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FOREWORD

British and American readers are aware of a long tradition of
novelists (like Vladimir Nabokov, Malcolm Bradbury, David Lodge
and A.S. Byatt) and poets (like Allen Tate, Robert Penn Warren, John
Crowe Ransom, Theodore Roethke, Randall Jarrell, John Berryman,
Robert Lowell, Diane Wakosky and so on) who successfully embarked
upon an academic career as well. Romanian literature has fewer cases
of academic fiction writers / poets to boast with. George Calinescu
(literary crnitic and historian, novelist, and poet) and Alexandru Philippide
(critic, poet, and translator) are the exceptions that instantly come to
one’s mind when speaking of the first half of the 20" century Romanian
literature.

Things have changed towards the end of the 20™ century, when
several poets who had set out as the “generation in blue jeans” in the
early 1980s joined the academe after the fall of Communism. Paul
Miclau (b. 1931) is, probably, the one and only Romanian academic
and poet that fills the gap between Cilinescu’s generation and the
generation in jeans represented by the now academic poets Mircea
Cartarescu, Ion Bogdan Lefter, Alexandru Musina, Romulus Bucur,
Andrei Bodiu, and others. He also illustrates the almost unique case in
which one’s literary production parallels one’s academic career in
terms of innovation and success.

Paul Micliu is the founder of the Romanian school of semiotics,
a distinguished linguist, who got a Ph. D. in France and taught at the
University of Montepellier and at the Sorbonne. At the time when I
was an undergraduate, Paul Micldu was the Dean of the Faculty of
Foreign Languages and Literatures at the University of Bucharest. As
an academic, Professor Micliu published his works in both Romanian
and French. His volume in prose, Roumains deracinés, published in
France in 1995, won the award of Association des Ecrivains de Langue
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Frangaise, Le poeme moderne (2001) is an outstanding scholarly
contribution to the study of modern French poetry and poetics.

As a poet, Paul Micldu has likewise been writing in both
Romanian and French. Romania has long contributed to the French
canon with several authors tumed auteurs after embracing French as
the linguistic vehicle of their writings; we could mention, in passing,
Eugéne lonesco, Benjamin Fondane, Panait Istrati, Emil Cioran,
George Astalos, Matei Visniec, and many more. Paul Micldu is, again,
a unique case of a poet who has constantly written in both languages,
and one of the very few Romanian poets who have written within the
prosodic confines of the sonnet in both Romanian and a foreign
language. (He is actually one of the two Romanian poets that spring to
my mind; the other is Violeta Popa, a great Shakespeare translator and
sonneteer in her own right, who writes in both Romanian and
English). Professor Miclau’s literary production is impressive as
regards the amount and variety of his sonnets: he has had twelve
volumes of sonnets published up to date (five in French, six in
Romanian, one bilingual). This is, indeed, a great feat, if we take a
ook at the careers of leading poets of the 1960s and the 1980s (Marin
Sorescu and Mircea Cartarescu, respectively); their poetic inspiration
seemed to be drained pretty soon after their debut: the former
reinvented himself as a successful playwright, while the latter has
taken to writing bulky novels. While other important poets abandon
poetry in their early thirties, Paul Miclau’s creative muse still keeps
him busy. He has written more than two thousand sonnets and in
recent years he has kept writing at the brisk pace of a sonnet per day in
response to his perpetual spiritual need and quest, tackling the
universal themes of love, mutability, anxiety, life and death, being and
non-being, metaphysics.

We certainly should not measure Professor Micldu’s poetic
achievements only in quantitative terms. Paul Miclau is the man who
has innovated and reshaped the Romanian sonnet as a fixed pattern.
Not only has he written his French sonnets in 12-syllable alexandrines,
but he has also introduced the alexandrine (the 12- or 13-syllable line
with a caesura) into Romanian poetry. In the sonnets of the nine-
teenth-century Romantic poet Mihai Eminescu, who is still considered
by many literary historians the centre of the Romanian canon, his
6

forerunners’ experiments into accommodating the trochee, amphibrach,
and alexandrine were supplanted by the use of the iambic pentameter.
Professor Micldu has retrieved and perfected the long-lost and
forgotten alexandrine in an attempt to reconcile the Romanian sonnet
with the heritage of the illustrious members of the Pleiades. One
cannot blame a scholar in French studies for being biased towards the
alexandrine instead of the English / German iambic pentameter. On
the contrary, the commentators of Paul Micliu’s poetic works have
remarked upon the natural tone his sonnets have in Romanian, as if the
Romanian sonnet had always been meant to be written in alexandrines
thyming abba abba ccd eed. Long ago, Pierre de Ronsard was proud
of his Walachian ancestry. Today, French poetry, the French sonnet
can claim yet another great voice that has risen from the banks of
the Danube.

