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CUVINT INAINTE

Fn biroul directorului de atunci al Editurii Dacia din Cluj-Napoca,
incercam in urmd cu vreo zece ani sd sonddm vilurile viitorului, plds-
muind fel de fel de planuri, dintre care unele avean sd prindd viaid
intru afirmarea culturii romdnesti pesie hotare, Printre altele, proiectam
o serie bilingvd, in traduceri mdiestrite ale unor tdlmact iscusiti fie autoh-
i?;iffie ale unor strdini, cunoscdiori si admiratori de literaturd romand
Zeum era cazul profesorului E. D. Tappe, de la Universitatea din
%ﬁlﬁﬁa’ﬁﬁz i,;;(zfégzz,r(et :;?eri{;prin traducerea unei antologii din proza
seurtd a Ini I. L. Caragiale.

%g_i\ralwn atunsi, o cuvintul inainte la prima volum al seriei bilingve,
un fel de crez al acesieie : . Editurae Dazia din Cluj-Napoca, continuind
o prescupare mai veche, cu serig do fagd isi propune si promoveze mal
sisiematic valorile noastre literare. In acest gind vor vedsn lumina fpa-
r?;‘izi in edirii bilingve opere clasice suu de datd mai recentd, reprezen-
tative peniru poeia, pro¥u sei folelorul rominesc. Versiuni in limbi de

mare circulatie, in tdlmdzirea unor buni specialisti romini sau stréini,
vor [da glas spiritualitdfic romanesti.””t

La B.B.C., pe canclul trei, se transmit la rubrica teatru redisfonic
numai opere clasice fn inlerpretareq unor somitdii ale scenei engleze.
Fntr-o =i, 0 voce, la radio Londra, pdreq cd aduce cu vorba Coanel Zyifica.

Am ascultat mai atent si intr-alavdr s2 transmiten O sorispare pierdutd,

1 1. L. Caragiale, Schife si povestiry - Skerches and Siories, Editura Dacia,

Cluj-Napoca, 1979, p. 2.
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EWORD

o

In the office of the head of the Dacia Publishing House in Cluje

Napoca, we were irying, somo 10 vears ago, to probe inte the veils

of the future, giving rise to all kinds of plans, out of which some were

1o come to life, to the purpose of promoting Romanian cult ahroad.

Among other things, we were envisaging a bilingual series consisting

of masterly transls skilled craftsmen, either Homanian, or

1

foreign connoisseurs or admirvers of Romanian literature, the way it

was with Professor E. D. Tappe, from the University of London, who
actually opened the series by translating an anthology from 1. L. Cava-
giale’s short stories.

I was jotting down, at that time, in the foreword to the first volume

des, a kind of creed for it: ““the Dacia Publishing

5o

of the bilingual

House in Cluj-Napeea, conlinuing a long-standing concern, has in

view, with the present sevies, 1o more systematically promote our
literary values. In this respect, classical or more rocent literary works

will be brought forward in prini, in bilingual editions, works that
are represcntative of Romanian p or folklers. Versions in

languages of world-wide circulation, in the translation of good Roma-
;. - foreion specialists, will voice the Remanian spivituality,”
nian or foveign speciaists, Wil VO the Romanian spimituaidy,
The B.B.C.s third channdl theatre programme only broadeasts
classical works in the interpretaticn of great personalitics of the English

stage. One day, in Lenden, a velce on the radio secmed to sound

Jike Deme Zoit'ca’s. I Hetened move attentndy cnd, dnacod, it was

11, L. Caragiale, Sketches and Stories — Schite si povestire, Dacia Publishing

House, Cluj-Napoca, 1979, p. 2




in tdlmdcirea lui R. D. Smith, soful romancierel Olivie Manning. Fm-
preund, oi wn cungsscut in Bucuresii o bund parte din viate literar-cul-
turald a celei de-a doua jumdidii a perioade: interbelice. L-au cunoscut
pe Sadoveanu la el acasd, pe Zaharia Stencu, care pe atunci scoted
Az, pe alii serittori ai vremii. La cererea publiculut, O scrispare
pierdutid s-a repelal, ceed ce {urma sd aflu ceva mai Hirziu) reprezenie
wn mare succes in materie de teatru radiofonic.

Acwm, cind scriu aceste rinduri, imi aminiesc o afirmagie a aveluiasi
Prof. E. D.Jappe, care, i ntr-o monografie Caragiole publicatd la Tewaine’s
Publishers in Statele Unite — afirmagie confinuld si in prefuia lo
volumul bilingy — spuneq cd: Do il {atrebi pe un roman dacd existd
serittori comici in literatura romind, acesta se va gindi in primul rind
la Caragiale... Prin el, Roménie trdieste in imaginagic noasird cu o
sntensitaie si individualitate asemdndioare arelora cu care Mark Twain
w inzesirat valea riului Mississippi ceva maoi devreme.”?

Asa s-a ndscut seria bilingvd si primul volum: I. L. Curagiale,
Schite i povestiri - Skotches and Storvies, a apdrat in anul 1979.
Foditure Dacia mai publicase in 1972 un volum bilingy, Romanian Poems.
A Bilingual Authology of Romanian Poetry, sub ingrijirea subsemna-
¢ului si a colegului Dumitrie Ciocoi-Pop.

Tntre timp an maei apdrul: Mihai Eminescu Poezit — Poems, pre-
fazd si versiune englezd 'de Roy MiGregor Hustie, 1980; Cu bilet circular
—3With Circular Ticket (o antologie in traducerea Iui Fred Niddban
si John Rathbun, cu p refagd de Mircen Zaciu, note bio-bibliografice de
Sever Trifu), 1983: Lantul de aur, 0 nuveld suedezd de C. A. Wetler-
bergh, tradusd in germand de C. F. Frisch si cu o prefajd de Povl Scarup,

i versiune romineascd de Mihai Eminescu, de fapt o edifie trilingvd,

¢n 1983; Ion Slavi

e . - . 3 P
Nadaban, cu colahoraren lui Ancute Vultur s Leo Hoye), 1987; George

i
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Povostiri — Stovies (in tilmdbzirea lui  Fred

Bacovia, Poomd in oglindd — Poeme dans le mireir (in traduceres {ut

Emanoil Marcu, cu o prefaid de Nicolae Manelescu ), 1988.

2 1. L. Caragiale, Op. cit. p. T

a broadeasting of A Lost Letter in 1he translation of B.D. Smith, the

hushand of the novelist Olivia Manning. Together, they had come in

touch, in Bucharest, with a great part of the literary and cultural
life of the second part of the period betwetn the two wars. They
had met Sadoveanu at his own place, Zaharia Stancu who at that
time was issuing “Today” and other writers of the time. At the
request of the public, A Lost Letter was repeated, a fact which (I was
to find out later) represented a great success in theatre broadeasts,

Now that I am writing these lines, 1 remember a statement of the
afore-mentioned Professor E. D. Tappe who, in a Caragiale mono-
graph published at Twaine’s Publishers in the United Btates — a state-
ment present, as well, in the preface of the bilingual cditicn — says
that: “If vou ask a Romanian whether there are comical writers in
Remanian literatnre, he will think of Caragiale first. .. Through him,
Remania lives in eur imagination with an intensity and an indivis
duality rescmbling the ones with which Mark Twain bad cedowed the
valley of the Mississippi a Little earlier.”?

This was the way in which the bilingual scries wes bern with its
first volume: 1. L. Caragiale, Schite gi povestiri [ Shetches und Stories,
in 1979,

The Dacia Publishing House had issued before, in 1972, a bilingual
volume, Romanian Poems A Bilingual Anthology of Femanian Poetry,
ander the direetion of the author of the present limes together with
the colleague Dumitru ivcoi-FPop.

In the meantime, the following volumes have appeared: Mihas

Eminccen Poezii — Pocms, preface and English version by Roy McGre-
wor Hastie, 1680; Cu bilet circular — With Circular Ticket (an antho-

legy translatcd by Fred Nédiban and John Rathbun with a preface
by Mircea Zacin and bio-bibliographical notes by Sever Trifu), 1983;
The Golden Chain, a Swedish novella by G, A, Wetterbergh, translated
into German by C. F. Frisch with a preface by Povl Searup, Hemanian
version by Mihai Eminescu, in fact a trilingual edition, in 1683; Iow
Slavici, Povestiri — Stories {(in the versicn of Fred Niadaban and his

collaborators, Ancuta Vultur and Leo Hoye), 1987; George Bacovia,

2 1, L. Caragiale, Op. cit., p. 7
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Totd-ne ajungi acum, dupd 10 ani de drum. sd ne aminiim de Ale-
xandru Cdprariu, directorul de atunei el FEdiiurii, si de reugitele care
au incunungs aceste stradanii — desigur tinind cont de faptul cd tra-
ducerile constituic un domeniu restrins din preocupdrile Fditurii Dacia.
Cu un motiv suplimentar de satisfactie: aparific celui de-al optulee
wvolum. care constituie un moment de reald sarbatoare: Ultimele sonete
inchipuite ale lai Shakespeare in traducere imaginard de V. Voiculescu.

Poetul s-a nascut in 1884 inir-o familie de girani, la Pirscov, Judegul
Buzéin. Studiazd la Buzdu si Bucuresti, pentru ca in 1902 sd devind
student la Facultatea de Litere i Filozofie, pe care, insd, o abandoneazd
si absolvé Facultatea de Medicind (1910).

Tu calitate de ,;medic de tard”, Voiculescu isi continud preocupdrile
fierare. j;z(‘e?pc cu emisiuni radiofonice in 1930, iar apoi devine director
al Radiodifuziunii Romdne.

Din 1947, Veiculescu se consacrd exclusiv ayciiv‘iifj;ii literare. Debu-
tase cn versuri in revista ,,Conworbirt lierare”, iar in 1916 i apare
volumul Poezii; apol in tara zimbrului (1918), Pirgd (1921), Poeme
cu ingeri (1927), Destin (1933), Urcus (1937), Intreziriri (1939) —
activitate incoronatd in 1941 de Marele Premiu najional peniru poezie.

Aceastd activitaie poeticd fecundd culmineazo cu volumul Ultimele
sonete inchipuite ale lui Shakespeare in traducere imaginard de V. Voi-
culeseu, care apare in 1964, dupd moartea poetului. Tot postum au mat
apédrut : Povestiri (1966 ; vol. 1 Capul de zimbru, vol. II Ultimul bere-
voi) si romanul Zahei orbul (1970). Mai sint de mentionat doud piese:
Fata ursului (1930) si Umbra (1935).

90 la numdr, sonetele sint scrise intre anii 1954 si 1958 si consti-
fuie .0 experientd arlisticd singulard, st nu numai in arta literelor
noasire. Prin subordonarea lor, in punctul de pornire, la o operd model

]

— in spetd sonetele lui William Shakespeare — ele se indicd drept o

operd de epigonism ; insd prin forta lor liricd, prin plasticitaiea expresiet

i0

Poemd in oglindd — FPoéme dans le miroir (transiation by Emanoil
Marcn, with a preface by Nicolae Manolesen), 1988,

Here we are now, alter a 10 year path, remembering Alexandru
Caprariu, at that time the head of the Publishing House and the
successes that rewarded these efforts - having in view, of course,
the faet that translations represent only a narrow field in the pre-
occupations of the Dacia Publishing House, And we have yet another
reason to vejoice: the issue of the eighth volume, a moment of real
celebration: Shakespeare’s Last Fancied Sonnets in V. Voiculesew’s Ima-
ginary Translation,

The poet was born in 1884 into a peasant family, in Pirscov, Buzan
st and become in 1902

a student of the Faculty of Letters and Philosophy, which he aban-

o

county. He was to study in Buzdu and Bucha

doned to become a graduate of the Medical Facalty (1910}

As a “country-side physician”, Voieuleseu continued his literary
preoceupations. He started working on radio broadcasts in 1930 and
then became the manager of the Tomanian Radio-Broadeasting Come
pany.

From 1947 on, Voiculescu dedicates himself exclusively to his
litevary aciivity. He had had his début in poetry in the review “Lite-
rary Tiseussions” and in 1916 he issues the volume Poems : then In
the Land of the Aurochs (1918), Ripeness (1921), Poems with Angels
(1927) Destiny (1933), Ascen: (1937) CGlimpses (1939) — an activity
crowned in 1941 with the Great National Prize for Poeiry.

Tais fraitful poetic activity culminates with Shakespeare’s Last
Fancied Sonnets in V. Voiculescu’s Imaginary Translaiion, which appears
in 1964, after the poet’s death, Other posthumous works : Tales, (19663
volume I The Aurechs Head, volwme II The Lasi Berevoi) and the
novel Zahei the Blind Man (1970). Two plays are alse to be mentioned:
The Bear’s Daughter (1930) and The Shadow (1935).

The 90 sonnets are written between 1954 and 1958 and they con-
stitute “a unigque artistic experience, not only in the sphere of our
letters. By their subordination, in the starting point, to a model
work — that is, Shakespeare’s sonnets — they pretend to be an

epigonic work: but by their lyrical force, by the plasticity of the

11




roménesti, ele nu sini cu nimic fributare modelului ales, ele se impun
ca un miracol al poexiei neasire, obligindu-ne sé re fectim la o reimsti-
tuire semanticd a termenului de epigonism, operalie care s elimine din
sensul Iui orice nuanid depreciativd. k

Bineingeles, ele nu sint traduceri din marele poet englez. Asa cum
le-a subintitulat autorul insusi, ele formeazd o traducere imaginard,
termen bogat in tileuri, cdruia 41 prevedem un destin fericit in critica
literard.””?

Numerotind in continuarea sonetelor shakespeariene cele 90 de sonete
ale sale (’CLV%CCXLIV)7 Voiculescu va fi dorit, credem, sd explicitexe
cel putin doud intentii. Mai intii necesitatea de a continuq, imbogdii,
nuanga cu proprii trdiri lirice o capodoperd a lileraturii universale,

addugind temelor cenirale din sonetele shakespeariene — iubirea, viaia,
meartea, prietenia, demiurgia creajiel ete. — notle dimensiuni inspirate
de conotagiile aduse de secolul XX acestor teme general-umane. Act teme-
rar, desigur, in care cel continuat devine, prin ferta lucrurilor, in cele
din urmd dear iermen de referinid, iar ,continuatorul’ isi depdseste con-
difia pentru a-si afirma cu tdrie propria valoare poeticd. Si nu esie
lipsit de interes sd precizdm cd aceasid capodoperd veiculesciand este
realizaid in ultimii ani ai wnei viefi care cunoscuse din plin grele incer-
cdri si avataruri. Dupd cum nu este lipsit de interes a nota cd in special
wliimii doi ani (din pericada in care serie Sonetele sale, 19561958,
adicd la virsia de 7274 de ’;mi.’j i petrece mal mult pe patul de
suferintd, Tn ciuda aiftor vicisitudini, iatd cd epodele, imnurile, odele,
portretele sau sativele care iau formd de sonet sini tot atiten elogii aduse
frumusetii, iubirii, creagiei — Intr-un cuving VIETII si coplesitoarei ei
perenitdti, asa cum, la trei secole i jum(iiaie dupd Shakespeare, conclu-
ziona, pe deplin, poetul roman.

Pe de altd parte, de o deosebitd imporiania ne apare ,,suportul lexi-

eal”, adicd textura lingvisticd o expresiei reménesti voiculesciene. Poetul

3 Stefan Aungustin Doinag, Prefata la vol. V. Veiculescu, Poezii — Poésies,

ed. Minerva, Bucuresti, 1981, pp. 34—35
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Romanian expression, they ave not tributary to the chosen model by
anything, they impose themselves as a miracle of our poetry, compel-
ling us to reflect upon a semantic reconsideration of the term “epigo-
nism”, an operation that should exclude any deprecatory nuance from
Ats meaning.

Of course, they are not translations from the great English poet,
“The way the author himself titled them, they are an imagingry frans-

lation, a term rich in meanings, to which we foresee a happy destiny

in literary criticism.”™

Numbering his 90 sonnets in the succession of Shakespeare’s, (CLV —
4COXLIV), Voiculescu must have wanted, we think, to make explicit
give

.new meaning, by means of his own lyrical experience, to a master-

at least two intentions, First, the drive to continue, to enrich, to

_piece of universal literature, adding to the ceniral themes of the Sha-

kespearian sonnets — love, life, death, friendship, the demiurgic dimen-
sion of creation etc. — the new dimensions inspired by the connota-

stions the XXih century has added to th general buman topiecs.
A daring act, of course, through which the one continued finally beco-
aes, owing to the force of circumstances, only a term of reference,
and the “continuator” surpasses his condition so as to strongly assert
‘his own poetic value. And it is not cevoid of interest to point out
-that Voiculescu’s masterpiece is writien in the last years of a life
-that had fully known hardships and avatars, Furthermore, it 18 inte-
_resting to note that the poet’s last two years {of the period in which
he wrote his sonnets, 1956—1958, that is between the ages of 72—

741y were mostly spent under the burden of suffering. In spite of so
many hardships, the epodes, the hymuns, the odes, the poriraits or the

.satires that take the shape of sonnetis are as many appraisals of beauty,

love, creation — in one word of LIFE and of its overwhelming peren-
b}

niality, the same way as, three centur

ies and a half after Shakespeare,

the Romanian poet fully underlined,
On the other hand, the “lexical background”, ie. the linguistic

texture of the Romanian expression of Voiculescn, appears to us of

% Stefan Augustin Doinas, Preface to: Vasile Voiculescu, Poezit -— Poésies,

SMinerva Publishing House, Bucharest, 1981, pp. 3435




Si-0 pumwerclat in ('CIII‘IWI’I'(T,"('(I celer

shakespeariene sonetele,
periru o sugera aceastd prelurnegire a spiritului : o) 7

gz t spiritilui shakespearian inir-¢
urzecld verbald ce apertive,
afidm in fata wunel imitetii servile, ¢ in feta unei opere de marcatd
o o pmita ‘ Jai 2 ore de marcald
Jortd st valoare artisticd. b perienja de viatd peoetului remdn a accepias
A 7 i 1 efuduy iian @ accepiat

sd se innobileze prin prestigivl culiural ol unei sensibilitds si

fOrmv verbale strdine care au strdbd ; ; i
K > oeare . pdiut veacurile rad i
rtie, iraducerea imagi %
Finard
&

al unor

o Y . - o oA a s e
este, dect. locul geomeiric al unei intilniri de culturd

. . . > revitalizarea 7
vechi tipar, actualizarea unor virtualitdgp e unup

: : sprrituale, prin turnareqa i
acest Hpar a unei aquieniice trduri lirice, a unei experiente unice

o ) , .

In 1609, Thomas Thorpe publica, probabil firé siirea sau

: incuviin-
tare  lui Shakespeare,

st tnvdluind fapta in mister, sonetele shakespea-
viene, despre care John Keats spunea cd g r i e
7 punea cd in orice mare operd sentimentele

tréiiite de creaior se generalizeazd, se topesc in pasiunea insdsi pe care

N I LY R . ’ e
a stirnit-o la o Indltime, cu un fimbru de sensibilitate care nu mai
are mdsurd comund cu originile sale mdrunte,

e e . Y. o4
Meditagia shakespeariand ebordeazd si in sonete teme m ajore ole
3 2347 i i © - L&

existentei ; tema priefeniei si iubirii, sublinii [

‘ fe g eteniien 1 iubirii, subliniind toi mai pregnant sensie
rile majore, profunde ale wietii. Desi sidpinite pared de un sentiment
amar al existentei, sonetele [ui Shakespeare poarid pecetea wrtel drama-
turgului, care se foloseste din plin de avi il z ite, fi
; f S n plin de avintul limbii engleze vorbite, fird
sd trddese cu nimic, insd, modelul caracteristic speciei.

Relunsind modelul, Veoiculescu relanseasd si spiritul creator al marelui
sdu fnaintas, proteciind astfel spiritul creator romdn pe plan”de egalitote
ca putere de expresie in literele universale.

SEVER TRIFU

4 ibidem, p. 37.

i4

L locmar

10 lou 7 . F o1 /i /
pe de-a min?gul poezier romane, JNU ng

a capital nnpmtance The poet numbers his somnets in the succession
of Shakespeare’s, “with the very intention to suggesi this continuity
«of the Shakespearian spirit in a verbal texture that fully pertains to
Romanian poetry. We do not have here a piece of servile imitation,
but a work of a remarkable force and artistic value. The life experi-
ence of the Romanian poet has accepted ennobling jtself through
the cultural prestige of a foreign .'Cn<i‘ii\"ih‘ and of foreign verbal
patterns which have been alive for centuries. The imaginary transla-
Aion is, COHSt‘(lLi(”)il} the 0('0311@&10&1 pomL of an encounter of culture:
reviving an old pattern lsy pmumg into it a pmce of g{:numc,{ umque
dyrical experience.” .
In 1609, Thomas Thorpe published, probably without the know-

ledge or assent of Shakespeare, and wrapping up the deed in mystery,
ihe Shakespearian sonnets, of which Jobhn Keats said that in any

great work, the sentiments the creator feels bocome general, melt
into the passion itself that it had generated, at a height and a pitch
of sensitiveness that has nothing in common any more with its puny
prigin,

The Shakespearian meditation tackles, in the sonnets as well,
‘major themes of existence: the theme of friendship and love, under-
Jining ever more strongly the major, deep meanings of life. Although
seemingly dominated by a bitter existential awareness, Shakespeare’s
_sompets bear the mark of the playwright who fully puts to work the
Jmpetus of spoken English, betraying by nothing, though, the mode
typical to the species.

