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Shadows

D apoi ajungi snh dansezi c
Sorin Despot

Vechil e “farut rsechthniritibiasb i (nceE? 6 ,
oPOnn c¢cO©nd vei fi at Ot de
paharul e pu”id cate pu™id mai gol, m &na mai nesigurn,
magnolileau t ncut .
Nepnsarea calculatn a dans
pahi, discu e cu gust de lemn
dulce 'H parafin i, zhpada
topindu -se de pe un schelet mictkh ultima zi de iarn A
nu mai sunt,
rnmoi "~ mpnciuitormat r AmMOiI ¢
in fa"® unei ferestre saula masa pe Bngn care
p n r u THnwiluia-n trecere foilef
‘Hite treze'l singur cu fantomele tale,
cuinimai i storiile ei obosite
a'Hpl ans améandoi Tn fa el imaginilor cu balenele care
se sinucideau édiand pe "Rrm)

M

7

Shadows

u f And then you end up dancing around the house with the shadow
Sorin Despot

0 C The old questions havechaned ( 0 Are you ok
frdoing today?o, oFor how | on)
another crease appeared,
little by little the glass is emptier, the hand more unsteady,
u |l u magnolias fell silent.
The calculated carelessness of the dance, the lost gtures, the
steps, the talks tasting of licorice
root and paraffin, the snow
melting off of a little skeleton on the last day of winter fi
al m I am no longer,
remain conciliatory, remain calm, motionless
in front of a window or at the table by which
her hair would cover your pages in passingfi
( | 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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‘H e un vis urat in care te sufoci we both cried while watching the whales
‘Hnu poHsn te mi'ki commiting suicide by stranding themselves on a shore)
nivelul apei continufd sn creaAnd i t Btmaregyoursuffgcate in
Hlinia din fa "Bita, pe care’Ha i p r o Roiveitrecen n as you are unable to move
e tot mai sub’lde the water level continues to rise, you smile
e invizibilhn and the | ine before you,

is ever thinner
itds invisible.

)
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30 iulie. Poem dedragoste July 30, Love poem
Toate lucruri l"azicar ma’ sunf nai© Allthe things that crumble my heart are here on the platter
Toate lucrurile care ~ mi des c Allthingsthatunlock my blood are here on the platter
Statueta de lut  ghicitorile 'Hfloarea-necatbr The clay statue riddles and flower-of-the-drowned
sunt pe aceastn tavahn are on this platter
Un om " n putere “mpinge de pe Astrongmanis pushing off of a wall an enormous syringe
Altul (un aristocrat) jumule 'He o pasire Another (an aristocrat) is plucking a bird

Toate lucrurilecarene-au f ncut sn dor d©i mAllthe things that made us shiver with pleasure

jucniar i ext3erminatoare ext3rminating toys
bucuria clinicn a unui “~nger the clinical joy of a dOper angel
mainile mele, verzi, neindeméanavice my hands, green, graceless
sunt pe aceastn tavn are on this platter

Alege Choose
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Candincepis n r espi ri ca prin When you start breathing as if through felt
Poate sh vinn dragostea sau i Mayloveorthe atomic winter come,
de-acum imi e totuna. itds all the same from now on
Cu fruntea plecathn, With my he ad down
cu picioarele de plu'H feet made out of plush,
Cu i ni matr-cne ®@hn, heart fallen on a side,
mn "~ ndrept cntre zi fnrn spai 1 dm heading towards the day
‘W fsperaiidl PaH paH and without hope. On tiptoes
prin camer e pline d edl ammntirea, <a, | through rooms filled with her bitter scent (and the memory,
amintirea cafelei Intr-o dimineaAiploiasnh H calmn). yes,
R eu r AmMOn a’Eenitipeclanim©na " n the memory of drinking coffee on a rainy and calm morning).

Yet | d m | e Stuck dné¢he doorkndba n d

)
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cncercnm sn convingem ni We are trying to convince madness
Creierul meu dhper€ihb mi ne de t o My brainisbanging me against the walls,
creierul tlhuitngt un mar your brain is a stray martian
care cautn " niHpilaf sensul vi thatseeksthe meaning of life in pilaf
Tu, | a oputeadeniondi,apraape, If need be, you could come closer,
te-ai putea muta cu mine aici, intre ape. you could come live with me here, amid waters
Arterel e nodisepadetraculdr depn Our arteries will swiftly overcome stage fright
cur©nd, ne vom r©c®©i " mpreunnbefore | ong, wedll scrape off
disperarea cu Hbaclul. dismay with a putty knife.
cncercnAnm sn convingem nebuni a We aretrying to convince madness to
respecte unritm cunoscut. stick to a rhythm on record.
Inr-o zi, |l umea asta o sn ne c¢ o Oneday, thisworld will sew together
gurile cu catgut. our lips with catgut.

)
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Cortazar Blues

Mi s e pcierveaa neiitlep ©n d e

senti menidalarchd ivipat ut

cOnd muzica umpl e c¢nmi

cu mainile calde
al e pt anHamngn pod

fi 0

nel e

/ chdea o ploaie de mai/

am fi putut “ntinde
(salvatoare)

doi ochi alba’Hi
discre’HH cumsecade
‘Hglasul acela familiar9
‘Hptindu -"H

totul pare atat de firesc.
ca Tntotdeauna cand nu cudbadewvirul

o

mo©n A

12

Cortazar Blues

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

¢ e when the music fills the asylums for elderly people
with warm hands
we quietly waited near the bridge
/ May rain was falling/

c e we could have lent a hand or something
(ahelping one)

two blue eyes
discreet and unselfish
and that familiar voice
whispering

everything seems s@atural.
as al ways when you dondt kno

Translation
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Poem de dragoste Love poem
pornind de la un vers de llhan Berk starting from a verse written by llhan Berk
Aceste poeme neterminate sunt gleznele tale These unfinished poems are your ankles
‘H gestul discret de retragere al cotului and the discreet gesture of pulling back your elbow
cand te at¢zi langn mine ntre perne 'H caki when you lie down next to me in -between the pillows and
e “nch un verlpoae kanimeni e nu mi yawn
is yet another line that nobody can take away from me
nu am nici un chef sn mn adunl!l really dondt feel 1ike pull
22 de’lgnri ‘Hnici un g &nd dus pann la capnt 22 cigarettes and not a thought completed
o al bi nHedsgean ov e a bee is banging against the window
apoi din nou and again after that
mierea se prelinge pe marginea céii the honey is dripping from the edge of the teacup
de-acolo pe ceftaful mototolit from there on the rumpled bed sheet
mainile H picioarele noastre our hands and feet
incredibile incredibly
inventand lumea inventing the world
buzele pnrul atingerea sexel o lipshairthe touch of the genitals coiled fingers
iedera pe terase ivy on the porches
e tarziu i tds | ate

Transla+tion
Calé

May 2018




Translation Café, Issue189
Poems by Claudiu Komartin

Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Alice Berescu

14
“n tmoarnper ea rmMwecatr fmasna | nsat her e dnglefnirothemoom but the shape
de corpul t nMfuluiin cutel e cer of your body in the creases of the bed sheeii

0 parte din respira’ld tafi

mirosul gatului fi

forma sanilor i

a pubisului

iar eu te privesc de deasupra patului
cum zambeH ca un copil mare 'Hcrud
fArn memori e

7

fAarn nici un deget

a fraction of your breath fi

the smell of your neckf

the shape of your breastdi

of the pubis

and | look at you from above the bed

how you smile like a big and innocent baby
with no recollection

with no fingers

)

Translation
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O vietate cu Vepi A creature with spikes

toatn vara am umbl at pe st r nz wewalkedthe streetsthe whole summer

Cu o obsesie greu de numit with an obsession difficult to term

‘Hcu imaginea acelui copil ce incendia pui de arici and the image of that child setting the hoglets on fire
la marginea lumini ‘Hilui in care at he edge of the clearing through which

am umblat goi 'Hdescul'HHiind cn we wandered naked and barefoot knowing that
dragostea e o vietate cu'epi love is a creature with spikes

ce nu va mai ajunge that is never

niciodatn going to get

acashn home

Translation
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Imagini de august August pictures
¢cn august, Iimaginile cu mine InAugust, the pictures of me shade away.
Mh trezesc, mn ridic din scau lwakeup,lgetupfromthe wheelchair
‘W ar dyandebtna noi, and burn. | think about us,
cum mer ge akmimclnui t ur i how we used to walk side by side and nothing
ne-ar fi putut atinge could touch us
Tn adanc lacul subteran sclip€etie in its depths the subterranean lake glistens
semin“ele au germinat n trcere the seeds have sprouted in silence
am putea adormi la marginea lor. we could fall asleep by their border
Deasupra sunt dealuri "Hpnduri, Overhead there are hills and forests,
irisul verde Tntunecat o insinuare a the dark green iris an innuendo for
[ umi i r mé&dandnt e the reverberating world caressing
pielea rhAcori™Wn de voOnt ul n o p the skin cooled by the breeze of the night.
Macararele zilei strivesc orice gand The cranes of the day crush any thought
neputin &l nu bate cuiein Hra spinnrii, hel pl essness doesndt hammer n
ne “"ndephrteazn unul de al t ul itirrevocably pullsus apart from each other.
Nu v o nmHlisriciun paradis We dondt end up in a paradise
n nici un infern dragostea mea nor in some sort of hell my love
ne va t Or HwmaHemia pi atr n will drag us under a rock and
nephsntori tunel ul . carelessly for the tunnel.