The natural tone, the train of thought, the metaphorical language,
and the musical quality of the original sonnets have been exquisitely
rendered and preserved in Cristina Tataru’s brilliant translation of Paul
Miclau’s sonnets. Cristina Tétaru (associate professor at the “Babes-
Bolyai” University of Cluj-Napoca) is one of the very few Romanian
translators who still stick to the inherent beauty originating from the

Jform of a poem, from its fixed pattern, rhyming structure, imagery,

and all the stuff that distinguish poetry from non-poetry, all the
mgredients that make up the language of poetry. In an age when the
blurred label of postmodernism proclaims total disrespect for
traditional literary forms and values (disrespect that is, alas, visible in
literary translation, too!), Cristina Tataru, a transiation theorist and an
experienced translator of poetry, who has chosen English as the target
language of her translations, has lived up to our expectations by
producing this remarkable translation of a sequence of sonnets by
Paul Miclau.

George Volceanov




CUVANT-INAINTE

Cititorii britanici si americani sunt familiarizafi cu tradifia roman-
cierilor (precum Vladimir Nabokov, Malcolm Bradbury, David Lodge
si A.S. Byatt) si a poetilor (precum Allen Tate, Robert Penn Warren,
John Crowe Ransom, Theodore Roethke, Randall Jarrell, John Berryman,
Robert Lowell, Diane Wakosky etc.) care au avut parte si de o stralucita
carierd universitard. Literatura romana se poate liuda cu mai putine
cazuri de prozatori / poeti universitari. George Célinescu (critic si istoric
literar, romancier si poet) si Alexandru Philippide (critic, poet si tra-
ducitor) sunt exceptiile notabile in prima jumdtate a secolului 20.

Lucrurile s-au mai schimbat spre sfargitul secolului 20, cand
numerosi poeti care la inceputul anilor 1980 si-au inceput cariera
literard 1n aga-numita “generatie in blugi” au ajuns sd ocupe un loc
important 1n Invatamantul universitar dupd caderea comunismului.

Paul Micldu (n. 1931) este, probabil, singurul universitar si poet
de cursd lungd, care umple golul dintre generafia lui Calinescu si
generatia in blugi reprezentatd de poefii astizi universitari: Mircea
Cartdrescu, lon Bogdan Lefter, Alexandru Musina, Romulus Bucur,
Andrei Bodiu si altii, ilustrand cazul aproape unic in care productia
literard $i cariera universitard se situeazd la acelasi nivel inalt prin
succesul si caracterul lor inovator.

Paul Miclau este Intemeietorul gcolii romanesti de semioticd, un
distins lingvist care a obtinut titlul de doctor in filologie In Franta, a
predat la Universitatea din Montpellier si la Sorbona; imi amintesc cu
plicere ca pe vremea cind eram student, profesorul Micldu era decanul
Facultitii de Limbi si Literaturi Strdine din cadrul Universitatii Bucuresti.
Universitarul Paul Miclau si-a publicat scrierile atat in romané cat si in
francezd. Volumul sdu de proza Roumains deracinés, publicat in
Franta in anul 1995 a fost premiat de Association des Ecrivains de
Langue Frangaise, iar Le poéme moderne (2001) reprezintd o valoroasd
contributic la studiul poeziei si poeticii modermne franceze.




Si ca poet, Paul Micldu scrie In egald masurd in limbile romand
si francezd. Romania a contribuit in decursul timpului la conturarea
canonului francez cu numerosi autori devenifi auteurs dupd ce au
imbratigat limba franceza ca vehicul de comunicare in scrierile lor;
i-am putea mentiona, In trecere, pe Eugéne Ionesco, Benjamin Fondane,
Panait Istrati, Emil Cioran, George Astalos, Matei Visniec si mulfi
altii. Din nou, Paul Micldu reprezintd cazul unic al unui poet care a
scris constant in ambele limbi amintite anterior si unul dintre foarte
putinii poeti romani care au scris sonet in limba roména si o limba
strdind. (De fapt, este unul din cei doi poeti care ne vin instantaneu in
minte, celdlalt fiind Violeta Popa, o mare traducatoare a tui Shakespeare
si, In acelast timp, autoare de sonete In limbile romana si englezd).