Re-editing the model, Voiculeseu also re- -edits the spirit of his
.great forerunner, thus projecting the Romanian creative spirit on an
equal plan with it, in point of expressive power, in the universal

detters.

SEVER TRIFU

4 jbidem, p. 37
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Nu-mi cerceta obirsia, ci fine-n seamd soiul,

Gusti fructul, nu tulpinag, chiar aur de-ar pdrea...

Strdmosii-mi, dupd nume, au invirtit fepoiul,

Eu minutesc azi pana, de mii de ori mai grea.

Dovada cea mai purd a-nnobildrii mele

Esti tu si-ngdduinia de-a te ldsa iubit

Muai mult ca un prieten, cu patimile-acele

Cu care-adort amaniul de veci nedespdriit.

Tmi cint norocul, inati epitalamuri

St, pentru inchinarea la care md supun,

Culeg azur $i raze si roze de pe ramurl,

Stapinul meu, alesul, cu slavd sd-ncunun :
Poporul meu de ginduri, simfire, vis, irup, dor,
Te pun azi peste ele de-a pururi domnitor.

Duminich, 5 decembrie 1954

CLV (1)

Delve not my lineage, but heed my race,

Thou’lt taste the fruit, not stems, should they SGC}I{‘%GE&: .o

To forebears handling forks my name I trace,

The thousand times more heavy pen I hold.

The purest proof of my cnnoblement

Art thou, thy humour to Lc loved by me

Much more than by a friend, with passions meant

To woo the lover bound eterunally.

I sing my fortune, bridal hymns do Taise,

And, for this yoke I take of my accord,

I pick from boughs voses, azure and ravs,

With fame that I crown him, my chescn lord.
People of thoughts, dream, feeling, body, yearn,
T crown thee lord o’er all these, ir. my turn.

Sunday, the 5ih of December 1954
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CLVI (2) L C CLVI2)

Aubirea mea e treazd ce un priveghi de arme,

. . LA Wake as a vigil armed my love doth keep,
Un lung ajun de luptd eroic incordat;

Nimi I . ) Long pattle-eve, hecoic, tense aad proved;
iﬁj,:;;; ln;am’mic;zzijfe L;zi bz;zze: jz;nnzez;if:;rme %}mg}}t izm.gu%s}‘leg iz% me, dv will .Ii(}'{ S}f%?
> : geas. 7 he high-strung bow, vibrating, yet anmoved.
Apr b ceva, ae-un fa.rmAec mar sus a4 o izbindd, " Something more charmed than victory I wait,
gu b:lfuzz?-nco;'?nare a Séngelu;t ft}zlmgisil ) Not roughly erown the seething blood do I
incolo de pldcere, pindesc alid dobindd, . _ Ll ofite what T rate

Sldvita-mpreunare de genii, fdrd-nvins. .. ’gjaﬁgi;é;ii;ieiﬂ; tf; rggzgf;;s 1:;;1; ii rare
fivness rz?nfépiuztui ves “? dQ’SdUir;Sf”?’{ I dream ﬂperfecti@n’a dream, that’s still undone;
'U“"mzm“? Jrumusefe sd nu fie-o ndlucd, Lest thy high beauty a mere phantom stay,
- tCu clipa-n Z?W venitd, cu alta sd “se“ducaf - — Come in a moment’s flight, then sudden gone —
Vot spargeum"ii'zzqmi'decmi de lut al firii: 1 will break natare’s dull decree of clay:

Ca ea sd ddinuiascd de-a pururi roditoare, So that it fruitfal last for ever aft,

Ti alioiese, din mine, puterea ginditoare. My thinking power in it T engraft.

Vineri, 3 decembrie 1954 . ) ]
Friday, the 3rd of Decomber 1954
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CLVII (3)

Te mirt ¢d nu scot gheara sd-mi sfisii birfitorii?
Unde-ai vdzut e leul vinind gindaci sau poame?
Poetul sare lacom asupra-naliei glorii,
Cu-mbatdioarea-i carne s-atine sacra foame.

Si eu am alergal-o-n pusiiul lumii voastre

St meam bdtut cu tigrii §1 serpii peniru eq,

Am fugdrit-o pind-n capcane si aezasire,

Dar cind s-0 prind, tn cale-mi iesisi tu, scumpa mea?

Tu m-a7 vinat cu ochii, ofele zimbiioare,

St lesnicioasd pradd-ii cad astdzi lo genunchi ;

Hai, inima sfisie-mi, mi-o faci nemuriteare,

St dulcea ta cruzime pdtrunzd-md-n rarunchi :
Cdci stihurilor mele le dau alte destine,
Cu nobilul lor singe de-a te hrdni pe tine.

Simbéats, 4 decembrie 1954
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“That I should claw my slanderers, dost claim?
Do lions onto fruit or insects dash?

“The poet’s greed jumps at the highest fame,

Saint hungers soothing with its balmy flesh.
T’ve chased it in the desert of your world,
Fought tigers, serpents, for this precious prey,
A hunt t’nmugh traps and dooms I have unfurled,
But when to catch it, love, thou’st come my way!
“With eves like smiling blades thouw’st hunted me,
And, easy prey, now to thy knees I fall;
Come, tear my heart, immortal it will be,
May thy sweet cruelty pervade me all:

I give my lines another destiny,

That with their noble blood they nourish thee.

Saturday, the s of December 1954

23




24

Din clarul miez al virsiei rid tineretii tale,
Trufasa<fi frumusete in faid o privesc
St ochilor 1ai, asiri tulburdtori de cale,
Opun intensu-mi geniu in care se topesc.
Mad-nfdiisez cu duhul, nu te sdrut pe gurd,
Plecat ca peste-o floare, te rup st te respir. . .
St nu mat esti de-acuma Irupeascd o fapturd..
Ci un potir de unde sug viaia si string mir.
Nu-mi numdr anii, seva nu sid in gingdsie :
Cu ideala f{;rf{i mi- apropii ce mi-e drag,
fn]usz virtugi st patimi la marea poezie
In care faru urme de pulbere tirzie,
Te-amestec si pe tine cu sila; peniru mag,
Pamintul n-are margini, nici cerurile prag.

Jai, 2 decembrie 1054

From clear mid-age onto thy youth I smile,

“Thy haughty charm I look into the face,

Set gawst thy eves, those bright stars that beguile,
My genius intense, where ﬁwv efface,

\EV s?nlt I bring forth, thy lips don’t kiss,

But bent like on a bloom, tear thee, breathe thee...
Nought earthly dost now hold, but art to me

A chalice whence I draw life, gaining bliss.

Don’t count my years, sap’s no fragility:
My might ideal what I love brings nigh,

Virtue and vice I voke to poetry
And there, with no trace of late dust, will 1

Lock thee by force; to the magician, see,
Farth hath no limits, skies no boundary.

Thursday, the 2nd of December 1954
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A cita oard zorii md prind fdard de somn?
Dd iarna buzna, anul isi lapddd . coroana,
Eu tn surghiun, departe... Cind @i sd-mi curmi prigoana,
Tar sd md chemi la tine, puternicul meu demn?
Dar tot veghez — de-aicea — iubirea ta plipindd,
Ca pesie o comoard-n vect hardzud mie;
Sint Argus, nu c-o suld de ochi, ¢i cu o mie
De inimi arzdtocre si toate stind la pindd.
Fereste mat cu scamd sd pleci pe mare-albusird
Cu oachesa aceea fdlarnicd st rece;
Navalnicele-mi ginduri, gonind pe urma veasird,
Vd vor stirni tempesie, corabia sd-nece:
Ceci te iubesc cu urd, inireg, si numal eu;
Nu te impari cu nimeni, nici chiar cu Dumnezey.

. .. .
Maryl, 7 decembrie 1954
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CLIX (5)

“Which of so many » cepless dawns 1 see?
Winter bursts forth, the year lets fall its crown,
1, banished, far... When wilst this ban halt down,
My mighty lord, and call me back to thee?
“Thy fragile love, — from here — I, all the same,
A-watch, like sweetest treasure meant for me;
Argus, with not a hundred eyes to see,
But hearts a thousand, guarding, all aflame,.
And most beware of sailing out, on deck
“With that dark woman treacherous and cold;
For then my stormy thoughts your trace will hold
And stir up tempests, fierce, your ship to wreck.
1 love thee sole, with hate, entirely;
With nons, not even God, wll T share thee.

e

Tyesduy, the Tth of December 19
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CLX (6)

La ce-mi slujesc de-acuma duh, fazma janw:ze.
M-ai pdardsit. .. si toate se sting, rect scinieiei.
Pentru ranitul vuliur enzpbfews g)menp
Zbdataia lor, zadarnic adaos de- -qgonie.
Si md supun... Osinda de gura ta rostitd
E toge pentru ;zz',;'w de aur pur si greu;
Durerea de la tine mi-e ined o ispitd,
Tu, genial tutere ol geniului meu.
St neguri lun, 19t de veacuri las iar sd md inghita.
Din groapa mea zbucni-va o flacdrd tirsie;
Atunci tnireaga lume va deslust, umnfa,
Crescind misterioasd a noasird poezie,
Din dragostea ndscutd in zbucium st ardori,
Pe-ascuns, din tainic tatd, ca un copzi din flori!

Duminicd, 12 decembriec 1054

L

What ﬁ“gsd are mow wit, fame or fantasy...
Thouw'st left me... All things fade, cold shimmerings.
The wounded eagle’s bur dened by his wings,
Their flutter vainly adding agony.
And I sobmit... The sentence from thy lips
My law of pure and heavy gnirﬁ is now
The pain from thee a- tempm}ﬂ me, sti Ei, keeps,
Ingenious sponsor of my genius, thou.
Anon entomb me clouds of ages, dense.
Late, from my grave a flame "wﬂl feap zp thoughs
Then the bewildered world, at last, awﬂ sense
Our poetry mysiermusiy grow,
From love in torments and in ardours borp,
By secret father, mishegot, Jorlorn!

Sunday, the 12ih of December 1954
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CLXI (7)

ﬁintre atitea chinuri, venile-asuprd-mi hoarde,
Pistrez dureri de care nu pot sd md despart;
Tot sufletul mi-e-n ele ca sunetul in coarde
Ce incd vii vibreaza vieara cind s-a spart.
{;a viermele mdtaser fesusem nencetat
In jurul tdu un magic cocon de poezie;
Tu stralucitul flutur, l-ai rupt si ai zburat
D?n gingagmnc:’zisaa;‘e pazit cu gelozie.
§z' astdsi, mari olravuri cu care m-am deprins,
Dispreful taw, tradarea imi sint trebuitoare ;
Intrate-adine tn carne-mi, fin viate de invins,
Cit lipsa lor mi-ar filsi mai ucigdtoare,
Cdczj ele, ;):’i;tifvo vrajd, sint insesi rdsiurnate,
Tubirea si credinja, pe dos si biestemnate!

Y S Vs e
Mart, 14 decembric 19534
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Of countless tormenis come onto me hordes,
Pains I can’t part with 1 still keep as token.

My soul’s in them, the way the sound’s in chords..

Still humming live, after the fiddle’s broken.

Like the silk-worm, I'd woven ceaseless, tying

A charmed cocoon of poeiry round thee:

Glamo ous butterfly, thou’st torn it, flying

From the frail prison watched so jealounsly

Now that I'm used to all those venoms steep,

Treason, contempt, I need if they'rve from thee;

Deep in my flesh, my vanquished life they keep.

Their lack would be more lethal, now, to me,
Yor, by some witcheraft treacherous reversed,
Love, faith themselves ate nayward and accursed!

Tuesday, the 1dth of December 1954
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CLXII (8)
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I build my sonet like a fortress, high,

With rhymes as bulwarks and a wall each line.
Thee. like in timelessness in ¢, will I,

Hermetic prince, from time’s claw torn, enshrine.
May the world’s sea assa’l 1t angrily,

With' packs of envy, slander, hatred vile,

No word they’ll swerve in its proud framework, while
They can’t disclose its glorious mystery.

Fu imi clddesc sonetul in piscuri, o ceiate

Cu rimele creneluri si orice vers un zid.

Pe iine, pring hermotic, ca-nir-o eterniieale,
Smuls pur din gheara vremit, in el sd te inchid.
Haindg, marea lumit sd-l batd furioasd,

Cu haita ei de pizme, zavistit, hidd urd,

Nu vor dinii o iotd din mindra-i armdiurd,

NM.W.»..,.‘,
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Nevoinice sd-i SP“?}%"E eniformga glorioasd. 3 We do not care what may come forth, from now...
De-acum J mai pasd ce are sd sg%iimple. .o % Chaining oblivion, locking its flight,
Punind ”?;n lagnét uttarea st ferecindu-i zborul, 3 With everlasting laurels on our brow,
Cu laurii vecier neofilifi pe timple, : The past that baits the future in, we’ll fight:
Vom infrunta trecutul, ce-asmute pvitiorul : =‘ Hid’ in my heart is the eternity
Ci-n inimd-mi ascunsd, sid slova nemuririi. i Which with love’s diamond I do write for thee. ..
Si-o scriu cu diamantul caratelor iubirii. .. i
i
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Winter salstice, 1954
Solstitinl de iarn&, 1954
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3 - Ultimele sonete inchipuite ale lui Shakespeare in iraducere
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Din spulberul iubirii atit dear mai pot stringe,
Sd-mi fac un streang, ew singur, cu fragedele-ji rochii.. ..
Mi-ndeamnd alte ginduri sd iert si sd-nchid ochii,
Privighetoarea oarbd cu mult mai dulce plinge.
fndupiecé%e, dard, durerea mea-nir-aiit,
Sd preaslavim fugara, si-n loc de rdzbunare
Sé stoarcem nemuririi si artei lacrimi, cit
Sd stea podoabd lumii hideasa ei irddare.
Dar cine viers si suflet acum sd-mi fmprumule
Dacd-mi lipsesti tu, insdsi esentd a minunii?
Ah, inimd si coarde-mi sint deopotrivd mule,
Cind limpede vdd astdzi prapastia minciunii:
Cdci orb eram atuncea cind te aveam in fald,
Splendoarea-ii, lutndu-mi ochii, da cintecului viatd s

ks Ried 1 . ” 1 r’ﬁ
25 decembrie 1954
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From shattered love as much is left to me,
“To twine my own rope from thy dresses frail...
Thoughts urge me to forgive and not to see,
Much sweeter sings the blinded nightingale.
My pain, have as much mercy on my heart,
“To praise the fugitive and, as revenge,
As many tears to squeeze from timeless art,
As to world’s jewel her vile treason change.
But who should lend me verse and soul, if thou
Fssence of miracle, art no more nigh?
Ah, heart and strings are mute alike, for now
I clearly see the chasm of thy lie:
For T was blind when I had thee along,
Thy splendour stole my sight and wrought the song!

The 25th of December 1954
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CLXIV {14} LU

Perechea esie telul, porunca sacri-a Jirin:
Stirnifi de ea, vulturii se could prin sgmm.
Eﬁ%fmaiﬂ iou marea in piept, sd-si afle mirit,
Chiar stelele in ceruri se- ﬁjwf{z n mnsfe,im‘m
Ca vita cdire mindrul 5;‘9}&@ spre tine-ntind
Ciorchinii-mi plini de paiwlz cu sevd-mbdidioare ;
In mrej@ie ~adordrii te- ﬁj{fsah te cuprind,

Si orice wers igi scriu e inc-o-mbrdjisare.

Egp» g«w;g e is

e

Noi doi sintem victime ale suavei legt, A new embrace in
Cict dz#§@§ié)a nu catd la forme- ;zzm*pimamv We're vietims of the tender law, we twain,
Dac-ar ﬁ ﬁ;st femeie, te-as fi ales ew oare? ‘ For love won’t look at Lm{ om shapes, you see:

De ce md lasi acuma? Te Mm/ziaz si te deslegi Werest thou a “‘i"é)'ﬂr*’ini would I've 4%;%93@ thee?
Tdiat tn jumdiate si-n p&ibe:m zdrobirit, Why leavest me now? Thou tear’st, unlock’st thy chain?

Cum am sd port ew singur poverile iubirii? Now, in the dust of crushing

. halved, T moan,
5 },m,a,,c;zzﬁ all alone?

How could I bear love

Anul neu 1955

New Year 1955
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dubita mea, ai suflet adinc intortocheat

— Vast labirint, ascuns sub palatul frumusegii —

In care-un minotaur domneste nendurat.
Fldmind de duhul slavei si carnea tineretit. ..
Mutii indrdzneli pierird in tainitele-i sumbre,
Feciori eroici, pradd dagi fiarei suverane. ..
Acum m-alatur si eu fugarnicelor umbre,
Cobor, dar fdard teamd,-n virtejul ae capcane.
Cdci tu mi-esti Ariadna si-mi ddruiesti un fir
Din pleteie-ti de beznd, o cdlduzd vie;
St nu sd scap din cursd il tin si fl desir,
Ci mai afund sd intru in neagra-mpdrdiie ;
Dedalicul tau suflet locas mi l-am ales
St jur cd niciodatd din el n-am sd mai ies.

Simbiata, 8 ianuarie 1955
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My love, thy soul is intricate and deep
— Vast maze, “neath beauty’s place hiding — where
A minotaur dothfruthless sentry keep,
Hungry for youth’s flesh and fame’s spirit fair. ..
Many a brave in its recesses died,
Heroic lads, prey to the sovereign beast. ..
Their lapsing shades I join now, side by side,
Descending in thegwbiﬂiof traps full-cased,
For thou’rt my Ariadne, giving me
A thread of thy dark plait, a leader five
1 don’t unwind it that it set me free,
To enter deeper thy dark reign 1 strive;
I chose my home in thy daedalic core
And swear I'll never leave it any more.

Saturday, the 8th of January 1955
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CLXVI (12)

Eu, ce tréiesc tot timpul prinire semnificalit,

S nu md emdgeste usor o-nfdisare,

Pot sa prefir minciuna din minunate gragit,
Zaresc ascuns pum*udué’ sub calda-mbrdtisare,
Te-am stravdzul prin toate a iale pavesi grele,
Netivu-ii bloc de aur a rezisiat inireg,

Supus regalet ape a rduidii mele,

Cu care musc pe oament, wi cere 51 sd-i aleg. ..
Cact e mielepu:
Sub incercdri si
Nu md cruta,

a,\!

o

E

siL 551 ;‘ez 51 7du,

el .. iuéi?eﬁmi rindul tdu:
Cu cii e mai fierbinte, lovitd de-i iubirea,
Ca fierul ros, de four bdiut cu mdiesirie,
La fel se opeleste si ea si se mlddie. ..

B

iEs:

Duminicd, ¢ isnuaric 1955

e

CLXVI (12)

%

Living within the realm of meanings, 1
Can’t be misled by semblance easily;
Diffused in graces charmed, I sense the lie,
The dagger "neath the warm embrace T see.
I guessed thee full beneath thv heavy shields,
Thy innate block of gold res

d
With w}xieh; to try and choose the fo Ls.\.q I bite.
"Tis part of wisdom wickedness to learn,
To best prove feelings, torture, pains ave fit...
Don’t spare me, strike! ... My love, it is thy turn:
For, the more ardeunt, love, if thus it’s hit
Like irown. red under the smith’s skilled strike,
Will grow steel-hard, and flexible alike...

{3k w

Sunday, the %th of Junuary 1955
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CLXVII (13)

Pe noi prietenic nu ne mai incdpu. ..

Prea mult crescu  si grabnic ndvalnica simfire.

Atunci ne stramulardm pornirile-n iubire

Si-e dragoste inalid si-udinced incepu.

Se prefdacu deodatd coliba in palat,

Iar casnicele scule, in zine, ca-n magie;

Eu regdsii in mine un suflet de-mpdrat,

Purtind puternic scepiru de vis si poezie. .

Nu-i oaste mai viteazd ca cea a-nchipuirii,

Ca duhul frumusetit atotbiruitor ;

In fruntea lor porni-vom rdzboiul dezrobirii

Din lumile jdrinei spre unicul meu dor;
Sd-ii cuceresc si fie, in dreapld sidpinire,
Aldgturea de mine, un tron in nemurire/

Lani, 10 ianuarie 1955

To us mere friendship was too narrow, then...

Too much and fast the stormy feeling grew,

Then towards passion our fervours drew,

And so, a deepest, highest love began.

The hut became a palace, suddenly.

The household tools grew fairies, as if spelled;

And 1 regained the emperor’s soul in me

Who, as strong scepire, dream and poesy held.

No army is as brave as fantasy,

Or beauty’s spirit, timeless winner turning,

And leading them, we’ll war to become free,

From worlds of seoil, towards my ouly yearning:
That I, in vightful reign, should win for thee
A throve in immortality, by me!




Ne bate primdvara in inimi!/... Sd-i deschidem:

Lapislazulii lumii sint tofi in ochii idi,

Cir negurile viefii putem sd le desfidem,

Ait soare sd aprindem pe vechile ei cdi. ..