)
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ca un poet dintr-un film coreean like a poet from a Korean movie

" n damapa aceea am stat in that afternoon | sat
cu un aminal tulbure -n piept with a distraught animal in my heart

pe una din bnncile de | a uni v onone ofthe benches in front of the university
‘Htotul Tn jur Tmi ‘Hbptea o’ ratasem and everything around me was whispering that | had missed

iar mainile mele a’ltzate pe genunchi (my shot)
Spuneau o0 povestioarn tristhn 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 (it had been months since | last had a dream
‘Horicat aHi incercat and no matter how hard | tried
nu mai pncnl eaffiymbhianbriumeni c¢cn Iwasndét fooling anyone that |
se | Ahsa seara. Péelcer se vede theduskwasfalling. Onthe sky there were glims
poate se anurfblceva,l coul dndét car e | e s ¢« maybe somethingwas beingannounced,l coul dndt

| O©nfg@nt ©nn, doi "Horumbei gr A s nexttothe fountain, two chubby pigeons

trezind i magi neadamse@fi | or tni calling the picture of your breasts in a morning:
te priveai ~ n o0g youwerewatching yourselfinthe mirror

C u p nh fiauclufulip tcu zdmbetul acela with your hair a bit tangled and wearing that smile

"n stare smidomsc facn sn able to make me wish

)

Transla+tion
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sn fiu unul WKWumit rearoa memnne au thatlwereone of these kind people feeding the pigeons.
stnteam pe bancn, | ©ngn mi ne |wassitting onthe bench, nextto me there was something
oameni treceau, se strangeau in brée| shimmering in the fountain

se déhupnr people were passing by, they were hugging
‘Heu eram trist ca un poet dintr -un film coreean they were parting
gandindu-mn c¢ch tu trebuie and | was as sad as a poet from a Korean movie
‘Hinorii sunt atat de frumo H thinking that you needed to leave

and the clouds were so pretty.

)

Translation
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Soare®dsemne cu trecerea interzis Sun and no entry signs
(am montat acest poem pornind de la scenariul unei piese (I made up this poem starting from the script of a-acepla
un act scrisn “n vara anul written in the summer of 2009; its text consisted ofadadju
di al og ’perdomaje nedraticefiun cuplu aflat la limi between two neurotic characters, a couple that had reac
puterilor, iar adiunea avea lointr-o mannde tocat carne) end of their tether, and the action took place in a mi
machine)
Felia de p©ine uitatn pe mas a Theslice of bread forgotten on the table.

Susurul robinetului.

Za'l din cana de tabln.

¢ mi amintesc: stnteai cu
Ghemui t n Hferdastre. pat

¢ n s pai maoplaceata maretQGald rece
Ri  iHaaldn
A'Hivrutsh” n Wmba pe care o vorbesc localnicii.

O I'imbhA ca Tmaer cui "~ nfipt
De c ar & urcosiugscump pntat cu saliva.
Te urnsc fiindcn bei

)

The lisp of the faucet.
The dregs in the metal cup.

g e n u | remember: you were sitting with your knees to your mouth
Huddled between the bed and the window

Fearful as if in a massive placenta. Warm cold
And warm again.
| would have wanted to learn the tongue spoken by the locals.

A tongue like a nail embedded in air
From which an expensive suit stained with saliva is hanging.
| hate you for drinking.
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fiindcn f

ume z i

n s eductn@anada frunte ingandurat.

N shit ce eospuhe 'Hifolose’l asta impotriva mea.

semne cu
mu Zhilaoth H gnaem

ns

ca

c

trecerea interz

c CHide fafflou ceilalid | e

s ¢ u'Hconfottabitnn |

Cand tot ce ai crezut se facebhdnri.

La marginea laculuiintr-o ¢

O

ni

mn

bnt ©nd

ash
c Ot

dHadHie ptaiunimip t trcere.

oashn

de sticl
pentru

)

n.
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| hate you for smoking.

| hate you for taking your hand to your forehead when deep in
thought.

I hate you for knowing what
against me.

Sun and no entry signs.

On a casual and low-pitched music.

| hate you for humiliating me in front of the others.

| hate you for not being able to wait for anything in silence.

And the small vile convenient excuse
When everything you believed in falls apart.

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

d o u A heart beating for two.

-r:‘ans'a-"ion
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Aerul s-atopit i am r nmas The air had melted and we were left

Numai noi doi, intr -un moment mic Hetern. with each other, in a small ageless moment.

Cu memoria intactn a oricnr ui Ourmemories intact like those of a young animal
Dintr -0 specie pe cale de disparild. Belonging to an endangered species.

)
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Cafli

May 2018



Translation Café, Issue189
Poems by Claudiu Komartin
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Alice Berescu

22

(doar un cantec pentru autich) (just a song for the autistic)
stele’Hdin "Hncle'lia™H stars and clenched teeth
‘Hlucruri pe care nu le pot salva and things that | cannot salvage
decét izbindu -le de un perete without banging them against a wall
te-am sinWit in mine dte-am urét | felt you inside of me and | hated you
niciodatn | iber nicioadatn el neverfreenever setfree
de tine nu plange dondt cry over yourself
ce rost are sn pl ©ngi e at Ot a whatisthe point of crying there is so much light
am fost acolo am “ncercat sn lwasthereltried to feel
(doar un cantec pentru auti’i) (just a song for the autistic)
‘Hitotul strans pentru totdeauna in tine and everything bottled up forever insid e you
‘Hitotul legat cu funii in tine and everything fastened with rope in you
ultima promisiune the last promise
ultima atingere the last touch
ultima data cand mi -ai astupat gura cu the last time when you covered my mouth with
ceva doar al tnu something that was only yours
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satarul Hers pe furi'H
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“n care and this deep water in which

| would have wanted to hide my face in

the cleaver wiped underhand

)
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Poem de dragoste Love poem
C n l'tude lemn nu se mai leagnnn The wooden horse will rock no more
Piticidi de grndnjpsi au chzut c The garden gnomes fell with their faces down.
Te-am cunoscut Tn luna fructelor ro 'H, | met you in the month of the red fruits
cOnd mMOiIi nile eral un evant ai when hands were a faulty fan.
Fa’el mea tristn a trecut pe langn tine, prin fa "dlta, My sad face passed by you, before your eyes,
a inventat o parte din cer, apoi ni’He dealuri, invented a part of the sky, some hills after that,
o herghelie 'H o barierri de cedHkicare a stud farm and a mist barricade which
snh te “"mpiedice sn mai pl eci , wouldpreventyoufromleaving.
fa"el mea’hta amintit totul despre dorin "A my face remembered everything about desire
despre parfumul ei violent about her violent perfume
b©j b©i nd prin “ntunericul r nd gropinginthe darkness of the roots.
PAunul dormea c©nd ai trecut The peacock was sleeping when you went through the water
n zori, ca printr -un sange leneH at the crack of dawn, as through sluggish blood.
Fantomelesau ri si pit, ®u zornnit «Theghostsfaded away, together with the clinking of the chain
chzut pe pietre ude. fallen on the wet rocks.
Pe mal ul celnlalt, ploaia se Ontheothershore, the rain was nesing under the birds.

)
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Te-am primit in casa cu acoperiHstramb | welcomed you inside the crooked roofed house
‘Hite-am Tnvelit cu o cheie. and covered you with a key.

Translation
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Glasurile The voices
(Dcand va veni ceea cedeptim? Cind vom abandon: And when will the things
ratncirea? COnd se vor “n will we give up the wondering? When will all this happ
Cum? Céat? Pentru cine? When? Where? How? For how long? For whom?
Alejandra Pizarnik Alejandra Pizarnik
1. (INVA 'HN-M N SN FUG) 1. (TEACH ME HOW TO RUN AWAY)
Inva™Bmn sn fug din capul meu Teach me how to run away from my mind
sn strhnbat drumul de | a pat | tocoverthe distance fromthe bed to the window
n mai pu’id de o noapte in less than a night
‘Hnapoi, cu bratele-nvine ke, and back, with my hands bruised,
cu g©tul stors ca o rufn my throat wrung like a rag
mi-au crescut gheare, copite | grew claws, hooves
nva"atmn sh umblu din nou teach me how to walk again
pe doun picioare on two feet
fanrn shA mAn " mpiedic tot ti mp withoutstumbling all the time
pentru cn serile sunt scOr bi t forthe nights are loathing
de i ubirea mea primitivn of my primitive love
spune-mi -"Epasn tell me that you care

)
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and

teach me how to hurt myself

without anybody else having to suffer
hit me or take me into your arms
now

when

I 6m falling

and

Translation
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2. (VREAU SN TE CRED CagND SPU 2 (IWANTTOBELIEVE YOU WHEN YOU TELL ME)

Vreau sn te cred c©O©nd

cn va veni cineva

cu un zambet perfect

‘Hlcu gesturi definitive

O insectn cu suflet de
sn -mgi ngn sprmiinezi ua de
cum duci un cal8Bldnr ©mat
sear a cntre

abator

doicn
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| 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
t r the same way as you would take a horse exhausted by sadness
to the slaughterhouse

at night

Translation
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3. (TU LA CE TE ZGAIE ATI) 3. (WHAT ARE YOU STARING AT)
AMiu chn poezia mea nu “nseamnrtl know that my poetry doesndt
decéat intr-o lume din care tu €'li absentn. apart from a world in which you are absent.
Am o copitn “n loc de inimn | have a huff insteasd of a heart
Hun gem de phAr “n |l oc de f i ca anda hairballinsted of liver.
Ce cr ezi ,-ocalmaoafea? at What, do you think that | asked for this?
Tu la ce te zgaieét, Jozsef Attila? What are you staring at, Jozsef Attila?
Un acordeon “Hecahtécul c nr i ri si pe Ablazing accordion is dispersing the
compri mat al hial ci i di n car e compressedsong of the chunk
se “"nfulecn pe ascuns. gobbled in secret.
Tn mijlocul gloatei, canibalul sfios Hsenil THi n the middle of the mob, the senile and coy cannibal is
snrutn moinile kissing his hands
impro’land cu salivn daubing with saliva
obrazul acesta de porc this pig cheek
ce se alintn, r©de, se cl at i n thatbehaves like a spoilt child, laughs and staggers,
se clatinndegngoazni ¢~ n heds gruesomely dangling in t

