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   Shadows    Shadows 

 

Ѽi apoi ajungi sń dansezi cu fantome prin casń. 

                                                     Sorin Despot 

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

                                                 Sorin Despot 

 

Vechile ´ntrebńri s-au schimbat (òEἨti bine?ó, òCe facem azi?ó, 

òP©nń c©nd vei fi at©t de frumoasńó?), a mai apńrut o cutń, 

paharul e puἪin câte puἪin mai gol, m âna mai nesigurń,  

magnoliile au tńcut. 

Nepńsarea calculatń a dansului, gesturile pierdute, 

paἨii, discuἪiile cu gust de lemn 

dulce Ἠi parafinń, zńpada 

topindu -se de pe un schelet micuἪ în ultima zi de iarnńñ 

nu mai sunt,  

rńm©i ´mpńciuitor, rńm©i calm, nemiἨcat 

în faἪa unei ferestre sau la masa pe lângń care 

pńrul ei ´Ἢi învńluia -n trecere foileñ 

Ἠi te trezeἨti singur cu fantomele tale,  

cu inima Ἠi istoriile ei obosite (la ultimul film vńzut ´mpreunń, 

aἪi pl âns amândoi în faἪa imaginilor cu balenele care 

se sinucideau eἨuând pe Ἢńrm) 

 

The old questions have changed (òAre you ok?ó, òWhat are we 

doing today?ó, òFor how long will you be this beautiful?ó), 

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 ñ 

I am no longer, 

remain conciliatory, remain calm, motionless  

in front of a window or at the table by which  

her hair w ould cover your pages in passingñ 

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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Ἠi e un vis urât în care te sufoci 

Ἠi nu poἪi sń te miἨti  

nivelul apei continuń sń creascń, dar tu z©mbeἨti  

Ἠi linia din fa Ἢa ta, pe care Ἢi-ai promis cń n-o vei trece, 

e tot mai subἪire 

                             e invizibilń 

we both cried while watching the whales  

commiting suicide by stranding themselves on a shore) 

And itõs a nightmare you suffocate in 

as you are unable to move 

the water level  continues to rise, you smile 

and the line before you, that you promised you wouldnõt cross, 

is ever thinner 

                            itõs invisible. 
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   30 iulie. Poem de dragoste    July 30th. Love poem 

 

Toate lucrurile care ´mi fńr©miἪeazń inima sunt aici pe tavń All the things that crumble my heart are here on the platter  

 

Toate lucrurile care ´mi descheie s©ngele sunt aici pe tavń 

Statueta de lut     ghicitorile    Ἠi floarea-necaἪilor  

sunt pe aceastń tavń 

All things that unlock my blood are here on the platter  

The clay statue    riddles    and flower-of-the-drowned  

are on this platter 

 

Un om ´n putere ´mpinge de pe un zid o seringń imensń A strong man is pushing off of a wall an enormous syringe  

Altul (un aristocrat) jumule Ἠte o pasńre Another (an aristocrat) is plucking a bird  

  

Toate lucrurile care ne-au fńcut sń d©rd©im de plńcere All the things that made us shiver with pleasure  

 

jucńrii ext3erminatoare ext3rminating toys  

 

bucuria clinicń a unui ´nger t0xic0man the clinical joy of a d0per angel 

 

mâinile mele, verzi, neîndemâna7ice my hands, green, grace1ess 

 

sunt pe aceastń tavń are on this platter 

 

Alege Choose 
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   Când începi sń respiri ca prin p©slń    When you start breathing as if through felt  

 

Poate sń vinń dragostea sau iarna atomicń, 

de-acum îmi e totuna. 

Cu fruntea plecatń, 

cu picioarele de pluἨ, 

cu inima cńzutń-ntr -o r©nń, 

mń ´ndrept cńtre zi fńrń spaimń 

Ἠi fńrń speranἪń. PâἨ, pâἨ 

prin camere pline de mirosul ei amńrui (Ἠi amintirea, da, 

amintirea cafelei într -o dimineaἪń ploiasń Ἠi calmń). 

ἧi eu rńm©n aici, cu m©na ´nἪepenitń pe clanἪń. 

May love or the atomic winter come,  

itõs all the same from now on. 

With my he ad down  

feet made out of plush, 

heart fallen on a side, 

Iõm heading towards the day without fear 

and without hope. On tiptoes  

through rooms filled with her bitter scent (and the memory, 

yes,  

the memory of drinking coffee on a rainy and calm morning).  

Yet Iõm left here, hand stuck on the doorknob. 
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   ċncercńm sń convingem nebunia    We are trying to convince madness 

 

Creierul meu dń cu mine de toἪi pereἪii  

creierul tńu e un marἪian rńtńcit 

care cautń ´n pilaf sensul vieἪii.  

Tu, la o adicń, ai putea veni mai aproape, 

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, 

te-ai putea muta cu mine aici, între ape. 

Arterele noastre vor depńἨi repede traculñ 

cur©nd, ne vom r©c©i ´mpreunń 

disperarea cu Ἠpaclul.  

you could come live with me here, amid waters  

Our arteries will swiftly overcome stage fright  

before long, weõll scrape off our  

dismay with a putty knife.  

ċncercńm sń convingem nebunia sń 

respecte un ritm cunoscut.  

Într -o zi, lumea asta o sń ne coasń 

gurile cu catgut.  

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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   Cortázar Blues    Cortázar Blues 

 

Mi se pńrea cń ceva mń p©ndeἨte 

sentimental cń viaἪa ar fi putut fi o ´nt©mplare perfectń 

I felt as if something was watching me  

the feeling that life could have been a perfect coincidence 

 

c©nd muzica umple cńminele celor bńtr©ni celor 

cu mâinile calde 

when the music fills the asylums for elderly people  

with warm hands  

aἨteptam tńcuἪi lângń pod 

/cńdea o ploaie de mai/ 

we quietly waited near the bridge  

/ May rain was falling/  

 

am fi putut ´ntinde o m©nń ceva 

(salvatoare) 

we could have lent a hand or something 

(a helping one) 

 

doi ochi albaἨtri  

discreἪi Ἠi cumsecade 

two blue eyes 

discreet and unselfish 

Ἠi glasul acela familiar9 

Ἠoptindu -Ἢi 

and that familiar voice  

whispering  

 

totul pare atât de firesc. 

ca întotdeauna când nu cunoѽti adevńrul  

everything seems so natural. 

as always when you donõt know the truth 
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   Poem de dragoste 

   pornind de la un vers de Ilhan Berk 

 

   Love poem 

   starting from a verse written by Ilhan Berk 

Aceste poeme neterminate sunt gleznele tale 

Ἠi gestul discret de retragere al cotului 

când te aἨezi lângń mine între perne Ἠi caἨti  

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

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  

nu am nici un chef sń mń adun 

22 de Ἢigńri Ἠi nici un g ând dus pânń la capńt 

o albinń se loveἨte de geam 

apoi din nou  

mierea se prelinge pe marginea ceἨtii  

de-acolo pe cerἨaful mototolit  

mâinile Ἠi picioarele noastre  

incredibile  

inventând lumea  

buzele pńrul atingerea sexelor degetele ´ncolńcite 

iedera pe terase 

I really donõt 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 

e târziu itõs late 



Translation Café,  Issue  
Poems by Claudiu Komartin  

Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Alice Berescu 

 

14 
 

 
 May 2018 

´n toatń-ncńperea nu a rńmas decat forma lńsatń 

de corpul tńu ´n cutele cerἨafuluiñ 

o parte din respiraἪia tañ 

mirosul gâtului ñ 

forma sânilorñ 

a pubisului  

iar eu te privesc de deasupra patului 

cum zâmbeἨti ca un copil mare Ἠi crud  

fńrń memorie 

fńrń nici un deget 

thereõs nothing left in the room but the shape  

of your body in the creases of the bed sheetñ 

a fraction of your breathñ 

the smell of your neckñ 

the shape of your breastsñ 

of the pubis 

and I look at you from above the bed 

how you smile like a big and innocent baby  

with  no recollection 

with no fingers  
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   O vietate cu ѿepi 

 

   A creature with spikes  

toatń vara am umblat pe strńzi 

cu o obsesie greu de numit 

Ἠi cu imaginea acelui copil ce incendia pui de arici  

la marginea lumini Ἠului în care 

am umblat goi Ἠi desculἪi Ἠtiind cń 

dragostea e o vietate cu Ἢepi 

ce nu va mai ajunge 

niciodatń 

acasń 

we walked the streets the whole summer 

with an obsession difficult to term  

and the image of that child setting the hoglets on fire  

at he edge of the clearing through which 

we wandered naked and barefoot knowing that  

love is a creature with spikes 

that is never  

going to get 

home 
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   Imagini de august  
 

   August pictures 

ċn august, imaginile cu mine se voaleazń. 

Mń trezesc, mń ridic din scaunul cu rotile 

Ἠi ard. Mń gândesc la noi, 

cum mergeam alńturi Ἠi nimic nu  

ne-ar fi putut atinge  

în adânc lacul subteran sclipeἨte 

seminἪele au germinat în tńcere 

am putea adormi la marginea lor.  

Deasupra sunt dealuri Ἠi pńduri,  

irisul verde întunecat o insinuare a  

lumii rńsfr©nte mângâind 

pielea rńcoritń de v©ntul nopἪii.  

Macararele zilei strivesc orice gând 

neputinἪa nu bate cuie în Ἠira spinńrii,  

ne ´ndepńrteazń unul de altul definitiv. 

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 doesnõt hammer nails in the backbones, 

it irrevocably pulls us apart from each other.  
 

Nu vom sfńrἨi în nici un paradis 

în nici un infern dragostea mea 

ne va t©r´ sub o piatrń Ἠi vom aἨtepta 

nepńsńtori tunelul. 

We donõt end up in a paradise 

nor in some sort of hell my love  

will drag us under a rock and weõll wait 

carelessly for the tunnel. 
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   ca un poet dintr -un fi lm coreean 

 

   like a poet from a Korean movie  

´n dupń-amiaza aceea am stat 

                          cu un aminal tulbure -n piept  

pe una din bńncile de la universitate 

Ἠi totul în jur îmi Ἠoptea cń ratasem 

        iar mâinile mele aἨezate pe genunchi 

spuneau o povestioarń tristń de acum cinci ani 

in that afternoon I sat 

with a distraught animal in my heart  

on one of the benches in front of the university  

and everything around me was whispering that I had missed 

(my shot) 

          and my hands laid dow n on my knees 

were telling a short story from five years ago  

(nu mai avusesem nic un vis de luni bune 

Ἠi oricât aἨ fi încercat 

nu mai pńcńleam pe nimeni cń aἨ fi un bńiat rńu). 

(it had been months since I last had a dream 

and no matter how hard I tried  

I wasnõt fooling anyone that I might be a bad boy). 

