other (or from one creative stage to
another), where others have stayed true to their formula,
polishing it from volume to volume (Angela Marinescu vs
Mircea Ivanescu, if you will; or closer to our times, Alexandru
Musina vs Ioan Es. Pop). Nothing is a given, there are no rules
and the results are in accordance to each person’s ability.

A.B.: What can you tell me about the intertextuality and
metatextuality in your poems? What connection did you make
between your poems and other means of expression (prose, music,
theatre, visual arts)?

C.K.: The connections are there for whoever reads my work
and feels like he/she wants to take it step by step and uncover
the big picture of my journey, my (p)references and points of
interest.

A.B.: How does the literary world look like from the inside?
(Blecher Institute, meetings, get-togethers, festivals, etc.)

CK.: It's very much alive, dynamic, crazy, filled with all
sorts of strange characters, original, uncomfortable ones,
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fanfaroni, muti care cand se pornesc nu-i mai opreste nimeni,
originali ascunsi sub tot felul de masti, oameni cu probleme de
atentie sau concentrare, ratati profesionisti mitomani,
neintelesi, suicidari, bolnavi de guta. Un precipitat palpitant si

uneori insuportabil de omenesc, prea omenesc.

A.B.: Ce impact au criticile primite asupra modului in care scrii?
Iri influenteazd acestea scrierile ulterioare?

C.K.: Da, la ultima cronicd negativd m-am enervat asa de
tare ca am spart chiuveta si mi-am aruncat laptopul pe geam. Si
acum il mai caut pe autorul articolului sad-i dau o lectie. Pana
atunci nu mai scriu un rand. Mi-am inghitit sapte creioane si

sapte pixuri (si asta numai din superstitie).

A.B.: Cum ai caracteriza cititorul de astizi si cum ai compara
publicul romanesc contemporan cu cel de peste graniti?

C.K.: Cat timp incd mai citesc, oamenii mai au o sansd. Desi
uneori ma gandesc cd s-ar putea sa ne descurcdm (ca societate)
si fard asta. Gandeste-te la Evul Mediu - erau céativa oameni
intr-o tard intreaga care puteau buchisi un manuscris, poate ca
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unpredictable people, braggarts and mutes that are hard to stop
once they get started, original people that hide under various
masks, people suffering from attention deficits, professional
deadbeats, air-mongers, misunderstood or suicidal people,
people with gout. A thrilling environment, unbearably human
at times, if not, too humane.

A.B.: What impact do reviews have on your writing? Do these
influence your following texts in any way?

C.K.: Yes, the last negative review got me so angry that I
broke my sink and I threw my laptop out the window. I'm still
looking for its author, I want to teach him a lesson. Until then,
I'm not going to write a single word. I swallowed seven pencils
and seven pens (only out of superstition).

A.B.: How would you describe today’s reader and how would you
compare the Romanian audience with the one from abroad?

CXK.: As long as they keep reading, people still have a
chance. Although, sometimes I think that we could do without
it (as a society). Take the Middle Age for example —where a few
people were able to read from a manuscript, maybe we’re
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ne-ndreptdm spre varianta asta doar cd in contextul unei mari
prosperititi birocratice. Habar n-am ce-o si fie. Imi pare riu
cateodata ca m-am ndscut si scriu intr-o tara in care majoritatii
oamenilor nu le-au pldcut niciodatd prea mult cartile. N-are rost
sd fac comparatii, stim améandoi despre ce vorbesc.

A.B.: Se poate traduce poezia?

C.K.: Se poate traduce poezia, rescriind-o sau, mai precis,
recontextualizand-o, jucand-o inteligent si talentat, in asa fel
incat sa ramanad sensul si spiritul originalului, dar sd aiba sens si
savoare in traducere, chiar daca limba sau traditia culturala
sunt foarte diferite. Trebuie sd ai ureche bund, imaginatie si
drag de ceea ce traduci, altfel nu faci nicio treaba.

A.B.: In incheiere, imi poti spune la ce lucrezi in mometul de
fata? Ce urmeaza? La ce se pot astepta cititorii tdi?

CK.: Urmeazd statia Apdrdtorii Patriei, cu peronul pe
partea dreapta.
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heading towards this alternative in the context of a great
bureaucratic prosperity. I have no clue about what is going to
happen. Sometimes I regret being born in a country where the
great majority of people have never been too fond of books. No
use in pointing fingers, we both know what I'm talking about.

A.B.: Is poetry translatable?

C.K.: Poetry is translatable, you translate it by rewriting it
or, to be more precise, re-contextualizing it, dealing with it in a
clever and talented manner, so that it keeps its original meaning
and essence, while also being meaningful and savory in its
translation, despite the differences in language and culture. You
need to have imagination, a trained ear and passion, without
these, nothing will become of it.

A.B.: As a final question, can you tell me what you are currently
working on? What is next? What can your readers expect next?

CXK.: The next station is “Aparatorii Patriei” with the
platform on the right side.
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