)
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4. (DUPN VI ZITA MAMEI) 4. (AFTER MY MOTHERO®S VI SI T)
Nu mai 'Hiu ce leagn omul de om. I no longer know what ties a man to another
(Un pretext “n plus ca sn suf (Anextrapretence for me to suffer?)
Mi-e siln sn mh g©ndesc | a viitldm sick of thinking about th
sub cuvintele mele cineva pierde sange. under my words somebody is bleeding.
Nu e nimic nobil in asta, Sharah Kane. Thereds nothing noble about t
Ri ¢ er ulHcéru eghemd it Hscanceke. And the sky is enduring, and the sky is huddled and whimpers.
O secerntoare spidl bern 1 uj er i Amowerisravaging the blossomed stems.
Stau 'H privesc lucrurile din jur | sit and look at the things around
mic’lbrandu-sein lumina infim A. as they shrink in the feeble light.
Chi ar ai c iHofemaie abuilat b a t Right here, a man and a woman screamed
unull a al tul o noapte ~ ntr eagn. ateachotheran entire night.
At ©ta urn “~n ochii | or . Cr ede So muchhatred in their eyes. | thought they would kill each
other.
Nu e nimic logic Tn asta, doctore. There is nothing rational to it, doctor.
R acum, cArnAnmidn Bhiaest e ¢ Ar A mi Now, brick over brick: muteness.
Nu mai dureazn mult, nu. Suntlt wono6ét take |l ong, no. | am

)

Transla+tion
Calé

May 2018



Translation Café, Issue189
Poems by Claudiu Komartin
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Alice Berescu

5. (LI MBA DE CaRPN)

Fi i ndcn Hoummiiafrecut
a m 'Hfintr-omeatt aemu | t

fiindch
am strigat |
scaunel or

S A -miu

a (Heanhii tutueor n u
“"nchideau sn n
‘Hurechile tuturor meselor erau pline de cal "H

S e

ma i 'Hiaratud dement

fiindchnh

s n  (H viut sa-mi limpezesc mainile v arate
incap" ncerc©©nd

fiindchnh

" mb i

numele ”

n

mnAn Vo

‘Hphanspl er@®zaygrsim "tros ‘Hgreu ca pietri’Hl
de pe un"Brm unde nu Tnnopteazh nici ho liHde cérje
‘Hnimeni eram "Himi pierdusem credin "&8’H unghierele

a m a shtrahspira’tenai-a u n
batle chmn
ciolanele mele se loveau intre eleklTmi stalceau

mb a

s n

de

T scoatn
de-acolo pe omule™dl cretin ce se tot vhicnrea

CCi pn

a

)
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5. (CLOTH TONGUE)

Forlhaddrunkand it di dndét go away
for | had smoked a lot and in a different air

| screamed at those that didn
of the chairs were closing so
and every last ear of the table was filled with oakum

so that t hewrawghigstanylomgerr m

for | had cried and the cry had been ragged and as heavy a
gravel

on a shore where even the cru
| was nobody and | had lost my faith and my quiet nook

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

in my head trying to extract

the idiot little man that kept whining

for | had sweat like a horse and the sweat

drenched my shirt

my bones were hitting against each other and they were
grabling

Transla+tion
Calé

May 2018



Translation Café, Issue189
Poems by Claudiu Komartin
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Alice Berescu

32

my name in the cloth tongue of the defeated

iar eu eram “nvins jignrit cu andlwasdefeatedrun down with the bile in my mouth
cu gura in palme 'H palmele nu conteneau my mouth in my hands and my h
sn mn plesneascn “ntnAnr ©t at e

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

Hchiar animalele se trnAngeau

W s©ngele | or se scirgea
decat sangele meu

m even the animals would retreat wounded

me r € and their blood would continuously dribble in a different
direction

than my blood

)
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6. (DISCURS TARZIU PENTRU MINE) 6. (LATE SPEECH FOR MYSELF)
scrie scrie ~ n -ifierhaubine ast n s i g write write in this way you will surely do better
dAmi s n breau AdimnnoO©nc give me to eat give me to drink
ca un pmhcshabkhu like a pig let me be
o cOrpn “n mOi-midruneul ppatel e s cr i e aclothinyour hands w rite let me go maybe
“n f e Fhvd fi maidiheadragule netotule this way it will be better dear fool
idiot mic poalvafimain f el ul n st a little idiot maybe this way it will be more
ce pncnlealn ce go©nd pu@ri | ~ whatahoax what a childish thought in the night when finally
am ajuns | have arrived

)
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7. (CAND PESTE TINE CADE)
Aproapedeunc apnt .

FArn c uwvi@ma hine.

Pe junmmntlautnei nn,

ca O | umfhpesteearede f a

un an ncheiat au trecut lovituri.

Niciun romammn spui
sau sn ceri cui va al

34

7. (WHEN IT FALLS OVER YOU)

Close to an end

|l tds better withtodtout t he
Half in the light,

like half a face on which

for a full year beatings have fallen on.

No reason to utter the word mother
i nar e or to ask someone for solace

cOnd peste tine cade o0 cort i n whena curtainof beaks falls over you

Ri 'Hii ¢ nu e nici un
alt viitor.

And you know that there is no
other future.

)
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8. (LEMN) 8. (WOOD)
totul Tnvins H trecut. i SIOW] .
cet S-a Sfarg; everything defeated and past. he Sform
' ' >y : . N
Pest, o ultimele strign Ttun, the final cries are made out of wood. deq
te iti.
e Moapy, o “nigh, £
pocitania rade. Tang Wig the monster is laughing.
e

)
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9. (GATA CU STRATEGIILE) 9. (ENOUGH WITH THE STRATEGIES)

Pe acela din mine care vrea s Heinside mewho wishes tojump,

¢l voi | Ansa sn se arunce. [ will let him jump.

S-a aruncat. He jumped.

Pe cel carenecerea sn sn se He who wishes to drown,

flvoi" mpinge chiar eu “~n aph. Celmyselfwilpush him inthe water. Like a stone

o sn se ducn |l a fund. he will sink to the bottom.

Acel a c édvanture eeneten He who wishes to meld his veins,

sn o facn. Eu nu mai am vene, lwilllet himmdo i t. | dondt have any
sn | e gnsedaikscn el cum o | will let him carry it off as he knows.

Pe cel <care caldtndicgpgastil el e, For him who seeks drugs, distraught and ridiculous

W “n genunchi, i H e voi p un e on hisknees, | will place them in his palm and

1l voi 'Herge la gurnh cu drag. gently wipe his mouth.

Celuicaresar at ©rna de o grindn, To him who would hang himself from a beam

1i dau fularul meu. larna -i departe, | will give my scarf. Winter is long gone,

iarman-o s n mali vinn. winter wondt come anymor e.

)
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Vantul s-a inte’'ld pnshrile se lovesc The wind has grown stronger, the birds are crashing
de ferestre, into the windows,
de pian. into the piano.
Gata cu strategiile! Enough with the strategies!
Celuicev r e aHfaerribhdnri capul, To him who wishes to blow his head off
1i las capul meu | will give my head
W mn duc. and |01l | eave.

)

Translation
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10. (YOYO)

cand

nu

vor

mai

fi
cheltuieli
H
moartea
va

face
restul

o]
s n
vorbim
prin
scanduri
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10. (YOYO)

when
there

will

be

no

more
expenses
and
death

will

take care
of

the rest

we
will

talk

to

each other

Translation
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o] through
sn wooden planks
ne and
spargem burst
de into
ras laughter
W v om [Hhiless&é plangn-n locul nostru. and we will leave the crying to the machines.

)
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Ochii lui Emily peste Amherst Emi |l yos eyes over Amher
Noaptea asta nu Hie cuvinte de introducere This night knows no introductory words
Noaptea asta cu robdei 'Hlasere, cu mahhu “elteleghidate This night with little robots and lasers, with little remote control
cars
Noaptea astaHnmurdarn de | e This night dirty of lye
Noaptea asta care"Haruncn totul n fa™Al This night that throws everything in your face
Noapt ea dHeautestopi'Hhi i@ inchide intr-o This night kidnaps hitchhikers and lock s them in an
mansar dn c'edealadHolovhi u attic together with stuffed animals and clowns
Noaptea asta trage cu ochiul in hartiile unui poet care Thisnight st eal s a gl ance at the p
nu mai crede who no longer believes
Noaptea asta ca o lungn al ego Thisnightislong like an allegory
Noaptea asta se trart¢éazi vechile diferende, se trag storurile This night the old disputes will be patched up , the blinds will
se inchide casa be closed
the cash registers balanced
Noaptea asta prive e emo'ldnatn din mul "ihe alegerea This night is nervously watching from the crowd the election
unui nou paphn of a new pope
Noaptea asta " n care -dard gr i i a This night the white tigers are dreaming about the wind -up
bird
Noapt ea a st 'dfirhathi aichpl Bhimdinrcare This night with no tongue or eyes a head from which

)
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se scurge ceva
Noaptea asta cu laptele ei demachiant, cu blestematele ei
bretele

Noaptea asta te |l eagnnn, toar
"H se bagnhn " n sufl et

Noapt ea as tuatinesframos @ tedadn intr-o balth cu
sange.