E mina ta in aer? Sau prima rindunicds

E tremur lung de pleoapd? Ori gingas flutur viu?

Bob rosu de mdceasd mi-ntinde gura-fi micd,

Trunchi zvelt de mdr cu roadd e trupul tdu middiu. ..

Si ingeleg prin tine acum intreaga fire,

Mé apuc cu rinduiala din asprul univers,

Typhonul ce sfarimd cordbii in nestire,

Picioru-ti scump ce calcd o biatd gizd-n mers,
Zdapezi st flori si fructe in drum §i se aslern,
Pe rind, supuse toate la ritmul tdu etern!

Micrcuri, 12 ianuarie 1955
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Spring’s knocking at our hearts!... Let’s open gates:
The world’s lapis-lazullies hold thy eyes.
As long as we're defying life’s dark shades,
Another sun on its old paths let rise...
Is that thy hand? Or the first bird I see:
Long eyelid flutter? Or live butterfly?
Red haw-drop thy small mouth puts out to me,
Lithe, fruitful apple-trank’s thy body nigh.
T now all nature understand by thee,
To laws in universe 1 stooping stay.
Typhoons that countless ships wreck down, at sea,
Thy precious foot that kills a bug in way.

" Snows, flowers, fruits lie down under thy feet,

In turn, submitting to thy timeless beat.

ednesday, the
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Coboard tarna... Ursa tot mat adinc se pleacad,
St inimile noasire se-nvdluie in nori.
Ca pe-o tocitd spada bagi sufletul in teacd,
Cu umbrele durerii viata sa-fi mdsort :
Qii av crescut de-nalte, aproape pin’ la frunte!
Incetineala vremii viclene te-a minfit.
Tu ai crezut ca timpul in fala ta e-0 punie,
Si el era chiar valul ce-n wrmd te-a-nghifit. ..
Mai e wvreun tarm la care ai fi iesit inot,
Greseala sa-fi rdscumperi cu-o cit de grea dobinda?
Ori s-a sfirsit aicea? Si doar ce-a fosi e tot?
Cdct, iatd, vine-nghetul, grabit ca o osinda/

0, de-ai putes nu polul cu umdrul sd-mpingi,

Ci-n ginduri, ca-nir-o lampd, sd sufli sd le stingi

&
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“Winter descends ... The Bear sinks lower 'neath,
And cloudy palls veil up our hearts again.

Like a dull sword, thy soul dost put to sheath,

To count thy days by shades of bitter pain.

How high they’ve grown! Thy brow they almost meet.

“The slowness of shrewd time hath led thee 'stray;

‘Thou thoughtst it was a bridge under thy feet,
And ’twas the very wave that brushed thee ‘way.
1s there some coast where thou couldst swim ashore,
"To pay the guilt with hardest penalty?
Or should this be the end? Bygones, nought more?
For, sentence-quick, frost rushes down on thee,

Oh, if thou couldst, not shoulder poles away,

But blow thy thoughts out, like a lamp’s faint ray!

Thursday, the 13ih of January 1955
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CLXX (16)

Sdminia nemuririi, iubite, e cuviniul,
Erernul se ascunde sub coaja unei clipe,
Ca-n oul ce pdstreazd un zbor inalt de-aripe,
Pin’ ce-i sosesie timpul in sldvi sd-si ia avintul ;
A fost de-ajuns un nume, al idu, sol dezrobirii,
S-au spart §i veac si lume; finut prizonier
A izbucnit in gdndart, viu, vulturul tubirii,
Cu ghearele-i de aur sd ne rdapeascd-n cer.
Cine ne puse-n suflet aceste magici chei?
Egali in frumuseie si-n genii de o seamd,
Am descuiat tdrimul eternelor idei ;
Supremelor matrite redaii, care ne cheamd
Din formele cdderii, la pura-ntiielate,
Sd ne topun in alba, zeiasca voluptate. . .

Joi, 20 ianuarie 1955

CLXX (16)

The seed of timelessness, my love, 's the word.

Eternity hides in a moment’s shell,

Like in an egg the wingéd flight doth dwell,

Till comes the time to rise high out the bird.

Thy only name, heralding liberty,

Broke age and world alike; closed in their night,

Did love’s live eagle from the rests burst free,

With golden claws to haul us to the height.

Who to our soul these magic keys did lend?

Alike in beauty and in genius twin,

Of thought eternal we disclosed the land,

Returned to moulds supreme that urge us in,
From our decay, to the first pureness felt,
In white, divine voluptuousness to melt.

Thursday, the 20th of Januwary 1955

4 — Ultimele sonete inchipuite ale tui Shakespeare in traducere
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CLXXI (17)

dubirea pentru tine-mi veni nu ca un fur,
Ci ca un rege, carui usi largi 1 s-au deschis;
Nu strecuratd-n noapte din adincimi de vis,
(i in lumina-nalté ¢ marelui azur.
Abia acum descopdr mdretele-ncdpert
‘Ce stau desarte-n mine cu obloane de-nchisoare.
Te asteptau, sd-mi umpli tu, tindrul meu soare,
Adincul vast cit lumea cu raze de dureri. ..
Cdci nu e fericire mai gravd decit chinul
St dulcea zvircolire sd-fi plac, sd te cistig,
Mindria de-a-1i fi scaun, sa-ti odihnesti destinul,
La patima mea, trude mai strins sa te-nverig,

St inima Tmi bate in mine ca un faur,

Zorind sd-fi tmpleteascd un lani de vraji de aur.

;

WMiercuri, 2 februarie 1955

MNot like a thief hath come my love for you,

But like a king, through gates far wide to him;

Not stealing in the night from depths of dream,

But in the broad light of the highest blue.

1 only now those stately rooms 1’ega§:ﬁ

1 kept, with gaol-like shutters, void and still,

For thee, young sun, they've waited, that you fill

My depths, vast as the world, with rays of pain.

No bliss more grave than torture can there }}@

The writhing sweet to please, to win, the pride

To be thy seat and rest thy destiny,

The strife to keep thee to my passion tied, _
Like gold smiths’ strikes, my heart throbs hurriedly,
To forge a chain of gold charms outo thee.

D af Felbruary 1955
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CLXXII (18)

Sd n-asculti ponegrirea, nici clevetiri multime
Cu care azi ne-mproased prietenii de ieri;
Tubirea ni-i sfingité de marea-i inaltime,
Ne wrcd la Iumina eternelor dureri.
Acolo, sus, pécatul n-ajunge nici ca gind,
St vitiul nu suie nici in inchipuire ;
E ca un iad in ceruri unde se-niore, plingind,
Rivnirile nebune ce n-au jos tmplinire ;
Ingheatd-mbrdtisate gigante disperdrz,
Amoruri fulgeraie de tragica irufie,
Netmpdeate arderi, spre-aturea incorddri,
Ce-au ispitit neantul cu inddrdmicie.
Din lumea lor purcede st dragostea-mi, iubite,
De-aceea-i fard segiu si fard de Limite.

¢ slimbala,

1
!
|
7
L
:
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CLXXII (18)

Don’t lend thy ear to slander and backbite
‘With which we're now defiled by former friends;
For our love is sacred by its height,

To us the light of timeless grief it lends.

Not e’en as fancy, there, sin ever peers,

Or wvice as faintest thought might find that height;
*Tis hell in heaven, where return in tears

Mad vyearnings that low "neath have no requite;
Giant despairs freeze tangled up there, pains,
Love thundered dead by tragic vanity,
Indomitable flames, to pointless strains

That tempted nothingness so stubbornly.

My love, as well, comes, darling, from their land,

Therefore it knows repletion none, nor end.

At night, Friday to Saturday,
the 5th of February 1955

BB
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CLXXIIT (19)

Te mustute iubirea? Credeai ci-i o papusd,
Sd-fi faci un joc cu toane, ca in wpziane
Cind ea- fi cerea o fire de salamandrd vie,
In tainica-i vipaie sd arzi Jdr’ de cenusd.
FEa nu std-n trup, smpma a cdrnii si-a pldcerii,
Enffacamm -1 szni uzgw le consumd
I;z catd-n noi duh geamdn... si, de-l imbii cu humd,
Rémit o biatd urnd cu zgurile durerii. ..
Te ispiteste jindul sd-mbraci si fericirea
Cum pui, pentru petreceri, o rochie de brocaie?
Dar trebuie-nfruniaié cu spaimd, ca o moarte. . .
Cdci ea, ca sd pdirundd, it sparge-aledtuirea,
Preface in genune lduntrul tdu, anume
Ca sd incapd-acolo, cu ea, intreaga lume.

Simbata, 19 februarie 1933

:

CLXXIIT (19)

Love tortures thee? Thou thoughtst a doll for fun
It was, to play with, like in ehiidh@@ﬂ?@ games?
Whilst Love a salamander’s nature claims,
In secrer flames to burn, with ashes none,
It dwells not in the body, ruling flesh
And lust, but its flame, spivii, bm‘n these "way,
Searching twin spirit in us; give him (‘fia'w
Thow’lt stay a wretched urn with pam s cold ash.
Thou'rt tempted to put on thy happiness
Like one at feasts brocade attire wears;
Tt snust be faced with tervor, like & death,
For he, to penetrate, thy being tears

And turns thy inside to a chasm deep,

So that the world along with him thou keep.

Saturday, the 19th of February 1958




CLXXIV (20)

Imi sput zaraf? Schimb versuri pe-o dragoste de aur?

Pentru-ai iubirii iale ducati iti dau sonete?
Viclean, it iau aleanul si dorul amanete,
Cu camdid inchise-n avarul meu tezaur?
De-ai sii! fiece slova ce-fi scriv fi-ar fi mai scumpd
Ca mii de nestemate din fruntile regesti ;
Cutezator scafandru-n oceanele ceresti,
Zvirl duhul meu din duhul etern sd ii le rumpd. . .
Si nu md pling cd poate iubirea ta mda-nsald,
Nu cat de-i mincinoasd moneda ce-mi sirecori,
Cd simt ce grea si seacd imi sund uneori,
St nict nu zgirit plumbul sub calpa poleiald,
Ci smulg tdriei verbul de dincolo de fire,
St orice vers ce-fi ddrui i-un fir de nemurire.

Joi, 17 februarie 1955

]
%
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Usurer callst me? Verse for love I pay?

For thy love’s ducats sonnets I return?

And slyly do I forfeit longing, yearn,

For profit, in my mean hoard locked away?

Oh! If thou knew, each sign would be more dear

Than thousand jewels from a king’s brow high;

A daring diver in the seas of sky,
My soul I throw, from timeless soul to tear
All these for thee; that forged’s the love 1 get
I don’t complain; the coin thou slipst won’t try.
How heavy, void, it sounds at times, and yet,
Don't scratch the lead under the gilded lie,
But tear words beyond nature from the skies,
In each my verse a thread immortal lies.

Thursday, the 17th of Februery 1955
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Sa ji’ﬂl dar Tubirea o mascd a Durerii?

Alt chip al ei cind poate adoarme si viseazd?
De ce aiunci in mine rdmine pururi ire
Far’ de ogoi chiar pind pe pering pf(?ﬁwwf
Voi doi md chinuirdii cu-acea perfida artd
Cu care insii mesieri string roze cu duiumul ;
Strivite-n teascuri grele si stoarse, le desarid

jl?e tot ce au in ele adine elern : parfumul.

Inchisé in clestare, esensa lor strabaie

Bf}p{:y'i peste_vec acuri. .. nicl mearfea n-¢ invinge,
St duhul rozei umple pe tofi cifi va aiinge. ..
Agijdert eu, de-a voasire torturi n@mdwam
1@5{2 distilez in versuri, prin harul poeziel
Va-mbdlsdmes in pura mvifeasnzé@aé@eyaieiai,

st

Miercuri, 23 februarie 1955
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CLXXV (21)

Should Love be nothing but a mask of Pain?
L
Whilst it might sleep or dream, the face it wears?
Why is it wake within me, then, and sears
Unsoothed on nleasure’s very g;zﬁ@w lain?
b
ith that wvile art
; of roses gather,
them, squeezed mg@ﬂemg
What’s timeless in them — scent — to pour apart.
In crystals locked, their essence won't fade, still,
Far over ages — scents that death can’t slay.
The rose’s spirit anv touch will L
P 3
Tn ruthless tortures, 1, the self-same way,
2 Z o
Distill in verse, by gift of poetry
And in eternity’s pure scent balm ve.

You twain have toritured
Of craftsmen skilled, who

Wednesday, the 23rd of February 1955
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CLXXVI (22)

Cu chipul tdu pe masd, trudesc sd md inspir...
Ca un jongleur ce scouate cind flicari, cind cordele,
Aceste versuri scrise sd le desfeii cu ele
Din inima mea arsd le-am scos sd {1 le-nsir.
Sint psalmiv met de taind, o rugd necurmaid,
In ei am pus Iubirea lingd Eternitate,
Sd lupte cu vrajmasul Destin ingemdnate :
M-au pdrdsit si ele, tradind cu tine-odatd.
...Grabita, caruntefea md-mbracd-n promoroacd,
Amarnice vintoase de ginduri st nesomn,
Smuls unul ctie unul, de visuri md dezghioacd. ..
Fe ripile uwitdrii, insingurai, md-niomn.
Indurd-te, coboard si vino de md vezi
Pin’ nu s-astern pe mine solemnele zdpezi.

Simbitd, 5 martie 1953

e @ %WMWMMW%‘
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CLXXVI (22)

Thy face in front of me, I strive to write,
A juggler that now flames, now ribbons throws.

These lines I meant for thy delight arose

From my burnt heart to line up to thy sight.
They are my secret psalms, an endless prayer;
In them I put Love by Eternity,
Thus twinned to fight 'gainst fiendly Destiny;
But with thy treason these, too, left me, ere.
Hurried, white hair now dresseth me in rime,
Those high-grown gales of thought and lack of sleep
Pare one by one my dreams away. Lone, I'm
Sinking to autumn on oblivien’s steep.
Have mercy, and to see me down here eall,
Before the solemn snows entomb me all.

Saturdey, the 5th of March 1955




CLXXVII (23)

Mereu imi vine-n minle un cinlec ldrdnesc. ..

Il inginau la hanuri poznasii cimpoieri :

290 nu te-mbraci in zdreanja zvirlitd de boteri,

Cu straiul lor odatd, si rite-gi ddruiesc!”

Tubirea ta, purtaid-n saloane st la curie,

Smulsd-n alcov de pofte cu coltii lor nebuni,

Imi std-ntr-un pes, fngusid. cu poalele prea scurte.

Reci drojdiv de dantele pe-amare goliciuni. . .

P totusi am primit-o, infldcdrat s-o schimb,

St migdlese s-o curdl, s-o-nall, si-i dau ldrgime.

Dar vinoe cum te afli, in haina ta de erime:

Ti-am pregdiit o alta din straluciri de nimb ;
Vestming slavit, mai trainic ca globul pamintesc,
E mantia-mi de visuri in care ie-nwvelesc.

Lausii, 7 martie 1955

64

e S
A folk song keeps on ringing in my ear,
Bagpipers jolly hummed at inns, of love;
. Don’t wear the rag cast by the rich ones, for

Their scabs thow’lt have, together with their gear.’

Eaat) B . N
Thy love worn lssizg in dancing-rooms and Court
In bedsteads torn by clows of lustfulness,
Now sits askew, too tight, its skirts too short,
Cold dregs of lace on bitter nakedness. . .
Still I received it, ardentlv to change
%nd toil to clean it, give it breadth, raise higher.
Come as thou art, with crime as thy attire,
I wrfnghi; of glorious shine one, in exchange.
1 bl -
The famed gear, more la ting than the globe,
T, W N il i
48 my dream martle, where I thee enrobe.

Monday, the 7th of March 1955

& — Ultimele sonete inchipuite ale lui Shakespeare In traduceis

*
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CLXXVIII (24)

Spun unii de un ostrov vrdjit, pe mdri, departe. ..
Cordbiile-n preajmd-i se ndaruiesc in valurt,
Orice metal din ele se smulge; se desparte,
Sar cuiele si-aleargd sd se infigd-n maluri.
Oh, nu e basm... Cu mine s-a pefrecut la fel:
Tot ce-mi incheie firea si cirma drept o fine,
Orgoliosul geniu, voinja de olel
M-au pdrdsit nduce s s-au lipit de tine.
Dar dragostea indatd le lud la toate locul,
Cu lanturi fermecate md ferecd st leagd;
Zvirl ancora la tarmul unde-mi aflai norocul,
Vreau sd rdmin aicea viaja mea inireagd.
St ca sd nu mai vie din lume nici un rdu,
Oceanele Tubirii revdrs in jurul taw...

Vineri, 11 martie 1965

CLXXVIII (24)

Some say afar a magie isle to be
E or wrecked is any ship that by it sails
its steel-wrought parts diéjeintf, thﬂe tearing free
Pull :}’flt and rush into the coasis the nails. i
Ob, ’tis no tale... The same thing now I feel;
)V‘{/hatexfer welds my nature, steers ‘me straight:
?he haughty genius, the will of steel,
Have left me, maddened, clinging to thy fate.
But iﬁvs, at once, of all these took the piaée
1‘: locked me, tied me, with its magic chain,
im anchored to the shore where I found grace.
1111‘01'1gh0ut my life I here want to remairn.
Lest any harm come from the outer weorld
Oceans of Love around thee I have huﬂcdi

Friday, the I1lih of March 1955
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Nu! gloria iubirii nu este imbutbarea,

Ospete de sdruturi, orgii de-mbragisdri,

Ci dorul lung st taina-mpletitd cu-agteptarea
Sint duhul ei pe-o lume de vane desfdidrt.

Prin infrindri si chinuri ascefii-ating extasul ;
Eu te ador cu-acelasi canon ce-nireg md-nfringe,

Céci dragosiea nu~-i apd, sd-fu uimn Te-n vini talozul.
Lasi gloabele tn voie; in streang pui purul singe. . .

Eu nu fi-am scris, ca altii, pe lefurt sau merinde
Simiiri gdldgioase cu arderi mdsluile ;
Sonetul mew e cugel $i pts‘!i?né,ﬂ}'{pie??’ife,
Cu inime ciocnesie-l, ¢d scapdrd, s-aprinde. . .
T scoica mea inchisd, dirz, far’ de rdsuflare.
Tncet ia suferinja chip de mdrgdriiare.

i, 17 artie 1955

88

i@nve glory’s not engorgement, not by far,

Kiss feasts or orgies of embraces 'tiﬂi;ta

But iqz{ging, waiting fused with ;{Bﬂ"yzté}}’\f are

Its spivit in this world of vain deﬁghhw

Abstaining, tortures, bring the ecstasy.

I love thee with this penance hard indeed

For Iimfeas no stream to swell the wave f@; thee

Leave jades, harness the thorough-bred for s?e%zdﬁ

F(‘}r wages or for food I do not write, o

Like others feelings loud, false fives claim;

My .Eozmefs spirit, passion petrified, /

Ax thy hearz&;’s knock it sparkles, breeding flame.
LOfkﬁd in my shell, breathless and steadfast kern
Will suffering to pearls most slowly turn,’ |

Thursday, the ITih of Horch 1955
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CLXXX (26)

S-a sirdduit natura ca omul sd nu-i scape;
Tubirea il urcase deasupra ei prea iare,

Si a-nmormintai-o-n carne. .. Din fundul oarbei groape
FEterna rdddcing spre ceruri da lastare.

Din sumbra putre]une cu viermii laolaltd,

A mea-st umfla tofi bulbii cu pamm s Tusine. ..
Dar admsz deodati i, pnmtwam naita,

St zzi)ucm, suavd, in chip de crin, spre iine.

La dulcea-gi alchimie gunoml se supune,

Sub pan&i tdu de soare, si-albastrul ochi deschis
Se prefdcu-n mireasmd spurcaia stricdciune.

Tot ce fu somn $i beznd-i acum azur §i vis,

Si-n slujba ta staw puse-n genunrht — sd nu le crufi —

Puzemuzle -mi vifit intoarse in virtult . . .

Miercuri, 30 martie 1955

0

CLXXX (26)

Nature hath striven to keep man her slave;

Love’d raised him above her much too high.

So, love in flesh entombed... Yet, from blind grave,

The timeless root still sprouts towards the sky.

In dark decay, along with worms, mine, too,

Was swelling] all its bulbs with vice and shame. ..

When, suddenly, my highest spring thou blew,

And, pure as lily, forth to thee it came.

Vile dirt subjects to thy sweet alchemy;

Under thy sunny strands and blue eyes” beam,

To balm hath turned the squalid ruin, see,

All that was sleep and dark’s azure and dream.
To serve thee, on their knees — don’t spare them —stay
My vices strong, to virtues turned today.