Productia literara a profesorului Micldu este impresionanta prin
cantitatea si varietatea sa, autorul avand la activ doudsprezece volume
de sonete publicate pand in prezent (cinci in franceza, sase in romana
si unul bilingv). Este o performantd notabild, dacd ne gandim ci poetii
de frunte ai generafiilor saizeciste si optzeciste (Marin Sorescu,
respectiv Mircea Cartarescu) au renuntat la poezie la relativ scurt timp
dupd debut; Sorescu s-a reinventat ca dramaturg de mare succes la
box-office, in timp ce Cértirescu s-a dedicat scrierii de romane-fluviu.
in timp ce alti poeti importanti abandoneazi poezia dupi fmplinirea
varstei de treizeci de ani, pe Paul Micliu muza poeziei continud si-l
inspire si astizi. Pand-n prezent, profesorul Micldu a ajuns si scrie
peste doud mii de sonete, In anii din urma avéand chiar perioade in care
nu trece o zi fird compunerea unui sonet, expresie a unei continue
nevoi si cautari spirituale, in incercarea de a afla raspuns la intrebari
ce tin de teme universale precum erosul, temporalitatea, angoasa,
neantul, metafizica.

Desigur, nu se cuvine sa apreciem performantele poetice ale
profesorului Micldu exclusiv in termeni cantitativi. Paul Miclau nu
este doar cel mai prolific sonetist roman, ci si cel care a inovat, a
remodelat sonetul roman ca forma prozodicd fixd. Nu numai ci gi-a
compus sonetele din limba franceza in alexandrini, in spiritul traditiei
franceze, ci a introdus o formd flexibild a acestuia (de 12-13 silabe, cu
cezurd) si in poezia romand. In sonetele sale, marele nostru romantic
Mihai Eminescu, In care mulfi continud sa vadd centrul canonului
literar roméanesc, a Inlocuit tentativele Inaintasilor sii de-a introduce
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alexandrinul, troheul si amfibrahul in sonetul romanesc, optind pentru
sonetul in pentametru iambic descins din creatia shakespeariana si cea
a imitatorilor sdi germani. Profesorul Miclau a recuperat si a perfectionat
alexandrinul peste care se asternuse praful uitarii intr-o incercare de a
reconcilia sonetul roméanesc cu mostenirea culturald lasatd de ilustrii
membri ai Pleiadei.

Nu putem condamna opfiunea unui distins romanist pentru
cultivarea alexandrinului in dauna pentametrului iambic de sorginte
anglo-germand. Dimpotriva, comentatorii poeziei lui Paul Micldu au
remarcat in unanimitate tonul firesc al sonetelor sale compuse in limba
romand, de parcd sonetul romanesc ar fi fost dintotdeauna gandit sa fie
scris in alexandrini, cu rimele dispuse dupd tiparul abba abba ced eed.
Cu secole In urmd, Pierre de Ronsard se mandrea cu descendenta sa
valahd. Astazi, poezia francezd / francofond poate revendica o noud
voce poeticd ilustrd ce s-a ridicat de la malurile Dundrii.

Tonul natural, succesiunea ideilor, limbajul metaforic si calitatea
muzicald a sonetelor incluse 1n acest volum se péstreaza i sunt perfect
redate In traducerea stralucitd semnata de Cristina Tataru. Conferentiar
universitar la Universitatea ,,Babes-Bolyai” din Cluj-Napoca, Cristina
Tataru este unul dintre putinii traducétori de astézi care {in la conser-
varea frumusetil inerente ce decurge din forma unei poezii, din forma
ei prozodicd fixa, din tiparul rimelor, imagistica si toate celelalte
componente care deosebesc poezia de ne-poezie, toate ingredientele
care laolaltd alcdtuiesc limbajul poetic.

In vremuri cand eticheta vaga, confuzi, a postmodernismului
proclamd lipsa totald de respect pentru formele si valorile literare
traditionale (lipsd de respect, din pécate atat de vizibild i 1n traducerile
literare!), Cristina Tataru, teoretician al traducerit g1 traducitor de
poezie cu o bogatd experientd in domeniu, care a optat pentru limba
engleza ca limba-{inta a tdlmacirilor sale, se situeazd din nou la nivelul
asteptarilor noastre, oferindu-ne aceasta traducere impecabild a unui
ciclu de sonete de Paul Miclau.

George Volceanov
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The Arrow of the Shade

A trembling shade, last night, came over by my side,
and in a contact straight, vibrations came to me
within my confined space I felt them utterly,

from its turmoil T sensed the wake of the word’s tide.

Tossing in bed I was and, gently restless, I'd
obey to pain while nothing to say was left to me,
as thinking of the void had its own finery,

while, “neath my brow I felt it, in cynic rise abide.