Noaptea asta fumeazn " n ciuda
Noapteaastag ©t ui t "Heleca@ mo debut ant
Noaptea asta va scoate din pr
Noaptea asta ieitnde peporHl e Ut i |l aj ul ui ,
pentru oobdduwzn n

Noapt ea a s’liibEterDinanet e | n
Noaptea astnam-unsleennl pt at n

Noaptea asta, camerahidistan™&, corpurile de tricere din jur
Noaptea asta mirosind a aluat 'Hvopsea proaspntn
Noaptea asta, paineahicarnea sunt negre caintr-un poem
de Antonio Gamoneda

Noaptea asta nuHie de glumn cand vine vorba de dragoste

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

This night cradles you, purrs velvety next to you,

it gets under your skin

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

This night is smoking despite the fire restrictions

This night is choked with excitement like a debutante

This night will unplug a few souls

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

for a noble cause

This night Lace and Extermination

This night carved in wood

This night, room and distance, the bodies of silence around
This night smelling of dough and fresh paint

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

This night doesnot
love

know how
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Noapt ea asta e o0 ¢ o0 munHcsitdealuric u < Thisnightisacommunist with hard breasts and goals

de neatins out of reach

Noaptea asta dezar meazn f oc oa Thisnightis defusing the nuclear explosives

Noapt ea ast a'ledd ®rare Hle ingloamsit a This night overturnes the drilling stations and buries them

la mari adancimi in great depths

Noaptea asta | e bagn spai ma ° Thisnight burdens with fear those that thought

ch i m#égu na thatimaginat i on coul dnot

Noaptea asta cu stele mariH stinse ca ochii lui Emily This night with great ghastly
peste Amherst. over Amherst.

)
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Monster Blues

femeile care mi-au impletit

din cantecele sinister boto’l¢i pentru iarnn
au di sprocedit "~ ntr
intr-un loc interzis, cu pleoape Hsolzi
intr-run cearcnn

nu-mi pasn

mi-aHvinde 'Hsufletul dar mai aud muzica

ce bine e
cand nu-"HynseH cuvintele
cand Hii cn foarfeca nu mai pritrunde Tn toate colttile

cu visul

cashn

H bnhAiat ul din | unn,
at ©t de departe de
Tmi ridic fa "Bl spre steaua de cobalthirad

ca un monstru ca un ucigaHncapabil de empatie

)

ca breivik
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Monster Blues

the women who knit me

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

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

[ donot car e

| would even sell my soul but | can still hear the music

it feels sogood
when you candét find your
and you know that the scissors no longer reach every corner

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

like a monster like a killer incapable of empathy

like breivik
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O portocalin ascunsn sub An orange hidden under a milky white towel
Dupami ezele din copilnrie “n The childhood afternoons when | was taken to the barber shop,
cu soarele rotund ‘Halb the round white sun,
pol ei n delentontodhdate, glossing over the winding streets,
reflectandu-se n oglinzile refelected in the mirrors
makhilor urcate pe trotuare intr-o rann, of the cars with their lateral wheels on the sidewalks,
soarele ce fncelfa@elgport abi | e thesunwhich made bearable even the facades
blocurilor de la marginea acelui cartier muncitoresc o of the building apartments from the skirts of that proletarian
portocalhAh ascunsn sub un pros neighbourhood an
emo’ld aceasta pe care o resimt de fiecare data orange hidden under a milky white towel is
cand intuiesc pe piele mirosul de lo"ldne ieftin the feeling that | get each time
ciudata familiaritate a saloanelor when | take a smell of cheap lotion on skin
schldate “n luminn sinteti ch. thecuriousintimacy of the parlors

bathe in synthetic light.

)
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Copiii din Hamelin Hamelin children
am fumat ca Kerpii Tn toamna aia. peste drum de we smoked like snakes that autumn. across from
targul de vechituri, in cafeneaua mica din Karlsplatz in care the flee market, in the small coffe shop from Karlsplatz in
am tanijit which
‘Ham ras, we lingered
t u a i'dt un pabhét delgnri uitat pe masa and laughed,
de | ©ngh noi , you snatched the cigarrete pack forgotten on the table
apoile-am f umat cu pofthnh next to us,
‘Ham ras afterwards we eagerly smoked them
vor bi nd d e'l#despre ruihete aromsinucideri and laughed
din care ietltam cu capetele bandajate while talking about disease and the ruins of some suicides
razand from which we would come out with our heads in bandages
laughing
W clipa de atunci at ©r nn | ©n g andthat momentfromthen hangs in the air | can
sn ~ nt i Hahoati®n a hold out my hand and touch it
cineva ciHhpase pu somebody cracked open a bit
o UH'RAlspecial pentru noi a small door just for us
cO©t sh intre |l umina cu so the light would go in together with
to"Hluturii ei cu r asul nostru contagios all its butterflies and our contagious laughter.

)
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cand vestea a ajuns la mine am simitinevoia sh

strig prin

banda

ad

ezivn pr

cemi cupr i ns digneu-ina sepeafa d |
trng@mduwnt re mal

,

H amintirea nchn

“n noaptea

mni ’Wdam amenin Btor

Vi

e . cu an

Hganduruunate, pl i nn
prietenul meu din nord m -a placat in iarba din fa"al muzeului

'H haotic

antrenat de o dorin"RBlimprevizibil n
convins ca'hitine cn disperarea se consum in doze mici

dar i ubirea
orice pesticid mai tare
decéat napalmul

ar dea

eram un dinam

"nAuntru

i n

ma
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and everything stood still

when the news had reached me | felt the need to

cry out through the duct tape through the hands

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

and the memory is still vivid: years ago,

in the night with full moon and dark thoughts,

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

| was moving in a menacing and chaotic manner

| was a dynamo

engaged by an unforseeable lust

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

but love was burning inside stronger than
any pesticide stronger
than napalm
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dar eu aHi vrut snmnizbesc de ceva din care 8 galgaie however | would have wanted to clash into something that
via bl 91 ‘Hroiascn would gurgle
un alt fel de a in"elege tot ce tmim life would stream

another way of understanding everything we experience

‘H’Hiu nu a mai fost timp s n-"Hspun cn and |I know that there wasnot
W eu mn simt singur I myself am feeling lonely

‘Hn burta mea crelle o gaurm pe care nu o poate umple nimic a hole in my stomach in growning and nothing can fill it

o fnpturn pe jumpeéajemdeapé ud acreature half made of cork half made of stone

“n cele difesur mhn am " n evantually | understood:

copi il din Hamel i n au c u n o the children from Hamelin knew the loneliness of the drug
nebunia the insanity

WM spaima de a fi rnt nci t dr un andthe fright of losing the path they courted

poezi a Hsaigdulc n intr-ozi the maniac poetry and the suicide one day

melancolia ne vaméngdia@a o0 ma mn nostalgia will comfort us like a mother

copiii pierdu "H  copiii du’Hlla spital 'Huita™H the lost children the children taken to hospitals and
aminte’He-mi tu Tnceputul spune-mi cn forgotten

lumea era o pajitle desfiHiratn la picioarele noastre iar noi remind me the start tell me that

fnceaamdaeenr atel ea poezie the world was a field laid at our feet and we

versuri ce treceau de la unul la altul 'Hardeau caartificiile were truly making poetry

prin camere de hot el sauHpr i n verses that passed from one to another and burned like

)
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aveam arogan &l celor pentru care lumea nu se

"mparte “ nt rHénvin'kh v i (mivisasent i

cu Carson’H Truman ‘HTennessee
n New Orleans

| ©ngnhn cimitirul di

ale negrilor Jazzul

pe o prisp

n

car e

mn Vvi sasem ap &Hinnoaptea pola i |

sub aurora boreal
cu to"Hai mei, Tn sfar’kt liberi
lovi "Hle o fericire cumplit 1)

n

)

S € a
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d
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fireworks

through hotel rooms or through studios riddled with books

we were young and drunk and

we had the arrogance of the p
split between winners and losers (I dreamt of myself

among Carson and Truman and Tennessee on a porch

in New Orleans

near the cemetery from which you could hear the drawled
songs

of the blacks the Jazz

after that | 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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¢cmpreunn 1000 W
lui Andrei Dosa
Oricat de sus-hr ridica, nra u ¢ d ngices n

indeajuns de sus pentru tine

"Ham 'téptit in timp ce T"Hootriveau microfonul
pentru un scurt
cncercai sn |l e deschi
ehecurile memorabile ale astronauticii i
Gagarin era istorie

‘HWehrner von Braun era de mult istorie
‘Haleptam sn pice din cer un omule"fh costum spa’idl

zZi ochi i

sn coboare “n spiralnAn poGnn | a
cu bra’ele pline de minun A'lHmade in china

Am fumat pe scheln “mpreunn
Am furat scrumierele din camer
Ne-a m r n s tHeptiHcareane vibrbeau

despre sisteme’iicombina”Himpreun
Am cucerit femeile plictisite din frumosul ora 'Hmpreunh

)
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Together 1000 W

for Andrei Désa

No matter
hight enough for you
| whispered to you while they were adjusting the microphone

at a brief crosscountry 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 | 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

how high they adjust

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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facebook

Am spart becurile isterice car
lcam fAcut gsad bxemiuidtee i nvi di e | a
Le-am luat banii 'Ham fugit la mare Timpreunn

L-am chnutat pe punkerul edi ~ mp

Am ajut at
Le-am dat halvi"A’H propolis, le -am Tncurajat
cumne-am priceput mai
Am vnzut
motoar el

zvantandu -ne la soare

“nai

nt e

bntr ©ni ci

“n sevraj

bi

ne ~mpreu

c o'iplbsoiyd de snrotate turandu -H

| ©ngn un Cri st auri:t
Am inventat noi coridoare aeriene 'Ham luat-o pe acolo

peste pietle Hterasele sclipitoare impreun
[-am uimit cu educa’ld noastrn frumoasn, cu farmecul
nosttunnuci tor,

e

s N

r

e’

a nhite infipte tn iabdionpreurchy

nceapn

furtuna.

and they werendt even aware of
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 Hamelin children

(unul rnmas ~n ur mn) (one left behind)
¢cnch mai am momente “~n car e ~ Therestil are times when | feel like crying
de fericire pentru un vers. out of joy for a line.
mMiu chA e o prostie. Il know that i1itds fooli sh.
Oamenii mari nu fac asta. Adults dono6ét do that.
Nu, oamenii serio’Hinu fac asta. No, decent people dondot do th
R dacn mn g©ndesc |l a creierulAnd if | think about my brain
l ucrarea nalHmrii desnvOr the perfect work of the nature,
nu descopnr minunea, | candt see the marvel,
ci 0 bormakhn stricatn but a broken drill
data pe mana unui imbecil. handled by an imbecile.
Atiu chA oamenii onorabili au ¢lkonwthathonorable people have a better opinion
despre umanitate. about humanity.
Eisen f "ekd. They fraternize.
THimprumut r desfichitoarele de conserve. They lend each other can openers.
THadmir i unul altuia golul They reciprocally admire the emptiness
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ce | i -msfarfurt.ascn laid on their plates.
Intr -o noapte am urcat pe acoperiHil unui bloc One night | climbed on the rooftop of a building apartment
de 26 de etajéi a m v N z Hiltscufondat with 26 floors i | saw the drowned city
‘Hm-am gandit cum ar fi. and thought about how it would be like.