Wedmesday, the 30th of March 1955




CLXXXI (27) CLXXXI (27)

Oricit de drdgdstoasd fi-e iscusita limbd,
Stiu cind md minfi, cu toate ce-mi spui si faci pe plac,
Neastepmt culoarea privirilor se schimba
Si ochii idi o clipd se bilbiie si tac.
Cit mi- -esti de drag atuncee/ Cum ifi iubesc minciunal
Tnireg te afli- acoia, u, cel adevdrat,
Tu, candid plin de vigii, amestecind iniruna
Pgcatul ce lucesie ca aurul curat.
Si nict o vind. . . Raul sub iine-i {'ae’ul sprmien,
Sjamma stavili, inimi, sd zboare unde-i cert,
Tn coastele Tubirii cruzimea-i ager pinlen,
Stau bine siropii rogii pe iwou’le plawm,
St- ad’emanmc@ lumina ou mb(}ru -ii perfizt,
fn, tadul tdu tragi cerul st as:fel mi-l deschizi.. .

However sweet thy skilful tongue may be,

I know thy lies, aught sayst or dost to please.

Thy gaze will change its colour, suddenly,

Thy eves an instant blabber and then freeze.

How dear thou art then! How I love thy lie!

For all of thee, the real one, it doth hm%

Candid, vyet full of vice, you ceaseless tie’

The sin that glows with gleams of purest gold

To innocence... And evil by thee stirred

Breaks bound’ries, hearts, to fly, thy restless steed,

For Love’s ribs are by cruelty best spurred,

Red drops fit black delights the best indeed.
With thy sly angels tempung thus the light
Heaven to hell thou drag’st, for my delight.

S 3R i agEs . ) . e e e
Miereuri, 13 aprilie 1955 Wednesday, the 13th of April 1955
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CLXXXII (28)

Eu n-am fost niciodatd ucenic ;

Dintru-nceput deplin maestru... numa

In fata ta md-nchin ; stdpin unic,

Revarsd-ti harul peste mine-acuma.

Nu te mira cd-fi cer- si nu-mi mdsort,

Sd-mi dai tu singur iot; nu se desparte

Tubirea ta de marile-i surori:

Eterna Artd, suverana Moarte. ..

Azi, fericite, ele nu mai sini

Fartmigate-n”lume si rdzlefe :

Din cer, din iad, de pe intreg pdmint

S-au sirins in geniala-1i frumusefe.
Cind tin la piept faptura-fi luminald,
Le-mbrdfises pe citetrele-odatd. . .

23 aprilie 1955
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T've never been a preuntice in my art,

From the beginning master, full... just now,
My only lord, I bend to thee. Impart

Thy blessing to me, who most humbly bow.
Don’t wonder that a measure I deny,

Thou art to give me all, for always hath

Thy love been blended with its brethren high;
Art everlasting and most sovereign Death. ..
To nothingness hath faded now their mirth,
Dissevered round the world they stray undone.

From hell, from heaven, from the wide-spread earth

Thy peerless beauty gathered them in one.
When in my arms I hold thy being bright,
All three of them I am embracing tight.
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Mereu cersim vietii ani mulfi, asa,-n nestire,

Ne rdzvrdatim, ne plingem de piericiunea noastrd,

S1 incd nu-ngelegem cd fard de iubire

Se wvestejeste Timpul in noi ca floarea-n glastrd ;

Rupt din eternitate, el vrea idrim asement

Din care-altoiul subred sd-si tragd sevd noud ;

Noi il primim cu gheotd si-l rdsddim in cremeni

Cind Dragostea-i unica vecie daid noud.

Ci-n van acum te minii pe mine si m-arunci,

Minunile 1ubirii n-ou stavile pe lume;

Ca Lazar lo auzul duioaselor porunci,

Oricind si ori de unde md vei striga pe nume,
Chiar de-as zdcea in groapd cu lespedea pe mine,
Tot me-as scula din moarte ca sd alerg la nine.

Luni, 2 sl

“We always beg from life years without end,
Rebelling we deplore our frailty’s doom

But, without love, we still don’t understand

“That Time will fade in us, like a tom bloom.

Broken from timelessness, it asks to own.

A land alike where its frail graft to set.

With ice it’s welcomed, planted on grit-stone,
When Love’s the sole eternity we’ll get.

In vain now angerst, throw’st me 'way so scoffed,
Love’s miracles no limits have at all.

“The way Lazarus heard commandments soft,
_At any place or time my name shouldst call,

Even in grave, the tombstone upon me
T still will rise from death to run to thee.

3 G5 o f B
Monday, the Znd of May




Tu stiv ce lung si aprig luplai ca sd te capdt,

Cu mine-niii, cu fine, cu pizma tuturor...

Rdazboiul crincen insd urmeazd fard capdt;

Sd te tin rob, eu, sclavul, pe tine-nvingdtor,

Nu crut nimic; cuvintul it cinid osanale,

Dar lanci de gind, cairene de versuri te pindesc,

Duh, inimd st minte, aprinse arsenale, :

Zi, noapte, geniale unelte-mi iscodesc ;

In dragosie nu este odihnd, numai moarie. . .

O pace-nseamnd satiu, surisul linced minite,

Acel ce-ti siringe mina si pleacd se desparie,

Dar rana md irezeste ca un sdrut fierbinte:
Tubirea mea-i ca steagul in lupta norecoasd,
Cu cit mai sfisiatd, cu-atit mai glorioasd.

78

Thou knowst how long and hard 1 fought fe;r thee,
Myself, then thee and then a whole world’ spite. ..
“This fiery war still goes on endlessly ; )
That I, the slave, slave thee, who’st won the i:.ighia
Nought do I spare; my word sings to thy praise,
“Yet, spears of thought, quatrains a-watching stay,
“Wit, heart and mind, like arsenals ablaze,
Contrive me tools ingenious night and day;
There is no rest in love, from death apart...
Peace means repletion, a dull smile’s a fake.
He who will shake thy hand and leave, doth part,
“The wound, like a hot kiss, sears me awake:

My love's like flags in lucky bhattles borne,

So much more full of glory as it’s torn.

Menday, the 23rd of May 1955
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CLXXXV (31)

Nu mai hulesc, iubite, aceastd trisid jard,
Nict lumea rea si strimid in care te-ai ndscul,
Cum nu urasc faring vulgard sv avard
Din care pomul mindru zbucni, neincaput. ..
Ci lupt s-0 scap de viermii ce rod la rdddcind,
O-nnobilez cu soiul unor fiinge noi.
T zdmislese amanie cu suflet de lumind,
Tti plasmuiesc soii vrednici din ideali erot. ..
Turnaie din iubire — ititanice modele —
Am stors in ele sucul a sute de vief,
Traiesc in veci. Tu insd, mult mai presus ca ele
Tntreci aceste-nalte virtugi st fzwnusefze
E oastea ideald, trimisd-n sirg de mine
Sd ia FEternitatea cu-asalt si pentru fine.

Luni, 30 mai 1955
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No longer do I, love, this sad land curse,
Thy birth into this narrow world of doom,
As I don’t hate the vulgar soil adverse,

Whence the proud tree burst forward, for more room. . .

But ’gainst the worms that bite its root I fight,
Ennoble it with creatures newly bred.

Conceive thee lovers bearing souls of light,

And to ideal herces make thee wed. ..

Titanic models — moualded all {from love,
I've squeezed in them of thousand lives the fire;
Thevll live for ever. Yet thou art ahove.

Than all these virtues, beauties, thou art higher.
It’s the ideal army sent by me,
For thee, too, to assail eternity.

Monday, the 30th of May 1955

g — Ultimele sonete inchipuite ale lui Shakespeare in traducere
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CLXXXVI (32)

Urii perfectiunea de cum te-am cunescul,
Reci limite rigide cu aer de-nchisoare;
Viata-i schiloditd de ea si visul moare.

Acolo niciodatd tu nu at fi-ncdput.

Tmi place-n tine sporul, viu, gata tot sd spargd,
Scdderi neastepiate cu-adincul monsiruos,

Az bunul plac, schimbarea cu unduire largd,
Lumina-n beznd, norul ca vitiul frumos;
Dar spiritul in tine stdpinitor vegheazd,
Nimic nu are voie sd inire nechemat ;

Rizi, inima s-aprinde indatd cu o razd;

Un semn, si negrul clocot clestar a inghetat ;

Strunesti ca Bacchus tigrii, si-n lant cu mindrii lei,

Pe mine, injugatul la caru-i, lingd ei...
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1 loathed perfection when I thee beheld,

Cold limits, stiff, with gaol-like semblance; "tis

What makes life crippled and all dream decease.

And all of thee it never could have held.

I love thy zest, alive, prone all to break,

Now sudden falls that ghastly depths entice,

Chance whims, then, largely-waving changes make,

Light in pitch-darkness, clouds like splendid vice;

Yet, thy wake spirit’s ruling all, upright,

Nothing unwont may penetrate at ease,

Thou laugh’st, a ray will set thy heart alight;

A sign to crystal the black whirl doth freeze.
Like Bacchus, tigers tzmest; with lions strong.
Yoked to thy cart, myself dost spur along.
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In sufletu-ti oceanic, nuntind, merenw m-avint ;

Fu nu-mi ador in tine iubirea mea rdsfrinid,
Cum, oglindit in ape, se contempla Narcis:

Tn volbura de valuri ce-ntinderea-ti framinid

— Unde foiesc balauri — nu-i tihnd peniru vis.
Dar uneori esit numai azur, rodesti sirene,
Din spumele-ti de patimi se zdmislesc mart zei,
Tii scoti toti inecatii la jdrmuri, ca alene

In dragostea-ii cu toane iar sé te joci cu ei.
Atuncea plec in tine sd-fi cuceresc favoarea ;
f)ti flutur oriflame, pun purpura vestmint,

Ca dogii cind in largurt se logodesc cu marea,

f S

De sus, din mindru-mi geniu armat in Bucentaur,
Ti~arune, inel, iubirea-mi, cdtusd grea de aur.
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1 do not love my own love’s face in thee,
Like Narvcissus his image in the streams:
For in the whirls that stir thee constantly,
— Where dragons swarm — there is no peace for dreams.
Yet, sometimes syrens breed’st, art azure pure,
‘Thy passion’s froth bears forth great deities,
All of thy drowned again to shore dost lure,
In thy love’s whims to play with them at ease.
Thy grace to win, then, I depart in you;
Wave oriflammes and get in purples clad,
Like doges, when to the high seas they’re wed,
Thy ocearic soul I get into;

My genius, from the Bucentaur, bold,

Throws thee love’s ring, hard manacle of gold.

" Judy 1655
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Ma wit cum cade noaptea, aluzie la moarte,

St lumea-si catd duhul in lampile aprinse ;
Reinird in vis viata, pdtrunde de departe,

Ca o mireasmd, somnul, in cdrnurile stinse.
Fu stau mereu in beznd: lumina mea-1 la tine
Si ochii mei o alia nu vor sd mai primeascd.
Cum trosestt aiurea pldcerile divine?

Nu ti-a rdmas o umbrd de cuget sd-fi sopieascd
Cum dragostea-mi, mai mare ca vesnica naturd,
Ti-a zamislit adincul din now, in zeci de fete?
M-am despoiat de taind, de-nalia-nvestiturd,

Ca sd-1i imbrac unica si goala-1i frumusege ;

Te-am invdiat tubirea, semeiul zbor in slavd..

Sd pier ca scorpronul de propria-mi otravd.

‘m\ww@m‘w‘.\,«mw‘«% ;s e

CLXXXVIII (34)

I watch the night fall, like a hint at death,
The world their spirit search in lamps alight;

Life enters dream, anon; remote, sweet breath,

Sleep pours into the flesh extinct its might.
I dwell in darkness, for my light’s with thee,
And my poor eye will take no other guide.
How dost thou waste saint bliss so recklessly?
No faint thought doth there whisper, at thy side,
How, greater than eternal nature, love
In tens of facets shaped thy depths renewed?
I stripped my secret, vesting from above,
To dress thy beauty so unique and nude;
I taught thee love, the daring flight up, high,
- That 1, like scorpions, by my poison die.

Friday, the 22nd of July 1955
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CLXXXIX (35)

Nu me-au tirit spre tine nici stearpa desfrinare,

Nici vitiul fatarnic, ¢ patima senind ;

Cind fluturul isi arde eripa-n luminare,

El nu rivneste seul, ci magica lumind.

Ma sprijin pe-agmintire-acuin. .. §i-apol pe moarte

Topi ceilalti stilpi cu lumea deodatd s-au surpat,

Tubirea putrezeste pe undeva, departe,

Eiernitatea-i tncd un vis dezaripat.

M-adun de pretutindeni, md-nchid de-o grijd sumbrd,

Mi-e sufletui zadarnic si cere sd se culce;

Prin slivi amurgul trece misterios de dulce

St-n umedul lui giulgiu md-nfasurd cu wmbrd. ..
Nici stea, nici cintec: vine alt soi de noapte, grea.
Mat limpede ca gheata. .. si rece (ot ca ¢a,

feg

Duminica, 24 iulie 1955

“Not barren lust did drive me to thee nigh,

Nor vice most treacherous, but passion bright;

“When candles burn its wing, the buttertly

Vearns not for tallow, but for magic light.

On memory I bend... and then on death:

All other world-bound peles shrank suddenly,

Somewhere, afar, love’s rotting: no wings hath,

As yet, the frail dream 0;{‘51:63117;4;}”‘.

My scattered self with dark care I retreat,

My soul is vain and asks to fall asleep;

Dusk passes on, mysteriously sweet, ’

And its moist pall veils me in shadows deep...
No star, nor song: another night’s in store,
More crystal-clear thanice... and frozen more. ..

Sunday, the 24dth of July 1955
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CXC (36)

Nu te-am putut cuprinde sd fii numai al meu,

E cum as cere lunii si-mi ardd noaptea-n sfesnic =

Ti-e locul intre stele... Ci, oricit de pigmeu,

Mi-e dragostea cer, iar tu, lumindtoru-i vesnic.

Stiu, intre not sint doud iubiri: a mea si-a ia;

Nu ne-a-nchegat in sine o unicd simfire :

Tu firul tdu oricind vrei pofi rupe sau scurta,

Dar lantul meu ramine si-i fdrd-mpotrivire,

Nici spatiul, nici timpul nu izbutesc si-l roadd,

Rugina deznddejdii il lasd neatins :

Nu-l simti cum fremdteazd sdlbatic de intins?

Ca sd te urmdreascd, ndvalnic, ca pe-o pradd,
Chiar pin’ la cellalt capdt al lumii de-ai fugi,
fnverigat de tine, cit lumea s-ar lungi.

Duminica, 31 iulie 195%
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“Too weak was I to hold thee all for me,

As force the moon in candle-sticks, at mgh.t:
"Twixt stars’s thy place... Yet, p‘igmy. as it be,
My love’s a heaven, thou, its lasting light. .

1 know, there are two loves between us: mine,
And thine: by one strong feeling we're Eﬁﬂt tied :
At any time ;Lhy bond thou canst untwine,
Still, merciless, my chain clings to my sxcifz. ‘
And neither space, nor time can ?f?ﬂl’()‘i‘igh it bite,
Safe from dejection’s rusting it will stay.

Canst thou not feel its tremor, wildly tight?

“To follow thee, uiflinching, like a prey,

Fen at the farthest world’s end, if thou’st hide,
Coiled onto thee, it would extend world-wide.

Sundey, the 3Ist of July 1855
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Am azvirlit ecu dreapta ale Ursitei zaruri
St mi-ai cdzut tu, vajnic miniuitor de reu ;
Azt toate-mi vin prin tine... si inire mii de haruri
Primesc chiar zorii zilei ca pe un dar dal tdu.
Aldturi de lumina creaid-n empireu,
Tubirea fu o noud lumindg pentru lume ;
De-atuncea fiecare-n opaitu-i de hume
O poate aprinde singur, el siesi Dumneseu.
In inima mea arde acest launiric soare,
Din haosul viegii mi te-a dezvaluis
Pe tine, frumusete atoteolropitoare
Vast cosmos, ce-n orbita-ti m-ai prins, biet satelit ;
Sin juru-ti cu alaiul de astri md avin,
Pe muzica din sfere de-q pururt sd le cind.

Luni, 8 avgust 1955
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T threw the dice of fate with my Iigh? hand
Aad won thee, mighty saviour 'ﬁz‘om‘ ‘a;} wrong:
All’s from thee now... in blisses cwsi:h(mt end
The very dawn comes with “i}_}y ngﬁsﬂs ahmgs “
Twinned with the light that from h}gh, Heaven Cﬁﬁ‘iﬁp
Love gave the world new glow: and, sm{;gﬂ{&t day,
Each in his humble rushlight wrefight of clay,
Being his own god, sets it sole aﬂam:z,
This inner sun shines in me cagscie&&?iy, .
And from life’s chaos brought thee forth, alight,
All-overwhelming beauty: ﬂmu%i -gaught me
In thy vast orbit, wretched Sat€ﬁ}tfi | 9

And round thee with the stars array I rise,

To praise thee with the music of the skies.

oy, the 8ih of August 1955
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11 (38)

Is my love old, my glory fading dead, )
That thou dost shun my smile, my look intense?
Thou’rt near, with the wide Farth betwixt us spread:
We talk: a wenches’ chat over a fence...
There’s horrid art in the false face thou bear’st,
But I know all thy essence and disguise: 7
Crime, like a rose, pinned to thy hasp thou wear'st,
And vices in thee sweetest buds arise,
Of them, or me art thou now shaking free?
Neither for friend, nor foe sublime 1 yearn:
The hell, thy devilish stars give back to me,
If love’s in us, to skies, again, they’ll turn:
For neither place nor time give biigs’to me,
But thou: my doom’s a heaven holding thee.

Mi-a-mbatrinit tubirea si gloria-i pe moarte,

Cd-mi ocolesti surisul si fugt de ochit mei?

Aldturea : si parcd pamintul ne desparie;

Vorbim : si-i flecareala, prin gard, ca-nire femer. ..

Te mdslutesti cu-o artd prea infiordioare

De nu ti-as st launtrul si mestesugul iot;

Porgi crima ca pe-o rozd infiptd-n chiotoare.

St vifitle,-n tine, suavi boboci isi scot.

Acum cerci sd te scuturi: de ele? ori de mine?

Dar nu te vreau prieten st nici vrdjmas sublim ;

fnapoiazd-mi tadul, demonicele-fi stele,

Tl vom preface iardsi in cer de ne iubim;
Nu-mi hdrdzeste locul, nici timpul fericirea,
Ci tu; la piept cu tine mi-e paradis pieirea.

R

A R

Marti, 9 augunst 1955 Tuesday, the 9th of August 1955
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Asa cum zilnic hrana o mdrunim in gurd,
Asijderea viata o desirdmdm in clipe. ..
Tubirea de mai poate la loc s-o infiripe,

Cum izvori din sine, dumnezeiesc de purd.

Robi trasi pe roata vremii, stam far’ de-mprospdtare,

St vitiorul nestru e phin doar de irecui. . .

Nici moartea nu ne scapd. .. arar cite-o visare
Ne infierbintd fruntea, fugarnic, c-un sdrut.
Dar dragostea ne-adund irdirea spulberatd,
Trunchiatele-i silabe poem intreg s-astern,

Zbdtdi, izbindd, fapte, cenusd cad indatd,
St numai inutilul din noi este etern ;

Atevi supun vecia si sirins de clipe-o leg

Cind mina-ti, fructd albd, cu buzele culeg.

Marti, 9 aungust 1955

A
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CXCIII (39)

Like we crumb up our food each day, the same
We break up life in instants that all lapse...
Sele love could bring it back in one, perhaps,
As, godly pure, forth from itself it came.
Slaves broken on the wheel of time, we fare,
Our future filled with nought but past, amiss,
Death clinging to us tight... just fancies, rare,
Warm up onr forehead with a fading kiss.
Yet, love brings back our scattered feelings, all
Maimed syllables the poem, full, re-cast,
Strife, victory and fact to ashes fall
And what is useless in us, sole, will last,
HEternity to moments tied I bend

2

When my lips pick the white frait of thy hard...

Tuesday, the 9th of August 1955

7 = Ultimele sonete inchipuite ale Iui Shakespeare in traducere
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CXCIV (40)

Fu nu ered bucuria ce-mi trimisest, ca}’)‘e(f,n{i; .

,,Cd iar ti-e drag poetul, si-l c;’ze;{?zi”. .- ch tau aminie,

M-nireb lduniric, pipdi nemuriioared rand:

Fideld, niciodatd durerea nu ne n;z,in:teg

Tu nu stii ce amard e gloria tirzie, .

Cind nuw mei ai un dinte, s-o mugs{i, in gura hidd...

Nevolnic, ti-e rugine de cruda poesie

Ca de-o femeie gala de rivna ta sd-st rida. ..

Tubirea, cit de purd, ol cere-0 1Spagire,

Chior intre om si ingeri pdcal e socoliic;

E drept sd fiu e singur p?‘z}zgg z;fe i%&{?giv; ?

Nu me-ai jertfit tu, tnsul, viclima Q.?'z,ndim. o
De ce cu linci de slove acum din nou m-ajungt
Si-mi hdrfuiesti, iubite, Destinul, sd-l strdpungi?

The joy thou’st sent to trap me can’t be real,
“The poet, dear again, call’st...” I take heed,
I ask myself, the timeless wound 1 feel:
Faithful, pain never lies to us, indeed,

Thou dost not know how sore late fame can be,
‘When teeth, to bite it, thy wry mouth hath none. ..
Weak, thou’rt ashamed of cruel poetry,

Like of a wench who takes thy zeal for fun...
However pure, love asks for penitence,

Even "twixt man and angel thought to be

A sin: should I, sole, be deliverance?