 

se lńsa seara. Pe cer se vedeau luminiἪe 

poate se anunἪa ceva, I couldnõt care less. 

the dusk was falling. On the sky there were glims  

maybe something was being announced, I couldnõt care less. 

 

l©ngń f©nt©nń, doi porumbei grńsuἪi  

trezind imaginea s©nilor tńi ´ntr-o dimineaἪń: 

                                                    te priveai ´n oglindń 

cu pńrul puἪin ciufulit Ἠi cu zâmbetul acela 

´n stare sń mń facń sń-mi doresc 

next to the fountain, two chubby pigeons  

calling the picture of your breasts in a morning:  

you were watching yourself in the mirror  

with your hair a bit tangled and wearing that smile  

able to make me wish 
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sń fiu unul dintre oamenii buni care hrńneau porumbei. that I were one of these kind people feeding the pigeons. 

stńteam pe bancń, l©ngń mine ceva sclipea ´n f©nt©nń, 

oameni treceau, se strângeau în braἪe, 

        se despńrἪeau 

Ἠi eu eram trist ca un poet dintr -un film coreean 

gândindu -mń cń tu trebuie          sń pleci 

Ἠi norii sunt atât de frumoἨi. 

I was sitting on the bench, next to me there was something 

   shimmering in the fountain  

people were passing by, they were hugging 

           they were parting  

and I was as sad as a poet from a Korean movie 

thinking that you needed            to leave 

and the clouds were so pretty. 
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   Soare ѽi semne cu trecerea interzisń 

 

(am montat acest poem pornind de la scenariul unei piese într-

un act scrisń ´n vara anului 2009; acel text era construit ca un 

dialog ´ntre douń personaje nevrotice, un cuplu aflat la limita 

puterilor, iar acѿiunea avea loc într -o maѽinń de tocat carne) 

   Sun and no entry signs 

 

(I made up this poem starting from the script of a one-act play 

written in the summer of 2009; its text consisted of a dialogue 

between two neurotic characters, a couple that had reached the 

end of their tether, and the action took place in a mincing 

machine) 

 

Felia de p©ine uitatń pe masa. 

Susurul robinetului.  

ZaἪul din cana de tablń. 

The slice of bread forgotten on the table. 

The lisp of the faucet. 

The dregs in the metal cup. 

ċmi amintesc: stńteai cu genunchii la gurń, 

Ghemuitń ´ntre pat Ἠi fereastrń. 

I remember: you were sitting with your knees to your mouth  

Huddled between the bed and the window  

 

ċn spaimń ca ´ntr-o placenta mare. Cald    rece 

ἧi iarńἨi cald. 

Fearful as if in a massive placenta. Warm    cold 

And warm again.  

AἨ fi vrut sń ´nvńἪ limba pe care o vorbesc localnicii. I would have wanted to learn the tongue spoken by the locals.  

 

O limbń ca un cui ´nfipt în aer 

De care e agńἪat un costum scump pńtat cu saliva. 

A tongue like a nail embedded in air  

From which an expensive suit stained with saliva is hanging.  

Te urńsc fiindcń bei. I hate you for drinking.  
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Te urńsc fiindcń fumezi. I hate you for smoking.  

  

Te urńsc c©nd ´Ἢi duci m âna la frunte îngândurat.  I hate you for taking your hand to your forehead when deep in 

thought.  

 

Te urńsc c©nd Ἠtii ce voi spune Ἠi foloseἨti asta împotriva mea.  I hate you for knowing what Iõm going to say and for using it 

against me. 

Soare Ἠi semne cu trecerea interzisń. 

Pe o muzicń nonἨalantń Ἠi gravń. 

Sun and no entry signs. 

On a casual and low-pitched music.  

 

Te urńsc c©nd mń umileἨti de faἪń cu ceilalἪi. I hate you for humiliating me in front of the others.  

  

Te urńsc pentru cń nu poἪi aἨtepta nimic în tńcere. I hate you for not being able to wait for anything in silence.  

  

ἧi mica scuzń ticńloasń Ἠi confortabilń 

Când tot ce ai crezut se face Ἢńndńri.  

And the small vile convenient excuse 

When everything you believed in falls apart.  

 

La marginea lacului într -o casń de sticlń. 

O inimń bńt©nd c©t pentru douń. 

On the ledge of the lake in a house made of glass. 

A heart beating for two.  
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Aerul s-a topit Ἠi am rńmas 

Numai noi doi, într -un moment mic Ἠi etern. 

The air had melted and we were left 

with each other, in a small ageless moment. 

 

Cu memoria intactń a oricńrui animal t©nńr 

Dintr -o specie pe cale de dispariἪie. 

Our memories intact like those of a young animal  

Belonging to an endangered species. 
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    (doar un cântec pentru autiѽti)  

 

    (just a song for the autistic)  

 

stele Ἠi dinἪi încleἨtaἪi 

Ἠi lucruri pe care nu le pot salva 

decât izbindu -le de un perete 

stars and clenched teeth 

and things that I cannot salvage 

without banging them against a wall  

te-am simѿit în mine ѽi te-am urât I felt you inside of me and I hated you 

 

niciodatń liber nicioadatń eliberat 

de tine nu plânge 

ce rost are sń pl©ngi e at©ta luminń 

never free never set free 

donõt cry over yourself 

what is the point of crying there is so much light  

am fost acolo am ´ncercat sń simt I was there I tried to feel 

 

(doar un cântec pentru autiἨti)  (just a song for the autistic) 

 

Ἠi totul strâns pentru totdeauna în tine  

Ἠi totul legat cu funii în tine  

and everything bottled up forever insid e you 

and everything fastened with rope in you  

ultima promisiune  

ultima atingere  

ultima data când mi -ai astupat gura cu  

ceva doar al tńu 

the last promise 

the last touch 

the last time when you covered my mouth with  

something that was only yours  
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Ἠi apa asta ad©ncń ´n care  

aἨ fi vrut sń-mi ascund chipul  

and this deep water in which  

I would have wanted to hide my face in  

 

satârul Ἠters pe furiἨ the cleaver wiped underhand  
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   Poem de dragoste 

 

   Love poem 

CńluἪul de lemn nu se mai leagńnń 

Piticii de grńdinń au cńzut cu faἪa în jos. 

The wooden horse will rock no more  

The garden gnomes fell with their faces down.  

Te-am cunoscut în luna fructelor roἨii,  

c©nd m©inile erau un evantai prńbuἨit. 

I met you in the month of the red fruits  

when hands were a faulty fan.  

 

FaἪa mea tristń a trecut pe lângń tine, prin faἪa ta, 

a inventat o parte din cer, apoi niἨte dealuri, 

o herghelie Ἠi o barierń de ceaἪń care 

sń te ´mpiedice sń mai pleci, 

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.  

faἪa mea Ἠi-a amintit totul despre dorin Ἢń 

despre parfumul ei violent  

b©jb©ind prin ´ntunericul rńdńcinilor. 

my face remembered everything about desire  

about her violent perfume  

groping in the darkness of the roots. 

Pńunul dormea c©nd ai trecut prin apń 

în zori, ca printr -un sânge leneἨ. 

The peacock was sleeping when you went through the water 

at the crack of dawn, as through sluggish blood. 

 

Fantomele s-au risipit, cu zornńit de lanἪ 

cńzut pe pietre ude. 

The ghosts faded away, together with the clinking of the chain  

fallen on the wet rocks. 

Pe malul celńlalt, ploaia se adńpostea sub pńsńri. On the other shore, the rain was nesting under the birds.  
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Te-am primit în casa cu acoperiἨ strâmb 

Ἠi te-am învelit cu o cheie. 

I welcomed you inside the crooked roofed house  

and covered you with a key.  
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   Glasurile     The voices 

 

Ѽi când va veni ceea ce aѽteptńm? Când vom abandona 

rńtńcirea? C©nd se vor ´nt©mpla toate astea? C©nd? Unde? 

Cum? Cât? Pentru cine? 

                   Alejandra Pizarnik  

 

And when will the things that weõre waiting for come? When 

will we give up the wondering? When will all this happen? 

When? Where? How? For how long? For whom? 

                  Alejandra Pizarnik  

1. (ÎNVA ἩŃ-MŃ SŃ FUG) 

 

1. (TEACH ME HOW TO RUN AWAY)  

ÎnvaἪń-mń sń fug din capul meu  

sń strńbat drumul de la pat la fereastrń 

în mai puἪin de o noapte 

Ἠi înapoi, cu bratele-nvineἪite, 

cu g©tul stors ca o rufń 

mi -au crescut gheare, copite 

învaἪń-mń sń umblu din nou  

pe douń picioare 

fńrń sń mń ´mpiedic tot timpul 

pentru cń serile sunt sc©rbite 

de iubirea mea primitivń 

spune-mi cń-Ἢi pasń 

Teach me how to run away from my mind  

to cover the distance from the bed to the window  

in less than a night 

and back, with my hands bruised,  

my throat wrung like a rag  

I grew claws, hooves 

teach me how to walk again 

on two feet 

without stumbling all the time  

for the nights are loathing  

of my primitive love  

tell me that you care 
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Ἠi 

învaἪń-mń sń-mi fac rńu  

fńrń ca altcineva sń aibń de suferit 

loveἨte-mń sau Ἢine-mń-n braἪe 

acum  

când  

cad  

Ἠi 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

and 

teach me how to hurt myself  

without anybody else having to suffer  

hit me or take me into your arms 

now 

when 

iõm falling 

and 
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2. (VREAU SŃ TE CRED CąND SPUI) 

 

2. (I WANT TO BELIEVE  YOU WHEN YOU TELL ME)  

Vreau sń te cred c©nd spui 

cń va veni cineva 

cu un zâmbet perfect 

Ἠi cu gesturi definitive  

o insectń cu suflet de doicń 

sń mń-mpingń spre ziua de mâine 

cum duci un cal dńr©mat de tristeἪe 

seara        cńtre abator 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I want to believe when you tell me  

that someone will come 

bearing a perfect smile 

and with conclusive gestures 

an insect with the soul of a nanny 

that will push me toward the day  of tomorrow  

the same way as you would take a horse exhausted by sadness  

at night              to the slaughterhouse 
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3. (TU LA CE TE ZGÂIEἧTI)  3. (WHAT ARE YOU STARING AT)  

 

ἧtiu cń poezia mea nu ´nseamnń nimic 

decât într-o lume din care tu eἨti absentń. 

I know that my poetry doesnõt mean anything 

apart from a world in which  you are absent. 

Am o copitń ´n loc de inimń 

Ἠi-un gem de pńr ´n loc de ficat. 

I have a huff insteasd of a heart 

and a hairball insted of liver.  

 

Ce crezi, am cńutat-o cu lumânarea? 

Tu la ce te zgâieἨti, József Attila? 

What, do you think that I asked for this?  

What are you staring at, József Attila? 

Un acordeon ´n flńcńri risipeἨte cântecul 

comprimat al hńlcii din care 

se ´nfulecń pe ascuns. 