)
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Pregntiri Preparations

Atuncimi-a spus pentru pri ma dat a Thatwasthe firsttime when she told me that my writing

“nt ort oc h éekeyeHnid mu-Hdore'lie s was convoluted, t hat she doe
inNlel eagn ceva di n-aproneaitetdl e me | e tounderstand

in fa"klcu zvelte"el uimitoare cu care aiintoarce pe anything of my poems; she threw everything

dos pielea unui curcan t ©O©nnr . inmyface withthe same grace you would turn
asistente’Hdoctori, infirmiere 'Hbrancardieri, ayoungt ur keyds skin inside out.
estropia™HH cancerch prreau cu to iHni 'He nurses and doctors, caregivers and stretcher bearers,
manechine uitate de optzeci de ani in depozite maimed and cancerous men all looked like

subterane, alunecand acum, in halateleHin manekins that had been forgotten for eighty years in
pijamalele lor jerpelite, intr -un du -te-vino lipsit subterranean warehouses,

de sens. Puteai ghici ch se p nowslipping, in their hospital gowns and in

expoziHe b r u-a&@ivithila izMicnit Tn plans, their ragged pyjamas, in a meaningless oscillating motion.
apoim-a rugat sn o conduc poO©nn | You could have guessed that a ball or a brutal exposition was
bhanr bat f A rHaptac&opsritldain mana being organised. She looked at me and burst into tears, then sh

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 Bakérk¢©°y Letter from Bakérk?®y
aHvrea s mai pot scrie cum scriam acum cinci, acum | would like to still be able to write as | used to five,
‘Hpte ani, aHvrea sn mai pot fuma nep nsntor ' seven years ago, | would like to still be able to smoke
sarcastic “n | umi neasablancip i | dismissively and
femeia de | ©ngn mi rddules’i f i sarcastically in the light of the bar lamps as in casablancand
v 0 r b e-la#deasafprintre pahare H ceHi the woman next to me would be softer than her shawl and

her words would snooze amidst glasses and cups

intr-o duapmi azn de mikleptdupndriaperi ¥ o ona Wednesday evening | would wait for her behind the
cuochiiinjectaH s n mer gem | &z'mpe of curtains
b a n’Blsii uitnm ce-am pierdut 'Hsn ne batem joc de with bloodshut eyes in order to go the the movie s and sit on
restul a
bench and forget what wedve
rest
atatea adic’iH H subterfugii ca st mn simt céat de cat so many addictions and quibbles just to feel somewhat
confortabil c¢c©nd am crezut comfortable when | thought that | had to give everything
pentr u po e ZHadelicatéttirtdarioanmeli for poetry give up the subtilities and the haggles
pentruunsunet n u ma i al tAu pentru for a sound that was only yours for something you could
numiintr-o  z i adevnr-ntrebace-apadesr one day call truth and then you would ask yourself what is

)
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‘Hice e in definitiv poezia

W nu mai ai raspunsuri numali
mu c e g n i tha oameni lacf@de vulgari ca 'Htine

H cO©te o bntr©nnhn cu privir
pantofii tutur or Hdeathteavemm
nevoie cum spunea poetul olandez menno: ceva ce

" mp AKEH cd o mann de idio "Hrecuperabili la fel ca

tine unul dintre pu “lHele ganduri din care mai iradiaz h

o cO©t de Ti cn speran

st ai |l a o masiiscli©nghn
nu te vede niHmieagineatagantai c n |
viea snh te mai d "Hocoareai c i
seara de septembrie te inveléte in vath

acum

ri

departe de barurile in care am scris poeme acum cinci,
acum Hpte ani, departe de barurile de la marginea
ora’Hilui care THumile 'He po€iHam crezut cn trebuie

)

truth
and what is poetry after all

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

and now youdre sittingeeat aand
writing
nobody sees you this image gives you a warm feeling you
woul d never want to | eave a

the september evening is cloaking you in cotton

far from the bars where | wrote poems five,
seven years ago, far from the bars at the skirts of the
town that humiliates the poets | thought that you need
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to give everything for poetry | gave everything for poetry
all the romantic short -circuits that | could not
avoid listen to me:

sn dai toul pentru poezi e
toate scurtcircuitele romantice pe care nu le-am putut
evita -mascpétmine:

nuda totul p e ntercwbrigheiaeppve’e j ocn dondt give everything for poe
cumtrecmall ni | e -theucdue Nnsi ngur Nt e at the carspassing by rejoice over this privacy
a ta pe care nu dn ni meni of yours that nobody gives

cinstit pe care-| po"Hace honest thing you can do

)
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Deitept-atddintde o mireasmn
pentru care, cnAtre -ldami azn, T
pe bntr ©nel ul Filip, grndinar
Cu sur ©sul l arg i mOi ni del i
Ltii ~ nendtrred Teinzdrei, cei dint
ur mnr esc cu bl ©ndeTe proc
De.a |l ungul aleilor ce coboarn
grisieiwl nstari tseimteri, “~nAal Ton
n pulberea verii.

Mai “ncolo, cimiilirul “Ti rei
"ntrerupt de cu seara, ~mpins
Ltii ~ nendtrredpissii diel e se dezmol

printre flori, prin unghere,

se harjonesc,

adul nreaern
l e zbO©r no©i e:

mustnATi
natur a

comuni

cn

prin

cur i

)

oase

A morning dance

Suddenly awakened by a sweet smell

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

with his wide smile and delicate hands.

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

Along the alleys sloping from the hill,

you come across yourg shoots, growing quickly

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

You know where to head for fi 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 poartn: cu mer s Agateopens: with graceful steps, a young woman
pnielte “n stradn. O privelti walks intothe street. You watch her with delight from the
iar ea ~Ti zOmbelhtreadBbispar e window,
apoi se aratn din nou. she smiles at you. She &des away through an arch,

then appears again.
Undansmati nal . Un capriciu. O joi

A morning dance. A whim. A game.
I-ai pune pe frunte frunze de laur. You would place laurel leaves on her forehead.
Foarte “"ncet, prin pnrul f et e Verygently,abreeze whispers through her hair.

ca peste o plajn presnratn c u asoverabeach strewn with delicate golden scales.

)
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iubescacelor a i | love that city
al vrea ca dimineaTa asta sn |wishthis morning had your hands
pentru cn noaptea a fost ad®©n forthe night was deep and cold
dadoOncn i reced6, am putea spodeep and cobagdé6, we coul d
ca o gurn de filosof like the words of a philosopher
ratncitn printre file lost in pages
intunecate of darkness
al vrea ca dimineaTa asta sn |wishthis morning had your shoulders:
talger acoperit de o piele trandafirie, a platter covered in a rose-coloured skin,
sub care pulseazn altrii pr i e the stars, friendly, throbbing beneath it.
iubesc acel oral “ndepnrtat | love that distant city
in care au botezat lumina where they called
bl ©ndn a " nser Ari i the gentle light of dusk
cu numel e tnu. by your name

)
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From the confessions of a female fracturist

pe zi ce trece “ncerc sn mnA s dayafterdayltrytochange
dar creierul meu paranoi ¢ Vv ed butmyparanoic mind sees only the threat
“n orice gest “n orice mil car inanygestureinany motion of the people around
ce sn fac, ce sn | as de | a mi whatshouldIdo,whatshould I give up
ca sn fim fericiTi? for us to be happy?
ochii me i asiatici sunt ~ mbl © myAsianeyes are tamed
de imaginile pe care mi le aduci zambind by the visions you bring when you smile
ca pe un bucheTel de vi ol et e likeabouquetof parma violets
ochii mei petrochimici my petrochemical eyes
peste care coboarn amurgul ¢ dusk falls on them as on a field of flaming oil rigs
fl Acnh &
& only next to you could | walk naked
numaicutnem-al putea pli mba goal A inaforeigntown like a faithful creature
prinr-un oral necunoscut ca un a withsomething hard and moist betwe en its lips
cu ceva tare [i umezit “ntre

| love your white teeth, the resoluteness of a certain gesture
© mi plac dinTii tAi al bi, f er inthe middle of the night

)

Translation
Calé

May 2018



Translation Café, Issue189
Poems by Claudiu Komartin
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Alice Berescu