Since thou, the sentenced victim, sentenced me?

Why dost thou reach me with words’ spears, anew,

Chasing my Destiny to stab it through?

Thursday, the 1lith of August 1955
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Tu mi-ai cules, iubite, peniru eternitate
A cugetelor mele mireasmd, poezid.
Acum trimiti asuprd-mi disprejul si urgia,
Dar fagurul rdmine cind pier florile toate.
Tubirea ta cu grindent, zoritd sd zdrobeascd
Si-n drumu-i meteoric sd ireacd mai departe,
Nu mi-a crujai un petec de suflet. .. Totusi, war te
Implor sd cazi pe mine cu vipia-fi cereascd. ..
Se sparge norul. .. tatd, tu esti intreg [umindg,
La care-mi svint durerea, urc crengi, dau flori, rodesc.. .
Chiar gheata ta mi-e hrand; in tuind o-mblinzesc,
Ea-mi tine duhul proaspdt si inima virgind. ..

St, umbrd, in iot locul de tine-aldturi sini,

Cici umbra e ecoul luminii pe pdmint.

Miercuri, 17 august 1955

100

Thowu’st harvested, my love, ﬁ'omgme, for aye,
The balm of all my wits, my poetry.
Now thy contempt and wrath thou send’st on me,
Yet, honeycombs remain, when all blooms die.
Thy love that sped with hail to crush and beat,
Then to pass on, like shooting stars, its way,
No patch of soul hath spared me... Yet, I pray,
Make fall on me thy godly scorching heat.
The cloud breaks... see, thou art all wrought of light,
In it I dry my pain, branch, bloom, fruit breed...
On thy ice, even, taming it, I feed,
It keeps my heart unspoilt, my spirit bright.
And, shade-like, T am by thee, day and night,
For shade’s the earthly echo of the light.

Wednesduay, the 17ih of August 1955




Alungd viclesugul si nu da crez povetu

Sd minit wbzwa, strimbd s-0 gusti, ca pe-o merinde:

Lu;mum voluptdfii depline it aprinde,

Ea pzrﬂuzesic carneq, acest ftua dulce-al vietii. ..

Vrei sd ramii copila cu sini suavi si coade?

Dar floarea fecioriei se scuturd la fel.

Inchipuirea, vierme fldmind, in duh o roade

Si-i putreseste sacra saminid, fdrd pel.

Oricit ar fi fagisd, iubirea-i tot o iaind:

Ne viziteazd-aicea, dar sta in aitd parie;

Sdrutu,-mbrdfisarea i sint numai o haind

Cu care se-nvesmintd in lumea de sub moarie. ..
Atunci intr-o vdpaie si noi ne-nvdluim,
Micar ca licuricii sd ardem cit traim.

102

Reject all cunning, don’t believe one should
Cheat love and taste it like a dish, amiss:
For love lights up the glow of perfect bliss,
And makes flesh meiim&/g life’s sweet fruit and fcod..
Fair-breasted child, with tress’d he ﬂ %u%i thou stay?
Maidenhood’s bloom is fading, all e
E"ﬂw*yy keen worm, <o m‘-@éﬂ
And its saint seed will rot w
Hmws er downright, hwesa a
Oft calls upon us heve, ells eleey
Kiss and embrace are naihi}:gg but a gear
Which, in the world below death, it éimh wear. . .
Then we wrap up in blaze, in cur turn,
At least like glow-worms through our life 1o burn.

sesduy, the 17th of
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CXCVII (43)

Nu-ii cer deloc credingd, mi-e de ajuns iubirea,

Ca sfintul trup, in orice fdrimd eu e-nireagd ;

Cu nine-odatd-n brate am strins nemdrginireq ;

Ce-mi pasd cd st alfii rivnesc s-o mai culeagd!

Urzind din haos lumea, in vasta-1 valdcire

Stapinul a-ncdreai-o de nebunia sa;

Dar i-a adaos, unic leac de tamdduire,

Tubirea, cheia boliti cu harul de-a visa...

Eram in aurora de our a iubiri,

Privirile aprinse creard ceruri noi;

De cum veni amiaza, cantcula iubiriz,

Tu tot mai groase umbre de-nghef pui inire noi;
Dar te stramut in mine cind pleoapele s-astern,
Alcdiuitd-aievea din iol ce ai etern.

Duaminicd, 28 angust 1955

i
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No faith I ask for, thy sole love will do

That’s whole, like the Saint Bedy, in each bit.

I hold the boundless tight, aleng with you,

What do I care that others yearn for it?

God wove the world from chaos 1n a streak

Of folly, filled with lunacy extreme:

Yet, added to it an all-heal unique:

Its keystone, love, and the saint gift to dream.

At the gold dawn of love we were, above,

The ardent looks created other skies.

Now, in the noon canicular of love,

Thou put’st between us shades on shades of ice.
Yet, when my eyelids fall, thou mov’st in me,
Wrought real of all thou hold’st cternally.

Sunday, the 28th of August 1955
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CXCVIIL (44)

I alioisesi firea pe glorii si trufie,

G gmgaw mldadiia pe-un veehi trunchi scorburos ;

Cu vine tori, jlamqu zvicnite dups ain glie,

A mea-si urcase soiul sdlbatec st z/mvyes. .

Pazms«)m din obirsii poirivnice unirii,

Dar ne chema lumina aceluiasy vdzduh ;

Cu mrfmz d’ﬁ(i;wﬁzm in sldvile gindirii,

Ne-am intilnit acolo, in pur azur de duh!

Sus, cregleie- mzif{”’ﬂt’ in artd 5:1 visare,

Zi;uhwm orice-armesiec cu fumwf de sub noi,

Cind din seninul apt g suit, pin’ la pierzare,

Larg, julwm: jubirii 1sbi in amindot : .
De-atunci md zbat s1 ‘%if};Hw uz;)f.zm 5G-1 sporesc
Si ardem impreund de-acelasi foc ceresc.

Lound, 29 august 1955
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On pride and fame thy self thou didst engraft, ...»
Frail shot, that on a hollow trunk did feed:
With strong and hungry veins did mine, thereaft,
Raise straight from earth its wild and Q'turdy breed. ..
From founts to blending hostile did we spring, .
Yet, we were lured by the same heaven fair:
We both our peaks to thﬂught% high skies did bring,
And met in azure and pure spirit, there!
Brows twinned. in art and dream, we’d won thai height,
Cutting all bond with the low-standing world :
When from the blue, reached hard, till out of sight,
Love’s lightning, large, on both of us was hurled:
Since then I've fought, bleown to increase its flame,
So that the blaze that burns us be the same.

Meonduy, the 29tk of August 1955
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CXCIX (45)

Domnitd a gradinit cu merele de aur,
De-acolo ti-ai luat sinii de miindrd Hesperidd?
Si verzii ochi atlantici, din ce pierdut tezaur?
St pdrul tors din noapte, sempiuos ca o hlamida?
Eu singur iti stiv taina cind lung ti-alint aleanul
Si trupul in sdruturi ti-l prind ca-nir-un navod.
Visez ci sint Hercule si iar despic oceanul,
Ostrovul feciorelnic sd-fi jefuiesc de rod.
N-am sd mai fug: nu caut alte mdrefe fapte,
Poegii ramin asidzi eroti omenirit!
La albele-ti picioare torc versuri zi $i noapie. ..
Mi-ai inclestat pe soarid cdtusele iubirii:
Sé-fi cint doar frumusefea mi-e unica ispravd,
Nemuritoarea-ti formd pe veci s-o-nalp in slavd.

Yarti, 30 august 1955

PaginaN
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CXCIX (45

@Queen of the golden apple-garden, dost

“Thou have thy proud Hesperian breasts from here?
"Thy green Atlantic eyes, from what hoard lost?
"Thy night-spun hair, rich as a royal gear?

I know thy secret, sole, slow soothing thee,

When kisses round thy body, net-like, weave.

I dream I'm Hercules and split the sea,

"Thy maiden island’s harvest that I thieve.

No more exploits: I will not run away,

Poets are now the heroes of mankind!

At thy white feet I spin verse night and day...

Love’s manacles on my fate thou didst bind:

My ouly deed is, now, thy charm to praise,
To heavens’ heights thy timeless shape to raise.

Tuesday, the 30th of August 1955
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Credeam cd gelozia-mi va ruina iubirea, That jealousy would ruin love, I thought,

Cum face camazaiul cu victhima plapmda As usurers with their frail victims do:

Dar me-e-nselai: nu numai c¢d nu-i opri sporirea, But no: not only greater love it brought,

Ea insdsi s-a adaos la drogeste dobindd. But added up to it, as interest, too.

Aci-ti socot un zimbet mai rdu ca o capcand. | As dangerous as traps thy smiles can be.

Aci-mi-ntinde-un inger aripa-mbratisdrii; Then the embrace of angels” wings 1 seize.

Atingerea-fi acuma mi-e har, acum prihand, , Thy touch now bliss, then sin bestows on me.

Si iardsi curcubeul fugar al tmpdedrii. .. ' : Then peace’s lapsing rainbow gives me ease...

Atitea vii venituri si bogdayii de chinuri, Too much live income, richest pains I've seen,

Fac sufletul o pungd cu avufii de moarte; ' That make the soul a purse with lethal hoard:

Mi-e dor de sdrdcie cu martle-1 seninuri, | I do miss poverty, its heights serene.

Cind adoram o umbrd si tncd de departe. .. When — and from far — a shadow I adored...
Dar tu nu fine seama, ci iarid-md merew & : But do not mind, and pardon me anew,
Asa toti credmcwsu 11 fac lut Dumnezeu. All faithful ones do so with the Lord, too.

Miercuri, 31 dugust 1955 Wednesday, the 31si of August 1955

112 . § — Ultimele sofiete inchipuile ale lui Shakespeare in traducere 113




CCI . (47)

Tubirea-i neclintitd? Iyi schimbi numai iubifii?

Arunci alte noi vreascuri pe-acelasi foc mereu?

Gheena ta nu arde decit pe osindiiii

La dragostea eternd? Atunci acela-s eu.

In alba-fi demonie cdzut fard scdpare,

Presimi ce-t vesnicia cu fiecare chin,

St simjurile-mi, sase ndpirci spdimintdioare,

De tine asmutite, md-mbatd cu venin.

De gerul voluptdtit durerile-mi scinteie,

St vifiul, deodaid ndprasnic diamant,

Pldacerea imi resfird in mii de curcubeie,

C-un capdt in edenuri, scrisnirea-n celdlalt. . .
i

St pling, Adam nemernic, lo sacre porii de rai,
El Es < 4 3

Din tadurile-fi nolte aferd cind md dat. ..

Vineri, 9 septembrie 1955

Thy love won’t change? Only thy lovers do?

Same fires flume new faggots, ceaselessly?

Thy hell burns up but those convicted to

Eternal worship? Why, then, that is me.

In thy white demonry I hopeless fell,

And in each torture feel eternity:

My senses, as six ghastly asps of hell,

Imbue my mind with poison, siirred by thee.

The frost of oliss doth make pain sparkle, cold,

And vice, that diamond fierce, at once doth smother

To thousand rainbows my delight, that hold

Eden on one end, grittirg or the other,
Poor Adam, at saint Heavens’ gate I cry,
When thou dost chas> me from thy hell so high.

Friday, she 9th of Sepiember 1955




Jubirea mea se-ntinde in timp, a ta in spajiu;
Tu patima-fi imprdstii pe-un cimp fdrd hotare:
Amici, cai, paji, canalii, femei, ciini, prinfi... n-ai safiuf
In dragostea mea, veacul abia-i o sdrutare.
Te-mbréjisez, si-o ord nu-mi desclesteazd braful ; [
C-un wvers fi-asez icoana in piscuri de milenii;
Vinez eternitatea sd ti-o-mpletesc in laful s
Cununii pentru fruniea rdaspintie de genii... :
N-ajunge o viaid? A mea prin tine cresie;
Mi-e-0 viaid clipa in care md privesii,
Belsug de nemurire surisu-fi ddruieste,
Jdubirea-mi leonindg numai cu ea hrdnest :
Durere, soartd, moarte sint partea celorlalgi,
Deasupra lor, prin mine, transcenzi si fe inalfi.

Luoni, 12 septembric 1955
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CCII (48)

My love in time and thine in space extend:

Thou scatter’st passion round thee boundlessly:

Friends, horses, serfs, rogues, dames, dogs, lords. .. no end!

With me, a mere kiss is a century.

T hold thee: hours can’t my arm bring down:

A verse thy face in agelong peaks will seat:

1 hunt the timeless, wreathe it in a crown

For thy high brow where genii do meet. ..

‘One life is not enough? Mine grows through thee:

In thy sole glimpse a life-span I can read,

Thy smile’s a boon of immortality,

Which, ’lone, my love, as lions strong, can feed :
Pain, fate and death are others’ lot: above
All these, thou art transcending, through my love.

Monday, the 12th of September 1955
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Ne-nvdluta misterul unei iubiri de zei

Ce si-au ales sdlasul in lumea trecdtoare ;

Ciclopeene ziduri de dragoste-nfipsei

In carnea ta uitucd st alunecdioare. . .

S-a ndruit iubirea, de tut la temelie ;

Nici patimile — stilpii — n-au mai rdmas. .. Stdm sterpi. . ..

Ne ocolesc cu grijd amici, vrd;'m(;si' se siie,

Ruinele de iunple s cuibare mari de seipz.

Ei suierd din gaun. E inima mea pnnsa
Stafze a nemurirti cind tainici zei, eram —

Ea s-a pdstrat acolo, chiar sub moloz, nestinsd,

Un ciob, dar arde-n coltul unde te adoram. ..
Tu te-at tniors in slava viriejului lumesc;
Pacatul fericirii ew singur ispdsesc.

Mary, 13 septembrie 1955
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We knew the mysteries of gods’ love, who
Chose as their h@me this world of lapsing ash:
Cyclopian love walls T pressed into

Thy slippery and most forgetful flesh. ..

Founded on clay, love cru imbled down and died:

Not e’en its poles — lusts — s stand... Yoid, on our own
) ) grye
We stay, /"h’m“ed i‘ r both friends an i f{)%‘. .. "Tis known
That ruined temg  serpe ﬂh nests do in
s tr

Is that their hiss in

— Ghost of our tu
?w@uw d, still <£§ o
A chi zzk aéfuza, £l @ys d thee...

hou’st left me ’lone,
oy owil.

{-«b

Tuesday, the 13th of September 19 255
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CCIV (50)

Mi-a trebuit intreaga vdpaie-a poeziet
Carbunele iubirit sd schimb in diamani;

Dar stralucestt de-acuma pe fruntea vesniciei,
Rdascumpdrat de-a pururi obstescului neant. ..
Puterea mea e jarul inchis, ca-n nestemaltd,
Ce arde dur si rece-n lduniricul sdu joc:

De la crearea lumii, cu astrii toli deodatd,
Nu se mai stinge-n mine originarul foc.

E cit un bob, dar ine virtugile esenfei ;

E diamant, ce roade otel $i munii de stei. ..
Cu el it tai fereastra-n perefti exisienlei,

Sd intre nemurirea cu fot vazduhul ei.

St-ntr-un virtej de versuri arzind diamantine

Seduc eternitatea, iubite, peniru line.

Stmbatd, 17 septembrie 1955

memwwwmwmwywmwmmww

CCIV (50)

1 needed all the flame of poetry
To change love’s coal to diamond: now, re-born,
Thou crown’st the forehead of eterrity,
Far from the vulgar void for ever torn...
My might is burning, like in gems, screened ‘way,
In its own inward spark, stone-hard and cold:
Since worlds were wrought, with stars along, its ray
My timeless flame, is shining high and beld.
"Tis grain-small, but it holds the essence all:
A diamond biting steel and mounts’ rough stone...
Thy window it can cut into life’s wall,
The timeless, with its skies, to make thy own.
In whirls of gem-like sparkling verse, for thee
My love, I'm luring all eternity.

Saturday, the 17th of September 1955
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Stiu si-o voiesc; aceasia mi-e ultima viaid. . .
Nu mai renasc de-acuma, cdcil, iald, te-am gdsit.
Deschizi eternitatea: in pucea ei mdreatd
Se-nchete rdtdcirea-mi c-un glorios sfirsit. ..
Sint mai bdirin ca moartea : ndscuf mai inainte
Ca stricdioarea-i wmbrd sd fi intrat in lume.
Am supt nemurtiorul sin al tubirii sfinte,
In rind cu Archetipii fird de veae, nici nuwme. . .
Déd-mi mina, nu-i nevoie de-aripi... O-mbrdgisare :
Misterioasa carne se fece duh in noi;
De dincolo de ceruri se-niinde-o ﬁ‘ﬂ{’pf(ﬁ‘ff,
Perechea cea pierdutd s¢ vie inapoi.
Ce astri, sus, acolo, cad jertfi tmpliniri,
Junghiati pentru ospdiul ff Joc al regdasirii?

o
©
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I know and want it: my last life is this...
T will not be re-born, for I found thee.
You open timelessness: in its great peace
A glorious end will close my wvagrancy. ..
Older than death I am: I was born long
Before its lethal shade to this world came.
I sucked the timeless breast of love, along
With Archetypes that have no age or name. ..
Thy hand: no wings are netdedm .. An embrace
The secret flesh will make 1o Spirit turn ;
A yearning stretched from yonder skies I trace,
That the lost mate should upﬂiv return.
What stars, high, there, to our fulfilment preyed,
And stabbed for union’s feast of fire, fade?

Sunday, the I8th of Seprember 1955
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Te-ncununam cu ginduri de slavd §i mister,
Ca inir-o liturghie slujitd-mpdtimirii,
Cerseam extaz cu aript de fldcdry in eter,
S-ajungem iposiaza de spaime a iubirii. ..
Dar mi-ai pdrut prea fraged, prea gingas la-nceput.
Tumultuosu-mi geniu inireg sd {i se-nchine:
Ca-n dragostea-1i ingustd sd-ncap, si mda siramud,
Tot ce fu greu si mare am azvirlit din mine.
Am inghejat acolo sub bolta idolatra.
Genunchi plecagi si frunte pe lespezi mi-am tocit. . .
N-a scdpdrat o zare in golul tdu de piaird.
De ce m-arunci acuma cind incd n-am murit?

Din ocnele iubirii, imbdirinit, steril,

Md-ntore cu grew la mine, ca dinir-un cruni exil.

Simbatd, 9 cctombrie 1955
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With thoughts of fame and mystery I crowned thee,
Like in a liturgy that passion praised,
Begging for fire-wing€d ecstasy,
To love’s fierce state of awe that we be raised. ..
Yet, first, too soft, too frail thou seemed, to make
My stormy genius in submission stay.
Moved in thy narrow love, lest it should break,
What’s hard and huge in me I threw away.
Tnder the vault idolatrous I froze,
Bent on the slabs, I wore my knees and brow...
In thy stone void no spark of sky arose.
T’m still alive, why dost thou spurn me now?
From love’s salt pits I turn, grown old, sterile,
Back to myself, like from a rough exile.

Saturday, the 9th of October 1955
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Cd meai tradat tot timpul nu-ii socotesc o vind.
Picatul e cd astfel pe tine te irddezi;
1?3%17 propriul tdu Iuda; impins de negre piezi,
Iti vinzi unor Caiafe inalta ia lumind. ..
Meai tragic ca un fpdl din mine a iisnit,
Sfistetor, sonetul ce fi-am trimis aseard.
Ocdri, blesteme, imnuri, acolo s-au ciocnit,
In iures, ingeri, demoni, val md cutreterard.
Ca lebdda ce moare si cintecul 131 lipd,
In spasmul destramdrii ti-am scris, indbusit
De-un gilgive de suflet agonic, pe sfirsit...
Si mina cu condeiul cdsu ca o aripd.
Culcai pe muasd timpiag;si, asteptind pieirea,
Crezui cd este moartea. .. era, vai, tol iubireal/

Joi, 7 nolembrie 1935
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Thy constant ireason, love, T will not blame.
Pity that thus thine own self dost betray:
Thow’rt thy own Judas: dark signs led thee ‘slray
To sell to knaves Caiaphas-like thy flame. ..
More tragic than a scream burst forth from me
The sonnet that I sent thee yesternight.
Qaths curses, hymns clashed in it: stormily
Angels and demons swept through me in tight.
Like swans that scream when their death-song they sing,
In dissipation’s spasm Iiwrote thee,
Choked with a gust of soul in agony...
And, with the pen, my hand fell like a wing
My temple down, I waited for the chill,
“Pis death” T thought... and, woe, it was love still
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Sd nu crezi cd iubirea e numai viclesuguri,
Dulci mreji de carne, undifi de zimbet si privire.
In fructul teinic, incd nebdnuit in muguri,
S-amestecd tot cerul, seios de zdmaslire.
N-ai teamd, nu ne esie tubirea ereticd:
Cdledm noi doi vreo lege a inimii-n picioare?
Dar dragostea tn lume e-atita de piticd,
Incit ce nu-t incape in calapod o doare. ..
Stim adumbriti de-o taind prielnica durerii,
Cumplitd frumusete de chinuri ne perindd.
Rdmii cu mine pururi in iirgul de mizerii,
Iti sint o credincioasd si magica oglindd ;
Te-ardt merew dirs, tindr, frumos si ingelept
Si de te sirimbd lumea, te vesi in mine drept.