An arrow from a bow then touched me suddenly,
I felt that all the moments were breaking within me.
The dragon in the dream inflicted wounds and jeered,

as it was lurking "round to bite me in the neck,

his ugly face all lit up with cheering, speck by speck,
but, riding a centaur, from there I disappeared.

Bucharest, October the 31st, 09

S R e R R e e S R e

Sdgeata umbrei

Azi noapte a venit o umbrd tremurinda
intr-un contact direct vibratii mi-a transmis
st le-am simtit adinc In spatiul meu Inchis
iar din tumultul ei tot verbul cum cuvinta

Ma rasucea In pat nelinistea mea blinda
primeam necaz supus n-aveam nimic de zis
iar gindul la neant avea al lui dichis

sub fruntea mea vedeam cum cinic se avinta

Deodatd m-a atins sageata dintr-un arc
si-n mine am vazut cum clipele se sparg
Alaturi rani facea oniricul balaur

pe mine ma pindea sd muste al meu git

si fericiri luceau pe chipul lui urit
dar eu am disparut cilare pe-un centaur

Bucuresti, 31 X 09
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Roots of Heaven

My thought is straying, lost in corridors of cold,
I wade through a non-discourse with shades of sadness, yet
I softly turn them over on their smooth faces, that
lengthened with fear, my fingers should not deface the old

and hidden matrices, with teachings fully set.

I even feel like shouting as one of them I hold,

as when I ran among Dutch-weeds, in days of old,
arms holding all the youth’s warm perfume I could get.

After so much unrest, be quiet for a while;
I’d like to give you craving for immortality
that should invade your being on threads of secrecy

which like some lithe extensions of roots of heaven pile.

And in the depth a red song is now a-playing, mute,
inviting us to join a feast of absolute.

Bucharest, November the 2nd, 09

Radacini de rai

Cu gindul raticit prin culoar de frig
strabat un non discurs cu unde de tristete
dar le rastorn ugor pe moile lor fete

cu degete prelungi de frica s nu stric

ascunsele matrici prea pline de povete

Pe una o surprind si-mi vine chiar sa strig
ca-n vremea cind fugeam pe cimp de pipirig
si-n brate cald stringeam parfum de tinerete

Te-ai framintat destul cuminte asa sa stai
sa 11 insuflu-as vrea un dor de nemurire
in tine sa-1 resimti prin tainicele fire

ca fine prelungiri din radacini de rai

Si cintd in profund o rosie melodie
prin care-un absolut la praznicu-i ne-mbie

Bucuresti, 2 X1 09
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The Land of Light

Last night I could come out of all those waves of haze,

I flapped the wings of thought through dreams, while passing by,
drops of a new beginning took shape from them, and, high

in an auspicious morning, the sun shone out, ablaze.

The morn itself is learning, hand on the pen, new ways
to gambol in the word, my old estate, where 1

saw light endowed with voice, so that, with no deny

it should rephrase the world anew, with glowing rays.

Since I am made of meaning, upon those rays I row,
in the discoursive being I feel the moments grow,
knowing that they would bloom upon an edge of trail,
meandering along towards that mythic spring,

that I may peerless verse, by parsing with, it sing,
which, still, a scent of candles might with itself entail.

Bucharest, 19th of September 09
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Tinutul luminii

Azi noapte am iesit din vilurita ceatd
cu aripe de gind prin vise am trecut
din ele-au rasdrit noi stropi de Inceput
cu soare izbucnit in buna dimineata

Cu mina pe condei ea insési reinvata

sa zburde in cuvint ca-n vechiul meu tinut
in care graitor lumina s-a nascut

ca lumii sd i dea o inedita fata

Din sens fiind facut pe raze eu plutesc

in fiinta de discurs simt clipele cum cresc
stiind c-or inflori pe margini de cirare

ce duce serpuind spre miticul izvor

sda ma conjug cu el in vers nemuritor
dar care va avea un iz de luminare

Bucuresti, 19 IX 09

19




Gloomy Sky

My soul turned inside-out, I am returning home,

and through the rooms I look for scents that still repose
upon those meanings gone from shades of deeds and those
quaint memories I have and that no yarn can comb.

I’m echoing myself those hapless words that roam,
and now I dissipate as rays bewitched, whose cause
is no more to be found in whispers’ waving rows,

a smokeless fire drank them into the nothing’s foam.

I’m entering the stall that’s falling now apart
a darkened corner stands proof to my wailing heart
the lamb has disppeared for long, for he’s been killed

and neither he nor faith did ever resurrect,

cause for too long, by suffering our souls are marred and
wrecked

and on the hill the sky’s already locked and sealed.