61
“n toiul nopTi i if you wanted to break me apart
dacn ai vrea sn mn distrugi you would choose precisely this touch
ai alege dinadins aceastn at i thehotbreathon cold skin
rnsufl area fierbinte pe pi el e yourhands caressing my body
mainile tale mangaindu -mi trupul as if it were a black wall, its plaster sliding away
ca pe un zid negru din care curge mortar &
& it is merely a collective hysteria that keeps us together
numai o isterie colectivn ne skintoskin, arteries uselessly hanging
draining the crushed inert body
trunchi | ©ngn trunchi, artere
inrigolacor pul ui dobor ©t [ i i nert andifitwereonlythe narcosis
of the sick night of BArnhAgan,
i dacn ar fi numa i nar coza on top of filthy apartment blocks / and my obsessive dream
nopTi i bol nave a bnrnganului, in which a dogd6s heart
deasupra blocurilor mari |Ii m twitches in my numb hands from 3:45 to 3:48
“n care o inimn de cnTel ~ mi in the morning
zv©cnelite “n palmele amor Tit e Ishrinkcompletely and disappear into a mousehole
di mi neaTa &
mrn fmacn de too diusmade Hhomrr ec nowlamcam
& my feelings of shame and contempt
sunt cal min acum dondét touch you
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rulinea mea amestecatn cu di s ifmyhairturned gray overnight
te lasn indiferent you would look at me and tell me the same trifles, forever
d acn p Aaralbl pesteinoapte
m-ai privi (i ai spune acel eal someNovemberday

my head will fall off
intr-o zi de noiembrie and sink into the ground with a hollow thud
capul mi se va desprinde you want me to choose darling
infigdndu-s e " n pAMO©nt cu un buf neibutmyhipsaretoo narrow for me to decide
mn pui sn aleg, Tubitule
dar eu am [loldurile prea str © Ifigdetlyell | hammer nails into your sex

throughout this city each fool
mn zbat TimsexTi bat cuie thinks they can share their opinion
“n oralul hsta toTi prol tidi but my rebellion looks to them like a thick -bladed knife
cred icfpot da cu pArerea grown from the sternum
acum revolta mea | a papbpasdn c

crescut chiar din stern.
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Un anotimp in Berceni A season in Berceni
“nceaTamintdts 1 try to remember:
ai dormit “n paturi de gheaTn yousleptinice beds
i ar o c-auiplimbatni s and your eyes travelled
prin “nchperi strnine through strange rooms
pe chipurile raAavalite on disheveled faces
[ nimic nu a “nflorit ~n and nothing had blossomed
“"ntunericul dinnuntru in the darkness inside
obilnuithn cu uzura cu f or mel e usedwiththe shabbiness to the shapes
tAcute ale suferinTei of the silent suffering
pocitania “Ii cerea dreptur i | themonsterwas claiming its rights
darl i mbaj ul avea muchiil e zi mT butthe speechhadindented margins
i totul se impregnase cu and everything was drenched in
mirosul de torfn al mor Ti.i the slut scent of death
frumuseTe, tu cOntnAreai ma i p beauty, you weighed less
decéat fumul! than smoke!
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upuri fnrn c¢u youclasped flawless bodies
ea crezoOnd c n youslashed their skin thinking that
unge | a suf | e thiswayyou could getto the soul

try to remember:

nmas all that is left
i zibiln is nothing but an invisible mouth
nut nci oasn a crooked vicious mouth
that swallows everything,
mi c but feels nothing at all

try to remember

)
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¢n nopTile c©nd | un
iar cnrTile sunt bn
care demult nu mai
ca pentru un copil salvat de animale,
limbajul mi se pare insuportabil.

un i az secat “n mi]j
("n jurul meu | ucr e
pecarenuleal putea desc
fArn sn “ngheT de r
al vrea sn fiu un a
un sAl batic ce i

fredonand cantec e

Refugiu

lui Kristofer Flensmarck

S i

Translation Café, Issue189
Poems by Claudiu Komartin
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Alice Berescu

ncopate

a se <cio
r oni i n
nspund

-~

l ocul phn

azn mal i
rie
ul i ne 1

nal fabet
mOngoO©i e
printre

scanteia sa stins, dar ecoul primelor cuvinte
continun

“n

car e

s N
v ul

tul bur e

pea

’ I

Vi zui na
privelte

)

65

cn

ep
| a

du

p ©
c

u

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
| cannot describe them
without freezing with shame or with fear.)

| 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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fruntea ~ ncet i thensoftlylicking its forehead
totul a fost doar hoping it was all just a misunderstanding.

¥
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Asta am devenit This is what | have become
¢n anii nAitia am “nvAaTat cn pThese years | 6ve |l earned that
pot hri “~n pat, pot scrie | can jump on the bed, | can write
sau ot sA nu milc un deget or sit and not lift a finger
cn tot o snAn mi se urce | a cap itwilstlleventually gotomy head
pot shn mn gGndesc |l a lucruri | can think about nice things
sau sn transpir de unul si ngu orsweatalonein somerooms
ch tot nu o sn cred for I will still not believe
n O sSh -promic cr ede | will still be unable to trust anything
nimic nu “mi foloselte nothing is of any use to me
nimic nu “mi foloselte nothing is of any use to me
m-e | ene [i seninedch sA stau pe |1 dm sick and tired of working
sA lucrez ca un roboTel | apon like alitle robot made in Japan
lacevacenro sn semene “n final on something that will not resemble
nici cu un porsche nici a porsche or
cu-o treierntoare a thresher
suntdintre c e pe care |l umea i arl dm one of those people that
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p©nnh scoate untul d
stAnm scufundaTi pon
i nu spunem nici u

snNn nu ne tul burniAm
S 1 n-oia maartea inainte
nilte omuleTi ne’  nc
"ntre fnlcile unui
setat pentru autodistrugere

noi nu avem nume noi nu avem viitor
nu ~ mi e fricn nu
asta am devenit.

i n
n |

n c¢
“ntr

rez

ei

a got

uv ©ont

€ noi

mecani

 mi

)
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and walks me off of their feet

we are up to our necks immersed in the hot sand

and wedOre sitting in silence
so t hat dsterb ehch otbet

so that we prevent death from getting in first

a few little people sceptic and quiet

in the jaws of a mechanism

set for self-destruction

we dondt have a name we donodt
| & m anfortai d anymore | dm not af
this is what | have become
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Romanian Oddity Romanian Oddity
Am vnzut | ocul " n care oameni | 6ve seen the place whelge peo
acolom-am " ndrngostit de o f emei thereiswherelfellinlove withayellow woman
pentru care eram o ciudnTeni e because shewas an oddity from another world:
un Tigan poliglot a chrui voc apolyglotgipsy whose voice resonates in the silence
unui foarmatiomn 1 ocuit de 10 mi |l iofaghosttown inhabited by 10 million little robots.
cOnd am renunTat sn mai cer ~ whenlrefused to ask for understanding and warm th,
m-am desprins deo plhen®ern diic ab u dit |broke apartfrom the world as in a Buddhist tale
iar corpul meu a plutit pentru o vreme and my body floated for a while
printr-un hnu plin de neo&ne [ i cthrough an abyss filled with neon lamps and optic cables fi
intr-o clipn totul a ars, ~n f aT inaflash everything burned, before my eyes
"mpnienjeni Ti de dorinTn 1 n webbed with desire and madness,
ca o peliculhA cu manechi ne c a likea filmwith dummiesthat mimic human motions
din vremea filmului mut. back from the days of the silent movies.
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blues blues

a ‘'nt©rziat puTin, [i e at ©t a shearrived a bit late, and there is so much simplicity
f-at ©ta frumuseTe “n gestur i | e andbeautyinhergestures
cOnd oboarn [i trontelte por whenshe steps outofthe car and slams the door
apoi se “ndreaptn spre mine r headingtowards me with a smile

mOi nile ulor depnhAartate de herarmsslightly lifte d from her body

ochi.i mar i ca nilte car af e herbigeyes like jars filled with honey
vieau sn mn “ncolncesc | ©ngn [|wanttowrap myself around her chest
din care nopTile de toamnn f a fromwhichautumn nights make small fireplace

“n care cO©nth un saxofoni st n whereablack man plays the sax

[ unde toate ale casei sunt where all the household items are carefully placed
facol o sn ador m, “n sforiit: there | shall fall asleep, finally:

sn ador m. | shall fall asleep

)
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Mi se cuibnArelite |l a piept ca
Cu oase de cauciuc.

De-abiacesa " nserat, c¢cn Daria ~ mi
ii “1i vernAn boticul printre n
l ar eu privind “n continuare
veci na mea -pscaesfettarula plimbare
(adineauri, tocurile ei “nalt
acum aproape ch -bee simt adoOnc
“n pnnmoGntéul <cl ei os

ii gonduri dintre cele mai cu
ca un sobor de vrnbili |l a sacu

Degeaba Tmi atinge cu nasul lobul urechii, adulmecandu-mn

| -ncer c@mid astiAr agn
gO©ndul

cu
“n
tample

]

ur ul

“n
mi

atenTia, ch

altn parte,
I

eunntur i

or

)

~

sar
certr

Moths

It nestles in my chest like a tiny gymnast

with rubber bones.

It hasndt been | ong since th
arms

and shoves her muzzle in my carelessly button up shirt.

As | continue to watch from the window

how my favorite neighbor is walking her setter.

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

in the sticky ground i

and the purest thoughts immediately come over me

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

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

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

around the quarrelsome kittens, blood pumpes in my temples
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iar cO©teva picnturi de sudoar andafew drips of sweat fall on the carpet
ca nilte monede aruncate ~ n a asiftheywere coins tossed in the water.
Ui tre bine: “n lumina scnzutn Takeagoodlook: i n the | ampds di mm
vorbele mele sunt nilte f1l ut u mywordsarelike moths
bajbaind printre draperii. swarming through the curtains.