A blazing accordion is dispersing the  

compressed song of the chunk 

gobbled in secret. 

 

În mijlocul gloatei, canibalul sfios Ἠi senil îἨi  

sńrutń m©inile 

împroἨcând cu salivń 

obrazul acesta de porc 

ce se alintń, r©de, se clatinń,  

În 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, 

 

se clatinń groaznic ´n Ἠtreang. 

 

heõs gruesomely dangling in the noose. 
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4. (DUPŃ VIZITA MAMEI) 4. (AFTER MY MOTHERõS VISIT) 
 

Nu mai Ἠtiu ce leagń omul de om. 

(Un pretext ´n plus ca sń sufńr?) 

I no longer know what ties a man to another  

(An extra pretence for me to suffer?) 
 

Mi -e silń sń mń g©ndesc la viitor, c©nd 

sub cuvintele mele cineva pierde sânge. 

Iõm sick of thinking about the future,when  

under my words somebody is bleeding.  

Nu e nimic nobil în asta, Sharah Kane. Thereõs nothing noble about this, Sharah Kane. 
 

ἧi cerul ´ndurń, Ἠi cerul e ghemoἪit Ἠi scânceἨte. 

O secerńtoare spulberń lujerii ´nfloriἪi. 

And the sky is enduring, and the sky is huddled and whimpers.  

A mower is ravaging the blossomed stems.  
 

Stau Ἠi privesc lucrurile din jur  

micἨorându-se în lumina infim ń. 

I sit and look at the things around  

as they shrink in the feeble light. 
 

Chiar aici, un bńrbat Ἠi o femeie au urlat 

unul  la altul o noapte ´ntreagń. 

Right here, a man and a woman screamed 

at each other an entire night. 

At©ta urń ´n ochii lor. Credeam cń se vor ucide. So much hatred in their eyes. I thought they would kill each 

other. 
  

Nu e nimic logic în asta, doctore. There is nothing rational to it, doctor.  
 

ἧi acum, cńrńmidń peste cńrńmidń: muἪenia. Now, brick over brick: muteness.  
 

Nu mai dureazń mult, nu. Sunt aproape. It wonõt take long, no. I am close. 
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5. (LIMBA DE CąRPŃ) 

 

5. (CLOTH TONGUE)  

Fiindcń am bńut Ἠi nu mi -a trecut 

fiindcń am fumat mult Ἠi într -un alt aer 

am strigat la cei ce nu mń voiau Ἠi ochii tuturor  

       scaunelor se ´nchideau sń nu mń mai vadń 

Ἠi urechile tuturor meselor erau pline de câlἪi 

sń nu-mi mai audń Ἠuieratul dement  

For I had drunk and  it didnõt go away 

for I had smoked a lot and in a different air  

I screamed at those that didnõt want me and every last eye 

of the chairs were closing so that they wonõt see me 

and every last ear of the table was filled with oakum  

so that they wonõt hear my raving hiss any longer  

 

fiindcń am pl©ns Ἠi pl ânsul era zgrumἪuros Ἠi greu ca pietriἨul  

de pe un Ἢńrm unde nu înnopteazń nici hoἪii de cârje 

Ἠi nimeni eram Ἠi îmi pierdusem credinἪa Ἠi unghierele  

sń uit aἨ fi vrut sń-mi limpezesc mâinile v ârâte 

în cap ́ ncerc©nd sń ´l scoatń 

de-acolo pe omuleἪul cretin ce se tot vńicńrea 

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

gravel 

on a shore where even the crutch thieves wonõt 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  

 

fiindcń am asudat ca un cal Ἠi transpiraἪia mi-a  

´mbibat cńmńἨile 

ciolanele mele se loveau între ele Ἠi îmi stâlceau 

numele ´n limba de c©rpń a celor ´nvinἨi 

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 ´nvins jigńrit cu fierea ´n gurń 

cu gura în palme Ἠi palmele nu conteneau 

sń mń plesneascń ´ntńr©tate de tremurul animalic 

and I was defeated run down with the bile in my mouth  

my mouth in my hands and my hands wouldnõt stop 

slapping me as they were mad with the animal quiver/tremor  

 

Ἠi chiar animalele se trńgeau mai ´ncolo rńnite 

Ἠi s©ngele lor se scurgea mereu ´n altń direcἪie 

decât sângele meu 

even the animals would retreat wounded  

and their blood would continuously dribble in a different 

direction  

than my blood  
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6. (DISCURS TÂRZIU PENTRU MINE)  

 

6. (LATE SPEECH FOR MYSELF) 

 

scrie scrie ´n felul astń sigur o sń-Ἢi fie mai bine 

dń-mi sń beau dń-mi sń mńn©nc 

ca un porc lasń-mń sń fiu 

o c©rpń ´n m©inile tale scrie dń-mi drumul poate  

´n felul ństa-Ἢi va fi mai bine dragule netotule 

idiot mic poate ´n felul ństa ´Ἢi va fi mai  

ce pńcńlealń ce g©nd pueril ´n noaptea ´n care ´n sf©rἨit  

am ajuns 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

write write in this way you will surely do better  

give me to eat give me to drink  

like a pig let me be 

a cloth in your hands w rite let me go maybe 

this way it will be better dear fool  

little idiot maybe this way it will be more  

what a hoax what a childish thought in the night when finally  

I have arrived  
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7. (CÂND PESTE TINE CADE)  

 

7. (WHEN IT FALLS OVER YOU)  

 

Aproape de un capńt. Close to an end 

 

Fńrń cuv©ntul fńrń-i mai bine. Itõs better without the word without. 

 

Pe jumńtate-n luminń, 

ca o jumńtate de faἪń peste care 

un an încheiat au trecut lovituri.  

Half in the light,  

like half a face on which 

for a full year beatings have fallen on. 

 

Niciun rost sń spui mamń 

sau sń ceri cuiva alinare 

c©nd peste tine cade o cortinń de ciocuri 

No reason to utter the word mother 

                          or to ask someone for solace 

when a curtain of beaks falls over you 

 

ἧi Ἠtii cń nu e nici un  

                                                alt viitor.  

And you know that there is no  

                                                other future.  
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everything defeated and past. 

 

the monster is laughing. 

 

8. (LEMN)  8. (WOOD)  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
totul învins Ħi trecut. 

ultimele strigńte sunt din lemn. 

pocitania râde. 

the final cries are made out of wood. 
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9. (GATA CU STRATEGIILE)  

 

9. (ENOUGH WITH THE STRATEGIES)  

Pe acela din mine care vrea sń se arunce, 

ċl voi lńsa sń se arunce. 

S-a aruncat. 

He inside me who wishes to jump,  

I will let him jump.  

He jumped.  

 

Pe cel care vrea sń sń se-nece, 

Îl voi ´mpinge chiar eu ´n apń. Ca un pietroi 

o sń se ducń la fund. 

He who wishes to drown,  

I myself will push him in the water. Like a stone 

he will sink to the bottom.  

 

Acela ce vrea sń-Ἠi vânture venele, 

sń o facń. Eu nu mai am vene, 

sń le gńseascń el cum o Ἠti.  

He who wishes to meld his veins,  

I will let him do it. I donõt have any more veins left, 

I will let him carry it off as he knows.  

 

Pe cel care cautń pastilele, rńvńἨit Ἠi ridicol  

Ἠi ´n genunchi, i le voi pune ´n palmń Ἠi  

îl voi Ἠterge la gurń cu drag. 

For him who seeks drugs, distraught and ridiculous  

on his knees, I will place them in his palm and  

gently wipe his mouth.  

 

Celui care s-ar at©rna de o grindń, 

îi dau fularul meu. Iarna -i departe, 

iarna n-o sń mai vinń. 

To him who would hang himself from a beam 

I will give my scarf. Winter is long gone,  

winter wonõt come anymore. 
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Vântul s-a înteἪit, pńsńrile se lovesc 

de ferestre, 

de pian. 

The wind has grown stronger, the birds are crashing  

into the windows,  

into the piano.  

Gata cu strategiile! 

Celui ce vrea sń-Ἠi facń Ἢńndńri capul,  

îi las capul meu 

Enough with the strategies! 

To him who wishes to blow his head off  

I will give my head  

Ἠi mń duc. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

and Iõll leave. 
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10. (YOYO) 

 

10. (YOYO) 

 

când 

nu 

vor  

mai 

fi  

cheltuieli  

Ἠi 

moartea  

va 

face 

restul 

when 

there 

will  

be 

no 

more 

expenses 

and 

death 

will  

take care 

of 

the rest 

 

o 

sń 

vorbim  

prin  

scânduri 

we 

will  

talk  

to 

each other 
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o 

sń 

ne 

spargem 

de 

râs 

through  

wooden planks  

and 

burst 

into  

laughter  

 

Ἠi vom lńsa maἨinile sń plângń-n locul nostru.  and we will leave the crying to the machines.  
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   Ochii lui Emily peste Amherst  

 

   Emilyõs eyes over Amherst 

Noaptea asta nu Ἠtie cuvinte de introducere  This night knows no introductory words  

Noaptea asta cu roboἪei Ἠi lasere, cu maἨinuἪe teleghidate This night with little robots and lasers, with little remote control 

cars 

Noaptea asta murdarń de leἨie This night dirty of lye  

Noaptea asta care-Ἢi aruncń totul în faἪń This night that throws everything in your face  

Noaptea asta rńpeἨte autostopiἨtii Ἠi îi închide intr -o 

mansardń cu animńluἪe de pluĦ Ἠi clovni  

This night kidnaps hitchhikers and lock s them in an 

attic together with stuffed animals and clowns  

Noaptea asta trage cu ochiul în hârtiile unui poet care 

nu mai crede 

This night steals a glance at the poetõs drafts 

who no longer believes 

Noaptea asta ca o lungń alegorie This night is long like an allegory  

Noaptea asta se tranἨeazń vechile diferende, se trag storurile 

se închide casa 

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

be closed 

the cash registers balanced 

Noaptea asta priveἨte emoἪionatń din mulἪime alegerea 

unui nou papń 

This night is nervously watching from the crowd the election  

of a new pope 

Noaptea asta ´n care tigrii albi viseazń pasńrea-arc This night the white tigers are dreaming about the wind -up 

bird  

Noaptea asta fńrń limbń Ἠi fńrń ochi o cńpńἪânń din care This night with no tongue or eyes a head from which  
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se scurge ceva something is leaking 

Noaptea asta cu laptele ei demachiant, cu blestematele ei 

bretele 

This night with her cleansing milk, and her goddamn straps  

Noaptea asta te leagńnń, toarce mieros l©ngń tine, 

Ἢi se bagń ´n suflet 

This night cradles you, purrs velvety next to you,   

it gets under your skin  

Noaptea asta se joacń cu tine frumos Ἠi te lasń într -o baltń cu 

sânge. 