Bucharest, September 21st, 09

Cer inchis

Cu sufletu rasfrint acasd ma Intorc

si caut prin oddi miresme aplecate

pe sensul disparut din umbrele de fapte
si chiar din amintiri far’ fire ce se torc

Eu Tnsumi sint ecou de vorbe far’ noroc
ma disipez acum ca raze deocheate

ce surse nu mai au sub unduiri de goapste
sorbite de nimic in fumul fara foc

In staul merg apoi g1 vad cum sta sa cadd
iar coltu-ntunecat imi este o dovada

cd mielu-a disparut de mult fiind ucis

si n-au mai Inviat nici el si nici credinta

céci prea-ncercati am fost de toata suferinta
iar cerul sus pe deal s-a fost deja inchis

Bucuresti, 21 IX 09
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Dust of Speech

I sit on the old bed with marks of discourses,

on pillows made of moments I warmly bend my ear,
to the great wastes I listen, that make them disappear
and where my meaning all has flown in agonies.

I’'m empty of myself, no thought is coming near,

either from down below or the heights’ distances

in the eternal sunset, a point of silences

I am, and suns come screaming their pains for me to hear.

Obedient, I take them into my tired heart,
but causes in the depth can no longer tell apart.
I bend low to the judgement most roughly on me passed,

by absent gods, with dust of speech and in the land

of Miorita, I’ve inflicted my own end,
imminent nothingness will be my payment last.

Bucharest, November 22st, 09

Pulbere de grai

M-asez pe patul vechi cu urme de discurs
urechea cald mi-aplec pe pernele de clipe
si-ascult cum se tot duc In marile risipe
in care sensul meu Tn agonii s-a scurs

De mine eu sint gol nu vrea sa se-nfiripe
un gind venind de jos nici altul dinspre sus
sint punctul de téceri din vesnicul apus
durerile din sori In mine vin sa tipe

In cordul obosit cuminte le primesc

dar pricini din adinc nu pot sd mai ghicesc
Umil ma las supus la aspra judecata

a zeilor absenti cu pulbere de grai

sint autonimicit pe mioritic plai
neantul iminent mi-e ultima rasplata

Bucuresti, 22 XI 09
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The Balance of Synaesthesiae

At once, I find myself with a book in each hand,
and, as I hold them thus, it seems to me I am

a scales, to weigh the gift miraculous in them;
one platter holding meaning, the other light. I end

by making the whole world become a balance, which
now rises into song, then falls in agony,

is in supreme torment, or comes to ecstasy

new kinds of form and substance as it will come to reach.

And with my magic pen I shape them into verse
that gives them soul and axes of thought, as it occurs.
I tear them from myself, they rip me to the waste

They slash my utterance open, like splitting husks of maize,

warm fruits of smell and sound out to the light to raise,
which afterwards my eye should fondle with the taste.

Bucharest, November the 23st, 09

Balanta de sinestezii

Deodatad ma trezesc cu doua cérti in mina
si cum le tin aga imi pare ci-s cintar

cu care cumpanesc acest mirific dar
pe-un taler este sens si pe-altul o lumina

Prin ele lumea fac sa fie o balanta

ce urcd Intr-un cint ori cade 1n necaz
se chinuie cumplit ori trece in extaz
cu ipostaze noi de forma i substanta

In vers le modelez cu magicul condei
ce suflete le da si axe de idei

Din mine eu le rup si simt cd ma sfisie
iar verbul mi-1 desfac ca foi de cucuruz

sa iasd caldul fruct de miros si auz
pe care ochiul meu cu gusturi 1l minglie

Bucuresti, 23 X1 09
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Time Corner

Her being’s undergoing a heavy test now; she’s
perfidiously ambushed in a time corner wry,
I’d like to change her path as much as I can try,
to beam up as a light in her dark distances.

Though overwhelmed by trouble, she’s smiling still, as though
she were the little rose that’s struck by hail, and like

a discourse that is blooming over the soul’s hard strike;

but I am at a loss, for enthropy does grow.

There’s insecurity that’s written on her face

that easily I read in letters of thought, intense,

the very sky is hungry to grasp its hidden sense,

which fervently it’s searching in the great balls of haze.

The old delusion makes him say he’s my friend, with grace,
in the agelong triangle letting me take my place.