Duminicd, 20 noiembrie 1955
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CCVIIL (54)

Don’t think that love is wrought of cunning, nay,

o)

Sweet traps of flesh, looks, smiles, all baitin g in.
Its secret fruit, that buds still hide away,
Blends all the sky-height, for conception keon.
Don’t fear, no heresy's onrlover dowe
Some gm*z‘e“ Elh E Pt Hdss ‘or bregk?
Yet, los %L» ‘wwH thaaq see,
What's too f%mg ny mould, doth ache.
%/{, e 5311d.§ {1 ?9 gpcret care;

wE see;
Stay with me '%“ this misery-wrought fair,
Steadfast and faithfal mirror T’ to thes?
I show thee firm, voung hw“m’mi and wise
May folks distort thee, straight from me thou §

Sunday, the 28ih of November 1955 .. -1 . oo 30

in lraducere

Jliimele sonels inchipuile ale jut &7
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Eu nu-ti cer ferwue, aceastd toropeald
De sobé oarbé-neinsd c-un vreasc far’ de luming. . .
Tubirii tale — sacrd cruzime geniald —
De nu-mi dai izbdvirea, cer arderea deplind.
Nu-mi mai ajunge viafe cu eni hotdrniciid
Si valul ei de veacuri rozind adinc din noi:
In dragostea eternd ea irebuie sorbiid
Cuw tot ce are-n funduri — i perle, si norot,
Atunci iesi-vom slobosi pe vegnice meieagzm,
Lésind in clisa lumii doar uriage urine,
Pensru sdrmanii oament ned’ep&siz‘g praguri, .
In care fird pace dupd comori sG scurme:
Céire aceastd slava ma pwgaicsn fu gare
Cu-atitea lungi si aprigi dureri mintuiloare?

Micreuri, 18 januarie 1956
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the. 18ih of January 1956 .
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GCX (56

Mé-mbii doar cu o cupd de drageste? LEu cer
Sd ure iubirea toaid, cum urci o fndliime:
Sub orice pas sd-i creascd o noud adincime
,§i~?z?i?z‘{§w€?¢zai cft lumeea S-0-nCercuini cu Cer.
Iti dau impdrdgia cea fdr’ de vdtdmare

Tn care osi si arme sint pururi de prisos. ..

£ U
L A PR R N yoo O P
Cind cur, slovd, rugd cad, ny mar auw _joles,
Fu te réscumpdr morfii ¢t ¢t
! Stelele si sorii m-au nick

/

Simbaty, 4 februasic 1956

132

CCX (56)

One cup of love thou offer’st? 1 demand
To mount it full, the way one mounts a hill
And every step should make it deepez still,
Tts world-wide span with sky that we surround.
T'm giving thee that realm untouched by wreck,
Where weapons, arimies, useless stay for avye,
When no more good are gold, fame, prayer high,
With song and dream from death I'll buy thee back.
No! Stars and suns have no supremacy, '
The fruits of light that brought te deserts seed...
Upon our strains the timelessness doih feed.
With one embrace we breed eternity.
Thy breath, soul, raise. .. That kiss on me impart,
That started on His lips, who kuows no start.

Suiurday, the 4th of February 1950
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Nu mai cunosti ace i

E dragostea : gg
_&‘n’iyﬂm soivak m?m%swg @m rasso cq pe-un vin,
; v [impezii-o, lind.
ea s
tn drum « lepddai;

e de chin,

iy

Lacun wnrﬁ oar

Tumult si s_pz;mw, dm dii
Din cruda jbgmma‘w{ﬁ attt o ‘mal pastrat,
dria si ardearea.

ne invaid
iodin dureri

ﬂ& e §i-0 {fjgzmw Hrst ;
Potrivnicele-arome stmbind, in ea lo=mbindg. . .

Pacalul sus.. . st=nchind: i foriv 6 bei lumind.

Simbats, 11 februarie 1956
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This liquor myﬁmi-ciea}: dost no more.-know?

"Tis love, that I in pain’s hard press did- smother,

Poured, wine-like, from one sonnet to. another.

And, verse by verse, distilled it, pure and slow.

Its candour, now, is like an angel’s eye:

Turmeil, froth, dregs, it all hath left behind:

From raw fermenting, sole, in it thou’lt find

Ravishing sp:mi strength and ardour high.

Wherever it bursts forth, a ray breeds life,

We clung with pity to past bitterness.

Love tells us in its secret-working strife

Thet there is; toe, a pain-wrought ha_ppénes
Contrary savours, smiling, bleuds its ngh'&. Ve

Thy goblet high...and clink: I pour thee light.

Sarurday, the 11th of Debruary 1956
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Tar i5i citesc ravasul, nu-ndeajuns de lung;
Vai, tu strecori minciunag si-n cuminecdiurd. ..
Venin imi ‘este dorul, cd uneori ajung

Sd nu mat siiu tubirea deosebi de urd. . .
Crezi tu cd pofi cu vorbe sd-nseli eternitatea
Si dragostea s-o saiuri cu pimm fo marunic?
Ca o fecioard; worba isi dd virginitatea

Doar mirelui, poetul, si scrisul e o nunid...
Imi fac din orice cuget o patimd adincd,

Si-n spafiul durerii te caut nempdcat.

Intoarce-te 'din wvaluri, sint tdrmul tdu de sifncd,

Chiar de-ai facut periplul intregului pdcat.
Vom arde tot trecutul cu spaime si rusine

Pe rugul bucuriei ce-ai sd aprinzi in mine.

Duminicd, 16 februarie 1956

Snnde

Thy lines, not long enough, I read anew.

Woe, thou liest even t&iﬁﬁ@ the Saint: Host.,

My vyearning such a poison doth imbue, ‘

That love from hatred I can’t tell, almost.

Thou think’st thy werds can cheat etermty

And love with thy quaint husks canst make feel feé‘P

Maiden-like, words yield their Vﬂ"gimty

Sole to the peet, groom by writing wed.

In each my thought I deepest passion pour,

In pain’s realm looking for thee restlessly.

Come back from waves, I am thy stone-wrought shore,

Mayst th@u have gone through sin eﬂ"‘aixeiy
We'll burn the past that’s full of fears and shame@
On the joy’s pyre set in me aflame.

ot of Feb




Vrei sd te smulpi din mine? Smulgindu<mi ochii poate. ..
(o) ()

St nici atunci. .. De-a pururi stai dincolo de e,
In tet ce esiesn mine duh de eternitate,
In insdsi nemurirea in care-am sd md-nchei.
Ce-mi pasd ¢ iubirea, ca luna, are faze,
Cind creste si cind scade pind Lzmsm@eime :
Oceanul meu de patimi, ra?m de~q gl raze,
Taldzuand, lunatic, se umfld spre-ndlfime
Ce mindrd limpezime-n zentiul suferinfii!
Deodatd-n mit de valurt md sparg sd te mefrz;w. .
Ne-atragem unul pe-altul cu forta ndzuint
Dar cumpina e fixd — pdmint si cer — n-o-nfring.
St totust, aspra-i lege poetul va-nfrunia:
In orice vers se scaldd, de sus, splendoarea ta.
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Will’st thou
Not even then. ..
In all that’s timeless ~“p§;;i within me,
In ‘E;ifm etor

t

S Cwarerer L5 AP . R
Tear wWay | carng . my. ¢ 5, BayDe. . .«
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ha > hath moon-b }m%é:mﬁ I cave not:
o s, -now lowes 1685 deep.
thy rays, m fy sca of passion, hot,

high zenith, what a clearness bright!

nd waves I break o mirrer thee,

her we attract with j,ga;mro ’s might,

— earth and sky — is, yet, W;hh me.
rough law the poet will defy,

For every line’s imbued with thy charm high.

maon-bound, swells; the heights to sweep:




CCXIV (60)

De ce numai pe tine iu insufi fe tubesti?

E lege jrumugetea s o adori oriunde.

Qﬂim 5 si ochi intreabd, si teate vor mgpzmd’e

Ca domn al jrumuszstwq pur archelip, tu esti.

Cum, geamdnd, te-mbibd ldunirica spif’méfo{zw

— FEter arzind de iaine, de gznéﬁuw st simiry —

Tu,-nalic ipostezd a cdrnii irecdtoare,

Ai luar in lume locul pierdutei nen

Nu=1 crimd cd p?sci@"umﬁ ne caled, viermi in drum,

Nici vigin ci-gi siorci hrand din @fiewiﬁ noasire ;

Cizindu-ii jerife~ajungem la ceruri, mdcs

Sty misi de tine; urca-vom poaie-n asire!
Léasindu-ne tulpina osindelor fntregi
T, -1v treqcd)

1TiTE
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Joi, 3 mai 1956
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CCXIV (60)

Why dost love only on thyself impart?

The law’s to worship beauty anywhere.

Ask mirrors, eyes, and all will answer fair
That beauﬁys lord, pure archetype thow art.
Since inner splen a}@mg twin, :im%} nes thee now
— Ether ablaze with fimugh

{ pas ,ﬁﬂv ﬁ;{é%ﬂ

The highest state ol

Stand’st for the world’

No crime’s thy © i

Nor vice E’ny feeding on our sonls, ’é’mg. 86

At least as smoke we'll reach %:%3 sky, th

And soar up to the stars, consur i
The stems of doom, all, fg%mu {
And pick’st the bloom of sin as

AVE 1o Us
(ost Dass.

Thursday, the 3rd of May 1956
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1w tfi vinesi tubitit tot ca pe cerbi, din goand,

In zvonul de petreceri, cu spingi de pofte-n miini,
Dear sd le smulgi din cregtet, irofew, mindrd coroand. ..
Ce-c mai rémas lasi apoi pentru valefi si cfini.

Dar nu-i nimic, iubesie, in orice chip, n-ai fricd:
Cereasca mogtenire, pdeatul radios,

Din carne sau din suflet asupra ta ridied

.?ﬂ van un pumn de fulger... nu cade minies;

“odn spaimd sd nu-i fie tocmirea lui zmintitd

De vreun sdrut, de-o-taing; din sariul ei etern
— Oricit de blestematd gi-oricii de osinditd —
Tubirea-n veci nu este pnm i de fnfcm.

In loc de iadul pasnic ferit de-a ei dezasire,

Ee arde in gheena din inimile noasire.

15 mai 1956
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Like stags bunt’st down thy lovers, on the run,

In the feasts’ din, armed with the spears of lust,

Tear’st off their crown, proud trophy, for thy fun...

What’s left, to dogs and servants dost then ecast.

But do mnot mind, love any way, no strain:

The glowing sin, saint Heavers’ iegacjv,

From flesh or-soul doth raise on ﬁ?w m vain

A lghtnimg’s fist... it won’t fall,

For fear some kiss, some secrel Sh@ug t ’siray

Its essence from the course where it doth dwell

— However curst and payward — love will stay

For ever banished and awsa v fmm Hell.
Instead of hell, spared of its doom, uﬁd tame
Love in cur hearts’ Gehenva stays ail

() — Ultimele sonefe inchipuite ale iui Shakespesre In traducere

&

145




Tu ai numai ureche de-fi trebuie cuvinte?

Alt soi de graiuri nu simp? Cu inima n-auzi?
Vai celor ce au sfeinic doar creierul cuminte
St peniru taina lumii doar ochii cdlduzi!

Fu schimb, tncure stihia: poet si argongut,
Cer pdrului tdu aur g1 pintecului vis,

Lumina fetei tale cu buzele o caui,

Si-n strinsu-mbragisarii m-afund ca-nir-un abis.
Nuimi cirmuiesc eroii corabia zubuzz,

Ci tu mi-o pori, zeild de gheaid st fu,rium,

Din tremurul ;*z‘fzd@]{?z! in spazvnei z}zezrua
La nici un ¥

.

{Si rdideese in tine, cu versuri sfisigie,
¥

s 9
Sub sumbra fericire de stele cu pdcate.

1956

Dwminiesd, 15 iu
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n3 f brow’s light with my lips
J{ sink in thy embrace’s void cxtreme.
Not heroes dO my love’s great ve issel
But thon, &C&&@SS of storm

From ‘me;zghmig h@@@ 1o de wide
Uncertain gales of marvels
i in thee, my ver i
sirful stars’ %}39?% siiss,
Sunday, the 15tk of July 1956
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CCXVII (63)

Jubirea este geniu: cum pofi s-o pui in friu,

Sd-gi poarte faetonul in irap, la preumblare?

g ma. "fisie leul, nu-1 ﬁf:ri;n(z§ nicy desfriu,

Si gloria-i un monsiru la fel, cu colii si gheare.
Sd te cistig, bai cerul si mdut, nemurired,

Rup aripile vremii si — demiurg rapsod —

Sub tine-mi pun cerbicea, chiar de mi-ai fi pieirea,
Dar inima te mindrd ce dulce f%fzjmf/

Cu-naltele aboieri, semet zm eresie,

Croim albustre zboruri pesie-un norei bdirin

Si ni-e datoare viafa cd-i. ddm o poezie

De care o s-as scidie, . cindvg

Noi doi ldsg-vom. luni

ca de-un SiGpin :

un duh ce nu se schimbd,
Céci not si vesnicia vorbim aceeast limbd.

Duminics, 22 iulie 1956

fhd
15
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Love’s genius: how could it bridied be

To draw thy phaeton, a-trotting, tame?

No ribald crime’s the Lion’s tearing mse,

A beast, alike, with claws and fangs, is fame.

I challenge sky, hell, immortality,

To win thee, break the wing of sky and, — bard
Aimigh%j’f should 1 even die by thee,

Lay to thy m J{h? — What scaffold sweet thy heart!
Our high sins, this our haughty heresy,

Knits %li fh
Life 15 in deb
Which, some

hts over our worn-out (@ﬁy
to us for poetyy,

o
5
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L

ime, like a master she’ll-obey:
We'll leave the world a spirit that won't change,

Our words near those of timelessness do range.

Sunday, the" ~22nd of July 1956
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i Serise. cie ming de poet.

Nemuri

fes brete-nge

nge

G piep din care
ca-doud melodii.:

- St-uncorizont de slavd Tn tine-nchizi, §i tei

Cius

5 »
soneiul cind incher.

ceay

Duminicd, 16
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vast de vard,

1 write thee sonnets... pigmy strife in vain.

The purest sonnet, in ﬁhv self ‘dost blend.

Not Nature wrought ﬂqee: in His highest strain
The Timeless @m wrinte thee with 4 bard’s hand.
How deep thy eyes rhyme with vast summer skies,
And thy lips are the rhyme of sweet dawn bright,
Calm fire panoply, thy 8}}111?: lies

Within thy flesh, twin sister of the light...
Bending, thy neck’s lithe verse doth forward bear
Axn isthmus charmed, to ti¢ in | i

The timeless stanza of thy breast, from where

Come forth thy arms, twin, like two melodies.
Skybound horizons in thyself thou blend’st,
With glorious thighs the sonnet when thou end’st.

Sunday, the 12th of August 1956
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Cum dragesiea de tine md vrea pe veci sonor,

Melodios din crestet i pind-n tdlpt, ma tine

Mereu inire fiole si alambicuri pline,

Cu sucuri de cuvinte, miresme tari de dor,

Plecat peste esenle, cu lainice sopliri,

Sa migdlesc cerescul vemin in lacrimi acre,

Si-n cumpdna de aur a sunetelor sacre

Sé aflu elixirul rivniter nemuriri. ..

Fierh muzici mari de sfere in magicele scule,

Se rinduieste-n zodiv tot clocoiul de hdu. ..

Si e aproape gata... Dar albelor formule

Le mai lipsesc silabe : rostesc numele tdu:
Inchis, fird de moarte, dear inir-un singur vers,
M-¢ sdarutat pe gurd iniregul Univers.

CCXIX (65)

Since thy love wants me to its sound to vield,
To ring from head to toe with melody,
*Twixt phials and limbecks it emprisoned me
That are with word saps, scents of yearning filled.
Bent onto cores that whisper secretly,
Saint venoms fo sore tears that I should change
And in the golden balance where sounds range,
To find the balm of immortality...
Sphere-musics boil in the great casks and, see,
The bubbling void in clusters ranges, tame...
"Tis almost ready... The white formulae
Still lack some syllables: I say thy name:
Locked timelessly into a single verse,
My lips were kissed by all the Universe.

Sunday, the 30th of September 1956
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Am seris tubire? Tartd. .. citeste: aderare.. .

Sus, pin’le tine, unde rtvnesie al mew dor,

Cuvinitul e émidd cind en il vreau condor,

Sd_spintece vremi, spaiii. cu geniul in gheare. . .

Std necurmat in poartd-li, cu ochii la ospete,

Si-fi cere mitd Tompul, hainul cerseior ;

In scirnava lui minég, ot mai nepdasdior

Tu zilnic svirli fartme din marea-it frumusefe.. .

Nu-s rege, nw am aur sd-mprdsiii, nict onoruri;

At o eterniictec, mi-e. singure unealld,

S¢ nemurese in spirit tcoana ta tnalid,

Sub ea sa-ngheie veciv cu cirdul lor de zboruri,
Sd-nmarmureascd. lumea. de o tubire, cere. . .

. dar seriw tubire! Iartd. .. citeste: dispererel

Miercuri, 5 decembrie 1956

= love that, ere...

I wrets Parvdon. .. vead: despair. ..

Wednesday, the 5th of December 1956
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Catind sd te-nnegreascd, o clicd birfitoare
Ti-aruncd-n spaie vilii $i crime neieriale,
Asijderi celor care, ca s se uile-n soare,
Pe ochii lor nevrednict fin cioburi afumaie;
Ti-e drag sd-ii zvirli luming prin wlifi s laverne,
Unde s-atin pizmasii la splendida-yi risipd?
Dar iw esti din acele infdptuiri eterne
Ce iadului se sinulge cu-o buiere de aripd,
Domesticesti veninul, pui petimile-n fiare,
Strunesti in voie rdus supus puterii fale,
Si-nldntuite-n cusca din coljul tau cu fiare,
Te joci eu cele sapte pdcate capitale.
Din zesirea grea de harvri nimie nu fi se furd:
Te-mbracd [rumuseien in sacra e armurd.

Vineri, 7 decembrie 19506

CCXXI (67)

A pack of slanderers, to blacken thee,

Throw on thee crime, unpard@na}ﬂe viee,

Alike to those, who, the bright sun to see,

Behind smoked splinters hide their worthless eyes:
To throw thy light in pubs = and - streets ’Eh?u long
Where knaves cling to thy splendid squ andering?
While o creations timeless thou belong’st,
That tear from hell with one meve flap of wing,
Theu tamest the poison, nail’st down passions’ Tage,
And curb’st the evil bending to thy powsr,

In thy be cage,

astoporner, chained up in the

The seven deadly sins, thy plaything, cower.
Nought’s stolen from thy gifis’ great dowery:
In her saint armour, beauty dresseth thee.

Fridey, the Tih of BPecember 1956
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Lubirea ta, siiu
Mi-ndeomnd rdz
Dar inima, sdrmeng
Cd drogostes ia
Ea zice cd-{i cur

Si-atunci fe-ascy

suveiciie. 1ubiriz
inadins suciie
nic fericiriv.:

P niururyy pe dos-flori sirdiuciie. ..
Vi, inimé ndiingd, nw vrei sd bagi de seand

Cd miinile perfide nu les, ci-n joc desivamd
Tot ce urzesii zi, noapte din (

propria ta scamd!

Duminicd, 9 decembrie 1956
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Thy love, I know, is nothing but a lie,
My riot urges me to run, get freed...
Yet, on her knees, my poor heart doth reply
That there’s a secret truth in thy love hid’...
She cays she knows thy haughty nature all,
Thou think’st the weak alone sincerely woo,
Hidest from thyself under a new lie’s pall:
And, to belie thy lie, dost not lie true, ,
But, twain agreed, you make love’s shuttles reeve
"Twixt you, on threads you purposely misg
So that, at stealth, a crape on joy you weave:
Cold outlines, hiding gorgeous blooms inside. ..
Woe, silly heart, wilt thou not really see
Those wicked hands don’t weave, but playfully
Undo thy ewn rests’ cloth, spun Jesshy!

P

guide,

Sundey, the 9th of December 1956
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CCXXIIT (69)

Aeum pricep, noblefea i-o dulce puirejune:

Cu-atit mai nobil fructul cu cit mai viermanos,

Si rasa-i mucegainl ajuns pind la os,

Co in mosmoand coapld gustonsa stricdciune.. .

Clocelii blazornate tw ai scapal aieve;

Magiile subirii tesau strémutat la not,

In largile risipe unde, schimbat in seve,

Trecutul nu s-adund asupra-ne, gunoi. . .

Poeai 16 demult i-nghite o ceafd 50MNOTeasd ;

Serigol ai worhii slave, ‘ei in ruini s-au sirins. . .

Aici, la mine, bate furtuna generoasd

Cu fulgere de patimi, salubre ploi de plins. ..
Jilavi buresi de umbrd sub tine zac ceilali ;
Tu glorios ca cedrii Libanului te-nalf.