This night is playing with you nicely and leaves you behind in a 

puddle of blood.  

Noaptea asta fumeazń ´n ciuda avertismentului de incendiu This night is smoking despite the fire restrictions  

Noaptea asta g©tuitń de emoἪie ca o debutantń This night is choked with excitement like a debutante  

Noaptea asta va scoate din prizń c©teva suflete This night will unplug a few souls  

Noaptea asta ieἨitń de pe porἪile Utilajului, gata sń se sacrifice  

pentru o cauzń nobilń 

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

to sacrifice itself 

for a noble cause 

Noaptea asta Dantelń Ἠi Exterminare This night Lace and Extermination  

Noaptea asta sculptatń-ntr -un lemn This night carved in wood  

Noaptea asta, camera Ἠi distanἪa, corpurile de tńcere din jur This night, room and distance, the bodies of silence around 

Noaptea asta mirosind a aluat Ἠi vopsea proaspńtń This night smelling of dough and fresh paint  

Noaptea asta, pâinea Ἠi carnea sunt negre ca într -un poem 

de Antonio Gamoneda 

This night, the bread and the meat are black as in a poem 

written by Antonio Gamoneda  

Noaptea asta nu Ἠtie de glumń când vine vorba de dragoste This night doesnõt know how to take a joke when it comes to 

love 
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Noaptea asta e o comunistń cu s©ni puternici Ἠi cu idealuri  

de neatins 

This night is a communist with hard breasts and goals  

out of reach 

Noaptea asta dezarmeazń focoasele nucleare This night is defusing the nuclear explosives 

Noaptea asta rństoarnń staἪiile de forare Ἠi le îngroapń 

la mari adâncimi  

This night overturnes the drilling stations and buries them  

in great depths 

Noaptea asta le bagń spaima ´n s©n celor care au crezut 

cń imaginaἪia nu 

This night burdens with fear those that thought  

that imagination couldnõt 

Noaptea asta cu stele mari Ἠi stinse ca ochii lui Emily  

peste Amherst. 

This night with great ghastly stars like Emilyõs eyes 

over Amherst.  
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   Monster Blues 
 

   Monster Blues 

femeile care mi-au împletit  

din cântecele sinister botoἨei pentru iarnń 

au dispńrut ´ntr-o ceaἪń 

într -un loc interzis, cu pleoape Ἠi solzi  

într -un cearcńn 

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. 
 

nu-mi pasń I donõt care 
 

mi-aἨ vinde Ἠi sufletul dar mai aud muzica  I would even sell my soul but I can still hear the music  
 

ce bine e 

când nu-Ἢi gńseἨti cuvintele  

când Ἠtii cń foarfeca nu mai pńtrunde în toate colἪurile  

it feels so good 

when you canõt find your words 

and you know that the scissors no longer reach every corner 
 

Ἠi bńiatul din lunń, cu visul lui suspendat 

at©t de departe de casń 

îmi ridic faἪa spre steaua de cobalt Ἠi râd 

and the boy from the moon, with his dream airb orne 

so far away from home 

I raise my head to the cobalt star and I laugh 
 

ca un monstru ca un ucigaἨ incapabil de empatie like a monster like a killer incapable of empathy  
 

ca breivik like breivik  
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   O portocalń ascunsń sub un prosop alb ca laptele 

 

   An orange hidden under a milky white towel  

 

Dupń-amiezele din copilńrie ´n care eram dus la frizer, 

cu soarele rotund Ἠi alb 

poleind strńduἪele-ntortocheate, 

reflectându-se în oglinzile 

maἨinilor urcate pe trotuare într -o rânń, 

soarele ce fńcea suportabile p©nń Ἠi faἪadele 

blocurilor de la marginea acelui cartier muncitoresc o  

portocalń ascunsń sub un prosop alb ca laptele este 

emoἪia aceasta pe care o resimt de fiecare data 

când intuiesc pe piele mirosul de loἪiune ieftinń 

ciudata familiaritate a saloanelor 

scńldate ´n luminń sinteticń. 

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 façades 

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 Ἠerpii în toamna aia. peste drum de 

târgul de vechituri, în cafeneaua mica din Karlsplatz în care  

am tânjit  

Ἠi am râs, 

tu ai ´nhńἪat un pachet de Ἢigńri uitat pe masa 

de l©ngń noi, 

apoi le-am fumat cu poftń 

Ἠi-am râs 

vorbind despre boalń Ἠi despre ruinele unor sinucideri  

din care ieἨeam cu capetele bandajate 

râzând 

we smoked like snakes that autumn. across from 

the flee market, in the small coffe shop from Karlsplatz in 

which  

we lingered  

and laughed, 

you snatched the cigarrete pack forgotten on the table 

next to us, 

afterwards we eagerly smoked them 

and laughed 

while talking about disease and the ruins of some suicides 

from which we would come out with our heads in bandages  

laughing  

 

Ἠi clipa de atunci at©rnń l©ngń mine ´n aer pot 

sń ´ntind m©na Ἠi sń o ating 

cineva crńpase puἪin  

o uἨiἪń special pentru noi  

c©t sń intre lumina cu 

toἪi fluturii ei cu r âsul nostru contagios 

and that moment from then hangs in the air I can 

hold out my hand and touch it  

somebody cracked open a bit 

a small door just for us 

so the light would go in together with  

all its butterflies and our contagious laughter.  
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Ἠi totul a stat and everything stood still  

 

când vestea a ajuns la mine am simἪit nevoia sń 

strig prin banda adezivń prin m©inile 

ce-mi cuprinseserń capul Ἢinându-l la suprafaἪń 

trńg©ndu-mń cńtre mal 

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.  

 

Ἠi amintirea ´ncń vie: cu ani ´n urmń, 

´n noaptea cu lunń plinń Ἠi gânduri ur âte, 

prietenul meu din nord m -a placat în iarba din faἪa muzeului  

mń miἨcam ameninἪńtor Ἠi haotic               eram un dinam 

antrenat de o dorinἪń imprevizibil ń 

convins ca Ἠi tine cń disperarea se consumń în doze mici 

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 

 

dar iubirea ardea ´nńuntru mai tare dec©t 

orice pesticid mai tare 

decât napalmul 

but love was burning inside stronger than  

any pesticide stronger 

than napalm 
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dar eu aἨ fi vrut sń mń izbesc de ceva din care sń gâlgâie 

viaἪa sń Ἠiroiascń 

un alt fel de a înἪelege tot ce trńim 

however I would have wanted to clash into something that 

would gurgle  

life would stream  

another way of understanding everything we experience  

 

Ἠi Ἠtiu nu a mai fost timp sń-Ἢi spun cń 

Ἠi eu mń simt singur 

Ἠi în burta mea creἨte o gaurń pe care nu o poate umple nimic 

o fńpturń pe jumńtate de plutń          pe jumńtate de piatrń 

´n cele din urmń am ´nἪeles: 

copiii din Hamelin au cunoscut singurńtatea drogului        

nebunia 

Ἠi spaima de a fi rńtńcit drumul           ei au curtat 

poezia manicń Ἠi suicidul          într -o zi 

melancolia ne va mângâia ca o mamń 

copiii pierdu Ἢi       copiii duἨi la spital Ἠi uitaἪi  

aminteἨte-mi tu începutul         spune-mi cń 

lumea era o pajiἨte desfńἨuratń la picioarele noastre iar noi 

fńceam de-adevńratelea poezie 

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

prin camere de hotel sau prin garsoniere ticsite de cńrἪi 

and I know that there wasnõt enough time to tell you that 

I 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       the children taken to hospital s and 

forgotten  

remind me the start         tell me that 

the world was a field laid at our feet  and we  

were truly making poetry  

verses that passed from one to another and burned like 
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eram tineri Ἠi beἪi Ἠi 

aveam aroganἪa celor pentru care lumea nu se  

´mparte ´ntre ´nvingńtori Ἠi învinἨi          (mń visasem 

cu Carson Ἠi Truman Ἠi Tennessee         pe o prispń 

în New  Orleans 

l©ngń cimitirul din care se auzeau c©ntecele tńrńgńnate 

       ale negrilor                  Jazzul 

mń visasem apoi cu ochii mijiἪi în noaptea polarń 

sub aurora borealń          dans©nd 

cu toἪi ai mei, în sfârἨit liberi  

loviἪi de o fericire cumplitń) 

fireworks  

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 isnõt 

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 he ar 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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   ċmpreunń 1000 W 

   lui Andrei Dósa 

 

   Together 1000 W 

   for Andrei Dósa 

Oricât de sus l-ar ridica, n-au cum sń-l ridice 

îndeajuns de sus pentru tine 

Ἢi-am Ἠoptit în timp ce îἪi potriveau microfonul  

pentru un scurt survol peste poezia croatń contemporanń. 

ċncercai sń le deschizi ochii ´n legńturń cu 

eἨecurile memorabile ale astronauticiiñ 

Gagarin era istorie 

Ἠi Wehrner von Braun era de mult istorie  

Ἠi aἨteptam sń pice din cer un omuleἪ în costum spaἪial 

sń coboare ´n spiralń p©nń la noi 

cu braἪele pline de minunńἪii made in china. 

No matter how high they adjust it, thereõs 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 h is arms full of marvels  made in china. 

 

Am fumat pe schelń ´mpreunń 

Am furat scrumierele din camera de hotel ´mpreunń 

Ne-am rństit la deἨtepἪii care ne vorbeau 

despre sisteme Ἠi combinaἪii împreunń 

Am cucerit femeile plictisite din frumosul ora Ἠ împreunń 

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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Ἠi ele nici n-au aflat 

Am dat cu anthrax pe facebook ´mpreunń 

Am compńtimit cu derojdierii ´mpreunń 

Am mâncat chifteluἪe bosniace prefńcându-ne  

cń nu Ἠtim nimic împreunń 

Am spart becurile isterice care ne nńp©rleau gecile ´mpreunń 

I-am fńcut sń se uite galbeni de invidie la noi ´mpreunń 

Le-am luat banii Ἠi am fugit la mare împreunń 

L-am cńutat pe punkerul edi ´mpreunń 

Am ajutat bńtr©nici ´n sevraj sń coboare de pe tavan 

Le-am dat halviἪń Ἠi propolis, le -am încurajat 

cum ne-am priceput mai bine ´mpreunń 

Am vńzut cowboy croaἪi plesnind de sńnńtate turându-Ἠi 

motoarele l©ngń un Crist aurit ´mpreunń 

Am inventat noi coridoare aeriene Ἠi am luat -o pe acolo 

peste pieἪele Ἠi terasele sclipitoare împreunń 

I-am uimit cu educaἪia noastrń frumoasń, cu farmecul 

nostru nńucitor, am fost douń cuἪite înfipte în iarbń împreunń, 

zvântându -ne la soare 

´nainte sń re´nceapń furtuna. 

and they werenõt 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 rńmas ´n urmń) 

 

   Hamelin children  

    (one left behind) 

ċncń mai am momente ´n care ´mi vine sń pl©ng 

de fericire pentru un vers.  