Bucharest, November the 25th, 09
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Colt de timp

Fiinta ei acum supusa-i la-ncercare
pinditd e perfid la coltul strimb de timp
ag vrea cit oi putea cérarea sd i-o schimb
lumina sa-i rasar pe-ntunecata zare

Cuprinsa-i de necaz si totusi ea zimbeste
ca micul trandafir de grindina lovit

ca inflorit discurs in sufletul ranit

dar sint descumpanit caci entropia creste

Nesiguranta e Inscrisa pe-a ei fata
si o citesc ugor pe slovele de gind
de sensul ei ascuns chiar cerul e flamind

si-1 cautd fervent in ghemele de ceata

Mi-e prieten zice el in batrinescul crez
in vesnicul triunghi ma lasa s m-asez

Bucuresti, 25 XI 09
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Dead Leaves

A layer of dead leaves, like never ere,

in a huge quilt of hues the garden fills,

with leaves of dreams and with their scented thrills,
the writ of fate accomplished now they bear.

Here are the cravings interwoven, wills
whose destiny’s forever meant to wear
the russet tales in a book’s fire, fair,

lit by the word that love in it conceals.

But now I feel the drive is fading’way
to utter anything in thought or song,
in common voices or in royal sway.

The sense of being’s slowly lost, along

with its own scent that’s rotting, one might say.
In Vad, the orchard will not live for long.

Bucharest, December the 3rd, 09

Frunze moarte

Ca niciodata strat de frunze moarte
au prins gradina Intr-un larg covor
cu foi de vise st parfumat fior

ca sa-mplineascd scrisul cel de soarte

Aci tesute-s clipele de dor

ce au menire indelung sa poarte
povesti roscate ca un foc din carte
pe care-l nalta verbul de amor

Dar simt acuma cum se istoveste
treptat impuslsul de a mai grai

cu voci banale poate chiar regeste
Incet se pierde sensul de a fi

din el mireasma parca putrezeste
la Vad livada mult nu va trai

Bucuresti, 3 XII 09
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Sunshine and Void

Out on the boulevards, the autumn light

is softly singing warm as if from dreams.
The sun brings paradises in its beams,

from which the angels soft might soon alight.

And open souls walk slowly and it seems

that vowels wreathe sound, softer and more bright;
the yellow day is full of meanings’ might,

that seem to come way from the heavens’ brims.

The palace, though, among its empty walls
shines much too sadly with its shapes long gone;
a dead wave’s song the sound of void recalls

In dead words a demented sound howls on,
on old shards thickening the dust that falls.
And in he void the fingerprints are none.

Bucharest, November the 28th,
December the 3rd, 09

Soare si vid

Pe bulevarde cint-acum lumina
de toamna calda coborind din vise
Soarele-aduce blinde paradise

din care ingeri asteptam sa vina

Se plimb-agale suflete deschise
vocale-n salbe au rostire lind
galbuie ziua e de sensuri plind
din ceruri nalte par a fi desprinse

Palatul insa printre goale ziduri

prea trist straluce cu figuri absente
iar unde moarte vor s cinte-n viduri
In stinse vorbe sunete demente

ingroasa colbul urmelor de hirburi
in tot neantul nu mai sint amprente

Bucuresti, 28 XI, 3 X1I 09
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Text and Baptisms

I’ve started now re-writing myself again; I thought
before, it would be easy to find myself anew,
that by my worn-out writing I'd live again all through

some fact or thought my body that’s still alive has sought.

But I’'m dispersed today, not knowing, as I ought,

to tell apart the flood of feelings, for there do

no lights, no flowers, instants in royal corners queue,
no song in chestnut braids with any perfume caught.

Therefore I'm only text with bales of ghosts and some
in phrases that I utter at crossroads slowly come.

There’s no more splendid meaning in words; still in my pen

there resurrects a craving that it make love upon
the sheets of paper, like in a bed of thoughts, and run
to great baptisms bringing new creatures once again.

Bucharest, Saint Nicholas, 09

Text si botezuri

Am inceput din nou acum si ma rescriu
"Nainte eu credeam cad-usor ma regasesc
ca-n scrisul invechit deodata retraiesc
vreun fapt ori vre un gind in trupul incé viu

Dar azi m-am dispersat nemaiputind sa stiu
noianul de triiri cdci nu se impletesc

nici clipe nici lumini nici flori In colf regesc
nici cintec cu parfum in parul castaniu

De-aceea sint doar text cu gheme de néluci
iar unele apar in fraze de rascruci

In vorbe nu mai sint superbe Intelesuri

Si totusi vine iar o poftd in condei

de-a se iubi pe foi ca-n patul de idei
s-aduci iar fapturi la marile botezuri

Bucuresti, Sin Nicolaie 09
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The Red Spell

A bunch of vowels new again you found,
which we may lay under the arching sky.
A north wind made a detour, passing by,
to let your body’s petal song resound

in deep sonatas on the pathways wound.
My vibrant bass I give you here; we lie
in a red spell, fulfilled extremes are nigh,
twirled in a bed of oranges we’re bound.