Becemhrie 1956

[ S ]

I sece, nobility’s but sweet decay:

The nobler is the fruit, the more it’s rot,

Race is the mould that to the bone hath got,

Like in ripe medlars must doth sweetest stay...

Thou hast escaped the blazoned verdigris:

Love’s magic moved thee down to us, where doth

In large dispersion, turned to essences,

The past, no more, like dung, gather on us...

Thy folk, for long, a sleepy fog hath eaten:

Gathered in ruins, ghosts of lost fame, fierce. . .

Here, with me, storms most merciful have beaten

With passion-lightaing, cleansing rains of tears...
"Neath thee, moist shadow-mushrooms, all, they lie:
Cedar of Lebanon, thou dost rise high.

Tscembe ?gi 956

11 — Ultimele sonete inchipuite ale Iui Shakespeare in traducere i61
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Tot timpul disperarea mie mi-a fost lumind. ..
Aprinsd-n absolutul de veghe-n fundul meu,
Std nemiscaid, ceniru de linigie deplind. ..
Jos, uraganul lumii se pierde-n gol mereu.
Ma face-atotputernic aceasi@ ardtare,
Cu-naltd bdarbdtie indur dispretul tdu ;
Nu e dumnezeirea suprema disperare,
C-un univers potrivnic rotind in jurul sau?
Mid scol din mortii zilei in fiecare seard
Cind urc pind-n mansardd cum as sut in cer...
Cetatea, tu, vd zhateti in furia de-afard;
FEu, dezbrdcat de mine, universal disper,
Chem si astept lumina, adincu-mi se-nfioar
Ce-ar fi, zbucnind, sd intri tu, ca odinioar

v

i =
ar

Decembrie 1956
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Despair hath always been my only light...

Lit in the wakeful absolute in me,

Core of deep quietness, it stands upright...

Down there, the world’s crazed storm fades constantly.
T'm made almighty by this vision, see,

With manhood strong I face thy mood adverse:

Isn’t supreme despair divinity,

Round which there spins a fiendish universe?

1 vise of those who in the daviime died,

My garret reach, as if I'd reach the sky...

The city, thou, fret in the wrath outside:

Stripped of myself, the world’s despair 1 cry,
I call and wait for light, depths thrilled with care:
What if thou dashed into my room, like ere’?

December 1956
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Vei sti si tu cd plinsul adesea e o roud

Ce cade milostivi pe sufletul uscat:

Ea, adunind tot cerul intr-o bobitd noud,

Ti-adapd rdddcina c-un tel de mult uitat.

O lacrimd curatd e geniul iubirii:

Pe doborisi ridied din iaduri izbavii. ..

Doar una sd-ii luceased in zdrile privirii,

St vezi, ca Saul, lumea cu ochii dessolzifi.

Ni se fagdaduieste sus, dincolo de moarte,

Un loc unde nu-s lacrimi, suspinele lipsesc:

Ce-am sd md fac acolo dacd ne va desparte,

Ferd de-aceastd mand cu care md hrdnesc?
De nu vei fi cu mine, suflarea-mi sd fe stringd..
Invdt eternitateq cu hohote sd plingd.

Decembrie 1956

|
|

Thou, too, shalt know that crying is a dew
That, merciful, onto thy dry soul came:
Gathering skies into a droplet new,
Thy root it quenches with a long-lost aim.
Love’s genius, all, dwells in a truthiul tear:
The crushed ones, pardoned, from their hells makes rise. ..
Just one should shine in thy look’s depth, sincere,
Thow'lt see the world, like Saul, with scaleless eyes.
High there, beyond our death, we're promised fo
Dwell in a land where sighs, tears, therec are nome:
If we are torn apart, what will I do
Without this manna that T feed upon?
1f thou’rt not there, held in my breath, then I
Will teach eternity with sobs to cry.

Brecember 1956
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CCXXVI (72)

E drept cd nu-ii adaug nimic: ba, dimpotrivd,

Iti fur mereu din raze, in chip nengdduir

Sd-mi incdlzesc o muzd ramasd coestelivd,

Ce nu si-a pus pe frunte un nimb fagdiduit. ..

Dar nu-s nici un usarnic deprins cu huiduiald,

Sd-ii vind poemul si-apoi un geniu sd md crez;

Delirul meu e-n casd; in lume-s cu sfiald,

Cu versurile mele tniti ma flogelez.

Dar cum? Valeni ignobili au har sd te dezbrace?

S-atingd asiernuiul cu laba lor de rind?

Cind eu te-mbrac cu cerul, nwh'pmnd mlﬂaace

Sa te feresc de-a pururi de orice ochi si gind!...
De ce nu pot fi Zeus, siapm pe slam ? Acolo
Te-as lua, eternitatit sd fii un nou Apollo!

Touni, 10 decembrie 1956

166

"Tis true, I add thee nought: more, I abuse:

I vob thee of thy rays, at stealth, I vow,

To heat in vain my wretched, skinny muse,

Who hath no promised nimbus on her brow. ..

Yet, I'm no sneak who’s used to hooting, nay,

To sell thee verse and then te think I'm great:

T’'m shy outside: my pain doth indoors stay,

With verse I whip myself: that pain I rate.

Yet, how? Vile knaves may strip thy gear away?

And touch thy bedspread with their paw most rude?

When I dress thee in skies and search the way

To keep out eyes or thoughts that may intrude?
Why can’t I be lord Jove, to thus make thee
A new Apollo in eternity?

Monday, the 10ih of December 1956
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CCXXVIL (73)

What don’t thy foes” black mouths invent on you!

When flatterers, like swarms, thou keep’st around,

Thou’rt like the wizard, sly, of Hamelin, who

Would only tempt the rats with bagpipe sound.

Say others: the Olympus dost thou bring:

In court, in pubs, in ports, "twixt sailors’ swarms,

Thou makest space golden, time thou turn’st to spring,

To gods changest knaves, to heroes paid-off arms.

Thus packs adverse are tearing thee in twain,

Here hatred blind, there blind idolatry...

Tales, satires, hymns galore upon thee ram...

To whom thy pearls dost cast, canst thou not see?
The lot of them whip "way without a moan...
... Come back to me: for I am love, alone!

Ce nu-ti scornesc dusmanii cu negre guri flecare!
Cind stau lingusitorii in jurul tdu ca roiul,
Ai fi descintdtorul siret din Harlem, care
Momea doar sobolanii cei prosti, sunind cimpoiul.
Zic algii : unde intri, cobori cu tine-Olimpul ;
La curte, prin taverne, in port cu matelofit,
Faci spatiul de aur, faci primdvard timpul,
In zei schimbi bdddranii, eroi se simt ilofit.
Potrivnicile gasce te sfisie in doud,
De-o parte, ura oarbd, de alta, adulare. ..
Povesti, satire, imnuri duium asuprd-fi ploud. ..
Tu nu vezi inaintea cui zvirli mdrgdritare?
C-un bici pe tofi alungd-i, fard deosebire. ..
.. . Inioarce-te la mine: eu singur sint iubire/

Joi, 13 decembrie 1956
Thursday, the 13th of December 1956
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CCXXVIIT (74)

Nimica nu aiinge iubirea mea curaid.

Minii, traddri, zavistii, ce-n zimbete s-ascund,

Ca umbrele pe-o undd nu lasd nict o pald. ..

Nu tulburi apa dacd nu e novei la Jfund.

Doar pura-fi frumuseje in mine se-nfiripd,

Ca-ntr-un clestar rdsfrintd de mii si mii de ori...

Mi-e de ajuns in ireacdt sd te privesc o clipd

Si,-ntors din nou in beznd, md umplu de splendori.. .

Din ritmul ei vremelnic deodatd dezrobild,

Tuminaier inimi alt orizont se nagle,

Cu-nalte constelatii de drageste... Orbitd,

Dd inapoi durerea si nu md mai cunoaste. . .
Atunci, in creatorul virtej al poeziei
Répindu-te in mine, ludm. pasul vesniciei.

Duminicd, 30 decembric 1956
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Nothing can touch my purest love. In vain
Wrath, treason, slander hid’ in smiles unfold,
Like shadows on a stream, they leave no stain...
Waves can’t grow dim if depths no mud do hold.
Only thy beauty, pure, takes shape in me,
Like in a crystal, thousand times thou’lt spark...
An instant’s look’s enough, thrown furtively,
To give me splendours, back there, in my dark...
From time-bound beats set free, my high-lit heart
Knows new horizons, never seen before,
With high love constellations... And I part
With blinded pain, that knows me never more, ..
In the creating whirl of poetry
With thee inside, we fare eternally.

Sunday, the 30th of December 1956
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CCXXIX (75) COXXIX (75)

1 bid thee no adieu: like thou wer’st not...
Thou’lt stay the shell of her 1 take with me.

1 drew thy essence, poured thy self from ihwq ..

i leave with all té;v sple nduzu, charm, aught not.

1 take thy gaze, leave those false stars, thine eyes,
Cold idol’s lips of their sweet kiss E strip, )

o

Nu-gi spun nici un adio : cum n-qi mai exisia. ..
}{amu doar coaja celei pe care-o tau oy mane.
Ti-am supt adinc esenia si te-am golit de tine. ..
Plec numai cu wp]!*mt’@mm st ;‘mmmewa ta;
Las ochii, falsi luceferi si iau ;muzea dragd,
Las buze reci de idol si ieu sdrutul lor,
Uit sinii, duc cdldura s ;mmu lor mm){wa?
Fur neagra avelansd de pdr ct ind se dezleagd,
Din trup, imbrdi de vrej amelifor. ..
Zwirl i;z'li?ﬁ/w ‘s's’,?'iz‘{sfff schioapdid alene,
Cu scopuri esute-n L gusiri
— Cind pi d@ viclene —
Capeand-n chip mimgzm. e
Cup tot cemain Sirins ca Prometeu,
Am sd te-aledtui alt i dau eu.

fully keep,

Leave breasts, their heat and shape I
Thy dark haiv’s avalanche, when it v
Thy body’s hug, a weed’s sweet W
I throw thy {m I and idly Z*E'zpi’;w
With aims obscure, twixt flatteries wel
Which now false te s, now sly smi
A soul-shaped trap, that hides bel
For, like Prometh '

Shaped new,

Luni, 31 decembric 1950 onday, the 31st of December 1956
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Mé mir cd sini de-atuncea tot pur, ca o oglindd

In care nu ramine nimic din ce-a Irecuf,

C-am sters cth, umeri, brafe intinse sd md prindd,

Si negrii ei luceferi de dincolo de lut.

Se wmzsleau din ingeri? din spuma milucuu 7

Genunchi de Magdalend, odihnitori de Christ., ..

Ca sd md smulg din iadul de flaciri al iubirn,

M-a poleit durerea cu aurul el irisi.

Dar straniul mew aur nu uitd dulcea ord

Cind ea, trdgind in ldituri neplateca perdea,

Zvirlea doar o maramd pe goala-i aurerd

St-n asternui ca lampa lui Aladin dormea. . .
Plecat pe ea, ca-n basme la dulcile-mz soptm,
Ea-mi deschidea comoara intregii fericiri. ..

{Nedatatd)

COXXX (76)

1 wonder how, pure like a glass I've kept
Where nothing of what’s past doth ever stay,
Face, shoulders, arms to hold me that I swept,
And the black evening-stars beyond her clay...
From angels born? From fancy’s foam were they?
Magdalen knees, Christ’s restfulness that hold. ..
From love’s flamed hell that T should tear away,
Pain glazed me with its polish of sad gold. ..
Yet my sirange gold that hour sweet doth keep
?@hcn? ﬁpuﬂmg ‘part the night-spun curtains, she
Her naked dawn scarce veiling, carelessly,
As tempting as Aladdin’s lamp, would sleep.
Bent on her, like in tales, my sweet caress
Made her disclose the hoards of happiness...

{ Non-dated )
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| CCXXXT (77)

7

Mai legdna tristejea doar pieptul, ca o boare
Cu fluxuri si refluxuri aproape afipite. ..
Amurgul voluptdiii varsase sumbra-i mare,
Suave mddulare dormeau in el, topite. ..
Si alb si magic, palid se afunda obrazul
Din castaniul moale cu tarmuri ondulate. . .
Plutea pe apa timplei un nor de vis. .. In iazul
De somn ieseau profiluri de ceruri fnecate. ..
Si nu stiar de-i suflet, ori luna, sau un peste
Ce se juca sub unda cu pielije senine. ..
...Cind un oftat, din gura scrisnitd ca un cleste,
Spérgea clestarul vrdjii urziid peste fine!
Din carnea somnoroasd, din linistea fierbinte,
Tu izbucneai, amanid mai dirzd ca-nainte.

{MNedatatd)
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Sole sadness made the breast wave, like a breeze,
With ebbs and flows to slumber close... Around,
The dusk of flesh had poured its somber seas,
Sweet limbs were sleeping in it molten, drowned. ..
And, white and magie, pale, the brow sank way
In the soft brown with winding shores, so deep,
A dream-cloud drifted on the temple’s bay,
Shapes of drowned skies surged from the pond of sleep...
You knew not what, soul, moon, a fish played nigh
Under serene-filmed waves... When, suddenly,
Out of the mouth that gnashed like tongs, a sigh
Broke off the erystal of the spell on thee!
From the hot silence, from the sleepy flesh,
More ardent lover than before thou’d dash.

{ Non-dated )

12 — Ultimele sonete inchipuite ale lui Shakespeare in traducere }77
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Tw nu esti in iubire decit un irintor, care,
Trindav, te-mbuibi cu miere de-a gata adunatd;
Tw nu stit chin, durere, calicitle-amare

De unde-§i sug, cu cazne, licoarea desfdtatd.

Tu zbori atit: dear clipa, cii fine-n sldvi o nunid.
Spre cer te-mpinge sexul, nu marele azur. ..

Ca tar sd cazi in lind $i aripa ¢ ciuntd

S-0 nédcldiascd tardst ol

i}m (mesz«zm cural ti tu
schis

FLisiidd

P {yf‘ei“s huzur ;
;‘su/ vinovdiie,
wmbi | intr-un pdcat,

suprent,
nusete o porfi ca pe-un blestem.

Miercuri, 15 mai 1957
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In love tho%ﬁ't nothing but an idle drone,
Wha feeds on ready f%umef , lazily:

ain, ’wrati}uw bitter blooms thou hast not known
%ﬁleﬁae the iﬁim?ﬁ;m? sap 1 draw for thee
Thy flight an inst tant’s wedding-time {imh Ejz’ing,
Not azure, great, but fast dmh drive thee high...
To fall into the elay with maimed wing
Which lust’s wvile leis U&m defile
Of pure love thou lea
Thou turn’st int
Of shining

i

!
f% crowi 1o D

Caress

’Eé{'}{,i %}gi
Thon bear’st

Wednesday, the 15th of May 1957
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Ne imbindm cu-atitea deosebiri... si stim pe
Ce jorma ideald ne tmplinim unirea;
Not unei flori iubite ludm chipul si- ntomnirea,
Fireasca-mperechere, tu, trandafir, eu ghimpe,
Stau dedesupt ; frunzarul curtenilor mi-e haind,
St slava ta suavd adine de jos privesc. ..
Dar cel dintii eu harul miresmelor primesc,
Prieten morganaiic, in asculis c-o taind ;
Sint ingerul cu gheare demonice, anume
Sd sfisii mina-ntinsd, ori botul ce te catd. ..
Stiu, geniul e tepul urit de-nireaga lume,
Dar cine te culege md ia cu tine-odatd. . .
Tar cind at sd te scuturi, tind spinii cu-ndrdzneald..
In ei sa- -t prind de-a pururi petald cu petald.

Daminies, 21 iulie 1!
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We're bound with so

CXXXIIT (79)

much difference. ..
From what ideal shape our union’s born:
Of one dear bloom the make and looks we bear,
The maupg natural: thou rose, I, thorn.
Beneath, clad in the courtiers’ leafage deep,

Thy glory frail from low-down I behold. ..

Yet, thy dcent’s boon I am the first to hold,
A morganatic friend, whose tip doth keep

A secret: angel with demonic claw,

I tear hande, muzzles, all, that for thee long..
A hated thorn is genius, I know,

Yet, he who picks thee, must take me along...

And, when thou fadest, my thorns I'll put out
Petal by petal on them that thou fall.

Sunday, the 2Ist of July 1957
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CCXXXIV (80)

Nu trimbitele slavei si-a dragoster cimbale,
Ci vuietele mdrii tn scoicd de sonet,
Taifunul unei inimi in vers prins ca-n zdibale,
Cu inima plecatd pe el s-asculli incet. . .
De-as revarsa pe tine iubirea ca noianul,
Nu poate cit o rimd in care m-am rdsfrint. ..
Cind esti poet, o perld-fi destdinuie oceanul
St spatmele tubirii s-afin inir-un cuvint.
Ti-am faurit o-nalid si grea demiurgie,
Un univers de patimi adinc pus sub zdvor :
Aicea orice vorba inchide o urgie
Si fiece silabd e un ciclon de dor. ..
Desi sint descintate si dorm ca-nir-o poveste,
Citindu-le, tu nu simfi duh aprig de tempeste?

Luani, 22 iulie 1957
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Not trumps of fame, love dulcimers I feign,

But lock the sea’s hum in a sonnet’s shell,
S
A heart’s typhoon made tame in verses rein,

Heart bent on it, that, listening, thou dwell. ..

1f all love’s flood upon thee I should hurl,

Less than a rhyme that mirrors me it’d be...

Poets disclose the ocean from one pearl,

And all love’s fears, hid” in a word, they see,
I wrought for thee a heavy, high creation,

A universe of passions, bolted, deep:

Here every word holds wrath, extermination,
Each syllable typhoons of yearns doth keep...

Though under spell they sleep, like in a tale,

Reading, canst thou not feel the ghost of gale?

Monday, the 22nd of July 1957
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CCXXXV (81)

Md lupt sd scap iubirea de patimasul trup.

Sd n-o mai sorb cu ochit, sd n-o mai mlig;c cu gurd.

Din laju-mpreundrii sdlbatice s-o rup.

S-0 curdtesc de carne, ca de pe aur zgura;

Sd te ador in suflet; doar duhul sd-ti aleg —

O vesnica-mbinare a doud raze line. ..

Dar cum te-ardit, md-niunec. .. si sufletul inireg

Se face ochi, piept, brate... zbucnile cdire iine,

Pilpivior de pofte, iar dinainie-fi cad ;

Din nou vremelnicia ist cascd-n mine-abisul.

Rostogolit pe dire de flicdri, ca-nir-un iad,

Ma-niore, cintind in carne... Md doare numai visuk
Cd mai presus de fire, putind sa o rdstoarne,
Tubirea e saminta eterntidiii-n carne.

Marti, 3 septembrie 1957
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CCXXXV (81)

To set love free from ardent flesh I fight,

That mouth should bite it not, nor eyes behold.
To break it from wild coupling’s bondage tight.
To clear the flesh from it, like dross from gold:
To worship thee within: choose thy mind’s fire —
Alone — two mild rays that for ever blend...
Yet secing thee I darken... and entire

"Turn into eyes, breast, arms that on thee tend,

Flaring with lust, in front of thee 1 fall,

Transience gapes in me without a brim.

Like in a hell, on streaks of flames I roll,

Flesh singing, then, return... What ache’s the dream,
That, above vature, to upset it prone,
The timeless seed of love in our flesh’s grown.

Tuesday, the 3rd of September 1957
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De mult eu simt in tine o rece desdriare:
Din mina mea-1i tragi mina, privirile-ii pierdute
Imi spun, mai fnainte sd-mi zicd gura: ,,du-te”. .
St te golesti de mine ca pentru o plecare. ..
I toamnd? Si cocorii-it desteaptd nostalgia?
Pribegile cordbii te-ademenesc in zdri?
Dar n-asculta de soapta feericei pierzdri!
Pentru mirajul orei nu lepdda vecia!
Cind Nordul se rdstoarnd crunt peste not si vine
Notanul de omdturi pe inimi sd-si desarte,
Nu mai rivni spre calde si-albasire pdari departe. ..
Rdamit fard de teamd aicea, lingd mine.
In wveci mai credincioasd ca searele de sus
Tubirea mea nu are nict tarnd, nici apus.

Miercur:, 18 seprembrie 1957
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For long I've felt a chilling void in thee:

Thy hand thou pull’st from mine, thy gaze astray

Tells me before thy lips do: “go away!”

And, like for parting, free’st thyself from me...

*Tis autumn? Cranes wake up thy yeamn, amiss?

And i‘agrant ships do lure thee far away?

Don’t mind yon sweet perdition’s murmur, nay,

Don’t chase what’s timeless for an hour’s bliss!

For, fierce, the North will turn on wus, one day,

Its heaps of snow upon our hearts to pour,

Don’t long for far-off, blue ,’tands any more. ..

Right here, by me, thou Shouidstg_ the;n, fearless, stay.
For aye, more faithful than the skybound sun,
No winter knows my love, or sunset, none.