ἧtiu cń e o prostie. 

Oamenii mari nu fac asta. 

Nu, oamenii serioἨi nu fac asta. 

There still are times when I feel like crying  

out of joy for a line.  

I know that itõs foolish. 

Adults donõt do that. 

No, decent people donõt do that. 

 

ἧi dacń mń g©ndesc la creierul meu, nu vńd 

lucrarea naturii desńv©rἨitń, 

nu descopńr minunea, 

ci o bormaἨinń stricatń 

data pe mâna unui imbecil.  

And if I think about my brain, I canõt see 

the perfect work of the nature,  

I canõt see the marvel, 

but a broken drill  

handled by an imbecile. 

 

ἧtiu cń oamenii onorabili au o pńrere mai bunń 

despre umanitate. 

I konw that honora ble people have a better opinion 

about humanity.  

 

Ei se-nfrńἪesc. 

ÎἨi împrumut ń desfńcńtoarele de conserve. 

ÎἨi admirń unul altuia golul  

They fraternize. 

They lend each other can openers. 

They reciprocally admire the emptiness 



Translation Café,  Issue  
Poems by Claudiu Komartin  

Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Alice Berescu 

 

52 
 

 
 May 2018 

ce li se cascń-n farfurii.  laid on their plates.  

 

Într -o noapte am urcat pe acoperiἨul unui bloc  

de 26 de etajeñam vńzut oraἨul scufundat  

Ἠi m-am gândit cum ar fi.  

One night I climbed on the rooftop of a building apartment  

with 26 floorsñI saw the drowned city  

and thought about how  it would be like.  
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   Pregńtiri 

 

   Preparations  

Atunci mi -a spus pentru prima data cń scriu  

´ntortocheat, cń nu ´nἪelege Ἠi nici nu -Ἠi doreἨte sń 

înĪeleagń ceva din poemele mele; mi-a aruncat totul  

în faἪń cu zvelteἪea uimitoare cu care ai întoarce pe  

dos pielea unui curcan t©nńr. ċn curtea policlinicii, 

asistente Ἠi doctori, infirmiere Ἠi brancardieri,  

estropiaἪi Ἠi canceroἨi pńreau cu toἪii niἨte 

manechine uitate de optzeci de ani în depozite 

subterane, alunecând acum, în halatele Ἠi în 

pijamalele lor jerpelite, într -un du -te-vino lipsit  

de sens. Puteai ghici cń se pregńtea un bal sau o  

expoziἪie brutalń. M-a privit Ἠi a izbucnit în plâns, 

apoi m-a rugat sń o conduc p©nń la poartń, unde un 

bńrbat fńrń v©rstń o aἨtepta cu toporiἨca în mânń. 

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

was convoluted, that she doesnõt 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 turkeyõs skin inside out. In the clinicõs 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 slip ping, 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 Bakĕrkºy 

 

   Letter from Bakĕrkºy 

 

aἨ vrea sń mai pot scrie cum scriam acum cinci, acum 

Ἠapte ani, aἨ vrea sń mai pot fuma nepńsńtor Ἠi  

sarcastic ´n lumina lńmpilor de bar ca ´n casablanca Ἠi 

femeia de l©ngń mine sń fie mai moale ca Ἠalul ei Ἠi 

vorbele sń-i aἪipeascń printre pahare Ἠi ceἨti  

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 

 

într -o dupń-amiazń de miercuri sń o aἨtept dupń draperii  

cu ochii injectaἪi sń mergem la un film sń ne aἨezńm pe o 

bancń Ἠi sń uitńm ce-am pierdut Ἠi sń ne batem joc de 

restul 

on a Wednesday evening I would wait for her behind the    

            curtains 

with bloodshut eyes in order to go the the movie s and sit on 

a 

bench and forget what weõve lost and make fun of the 

rest 

 

atâtea adicἪii Ἠi subterfugii ca sń mń simt cât de cât 

confortabil c©nd am crezut cń trebuie sń dai totul 

pentru poezie sń renunἪi la delicateἪuri Ἠi la tocmeli  

pentru un sunet numai al tńu pentru ceva ce ai putea 

numi într -o zi adevńr ca apoi sń te-ntrebi ce-i adevńrul 

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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Ἠi ce e in definitiv poezia  truth  

and what is poetry after all  

Ἠi nu mai ai rńspunsuri numai lecturi ´n subsoluri 

mucegńite cu c©Ἢiva oameni la fel de vulgari ca Ἠi tine 

Ἠi c©te o bńtr©nń cu privirea pierdutń fotografiazń 

pantofii tuturor poate cń asta e poezia Ἠi de atâta avem 

nevoie cum spunea poetul olandez menno: ceva ce 

´mpńrtńἨeἨti cu o mânń de idioἪi irecuperabili la fel ca  

tine unul dintre pu Ἢinele gânduri din care mai iradiaz ń 

o c©t de micń speranἪń 

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 everybodyõs 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 

 

iar acum stai la o masń l©ngń o stradń aglomeratń Ἠi scrii  

nu te vede nimeni te ´ncńlzeἨte imaginea asta nu ai 

vrea sń te mai ridici niciodatń nici nu simἪi rńcoarea 

seara de septembrie te înveleἨte în vatń 

and now youõre sitting at a table near a busy street and youõre 

writing  

nobody sees you this image gives you a warm feeling you 

would never want to leave and you canõt feel the cold 

the september evening is cloaking you in cotton 

 

departe de barurile în care am scris poeme acum cinci, 

acum Ἠapte ani, departe de barurile de la marginea  

oraἨului care îἨi umileἨte poeἪii am crezut cń trebuie 

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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sń dai toul pentru poezie am dat totul pentru poezie 

toate scurtcircuitele romantice pe care nu le-am putut  

evita ascultń-mń pe mine: 

to give everything for poetry I gave everything for poetry  

all the romantic short -circuits that I could not  

avoid listen to me: 

 

nu da totul pentru poezie jocń-te cu bricheta priveἨte 

cum trec maἨinile bucurń-te de singurńtatea asta 

a ta pe care nu dń nimeni doi bani e lucrul cel mai 

cinstit pe care-l poἪi face 

donõt give everything for poetry play with the lighter look 

at the cars passing by rejoice over this privacy 

of yours that nobody gives a damn about itõs the most 

honest thing you can do 
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   Un dans matinal     A morning dance 

 

Deĺteptat dintr-o datń de o mireasmń 

pentru care, cńtre amiazń, ´Ťi vei aminti sń-l lauzi  

pe bńtr©nelul Filip, grńdinarul cel migńlos 

cu sur©sul larg ĺi m©ini delicate. 

Ĺtii ´ncotro sń te-ndrepŤi ð ´n zori, cei dint©i treziŤi 

urmńresc cu bl©ndeŤe procesiunile vietńŤilor mici. 

 

De-a lungul aleilor ce coboarń ´n pantń dinspre colinń, 

gńseĺti vlństari tineri, ´nńlŤ©ndu-se iute 

în pulberea verii.  

Mai ´ncolo, cimiĺirul ´ĺi reia c©ntecul 

´ntrerupt de cu seara, ´mpins de o iubire ascunsń. 

 

Ĺtii ´ncotro sń te-ndrepŤi ð pisicile se dezmorŤesc dupń somn 

printre flori, prin unghere,  

se hârjonesc, 

adulmecń-n aer, 

mustńŤile zb©rn©ie: 

natura comunicń prin curioase vibraŤii. 

 

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 ñat 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 summerõs dust. 

Further on, the boxwood resumes its singing, 

interrupted in the evening, driven by a hidden passion.  

 

You know where to head for ñ 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 poartń: cu mers potrivit, o t©nńrń 

pńĺeĺte ´n stradń. O priveĺti ´nc©ntat de la geam, 

iar ea ´Ťi z©mbeĺte. Dispare ´ntr-o arcadń, 

apoi se aratń din nou. 

 

Un dans matinal. Un capriciu. O joacń. 

 

 

I-ai pune pe frunte frunze de laur.  

Foarte ´ncet, prin pńrul fetei trece o boare de v©nt, 

ca peste o plajń presńratń cu solzi fini de aur. 

 

A gate opens: with graceful steps, a young woman                                     

walks into the street. You watch her with delight from the 

window,  

she smiles at you. She fades away through an arch, 

then appears again. 

 

A morning dance. A whim. A game.   

 

You would place laurel leaves on her forehead. 

Very gently, a breeze whispers through her hair.  

as over a beach strewn with delicate golden scales. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Translation Café,  Issue  
Poems by Claudiu Komartin  

Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Alice Berescu 

 

59 
 

 
 May 2018 

   iubesc acel oraĺ    I love that city  

 

aĺ vrea ca dimineaŤa asta sń aibń m©inile tale 

pentru cń noaptea a fost ad©ncń ĺi rece 

ăad©ncń ĺi receó, am putea spune 

 

ca o gurń de filosof 

rńtńcitń printre file 

întunecate 

 

aĺ vrea ca dimineaŤa asta sń aibń spatele tńu: 

talger acoperit de o piele trandafirie,  

sub care pulseazń aĺtrii prietenoĺi 

 

iubesc acel oraĺ ´ndepńrtat 

în care au botezat lumina 

bl©ndń a ´nserńrii 

 

cu numele tńu. 

 

I wish this morning had your hands  

for the night was deep and cold  

òdeep and coldó, we could say 

 

like the words of a philosopher  

lost in pages 

of darkness 

 

I wish this morning had your shoulders:  

a platter covered in a rose-coloured skin,  

the stars, friendly, throbbing beneath it.  

 

I love that distant city  

where they called 

the gentle light of dusk 

 

by your name 
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   Din confesiunile unei fracturiste     From the confessions of a female fracturist 

 

pe zi ce trece ´ncerc sń mń schimb  

dar creierul meu paranoic vede numai ameninŤarea 

´n orice gest ´n orice miĺcare a oamenilor din jur  

ce sń fac, ce sń las de la mine  

ca sń fim fericiŤi? 