A verb has dawned now in the blood that’s got

a fruit of fire in its gorgeous knot.

Triangle lying in a pear’s white core,

that’s charged with meanings, throbbing vividly;

tell me that you will come again to me,
so that my time should blossom up once more.

Bucharest, December the 6th, 09
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Rosul soroc

Tar ai adus buchet de noi vocale
sa 1l culcam sub arcul de cer gol
Din nord un vint facu un larg ocol
ca trupul tdu sd-mi cinte cu petale

sonate-adinci pe caile plurale
Aci iti pun vibrantul meu bemol
in rog soroc spre implinitul pol
ce-l rasucim pe pat de portocale

In singe-acum a rasarit un verb
cu foc rodind in nodul lui superb
Triunghi culcat in miezul alb de para

pulseaza lung cu intelesuri vii

S&-mi spul te rog la mine ca mai vii
ca timpul meu sa infloreasca iara

Bucuresti, 6 XII 09




The Glass

I'll introduce myself: I’m nothing but a glass

though what is best in this wide world I offer you.
Especially if filled with ancient wine I do

make you believe you’re tasting some nectar; for it’s thus
that the high gods in heaven with it presented us.

So listen with your mouths the poem I tell you,

and let velvety perfume your soul in depth imbue,
worthy of the transparent bliss that I to you pass.

No trace of any flaw in my figure does occur;

in a pure balance, I am a perfect cylinder.

A sum of harmonies when you hold me I reflect,

which all, vibrating, all through your body I impart.

I bring the palpitation of God into your heart,

so that after you’ve suffered, through death you resurrect.

Bucharest, December the 7th, 09

Paharul

Eu ma prezint acum nu sint decit pahar
dar pot sd va ofer din lume ce-i mai bun
In mod deosebit cu vinul cel strabun
iluzie va dau ca voi gustati nectar

cici de la zeii-nalti acela e un dar

Cu gura s-ascultati poemul ce vi-l spun
in suflet sa primiti catifelat parfum

si s4 va-nvredniciti de transparentul har
In forma mea nu am nici urma de defect
in echilibru pur cilindru sint perfect

In mina cind ma tii sint suma de-armonii
pe care le transmit vibrind In trupul tau
In inima-ti aduc palpit de dumneziu

ca dupd suferinti prin moarte sa invii

Bucuresti, 7 XII 09
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Thirst of Fruit

I feel a secret seed that’s dancing within you,

as in a fairies’ dance, that secret thrills does bear,
we’re in the room uphill, with wooden ceiling, where
Impressionists are hung on walls as white as due.

Your body’s sculptured by the chisel of a new

and faithful master-carver, who marks with utter care

our time, that now the perfume of timelessness will bear,

and leaves our beings’ craving painted with light’s sweet hue.

It’s out of it that now I tore you out, hot beam,

and planted into you my red impulse’s stream.

The miracle of fruit I tasted thirstily,

while on long lashes moments of softness lay at rest,

which then with drowsy fingers so slowly I caressed
and wiped out from duration the words , It cannot be”.

Bucharest, December the 7th, 09
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Sete de roade

In tine simt un joc de tainicd siminta
precum de iele dans cu un ascuns indemn
in camera din deal tavan avind de lemn
cu impresionisti pe albul de cuviintd

Sculptat e trupul tau cu dalta de credinta
a unui mester nou ce-si pune un insemn
pe timpul ce-o avea parfumul de peren
lumina lui lasind pe dorul din fiinta

Din ea acuma eu fascicol cald te-am smuls
si-n tine am sadit tot rosul meu impuls

Cu sete am gustat miracolul de roade

pe genele prelungi moi clipe s-au culcat

cu degete de vis usor le-am mingliat
si din durat-am sters enuntul nu se poate

Bucuresti, 7 XII 09
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The Sonnet *neath my Brow

For quite a while I’ve seen the sonnet 'neath my brow,
the thought in it still vaguely beyond the words a-hiding,
and vagrantly up here far from the earth abiding,

which to great bales of dots became reduced by now.

Some isolated verse shows like a bridge’s bow,

I try to wade across it, in a great torment’s guiding;

still listening to mummy’s enchanted spell that’s sliding
ever so slowly onto small thoughts that I avow.

New pains, then, at my temple, in shards my poem make,

and to its syntax then the restless bow they break.

Through tiny crumbs of meaning then there creeps up the drive
that I lay hands upon the magic pen again

that T might cling to any quaint odds and ends and then
as if from sounds of violin the world I should revive.