)
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Tornando al paese Tornando al paese
¢cn adol esamdonmtT n, mi During my teenage, | wanted
o reconciliere cu locul acesta, to reconcile with this place,
pe care nu | “nTel&geam i ¢l didndt understand and that
fi totuli, era singura mea | e butstil it was my only connection to an existence
ale cnrei ecouri “1i fnceau r whooés echoes were calmly maki
un ornAlean capricios, vul ner a awhimsicaltownsman, vulnerable
[ mult prea stoO©ngaci, and way too clumsy
printre buruieni [i prundil ur amongtheweedsand gravel,
cu insectele care milunau ~ n thatwere swarming with insects,
nu departe de lacul cu ape aurii not far from the lake with golden waters
sub acelali soare ce presar A underthe same sun, glazing now, as it did back then,
o zgurn fierbinte peste | ucr u ahotslagoverthe odjects and creatures.
Oamenii sunt dintotdeauna la fel: People have always been like this:
i mpasibili “n faTa suferinTei unmoved by the suffering
[ ne "  ndurntori cu-i,cei mai s | and relentless to the weak ones. As | am looking at them,
"nTeleg cn, aici, viaTa mea a |lunderstandthat here, my life is more connected
mai mult cu ritmurile ani mal el totherhythm of the small animals

)
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pe care TnhArani. l e urnsc sau hated by peasantsor treated with disregard.
Printre ei, mama mea decepTi o Amongthem, my disappointed mother
i tatnl médel imbsuemtzi’tn sf ©r [ iandmyreclaimed fatheri although | am finally
acadmdr uneor.i nilte figuri t 1homelfi sometimes they resemble tragic characters beneath th
[ nici o scnhnpare bloody sky
[ nici o consolare nu | e va andnoescape
decét intr-un tarziu. and no solace will overrun their hearts

unt i | itds too | at e.
Bucurd ti-Cornetu,sept. 2008 Bucurd ti-Cornetu,Sept. 2008
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de And after four hundr ed

r dtpdccuav ipnet edre peal e r n s lwill break you like a fish fi your words are hunting

ciocnindu-sedef i ecar e obi ect pr i n 7 n hitting against each object through messy rooms
| enTa | or va b©ntui al e and their violence will still h unt the dwelling even after four
ci sondele de petrol ° hundredyears
vei fi o Il egendn pent r whentheoil drills will keep burning
“n delertul radi oact i andyouwil beconsidered alegend among mutants
born in the radioactive desert.
adO©nc poate intra acul Howdeepcanthe needle pierce through the vein
ca Tipntul sn sf ©fie beforethe scream slashes through the metallic net of the dawn?
etul “mpovne at i g ©n d My soul is burdened and my thoughts are frozen
cn nimic nu se va schi because nothing will changed before the sun
ribul eascn “n gol ul tumbles down in the void
e absenTa ta.d Va fi c u caused byyour absence. It will surely be latefi
ei mai privi cu di spr e youwil nolongerlookat me with contempt
n gGndac “n care ai vr asyoulookatabug atwhich youwould throw with an apple
VOI "ncerca sn nu pl ©nand | 0611 try not to cry befor

ar

eu

)
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cu spectrul znd#am nimadiralintran ed @ with its specter of vanity rummaging through my guts
O shn te r Utpdathta pe un pe | will break you like a figih nothing more.
Apoi,doar “ntuneric i pace. After which, nothing but darkness and peace.
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Framling

offends me

The innocence in the gestures of those immigrants,

i eve

an

cred “n nimic | because | dondét bel

mai sper | stopped hoping

acasn | i vreau becauselwanttobehome and as far away from home ad can
ai ci i vreau d becauselwanttobe here and | want to be there

sn fiu | nsat ~ n becauselwantto be leftalone

e

u

ui t e

t e

| a
a

)
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camidrpagroistear sal pe f
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am vhAzut aeroporturile ~ nTes a |haveseenairports crammed
oamenii ci vi lalztaelpt-l@in disasorzebnonrit with civilized and solemn people waiting to take off
i am vAzut zeci de porumbei and | have seen dozens of doves
scoT@ridwechi i pentru c¢c©teva f r peckingtheireyes outfor afew crumbs of bread
intr-o piaTn oduiopei i ni ma E in a square from the heart of Europe
mana e la loc in colivie the hand is back in the cage
gura are gratii the mouth has bars
aripile chircite zvacnesc in zadar the stunted wings toil in vain
seinnegresc they blacken
i se scuturn. and shed their feathers
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tarziu late
ne “nv©Ortim n | oc, bombnni nd wearespinningin place, nervously grumbling
[ ne |l ovim “n rnstimpuri f r u andslapping ourforeheads
“ncercindg®dss$iim o scuzn, just i tryingto findan excuse for you, explanations

2

carélisfd mbl ©nz e as amintreal e i e t € thatwould better your memory, although it is late

i toate cuvintele pe care |leand all the words that wedre
sunt acol oalocsigubintinear bn, | are there, under the grass, in a safe place inside you

ca un mesaj extraterestru pe care nimeni like a messageout of space which no one

nu va-l tdiesmi dlifdesgf@nt r u a will know how to open and decipher

poate chA acum te sucelti gemi maybe now youdre turning waald
cu unghiile poate cn ~Ti “nfi with your nails maybe youdre
poate-a i gnsit ceva frust de i ub maybe youdve found somet hing
[ noi ne evitnm unul al t ui a andwe are both avoiding eye contact (we have be

venit | a fel de " ndarnAatnici c come as stubborn as you) we long to

"ncurajnm cu cuvintele tal e c encourage ourselves with your words at moments when
cuvintele asteanus de gnsit [i satisfathese precise words candt be
rnut hcioasn strAlucind ~ n t ot maliciously glowing into this darkness

)
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RAt Acirea The wondering

l a cOteva snpt-amOdus diupngreap @ afewdays afterthey took you to the burial place

nilte veci nunsaflatlam@ni t ~ntr some neighbors cane to us in a haste
SN ne spawmninviIcanut epe un c¢cOmp and told us theydve seen you o
c apul -asaundeasgprintre crengile your head was hiding among the branches
unui prun desfrunzit of a leafless plum tree
ai  fi zis c¢ch e un norilor cu p looking like alittle cloud with hair and ears, you could say
darauirecunoscut de departe gur butevenfroma distance they recognized your bad mouth
i privirea pieziln and your sidelong glance
acol o, eamgngileprunalui’ n up there, hanging fromtheplum tr eeds branche
au mai spus: nu se Itie niciod theyalsosaid: you never know what people like him might do
trebuia znvor © wundeva, chiar he should have been put under a lock somewhere,
cum pArea “n sicriu no matter peaceful
he seemed in the coffin
[ noi s pe-nke a &an agcans lEne,dine and frightened we swore that we hid you well, well enough
i chA sigur nu te mai scul ai d and that surely this time you will stay there
i ei nu, c¢cn trebuia sn te ~ ng andtheywere like no, we should have buried you deeper
i tot ala p©motler miiuaitp niki®nwell tsiand so on 6till the day, when
de rachiu of brandy was finished
ala cn -aeciaii iuist at o datn | a 1 sotheneighbors glanced at us one more time and nodded

)
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[ i-auslus and they left
ch doar se -aceumilniaswel tdiemu | p N h r as the last glass of brandy was finished by now
noi acuma drmaceen unde sn mer ge m andwe wondered now whatto do where to go on the fields
i crhn-amoif Amait datori a and saying that our duty was done
snp©nd o groapn frumoasn, fr um weduga nice hole, anice hole
punandu-Ti | a cap o cruce “~naltn, putatallcrossatyourhead, atall cross
del i mul Ti zi ceau although many were saying
n-are el nevoie de asta unde se duce he wondt need it where heds go
multtimpne-am sf Atuit dacn sn mer ge forawhile we wondered if we should go and towards where
i cdim scronvingemnapa@pul sA vi nn andhow shouldwe persuade your head to come back
cn doar barcagi ul al teaptn 1 forboat man was waiting and the
fnrn cap without head
“n zilele senine, mered encz@te On cl ear days, thereds al ways
ielind din soopbppuerazfn care him
[ noi umbl Am ~ n t o altvem inuplecii | e coming out of the holl ow where he usually sleeps
and we worryingly wondering e

to convince him

Tn vreun fel. somehow.
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La debarcader At the unloading dock

aThe green |l eaf cushions the aThe green | eaf cushions the
or the chil démediyxlaop, | uffs in or the childds boat | uffs in
and we are where we were. We and we are where we were. We
(Robert Lowell, aThe Lessondé) (Robert Lowell, aThe Lessond)
Candsensereazn, copiii ’“-:i& nc uwmaa | When darkness falls, the children still laugh,
sub privirile pierdute “"n dep splashing each other with water
Ceva se strecoarn printre | uc underthefaraway gazes of their grandparents.
cum©i nil e tale, dar se | asn f uSomethingslipsamong things, something that wants
copaci Ii frunze “nvnAluite de tobetickled, butitlets itself driftin the water,

treesand leaveswr apped in the | ight
La doar c©Tiva pali, ziduril e Justafew stepsaway, the shattered stone walls seem to
bAtr ©nil or rAbdAtori, resemble
Tinenidu n fol net wmhmiezbil ©nd al d patientold men,
l ecTia de liniite. teaching, in the gentle rustle of evening

the lesson of silence.