 

ochii mei asiatici sunt ´mbl©nziŤi  

de imaginile pe care mi le aduci zâmbind  

ca pe un bucheŤel de violete de parma  

ochii mei petrochimici  

peste care coboarń amurgul ca peste un c©mp de sonde ´n 

flńcńri  

&  

numai cu tine m -aĺ putea plimba goalń  

printr -un oraĺ necunoscut ca un animal credincios  

cu ceva tare ĺi umezit ´ntre buze 

 

 

´mi plac dinŤii tńi albi, fermitatea unui gest anume  

 

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 betwe en its lips 

 

 

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

in the middle of the night  
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´n toiul nopŤii 

dacń ai vrea sń mń distrugi  

ai alege dinadins aceastń atingere  

rńsuflarea fierbinte pe pielea rece 

mâinile tale mângâindu -mi trupul  

ca pe un zid negru din care curge mortar 

& 

numai o isterie colectivń ne mai Ťine ´mpreunń, 

 

trunchi l©ngń trunchi, arterele at©rn©nd inutile 

în rigola  corpului dobor©t ĺi inert 

 

ĺi dacń ar fi numai narcoza 

nopŤii bolnave a bńrńganului, tangajul sexual 

deasupra blocurilor mari ĺi murdare / ĺi visul meu obsedant 

´n care o inimń de cńŤel ´mi 

zv©cneĺte ´n palmele amorŤite de la 3:45 la 3:48 

dimineaŤa 

mń fac micń de tot dispar ´ntr-o gurń de ĺoarece 

&  

sunt calmń acum 

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 Bńrńgan, the sexual rise and fall 

on top of filthy apartment blocks / and my obsessive dream  

in which a dogõs 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 

donõt touch you 
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ruĺinea mea amestecatń cu dispreŤul 

te lasń indiferent 

dacń pńrul mi-ar albi peste noapte 

m-ai privi ĺi ai spune aceleaĺi fleacuri, la nesf©rĺit 

 

într -o zi de noiembrie  

capul mi se va desprinde  

înfigându -se ´n pńm©nt cu un bufnet surd 

mń pui sń aleg, iubitule  

dar eu am ĺoldurile prea str©mte ca sń fac vreo alegere 

 

mń zbat Ťip ´Ťi bat cuie-n sex  

´n oraĺul ństa toŤi proĺtii  

cred cń-ĺi pot da cu pńrerea  

acum revolta mea le pare un cuŤit cu lama groasń  

crescut chiar din stern. 

 

 

 

 

 

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 figde t 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 în Berceni     A season in Berceni 

 

´ncearcń sń-Ťi aminteĺti:  

ai dormit ´n paturi de gheaŤń 

iar ochii tńi s-au plimbat  

prin ´ncńperi strńine 

pe chipurile rńvńĺite 

 

ĺi nimic nu a ´nflorit ´n 

´ntunericul dinńuntru 

 

obiĺnuitń cu uzura cu formele 

tńcute ale suferinŤei 

pocitania ´ĺi cerea drepturile 

 

dar limbajul avea muchiile zimŤate 

ĺi totul se impregnase cu 

mirosul de t©rfń al morŤii 

 

frumuseŤe, tu c©ntńreai mai puŤin 

decât fumul!  

 

try to remember: 

you slept in ice beds 

and your eyes travelled 

through strange rooms 

on disheveled faces 

 

and nothing had blossomed 

in the darkness inside 

 

used with the shabbiness to the shapes 

of the silent suffering  

the monster was claiming its rights  

 

but the speech had indented margins 

and everything was drenched in  

the slut scent of death 

 

beauty, you weighed less 

than smoke! 
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ai ´mbrńŤiĺat trupuri fńrń cusur 

le-ai crestat pielea crez©nd cń 

aĺa vei putea ajunge la suflet 

 

´ncearcń sń-Ťi aminteĺti: 

din toate nu a rńmas 

dec©t o gurń invizibilń 

o gurń str©mbń rńutńcioasń 

ce-nghite totul  

fńrń sń simtń nimic 

´ncearcń sń-Ťi aminteĺti  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

you clasped flawless bodies 

you slashed their skin thinking that  

this way you could get to the soul  

 

try to remember: 

all that is left  

is nothing but an invisible mouth  

a crooked vicious mouth  

that swallows everything,  

but feels nothing at all  

try to remember 
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   Refugiu 

   lui Kristofer Flensmarck  

 

ċn nopŤile c©nd luna se ciocneĺte de pereŤii adńpostului, 

iar cńrŤile sunt bńtr©nii neputincioĺi ai familiei 

care demult nu mai rńspund la vreun stimul, 

ca pentru un copil salvat de animale, 

limbajul mi se pare insuportabil.  

un iaz secat ´n mijlocul pńdurii. 

 

(´n jurul meu lucreazń maĺini 

pe care nu le-aĺ putea descrie 

fńrń sń ´ngheŤ de ruĺine ĺi spaimń.) 

 

aĺ vrea sń fiu un analfabet 

un sńlbatic ce ´ĺi m©ng©ie p©ntecul 

fredonând cântece sincopate printre copacii ´mpietriŤi. 

 

scânteia s-a stins, dar ecoul primelor cuvinte  

continuń sń tulbure vizuina 

´n care vulpea ´ĺi priveĺte uluitń puiul 

   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 petri fied 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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ĺi-apoi ´i linge fruntea ´ncetiĺor 

 

sper©nd cń totul a fost doar o ne´nŤelegere. 

 

then softly licking its forehead  

 

hoping it was all just a misunderstanding.  
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   Asta am devenit     This is what I have become 

 

ċn anii ńĺtia am ´nvńŤat cń pot face multe 

pot sńri ´n pat, pot scrie 

sau pot sń nu miĺc un deget 

cń tot o sń mi se urce la cap p©nõ la urmń 

These years Iõve 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  

 

pot sń mń g©ndesc la lucruri frumoase 

sau sń transpir de unul singur prin ´ncńperi 

cń tot nu o sń cred 

nu o sń pot crede-n nimic  

 

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  

 

nimic nu ´mi foloseĺte 

nimic nu ´mi foloseĺte 

mi -e lene ĺi sc©rbń sń stau pe-ntuneric  

sń lucrez ca un roboŤel japonez  

la ceva ce n-o sń semene ´n final  

nici cu un porsche nici  

cu-o treierńtoare 

 

nothing is of any use to me  

nothing is of any use to me 

Iõm 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 

 

sunt dintre cei pe care lumea ´i aruncń ´n joc Iõm one of those people that life throws in the game 
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p©nń scoate untul din ei 

stńm scufundaŤi p©nń la g©t ´n nisipul fierbinte 

ĺi nu spunem nici un cuv©nt 

sń nu ne tulburńm ´ntre noi 

sń nu ne-o ia moartea înainte 

and walks me off of their feet  

we are up to our necks immersed in the hot sand 

and weõre sitting in silence 

so that we donõt disturb each other  

so that we prevent death from getting in first  

niĺte omuleŤi ne´ncrezńtori ĺi retraĺi 

´ntre fńlcile unui mecanism 

setat pentru autodistrugere  

noi nu avem nume noi nu avem viitor  

nu ´mi e fricń nu ´mi mai e fricń 

asta am devenit. 

a few little people sceptic and quiet  

in the jaws of a mechanism 

set for self-destruction  

we donõt have a name we donõt have a future 

Iõm not afraid anymore Iõm not afraid anymore 

this is what I have become 
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   Romanian Oddity  

 

   Romanian Oddity  

Am vńzut locul ´n care oamenii muncesc ĺi ´n somn 

acolo m-am ´ndrńgostit de o femeie galbenń 

pentru care eram o ciudńŤenie din altń lume: 

un Ťigan poliglot a cńrui voce rńsunń gutural ´n tńcerea 

unui oraĺ-fantomń locuit de 10 milioane de roboŤi. 

c©nd am renunŤat sń mai cer ´nŤelegere ĺi cńldurń, 

m-am desprins de pńm©nt ca ´ntr-o legendń budistń 

iar corpul meu a plutit pentru o vreme  

printr -un hńu plin de neoane ĺi cabluri optice ð 

într -o clipń totul a ars, ´n faŤa ochilor mei 

´mpńienjeniŤi de dorinŤń ĺi nebunie, 

ca o peliculń cu manechine care imitń miĺcńrile omeneĺti 

din vremea filmului mut.  

Iõve 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 warm th, 

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 cablesñ 

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 ´nt©rziat puŤin, ĺi e at©ta simplitate 

ĺi-at©ta frumuseŤe ´n gesturile ei 

she arrived a bit late, and there is so much simplicity  

and beauty in her gestures 

 

c©nd coboarń ĺi tr©nteĺte portiera  

apoi se ´ndreaptń spre mine r©z©nd 

when she steps out of the car and slams the door 

heading towards me with a smile  

 

cu m©inile uĺor depńrtate de corp 

cu ochii mari ca niĺte carafe pline cu miere 

her arms slightly lifte d from her body  

her big eyes like jars filled with honey  

 

vreau sń mń ´ncolńcesc l©ngń pieptul ei I want to wrap myself around her chest  

 

din care nopŤile de toamnń fac o sobń micuŤń 

´n care c©ntń un saxofonist negru 

from which autumn nights make small fireplace 

where a black man plays the sax 

 

ĺi unde toate ale casei sunt aranjate cu grijń where all the household items are carefully placed 

 

ĺi-acolo sń adorm, ´n sf©rĺit: 

sń adorm. 

there I shall fall asleep, finally:  

I shall fall asleep 
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   Fluturi de noapte    Moths  

 

Mi se cuibńreĺte la piept ca o gimnastń minusculń  

cu oase de cauciuc.  

De-abia ce s-a ´nserat, cń Daria ´mi sare ´n braŤe 

ĺi ´ĺi v©rń boticul printre nasturii ´ncheiaŤi neatent ai cńmńĺii.  

Iar eu privind ´n continuare pe fereastrń cum 

vecina mea preferatń ĺi-a scos setterul la plimbare  

  

  

It nestles in my chest like a tiny gymnast  

with rubber bones.  

It hasnõt 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.  

 

(adineauri, tocurile ei ´nalte Ťńcńneau pe asfalt, 

acum aproape cń le simt ad©ncindu-se 

´n pńm©ntul cleios ð  

ĺi g©nduri dintre cele mai curate mń nńpńdesc imediat  

ca un sobor de vrńbii la sacul cu mei).  

(a few moments ago, her heels were stomping on the asphalt,  

I can almost feel them sinking 

in the sticky groundñ 

and the purest thoughts  immediately come over me  

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

 

Degeaba îmi atinge cu nasul lobul urechii, adulmecându-mń  

ĺi-ncerc©nd sń-mi atragń atenŤia, cń eu,  

cu g©ndul ´n altń parte, sar din fotoliu ĺi ´ncep sń Ťopńi  

´n jurul mieunńturilor certńreŤe. S©ngele ´mi zv©cneĺte ´n 

tâmple  

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 c©teva picńturi de sudoare cad pe covor  

ca niĺte monede aruncate ´n apń. 

and a few drips of sweat fall on the carpet 

as if they were coins tossed in the water. 

 

Uitń-te bine: ´n lumina scńzutń a lńmpii, 

vorbele mele sunt niĺte fluturi de noapte 

bâjbâind printre draperii.  