Wednesday, the 18th of September 1957




CCXXXVII (83)

Fu nu dau niciedaid cu suliman tubiri
Si, dinire dresuri, versul e singurul ei fard,
Dulci unduiri in trupul prea aspru al vorbirii. ..
Si-i rumend la faid peniru cd inireg eu ard.
Nu-i tes nici mindru vilnic — izvod cu chip de floare —
Nici straie de imagini cu care s-o imbrac:
In pura-i goliciune—unica et splendoare—
Mii de-mbdtdri stau strinse ca dintr-un lan de mac.
In toatd-a ei fdpturd nu e nici o gresala:
Sub mdsurate gragii adincul voluptdii. ..
De-aceea nu se teme sd 1L se-arate goald,
Asemenea zeijer iesitd ideald
Din spasmele cu spume ale eternitdfii :
Ca altddaia Paris, {ncununat cu laur,
Tubirii mele-niinde-i rivnitul mar de aur...

Mary, 14 ianuvarie 1958
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CCXXXVII (83)

Never havelI7put?make-up on my love,
Of fards,®’tis verse alone he doth acquire,
To swiftly wave the flesh of speech, too rough...
His cheek is rosy for I burn entire...
Nor weaving skirts, bloom-patterned, is my goal —
Or clothes of images, to make him shields:
In his pure nakedness — his splendour sole —
Thousandfdelights stay, like in poppy-fields.
In all his being, not a flaw he’s got:
"Neath measured charms, deep blisses he doth bear...
Therefore, to showjall naked he fears not,
Like that ideal goddess, whom begot
Eternity, in frothy spasms, ere: :

Like Paris, once, with laurels on his brow,

The craved-for golden fruit give my love now...

Tuesday, the 14th of January 1958
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Cu nobila Viriute nu ne culedm. .. fugim:

Cum poit sd stringi in brage un stilp de diamante?
Ca pe-o solie,n lume o scoalem §i-o cinstim
In taind cu nddejdea cindva s-o mostenim —

Ci-n pal urcdm pdeatul, amangi mlddii si-amante,

Transfigurair de-un fulvei de vitii, dam lumind,
Si dintr-o curtezand croim usor o sfintd:
Tubirea-i scurta noapte in care totul cintd.

Dar demonul e-alaturi si ride in surdind —
Mocirla cdrnii noastre rdsfringe cer si stele,
Plecagi sd le culegem in ea ne scufunddm.
Imperecheati porniram s-ajungem pin’ la ele,

Si-n loc sd fim scafandri pentru nomoluri grele,

Ne-am prins aripi. .. Tubite, dd-mi gura. .. ne-necdam/
Necontenii viafa are nevoie-n noi
De negre-ngrasaminte, ca planta, de gunot.

Simbatg, 15 martie 1958
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CCXXXVIL (84)

A},;d sin ‘in-bed; M‘i
Transfigured by a
A harlot ecasily we make a v .
Lowve’s the RL‘-%E iging mgit ’é:%'?’g soen wil faint.
The demon’s near and grinning slowly, thengh —
The mire of our flesh wd ects stars, skv,

And bent to pick them, in it we sink down.
heﬁpied we started out to reach them, high,
Yet, we’re not divers in thick mud, but fly,

With wings on. .. Love, give me thy mouth... we drown!

Ceaselessly, life doth ask, in us, alert,

For black manure, just like the plants need dirt.

Saturday, the 15th of March 1958

1% ~ Ultimels sonete inchipuite ale lui Shakespeare In traducere
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Bem pin’ la fund paharul... In drojdia iubirii
S-ascunde-o i mai tare, subtild imbdtare. A
FHw W @ o . - LE
Fard de aburi, rece... o neagrd exaltare ‘ o1 L
L 2o, 5 .. , Clear-mninde
Ca dup-o-naltd crimd in slujba. dezrobirii: Like aftes
k . . . . N ke atier a

Am fost si noi doi ingeri, legi sumbre am cdleat. .. Anoels that
. " e - B . - FANDEIs 2L
Ci-mbrétisarea noasird, oricit de vinovald, e
R oree et Yet our emb
Pdstra in eq sanoarea iniiia, neuwtaid
Si paradisiacd a primului pdcat.
In inimile noastre sid paceq memurizii.
QT vesnicd stunla, griund ptisi;e nmsﬁ*an, ‘ Trernal lore.
Ne spune cd sub zvircol, blesteme st ocdry That under :
.« . - » [V v s ae RERE LY
Zae numai dor si flicdri tn gheate despdriirii,

Cd-i pe nedrept infernul in care ne muncim:

Si-n ghearele Satanei noi ined sitrélucim.

dwell
Yearning and {l v
The hell of our tovt wufady,

Since, even clawed by Satan, we still gl

Hure,

oy

Wednesday, the 9th of April 1958
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CCXL (86)

Sd-mi vindec dorul, altor dureri cer lecuire:
O boald grea cu alte. potrivnicd ;
Te wit... Uitaree numai de fine mi-este plindg. ..

St depdriarea-i inc-un aduos 1o tubire.

Pentr-un régaz de-o clipd md-nediug nopit de-a rindul
o £ ¥ ¥ 2

Stau gata s te-ndbus. .. Cind fér-comi de de siire,
Cu-nivrtocheri de

o
ve, misel se-nioarce gindul
Sd-fi mai urmeze ochii, acolo-n aminiire,

Veneam intiia oard ; ztmbind, ctteqi alene. .

Si te-ai tniors: deodatd cu fuigerul orbiriz
TR e 1 ) b srrrFog srreitolne A )
Tisnird pe sub puniea arcatelor sprincenc

Sedpdrdtor de-albastre suvoaiele privirii.
Te blestem, amintirel Cu o nebund-mi siringt
Amarul colb de patimi in stupii 1@l ndiingt.

Yiverea mare, 1958

196

To soothe my pain, to other pains 'm turning:
A hard disease to harder ones doth yield.
Forget thee... With thee, ’lone, oblivion’s filled,
And distance adds up to my love and yearning. .
A moment’s lapse, for nights on end chains me,
Ready to choke thee... When, with warning none,
Creeping, fox-like, the thought turns, cowardly,
To join thine eyes, ere, inte memory, gone.
Thou, smiling idly, read, when I came first. ..
Then turned: a blinding flash tore off the haze,
From 'neath the bridge of thy curved brows, there burst
Sparkling with blue, the torrents of thy gaze.
Be curst, remembrance! Like a fool dost gather
My pain’s dust in thy silly hives together.

Good Friday 1958
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Cind n-o mai fi nici urmd din not in aminfiri,

Cu spaimd dezgropa-vor dinire hirjoage roase

Un alb colos de versuri mai tari ca niste oase:

Scheletul uriasei, iristei noastre iubiri.

De-a pururi ard in ele, din focul cel etern,

Ca-n mdduva de siincd, titanicele febre,

Un osuar de patimi, ndpraznice vertebre

C-un cap s-atingd cerul, cu cellalt, in infern. ..

Si-or intreba, ce-arhanghel s-a prabusit din zbor

Si-a-nsamintat jdrine cu marea-i fulgerare?

Slabitelor farime eladi-le-vor aliare

Popoare-niregi cu fruntea sub frumusefea lor ;
Ci-atit prinos de glorii asupra lor vdrsat
Nu va-mplint statura iubirii ce-au purtai.

Pagtele, 1958

When memory mno trace of us doth keep,

Of worn-out scraps, with fear, they’ll dig to light

A verse-colossus, hard as bones and white:

The skeleton of love, so huge and deep.

For aye, from timeless fire in them dwell

Creat fevers, like in rocks’ deep marrow burning.

A shrine of passions, fierce vertebrae, turning

One end to heaven and one end to hell...

They'll wonder what archangel fell from flight

And with his light flash did the soil engraft,

Altars they’ll build to the weak crumbs, thereaft,

Whole peoples, brow bent to their beauty bright.
Yet, so much glory that on them might pour,
Can’t fill the stature of the love they bore.
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CCXLII (88) CCXLII (88)
{ LUALLL (00)

Surid? Obisnuingd. .. Cred c-as putea chiar ride: ; S smile? A habit. ..
Tu spui cd-n cea mai dulce iubire-i o prigoand?

Imi amintesc: pe-o veche si stranie icoand

E un martir ce-si duce tdiatu-i cap la gide.
Cu inima-mi asijderi s-a peirecut de muli: |
S-a strdmutat in tine si m-a ldsat strigoi. .. }
Tu nu stit cd ea bate acuma pentru doi?

Nu simgi in piept adaos de glorios tumult?
Necontenit in preajma-fi, sd sug rdasuflet, singe,
M-aduce ca din groapd misterioasa sele. ..
gi‘nd Plelczjd’ aj‘fmg acasd ¢ umbrd }"i,f;‘i”ewv Once home, I grow a shadow on a wall,

a-n palida icoand ce-aievea md rdsfringe. .. o in the i o .

Zimbesc? Obisnuinid. . . Cred c-as putea chiar ride ; Hike Iﬂ;yiﬁi?mgnhiiig 7 .I.C ff[ecfézgd?;;g.}; instead :

N » o P w A
A £ CEe= 4 A, RN, . . g ® \ =
Stiu un nebun ce-si duce cap, tnimd la gide A fool who takes the headsman heart and head.

I could laugh instead:

That sweetest love oppression holds, sayst thou?

A strange, old icon I remember now:

A martyr takes the headsman his cut head.

The same thing happened to my heart erewhile:

It left me phantom-like and moved in thee...

; And throbs for two: canst thou not sense and see?
Feel’st not that tumults in thy breast do pile?
I baunt to draw thy breath, blood, ceaselessly,
As if from grave, the secret thirst doth call, ..

Dumineca Tomii, 1958

Saint Thomas® Sunday 1953
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Tmi scinteiazd-n mind azi iardsi siinsa pand
Si-mi bate-n ea tot gindul, asement unui puls. ..
In inimd de-a drepiul o-mmoi: pdasirez o rand
De unde nici o forld sdgeala nu mi-a smuls.
Iii scriu: si dinir-o datd md névdleste-o lume;
Ca-n bobul pur de roud, in orice strop de wvers,
Din care infloreste siralucitoru-fi nume,
Se-nghesuie sd intre iniregul univers.
Din cind in cind, in zboru-i d
Condeiul se izbeste in jarmuri de hirtie. ..
Si s-a oprit din zbucium c-un freamdt de mindrie.
AR, cine vrea sd-i poarte cit mai curind sonetul?”’
Frumoasd, tdinuitd in straie de solie,
Durerea mea aleargd sd-fi ducd bucurie. ..

ezviluind secretul,

Duminicd si

)

o
oo
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The dead pen in my hand now sparkles deep
And all my thoughts, pulse-like, throb in its marrow
1 dip it in my heart: a wound I keep
Whence no might ever hath pulled out the arrow.
E‘wxi‘te to thee: worlds, rushing, in me came,
Like in pure dew-drops, in each bead of verse,
From where blooms forward thy resplendent name,
There strives to enter all the universe.
;At times, from flights that mysteries defied,
Thejpen hath paused ’gainst paper walls, with care...
X% And stopped its fretting with a frown of pride.
“Ah, who will sooner my bright sonnet bear?”
Beautiful, hid” in herald’s gear and coy,
My pain is running forth, to bring thee joy.

Hundoy and Menday, the 202153 of July 1958
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Stric oare faimei tale? Ingdduie sa-fi spun,
Oceanule de geniu ce-neci chiar si uitarea.
Cine-ar pulea, cu alita mai mult un biet nebun,
Si in ce chip pe lume, sd pingdreascd marea?
Ti-am bintuit vieta, ew, bdddranul Will :
Nu am putut ajunge naprasnica-fi mdrire/
Am cutezat aluncea, ingenuncheat umil,
Sd te cobor... jos... pind-n adinca mea smerire. . -
De-am talmdcit cu umbre lumina ta regeascd,
De lacrimi, ca st ochii, mi-s visurile ude.
Te-am inginat ca pruncul ce-nvald sd vorbeascd
Si-n rivna-i scileiazd cuvintele ce-aude. ..
Dar tu esti soare vegnic: o clipd poti teric
Sd fiu o biatd gizd jucind in raza la.

Duminicd si luni, 2021 fulie 1958
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; CCXLIV (90)

So, do I spoil thy fame? Why, let me say,
Ocean of wit who drown’st all memory,
‘Who could, so much the more a fool astray
And in whichever way, defile the sea?
T've haunted through thy life, I, churlish Will,
And could not with thy ficry greatness keep!
Then did I dare, while humbly I did kneel,
To bring thee low... down to my meekness deep.
If I by shades thy kingly light translated,
Just like my eyes, my dreams are wet with tears.
1 mimicked thee: child who learns speech, elated,
And in his zeal distorts the words he hears.
Yet, timeless sun, allow me that 1 stay
A wrctehed bug that’s basking in thy ray.

Sunday and Monday, the 20th—21st of July 1958
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CXCIY (Eu nu cred bucuria ce-mi trimisesi, capcand,) | 98

CXCV (Tu mi-ai cules, iubite, peniru eternitate) | 100

CXCVI ( Alungé viclesugul si nu da crez povetii) | 102

CXCVII (Nu-fi cer deloc credingd, mi-e de ajuns iubirea,) [ 104
CXCVIII (Iii alioisesi firea pe glorii si rufie,) | 105

CXCIX (Domnité u grddinii cu merele de aur,) | 108

CC (Credeam cd gelozia-mi va ruine iubirea,y | 112

CCI (Tubirea-i neclintita? It schimbi numai iubifii?) | 114

CCII (Iubirea mea se-ntinde in timp, @ 1a in spagiu:) | 116

CCIIT { Ne-nvdluia misterul unei iubiri de zei) | 118

CCIV (Mi-a trebuit intreaga vipaie-a poeziei) | 120

CCV (Stiv si-o voiesc: aceasia mi-¢ ultime viagd. ..} [ 122

CCVI (Te-ncununam cu ginduri de slavd si mister,) [ 124

CCVII (Cd me-ai tradat tot timpul nu-fi socotesc o ving.) [ 126
CCVIIT (S84 nu cresi ¢d iubirea e numai viclesuguri,} | 128

CCIX (Eu nu-fi cer fericive, aceasid toropeald) | 130

CCX (Md-mbii doar cu o cupd de dragoste? Eu cer) [ 132

CCXT (Nu mai cunogti aceastd licoare ervistalind?) | 134

CCXIT (Iar i1 citesc rdvasul, nu-ndeajuns de lung ;) | 136

CCXIIT (Viei sa te smulgi din mine? Smulgindu-mi ochii peate...) | 138
CCXIV (De ce numai pe tine tu insufi te iubesti?) [ 140

CCXV (Tuw iti vinesi iubitii tot ca pe cerbi, din goand,)} | 144
CCXVI (Tu ei numai ureche de-ji trebuie cuvinte?) | 146

CCXVIT (ITubirea este geniu: cum poti s-o pul in friw,) | 148
CCXVIIT (Iti scriv soncte. .. rivnd piticd si desartd,) | 150

CCXTIX (Cum dragostea de tine md vrea pe veci sonor,) | 152

CCXX (Am scris iubire? Iarid. ..
CCXXI (Catind s@ te-nnegreascd, o clicd birfitoare) | 156
CCXXII {Iubirea ta, stiu bine, e numat o minciund,} [ 158
CCXXIIT (Acum pricep, noblejea-i o dulce putrejune:) [ 160
CCXXIV (Tot timpul disperarea mie mi-a fost lumindg. ..} | 162

CCXXV (Vei sti si tu cd plinsul edesea e o roud) | 164

citeste: aderare...) | 154

CCXXVI (E drept cd nu-ti adaug nimic: ba, dimpotrivd,) | 166

CCXXVII (Ce nu-ti scornesc dusmanii cu negre guri flecarel) | 168
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CLXXXVI (I loathed perfection when I thee beheld,) [ 83
CLXXXVII (I do not love my own love’s face in thee,} [ 85
CLXXXVIII (I watch the night fall, like a hint at death,} | 87
CLEXXXIX (Not barren lust did drive me to thee nigh,) [ 89
CXC (Too weak was [.to hold thee all for me,) / 91

CXET (I threw the dice of fate with my right hand) [ 93
CXCIL (Is my love old, my glory fading dead,) | 95

CXCIIT (Like we crumb up our food each day, the same) | 97
CXCIV (The joy thou’st semt to trap me can’t be real) |/ 99
CXCV (Thow'st harvested, my love, from me, for ave,) / 107
CXCVI (Beject all ennning, don’t believe one should) | 163
CXCVII (No faith I ask for, thy sole love will do) | 105
CXCVIL (On pride and fame thy self thou didst engraft,) | 107
CXCIX (Queen of the golden apple-garden, dost} | 109

CC (That jealousy would zuin love, I thought,) [ 113

CCI (Thy love won’t change? Only thy lovers de?) | 115

CCIL (My love in time and thine in space extend:) | 117

(CCHII (We knew the mysteries of gods’ love, whe) | 119

CCIV (I needed all the flame of poetry) / 121

€LV (I know and want it; my last life is this...) [ 123

CCVI (With thoughts of fame and mystery I crowned thee,)/ 125
CCVIT (Thy constant treason, love, I will not blame.) | 127
CCVIH (Don’t think that love is wrought of cunning, nay,) [ 120
COIX (Not bliss, this torpour, do I ask from thee,) | 131

CCX (One cup of love thou offer’st? I demand) | 133

CCXT (This ligquor crystal-clear dost no more know?) | 1353
CCXIT (Thy lines, not long enough, I read anew.) | 137

COXIIL (Will’st thou tear “way? Tearing mv eves, mavybe. ..} [ 13¢
CCXIV (Why dost Jove only on thyself impart?) | 141

COXY (Like stags hunt’st down thy lovers, on the run,) / 145

CCXVI (Hast thou but ear that thon need’st words? Feel’st thoun) | 147
COXVIT (Love’s genius: hew could it bridled be)y :/ 149

CCXVIIT (I write thee sonnets... pigmy strife in vain) | 151
COXIX (Since thy love wants me 1o its sound to yield,) | 153
CCXX (I wrote love? Pardon... read it: adoration...} / 155
CCXXT (A pack of slanderers, 1o hlacken thee,) / 157
CCXXII (Thy love, I know, is nothing but a le,) [ 159
COXXNIIT (I see, nobility’s but sweet decav:) | 161

COXXIV (Despair hath always been my only light...) / 163
CCXXYV (Thou, too, shalt know that erving is a dew) | 165
CCXXVI ("Tis true, I add thee nought: more, I abuse:) | 167

CCXXVIL (What don’t thy foes’ black mouths invent on youl) / 16t




COXXVIIT { Nimica nu aiinge inbirea mea curatd.} [ 170
COXXIX (Nugi spun nici un adio: cum n-ai mai existe...) [ ITZ
@EX XX (Md mir c& sini de-atuncea iot pur, ca o oglind&) | 174
COXXXI (Mai legina iristefea doar pieptul ca o boare) [ 176
COXXXII (Tu nu esti in iubire decit un irintor, care,) | 180
COXXXIII (Ne imbindm cu-atitea deosebiri. .. si stim pe) | 182
CCXXXIV (Nu irimbifele slavei gi-a dragostei cimbale,) | 184
CCXXXV (Ma lupt sé scap iubires de pdrimasul trup.) | 186
CCXXXVI (De mult eu simt in tine o rece degdrtare:) [ 188
CCXXXVII (Eu nu dau niciedatd cu suliman tubirii) | 190
CCXXXVIIT (Cu nobile Virtute nw ne culedm. .. fugim:) [ 192
CCXXXIX {Bem pin’le fund pahaerul... In drojdia iubirii) [ 194
CCXL (Sé-mi vindec dorul, altor dureri cer lecuire:) | 196

CCXLI (Cind n-o mai fi nici urnid din noi in amintiri,) | 198
CCXLII (Surid? Obisnuingd... Cred c-a3 putes chiar ride:) | 200
CCXLIII (Imi scinteiazd-n mind azi iardgi stinsa pand} [ 202
LCXLIV (Stric oave faimei iale? Ingad de sd-fi spun.) | 204

COXXVIII (Nothing can toueh my purest love. In wvain}) [ 171
CCXXIX (I bid thee no adieu: Bike thou wer’st not...) [ 173
CCXXX (I wonder how, pure like a glass Ive kept) [ 175

CCXXXI (Sole sadness made the breast wave, like a breeze,) | 177
CCXXXIT {In love thowst nothing but an idle drone,) [ 181
COXMXIIT (We're bound with so much difference.,. and aware) | 183
COXXXIV (Not trumps of fame, love dulcimers I feign,) [ 185
COXXXV (To set love free from ardent flesh I fight,) [ 187
CCXXXVI (For Jong I've felt a chilling void in thee:) [ 189
COCXXXVIT (Never have I put make-up on my love,) [ 191
COXXXVIII (With noble Virtue we den’t lie... but flee:) [ 193
COXXXIX (We drain the glass... Love’s dregs hold, secretly,) / 195
CCXL (To soothe my pain, to other pains I'm turning:) [ 197

COXLYI (When memory no trace of us doth keep,) [ 199

COXLIL (I smile? A habit... I could laugh instead:) [ 201

COXLIII (The dead pen in my band now sparkles deep) [ 203
COXLIV (8o, do I spoil thy fame? Why, let me say,) [ 205
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