Razele sawmltAnwmid twi oai e The rays are lively guides
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pe malul imbrobonat de sclipiri 8t e bucuri [ i a onashore studded with sparklesfi you rejoice and you run
cu genunchii juliTi cntre c¢hi withyourscratched knees to the juice stall,
“mbrnAaTilond forme (i voci, ~ n embracingshapes and voices, insatiably swallowing
culorile ransfr©nte "~ n undel e thecoloursreflected in the ripples of the water. Lively faces
pOl p©i e “"ncn o clipnnkaedehban glimmerfora little longer at the unloading dock, like Chinese

aprinse pentru aceastn snhnr bnt lanterns
lit for this celebration of serenity.
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Interviu cu poetul Claudiu Komartin
AB.. COnd ai i nceput sn scr
determi nant ? Gprimele @lepoeai? ~ mpnr

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

de reflec’'iHde pre-puber prodigios 'Havantat cu lucruri pe care
le citeam Tn cAr"Hle istorie, mai ales, dar 'Hde filosofie d din care
cine 'Hie ce-oi fi In"eles de fapt ¢, totul nnclhit intr-o baie de
lirism r nsfi"ét. Le "lHeam Tn general pentru mine, erau un secret
pe carel mai devoalam & deh, vanituos de mic 8 c ©t e o
" mpmaodu-mn "M de cidte un om pe care voiam ¥
impresionez. Poezie aminceput sn scriu relativ t &rziu (dacn nu
jau in calcul o baladh caraghioasi sau dteva poezii
experimental-hormonale din adolescen™®), oitre sfarhtul

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

Octavian Soviany, care nu mi-a spus niciodati cat sunt de
proaste d sau de promi“ktoare &, ci imi aducea dupn cateva zile
ct e o carte care avea | egntur
in acel moment. Am avut ceva important de ~ n \atrdin metoda
asta.

Q

.
Calé
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Interview with the poet Claudiu Komartin

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

C.K.: When | was about 12 years old, | use to write
something that would resemble prose, a mixture of all sorts of
reflections of a prodigious pre -pubescent, enthusiastic about
mostly things | 6ve r e aslphilosophi®
who knows what | actually understood from them 4, all imbued
in a bath of spoiled lyricism. | usually kept it to myself, it was a
secret | sometimes revealedd well, vain from an early age &
sometimes, as vain as a peacock towards people | vanted to
impress. It was relatively late when | started writing poetry (if |
dondt t ake i nto considerat.
hormonal -experimental poems written in my teenage years),
towards the end of the high school, and back then | used to
show them to my professor, the writer Octavian Soviany, who
never told me how bad, or promising they were 8, but instead,
after a few days, he would bring me a book in the areas that |
was exploring at that moment. | learnt something important
from this method .
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A.B.: InspiraWia in procesul creativ poate fi numit acest proce A.B.: Inspiration in the creative processcan this process
unul premeditat sau mai mult unul spontan? Scrii sub inflé@r labeled as a premeditated process or more of a spontaneous
trririlor de moment sau programatic, cu un scop bine definit? you write under the influence of fleeting feelings or programmati

with a welldefined purpose?

C.K.: aun sdap bei,nedide fpiunnct C. K. : o-dAe f wanleld pur poseao [
ceva in limba de plastic a contemporanilor no’Hri care se ocugi something belonging to the plastic tongue of our
cu speculdai bursiere, management 'H alte pragmatisme de contemporaries that deal with stock brokering, manag ement
genul nsta. Eu nu mnh pricep la ath ceva. Scrii fiinden scrii, nu  and other pragmatisms of such. | am not good at this sort of
existn o explica’ld pentru asta. Sas ea di f er n a thing. You write because you write, there is no explanation for
doar de la un autor la altul, dar 'Hde la un moment al vie Htale it. Or it varies a lot depending not only on the author but also
la urmntorul, Tncat nu po™Hda un rhspuns clar Hdefintivlao on t he di fferent moments ofea
asemeneaintrebare firn sn faci mncar pu™ pe mironosi &l E o clear and definitive answer to such a question without being a

indeletnicire complet lipsit n de rost, pe care o faci dintro bi t prude. ltds a completely
nevoi e pe <care nu e ni ci d e it out of a need that is neither decent nor necessary to explain to
altcuiva. somebody.

A.B.: Cum W-a venit ideea pentru po@inDin confesiunile unei A.B.: How did you come up with the idea of writing the p

fracturiste, narat intto v oce femininn? Ci From the cofessions of a female fracturist, a poem narrated
SimWw cn in sfera poetitiWw construigh o imagine diferifi de cea dir feminine voice? Who is this fracturist? Do you feel that you bu

viaw privati? different image of yourself in the poetical scope different from t
in your private life?
C.K.: Uite at4, m-a enervat voceapi'lgni a H gertrirea’dl a C.K.: Just like that, | was annoyed by a whiney and

)
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unei poete cu idei feministe gre’hte in cap 'H am vrut sn-mi
demonstrez cn pot sn scriu ‘Heu akh oricand. Adic h sh riman eu
fnsumi, dar sh mn pun n pielea unei tipe care are tot felul de
isterii (isteric am fost ‘Heu destulde des,d cn nu pc
c-aHfi sexist, poate cel mult tenden’lds) 'H vrea sn dea leCl
adicn ultimul lucru pe care e cazul snh-l faci in poezie. Sigur o\
folosim mereu tot felul de m AH, de persong ci ne a
cateva randuri autentice 'Hie cn secretul e-n nuanel’H in felul Tn
care THiese aliajul acela dintre faptul de via"Al H cel inventat,
intre experien”® personalni, traitn, 'Hcea imaginatn, intre rnbdare
‘Hurgen™& Autenticismul e o poveste de adormit copiii, ceva cu
care naivii 'H neinildH i se mp N u nideaa mu o
altcevadecdtun e f ect d.eAltfd ourmi dalputearexplica
felul in care nile oameni cu o via'kl foarte neinteresanti scriu
lucruri pasionante, fac expedi'l adanc in mintea 'H sufletul
omenesc,in cele mai in d e p n rHtmaitped cunoscute pnr'H
ale lumii etc. frirn sn fi trecut de col W strnzii, iar oameni cu vie™H
palpitante, mari aman "H mari goleadori, de Hep"iH 'H de’Heptele
lumii nu -s Tn stare 1 scrie 0 singurh paginh (sau o singurn
poezie) care $1 exprime ceva original, ceva important despre ei
TnHH

Q

guarrelsome voice of a female poet with wrong feminist ideas,
and | wanted to prove to myself that | could write like her
anytime. Meaning, to remain true to myself, while stepping
i nto a hysterical womands sh
many ti mes, I canot be acc
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 procgdew 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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AB.: Ai revenit vrieodatn a®sap A.B.: Do you ever go ovegmour old texts? Did you ever feel t
ntdmplat $1nu mai fii de acord cu ideile tale de atunci? Bxj{@bezii your past ideas no longer apply to your current perception? Di
n care nu te mai recuxd? ever have trouble finding yourself in some of your past work?
C.K.: Da, am revenit 'Hrevin. Mai tai cate o chestie care en C.K.: Yes, | did go back, I still do it. | strikethrough the

plus, cate cevacae stricn un text -abiface i rrel evant bits that ruin a
asta, poemul meu e viu cat sunt H eu viu. fji, In plus, unul do so, my poetry will live as long as | live. Furthermore, one of
dintre poe”H mei prefera"Hdintotdeuna e Virgil Mazilescu, un  my all-time favorite poets is Virgil Mazilescu, a worshiper of
fanatic al textului, pentrucare ovirgulisau o | i ni e the textfor whom ever an Em dash or a seemingly unimportant
un cuvant aparent neimportant puteau modifica esen’ldl un word can change the poem entirely.

poem.

AB. A fost caracterizat dr e} AB.Youdve been | abeled as a
care totub se affi intr-o ocrutare compulsivi a frumus@io. EGi de i n 0a compul si ve pursuit of
acord cu aceste afirmia statements?

C. K. : ¢mi pare rnhAu, daurcreut ic C. K. : I dm sorry, but from
intereseazn "n puncaml priuanlei telabelsconcernmebhe | east . | & wo® mdny torle
multn vreme cu el e, nu mai pi with them, |l ©&m not going to f

A.B.: Intensitatea textelor mai scurte pe car@le a s e mr A.B.: In an interview, you compared the intensity of cer
un interviu uno on dduanoiozvicmete prin f r agment s t o obl ows of a hat

visO, a fost acolo din faza incipigérgau este rezultatul unui proces i texts built with this intensity from the beginning or is this some
condensare a ideilor pentauamplifica impactul asupra cititorului? achieved by condensing your ideas, which causes your texts to

)
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Prin ce procedee literare creezi contrastanfedaspansul prezente 1
poeziile tale?

C. K. Dacn sunt , g €H(pe lcareada,des
am cnutat 'H le-am cultivat de cand am inceput sn scriu) “id
indeaproape de structura ta interioarn. Aici po™Hsn pncnle’t
prin erudi l¢, prin cunoa’lerea tuturor tehnicilor 'H a
procedeel or discursive, a fig
un punct . Dacn nu ai chesti a
ni ci oniantant mi ci “nl ocuitn deeon
i mithnh. Duphn ¢l unerers, esn fp ors sciiitor | de
explozi e, s n ’Htendiunii cared ateaptrantiomeantul
potrivit pentru a fi transcrise, dar s 1 nu 'Hii s-o faci, fiindcnnu ai
citit suficient, fiindc A nu ai explorat suficient din punct de
vedere tehnic, formal meseria aceasta. Fiinda literatura, ca
ori ce ar t il mesene dieeasmpamtn, cine crede a e
vorba doar de inspira’lé Htalent va riméane la nivelul amicu el
Picassa.

cntre
f a, eltfel ndi |

)

AB..Spuneai “n ROnduri
cred cn ar trebui s n

greater impact on your readers?
In order to crete these cliffhangers and contrasts in your poems,
techniques do you apply?

C.K.: If present, these sort of intensities (which | have
sought for and cultivated ever since | started writing) belong to
oneds i nner structure. Her e
knowledge of all the discursive techniques and procedures,
figures of speech et c. b mimicioiin
you dondt have it i n you, n o
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 belie
talent will never go beyond 0
AB.In the poem Words to a vy

want to believe that poetry can be turned into an art of generosit
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