Take a good look: in the lampõs dimmed light 

my words are like moths  

swarming through the curtains.  
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   Tornando al paese    Tornando al paese 

 

ċn adolescenŤń, mi-am dorit  

o reconciliere cu locul acesta, 

pe care nu ´l ´nŤelegeam ĺi care mń insulta ð 

ĺi totuĺi, era singura mea legńturń cu o existenŤń  

ale cńrei ecouri ´ĺi fńceau rńbdńtoare drum cńtre mine,  

un orńĺean capricios, vulnerabil 

During my teenage, I wanted  

to reconcile with this place,  

I didnõt understand and that insulted meñ 

but still, it  was my only connection to an existence  

whoõs echoes were calmly making their way to me,  

a whimsical townsman, vulnerable  

 

ĺi mult prea st©ngaci,  

printre buruieni ĺi prundiĺuri,  

cu insectele care miĺunau ´n voie pretutindeni,  

nu departe de lacul cu ape aurii  

sub acelaĺi soare ce presarń acum, ca ĺi atunci, 

o zgurń fierbinte peste lucruri ĺi vietńŤi. 

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. 

 

Oamenii sunt dintotdeauna la fel:  

impasibili ´n faŤa suferinŤei  

ĺi ne´ndurńtori cu cei mai slabi. Vńz©ndu-i,  

´nŤeleg cń, aici, viaŤa mea are legńturń  

mai mult cu ritmurile animalelor mńrunte  

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 Ťńranii le urńsc sau le trateazń cu dispreŤ. hated by peasants or treated with disregard.  

 

Printre ei, mama mea decepŤionatń 

ĺi tatńl meu ´mbl©nzit ð deĺi sunt ´n sf©rĺit 

acasń! ð par uneori niĺte figuri tragice sub cerul s©ngeriu  

ĺi nici o scńpare 

ĺi nici o consolare nu le va invada inimile  

decât într-un târziu.  

 

Bucureĺti -Cornetu,sept. 2008 

Among them, my disappointed mother  

and my reclaimed fatherñalthough I am finally  

home!ñsometimes they resemble tragic characters beneath the 

bloody sky  

and no escape 

and no solace will overrun their hearts  

until itõs too late. 

Bucureĺti -Cornetu,Sept. 2008 
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   Ĺi peste patru sute de ani... 

 

   And after four hundred yearsé 

O sń te rup ca pe un peĺte ð cuvintele tale rńsunń obsedant 

ciocnindu -se de fiecare obiect prin ´ncńperile rńvńĺite 

ĺi violenŤa lor va b©ntui aĺezarea ĺi peste patru sute de ani 

pe atunci sondele de petrol ´ncń vor mai arde 

iar tu vei fi o legendń pentru mutanŤii 

nńscuŤi ´n deĺertul radioactiv. 

I will break you like a fish ñyour words are hunting  

hitting against each object through messy rooms 

and their violence will still h unt 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. 

 

C©t de ad©nc poate intra acul ´n venń 

´nainte ca Ťipńtul sń sf©ĺie plasa de fier a zorilor? 

How deep can the needle pierce through the vein 

before the scream slashes through the metallic net of the dawn? 

 

Am sufletul ´mpovńrat ĺi g©ndurile sleite 

pentru cń nimic nu se va schimba ´nainte ca soarele 

sń se prńbuĺeascń ´n golul 

lńsat de absenŤa ta. Va fi cu siguranŤń t©rziu ð 

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 lateñ 

 

nu mń vei mai privi cu dispreŤ 

ca pe un g©ndac ´n care ai vrea sń arunci cu un mńr, 

iar eu voi ´ncerca sń nu pl©ng ´naintea morŤii 

you will no longer look at  me with contempt  

as you look at a bug  at which you would throw with an apple  

and Iõll try not to cry before death 
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cu spectrul zńdńrniciei rńscolindu-mi mńruntaiele goale... with its specter of vanity rummaging through my guts  

 

O sń te rup ca pe un peĺte ð atât. I will break you like a fishñnothing more.  

 

Apoi,  doar ´ntuneric ĺi pace. After which, nothing but darkness and peace.  
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   Främling     Främling  

 

Candoarea din gesturile acestor imigranŤi 

epuizaŤi ĺi plini de speranŤń 

mń rńneĺte 

The innocence in the gestures of those immigrants, 

exhausted and hopeful,  

offends me 

 

fiindcń eu nu cred ´n nimic ĺi  

am ´ncetat sń mai sper 

because I donõt believe in anything and 

I stopped hoping  

 

fiindcń vreau acasń ĺi vreau sń fiu c©t mai departe de casń because I want to be home and as far away from home as I can 

 

fiindcń vreau aici ĺi vreau dincolo because I want to be here and I want to be there 

 

fiindcń vreau sń fiu lńsat ´n pace because I want to be left alone 

 

ĺi vreau ca dragostea sń-mi punń perna pe faŤń 

ĺi sń apese 

and I want love to put a pillow o ver my face 

and press 

 

ămai bine sń se uite la tine ca la un g©ndac 

dec©t sń nu se uite la tine delocó 

òyouõd rather have her look at you as if you were a bug 

than donõt have her look at alló 
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am vńzut aeroporturile ´nŤesate 

oamenii civilizaŤi ĺi solemni aĺtept©nd sń-ĺi ia zborul 

I have seen airports crammed 

with civilized and solemn people waiting to take off  

 

ĺi am vńzut zeci de porumbei 

scoŤ©ndu-ĺi ochii pentru c©teva frimituri de p©ine 

într -o piaŤń din inima Europei  

and I have seen dozens of doves 

pecking their eyes out for a few crumbs of bread  

in a square from the heart of Europe 

 

mâna e la loc în colivie 

gura are gratii  

aripile chircite zvâcnesc în zadar 

the hand is back in the cage 

the mouth has bars 

the stunted wings toil in vain  

 

se înnegresc 

ĺi se scuturń. 

they blacken 

and shed their feathers 
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   târziu     late 

 

ne ´nv©rtim ´n loc, bombńnind agitaŤi 

ĺi ne lovim ´n rństimpuri fruntea cu palma 

´ncerc©nd sń-Ťi gńsim o scuzń, justificńri 

care sń-Ťi ´mbl©nzeascń, deĺi e t©rziu, amintirea  

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  
 

ĺi toate cuvintele pe care le cńutńm de o vreme 

sunt acolo, sub iarbń, la loc sigur în tine 

ca un mesaj extraterestru pe care nimeni 

nu va ĺti sń-l deschidń pentru a-l descifra 

and all the words that weõre 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 
 

poate cń acum te suceĺti gemi r©c©i lemnul 

cu unghiile poate cń ´Ťi ´nfigi deja rńdńcini 

poate-ai gńsit ceva frust de iubit ´n Ťńr©nń 

ĺi noi ne evitńm unul altuia privirea (am de- 

maybe now youõre turning and twisting scratching the wood  

with your nails maybe youõre already growing roots 

maybe youõve found something worn in the ground to love 

and we are both avoiding eye contact (we have be- 
 

venit la fel de ´ndńrńtnici ca tine) t©njim sń ne 

´ncurajńm cu cuvintele tale c©nd tocmai 

cuvintele astea nu-s de gńsit ĺi satisfacŤia ta 

come as stubborn as you) we long to  

encourage ourselves with your words at moments when  

these precise words canõt be found in your satisfaction 

 

rńutńcioasń strńlucind ´n tot ´ntunericul ńla maliciously glo wing into this darkness  
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   Rńtńcirea    The wondering 
 

la c©teva sńptńm©ni dupń ce te-am dus la groapń 

niĺte vecini au venit ´ntr-un suflet la noi  

sń ne spunń cń te-au vńzut pe un c©mp 

a few days after they took you to the burial place  

some neighbors came to us in a haste 

and told us theyõve seen you on the field  
 

capul tńu se-ascundea printre crengile 

unui prun desfrunzit  

ai fi zis cń e un noriĺor cu pńr ĺi urechi 

dar Ťi-au recunoscut de departe gura rńutńcioasń 

ĺi privirea pieziĺń 

acolo, agńŤate ´n crengile prunului  

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 plu m treeõs branches 
 

au mai spus: nu se ĺtie niciodatń cu oameni ca el 

trebuia zńvor©t undeva, chiar aĺa blajin 

cum pńrea ´n sicriu 

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 

ĺi noi speriaŤi jur©ndu-ne cń te-am ascuns bine, bine 

ĺi cń sigur nu te mai sculai de acolo de data asta 

ĺi ei nu, cń trebuia sń te ´ngropńm mai ad©nc 

ĺi tot aĺa p©nõla ziuń, c©nd s-a terminat ĺi ultimul pńhńrel 

de rachiu 

aĺa cń vecinii s-au mai uitat o datń la noi au dat din cap 

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 ôtill 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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ĺi s-au dus 

cń doar se terminase de-acum ĺi ultimul pńhńrel de rachiu 

and they left  

as the last glass of brandy was finished by now 

 

noi acuma cń ce sń facem unde sń mergem pe c©mpuri 

ĺi cń noi ne-am fńcut datoria 

sńp©nd o groapń frumoasń, frumoasń 

punându -Ťi la cap o cruce ´naltń, ´naltń 

deĺi mulŤi ziceau 

n-are el nevoie de asta unde se duce 

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 wonõt need it where heõs going 

 

mult timp ne -am sfńtuit dacń sń mergem ĺi unde 

ĺi cum sń-Ťi convingem capul sń vinń-napoi 

cń doar barcagiul aĺteaptń ĺi trupul nu poate pleca aĺa, 

fńrń cap 

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 canõt leave just like that, 

without head  

 

´n zilele senine, mereu e c©te unul care se jurń cń l-a vńzut  

ieĺind din scorbura ´n care-nnopteazń 

ĺi noi umblńm ´n toate pńrŤile necńjiŤi, poate-l vom îndupleca  

On clear days, thereõs always someone who swears that they saw 

him  

coming out of the holl ow where he usually sleeps 

and we worryingly wondering everywhere, maybe weõll manage 

to convince him 

 

în vreun fel.  somehow. 
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   La debarcader 

 

   At the unloading dock  

 

ăThe green leaf cushions the same dry footprint, 

or the childõs boat luffs in the same dry chop, 

and we are where we were. We were!ó  

(Robert Lowell, ăThe Lessonó) 

 

Când se-nsereazń, copiii ´ncń mai r©d, stropindu-se cu apń 

sub privirile pierdute ´n depńrtare ale bunicilor. 

Ceva se strecoarń printre lucruri, ceva ar vrea sń se joace 

cu m©inile tale, dar se lasń furat de apń, 

copaci ĺi frunze ´nvńluite de lumina complice. 

 

 

La doar c©Ťiva paĺi, zidurile zdrelite par sń le semene 

bńtr©nilor rńbdńtori, 

Ťin©ndu-ĺi ´n foĺnetul bl©nd al dupń-amiezei 

lecŤia de liniĺte. 

 

 

Razele sunt niĺte cńlńuze vioaie 

ăThe green leaf cushions the same dry footprint, 

or the childõs boat luffs in the same dry chop, 

and we are where we were. We were!ó  

(Robert Lowell, ăThe Lessonó) 

 

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 thatõs 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 îmbrobonat de sclipiri ð te bucuri ĺi alergi 

cu genunchii juliŤi cńtre chioĺcul cu sucuri, 

´mbrńŤiĺ©nd forme ĺi voci, ´nghiŤind lacom 

 

culorile rńsfr©nte ´n undele apei. Chipuri voioase 

p©lp©ie ´ncń o clipń la debarcader, ca lampioanele chinezeĺti 

aprinse pentru aceastń sńrbńtoare a serenitńŤii. 

on a shore studded with sparkles ñ you rejoice and you run  

with your scratched knees to the juice stall, 

embracing shapes and voices, insatiably swallowing  

 

the colours reflected in the ripples of the water. Lively faces  

glimmer for a little longer at the unloading dock,  like Chinese 

lanterns 

lit for this celebration of serenity.  
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Interviu cu poetul Claudiu Komartin  

 

Interview with the poet Claudiu Komartin  

 

   A.B.: C©nd ai inceput sń scrii? Care a fost momentul 

determinant? Cu cine ai ´mpńrtńѽit primele tale poezii? 

   A.B.: When did you start writing? What was the key moment? 

With whom did you share your first poems? 

   C.K.: Pe la 12 ani, un fel de proze care amestecau tot felul 

de reflecἪii de pre-puber prodigios Ἠi avântat cu lucruri pe care 

le citeam în cńrἪi de istorie, mai ales, dar Ἠi de filosofie ð din care 

cine Ἠtie ce-oi fi înἪeles de fapt ð, totul nńclńit într -o baie de 

lirism rńsfńἪat. Le Ἢineam în general pentru mine, erau un secret 

pe care-l mai devoalam ð deh, vanituos de mic ð c©teodatń, 

´mpńunându-mń faἪń de câte un om pe care voiam sń-l 

impresionez. Poezie am început sń scriu relativ t ârziu (dacń nu 

iau în calcul o baladń caraghioasń sau câteva poezii 

experimental-hormonale din adolescenἪń), cńtre sfârἨitul 

liceului, iar atunci i le ar ńtam profesorului meu, scriitorul 

Octavian Soviany, care nu mi-a spus niciodatń cât sunt de 

proaste ð sau de promiἪńtoare ð, ci îmi aducea dupń câteva zile 

câte o carte care avea legńturń cu zonele pe care le exploram eu 

în acel moment. Am avut ceva important de ´nvńἪat din metoda 

asta. 

   C.K.: 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 Iõve read in history books, as well as philosophy ð 

who knows what I actually understood from them ð, all imbued 

in a bath of spoiled lyricism. I usually kept it to myself, it was a 

secret I sometimes revealed ð well, vain from an early age ð 

sometimes, as vain as a peacock towards people I wanted to 

impress. It was relatively late when I started writing poetry (if I 

donõt 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 ð, 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.: Inspiraѿia în procesul creativ - poate fi numit acest proces 

unul premeditat sau mai mult unul spontan? Scrii sub influenѿa 

trńirilor de moment sau programatic, cu un scop bine definit? 

   A.B.: Inspiration in the creative process ð 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?  

   C.K.: ăUn scop bine definitó e, din punctul meu de vedere, 

ceva în limba de plastic a contemporanilor noἨtri care se ocupń 

cu speculaἪii bursiere, management Ἠi alte pragmatisme de 

genul ństa. Eu nu mń pricep la aἨa ceva. Scrii fiindcń scrii, nu 

existń o explicaἪie pentru asta. Sau ea diferń at©t de mult nu 

doar de la un autor la altul, dar Ἠi de la un moment al vieἪii tale 

la urmńtorul, încât nu poἪi da un rńspuns clar Ἠi definitiv la o 

asemenea întrebare fńrń sń faci mńcar puἪin pe mironosiἪa. E o 

îndeletnicire complet lipsit ń de rost, pe care o faci dintr-o 

nevoie pe care nu e nici decent, nici necesar sń o explici 

altcuiva.  

   C.K.: òA well-defined purposeó is, in my opinion, 

something belonging to the plastic tongue of our 

contemporaries that deal with stock brokering, manag ement 

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 oneõs life, so that you canõt give a 

clear and definitive answer to such a question without being a 

bit prude. Itõs 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.: Cum ѿi-a venit ideea pentru poemul Din confesiunile unei 

fracturiste, narat într-o voce femininń? Cine este acea fracturisń? 

Simѿi cń în sfera poeticń iѿi construieѽti o imagine diferitń de cea din 

viaѿa privatń? 

   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?  

   C.K.: Uite aἨa, m-a enervat vocea piἪigńiatń Ἠi certńreaἪń a    C.K.: Just like that, I was annoyed by a whiney and 
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unei poete cu idei feministe greἨite în cap Ἠi am vrut sń-mi 

demonstrez cń pot sń scriu Ἠi eu aἨa oricând. Adicń sń rńmân eu 

însumi, dar sń mń pun în pielea unei tipe care are tot felul de 

isterii (isteric am fost Ἠi eu destul de des, aἨa cń nu pot fi acuzat 

c-aἨ fi sexist, poate cel mult tendenἪios) Ἠi vrea sń dea lecἪii, 

adicń ultimul lucru pe care e cazul sń-l faci în poezie. Sigur cń 

folosim mereu tot felul de mńἨti, de personæ, cine a scris mńcar 

câteva rânduri autentice Ἠtie cń secretul e-n nuanἪe Ἠi în felul în 

care îἪi iese aliajul acela dintre faptul de viaἪń Ἠi cel inventat, 

între experienἪa personalń, trńitń, Ἠi cea imaginatń, între rńbdare 

Ἠi urgenἪń. Autenticismul e o poveste de adormit copiii, ceva cu 

care naivii Ἠi neiniἪiaἪii se ´mpńuneazń fńrń sń Ἠtie cń nu e 

altceva decât un efect de scriiturń. Altfel nu mi -aἨ putea explica 

felul în care niἨte oameni cu o viaἪń foarte neinteresantń scriu 

lucruri pasionante, fac expediἪii adânc în mintea Ἠi sufletul 

omenesc, în cele mai îndepńrtate Ἠi mai puἪin cunoscute pńrἪi 

ale lumii etc. fńrń sń fi trecut de colἪul strńzii, iar oameni cu vieἪi 

palpitante, mari amanἪi, mari goleadori, deἨtepἪii Ἠi deἨteptele 

lumii nu -s în stare sń scrie o singurń paginń (sau o singurń 

poezie) care sń exprime ceva original, ceva important despre ei 

înἨiἨi. 

quarrelsome voice of a female poet with wrong feminist ideas, 

and I wanted to prove to myself that I could write like her 

anytim e. Meaning, to remain  true to myself, while stepping 

into a hysterical womanõs shoes (myself, Iõve been hysterical 

many times, I canõt 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 bedti me 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 min d 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 vreodatń asupra poeziilor mai vechi? Ѿi s-a 

întâmplat sń nu mai fii de acord cu ideile tale de atunci? Existń poezii 

în care nu te mai recunoѽti? 

   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?  

   C.K.: Da, am revenit Ἠi revin. Mai tai câte o chestie care e-n 

plus, câte ceva care stricń un text bun. Nu vńd de ce n-aἨ face 

asta, poemul meu e viu cât sunt Ἠi eu viu. ἧi, în plus, unul 

dintre poeἪii mei preferaἪi dintotdeuna e Virgil Mazilescu, un 

fanatic al textului, pentru care o virgul ń sau o linie de pauzń sau 

un cuvânt aparent neimportant puteau modifica esenἪial un 

poem. 

   C.K.: Yes, I did go back, I still do it. I strikethrough the 

irrelevant bits that ruin a good text. I donõt see why I shouldnõt 

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.: Ai fost caracterizat drept un poet ótragicó, ò apocalipticó, 

care totuѽi se aflń într -o òcńutare compulsivń a frumuseѿiió. Eѽti de 

acord cu aceste afirmaѿii?  

   A.B.: Youõve been labeled as a òtragicó, an òapocalypticaló poet, 

in òa compulsive pursuit of beautyó. Do you agree with these 

statements?  

   C.K.: ċmi pare rńu, dar etichetele sunt ultimul lucru care mń 

intereseazń ´n punctul unde am ajuns. M-am pńcńlit destul de 

multń vreme cu ele, nu mai pic ´n capcana asta. 

   C.K.: Iõm sorry, but from where Iõm currently standing, 

labels concern me the least. Iõve fooled myself too many times 

with them, Iõm not going to fall for it again.  

  

   A.B.: Intensitatea textelor mai scurte pe care le-ai asemńnat ´ntr-

un interviu unor òlovituri de toporiѽcńó sau unor òzvâcnete prin 

visó, a fost acolo din faza incipientń sau este rezultatul unui proces de 

condensare a ideilor pentru a  amplifica impactul asupra cititorului? 

   A.B.: In an interview, you compared the intensity of certain 

fragments to òblows of a hatchetó or òdream throbbingó. 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 ѽi suspansul prezente în 

poeziile tale? 

greater impact on your readers?  

In order to create these cliffhangers and contrasts in your poems, what 

techniques do you apply? 

   C.K.: Dacń sunt, genul acesta de intensitńἪi (pe care, da, le-

am cńutat Ἠi le-am cultivat de când am început sń scriu) Ἢin 

îndeaproape de structura ta interioarń. Aici poἪi sń pńcńleἨti 

prin erudi Ἢie, prin cunoaἨterea tuturor tehnicilor Ἠi a 

procedeelor discursive, a figurilor de stil etc., ´nsń doar p©nń la 

un punct. Dacń nu ai chestia aia ´n tine, ea nu va putea fi 

niciodatń mimatń, nici ´nlocuitń de mńiestrie. Te vei lovi de o 

limitń. Dupń cum e posibil Ἠi invers, sń fii un scriitor de 

explozie, sń dudui de talent Ἠi tensiuni care aἨteaptń momentul 

potrivit pentru a fi transcrise, dar s ń nu Ἠtii s-o faci, fiindcń nu ai 

citit suficient, fiindc ń nu ai explorat suficient din  punct de 

vedere tehnic, formal meseria aceasta. Fiindcń literatura, ca 

orice artń, ´nseamnń Ἠi meserie bine stńpânitń, cine crede cń e 

vorba doar de inspiraἪie Ἠi talent va rńmâne la nivelul ămicuἪei 

Picassoó. 

   C.K.: If present, these sort of intensities (which I have 

sought for and cultivated ever since I started writing) belong to 

oneõs 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 canõt mimic it if 

you donõt 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 itõs about inspiration and 

talent will never go beyond òlittle Picassoó. 

   

   A.B.: Spuneai ´n R©nduri cńtre un poet mai t©nńr : òEu vreau sń 

cred cń ar trebui sń facem din poezie o artń a generozitńѿii, altfel nu 

   A.B.: In the poem Words to a younger poet you were saying òI 

want to believe that poetry can be turned into an art of generosity, as I 