Bucharest, December the 7th, 09
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Sonetul de sub frunte

De un anume timp sonetu-l vad sub frunte
cu gindul incd vag ascuns pe sub cuvint

si hoinarind pe-aci departe de pamint

ce 11 redus astfel la gheme mari de puncte

Vreun vers mai izolat apare ca o punte

pe care-ncerc sa trec dar cu un grav framint
de mami tot ascult un fermecat descint

ce se asaza lin pe cugete marunte

La timpla noi dureri poemul meu il sparg
sintaxei lui strivind neobositul arc

Prin cioburi mici de sens pornirea se strecoara
de-a pune mina iar pe magicul condei

sa ma agat din nou de cite un crimpei
si lumea s-o refac din cint ca de vioara

Bucuresti, 7 XII 09
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Reality and Dream

I sense reality as dreams and dreams as real,

both form and substance fade from objects that I face,

and there are no more landmarks of distance in my space,
and no more superposing phenomena I feel.

For long has gone from me the flute’s vibrating zeal,
resonance-boxes are a long extinguished race,

and no more fragrance brings to my memory France’s grace,
where even the Mistral died out for all I feel.

Duration cracked beneeath the shock of the oneirical,
the links are broken all throughout the discourse lyrical.
And in the drowsy thought there come new sequences

in which I’'m drawn to enter, tempted suspiciously.

The movie 1s absurd and meaningless to me,
the present is dictated by the great absences.

Bucharest, December the 8th, 09

Real si vis

Realu-1 simt ca vis si visul ca real

din obiect dispar si forma gi substanta
in spatiu nu mai sint repere de distanta
nici suprapuneri nu-s in plan fenomenal

De mult s-a prapadit vibrantul din caval
niciunde nu mai sint cutii de rezonanta
si nu mai e parfum cu amintiri de franta
in care a murit §i vintul zis mistral

Durata a plesnit sub socul din oniric
verigile s-au rupt din tot discursul liric
In gindul adormit se iscd noi secvente
in ele eu sint tras suspect fiind ispitit

Dar filmul e absurd cu tilc neavenit
prezentul e dictat de marile absente

Bucuresti, 8 XII 09
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Seeds of Night

For long I’ve picked for you soft strands of stars and bright
as versets I laid them into your warm dome gleaming

so sweet under the drowsy moments, while, a-dreaming,
the word would slip between the rings so closed and tight.

Charmed, I stroked heavy petals upon your breasts and, white,
your body thrilled like under a sky of meanings seeming;

love sang to us in bunches of light upon us beaming,

duration underneath my fingers did alight.

At once a little lime-tree grew up from our bed

with freshness scents of gods around us it did spread.
Then we got drunk on taste of whispers red, and, slow,
And all the unsaid meaning came whispering on our lip,

while in its mythic nest the noon did fall asleep,
dreaming the seeds of night would bear some fruit and grow.

Bucharest, December the 8th, 09
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Seminte de noapte

Delung ti-am adunat siraguri moi de stele
versete ti le-am pus in calda bolta ta
sub clipele de vis ea dulce strilucea
iar verbul luneca prin strinsele inele

Vrdjit eu mingliam pe sini petale grele
iar trupul ca de cer semantic fremata
in razele buchet iubirea ne cinta
durata s-aprindea sub degetele mele

Deodata rasari In pat un pui de tei
ce proaspat raspindea parfum de dumnezei
apoi ne-am imbatat cu gustul ros de soapte

pe buze murmura tot sensul inedit

amiaza adormea in cuibul ei de mit
visind ca se-mplinesc semintele de noapte

Bucuresti, 8 XII 09
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The Sonnet as an Icon

An icon seems the sonnet, when I lay eyes on it,
it’s made of signs all bound into a whole that’s set
up by a row of musts come from a code and met
by spirits for the art of making crowns born fit.

It’s framed into the song in pews and it does sit
in timelessness’s taste, priests’ voices that embed
and in its word the fruit of faith is slowly bred

it calls us the old rite in secrecy to meet.

There comes to life a meaning that’s long forgot, perhaps,
as smoke over the village and time does slowly lapse.
I stroke and feel its velvety substance with my eyes,

where the deep meaning lies embedded in each sign,
come from the absolute in which there intertwine
the signals from above saying the star would rise.

Bucharest, December the 9th and 12th, 09

Sonetul ca icoana

Sonetul cind 1l vad imi pare o icoand
din semne e facut legate intr-un tot
ce-asculta de cerinti fixate Intr-un cod
cu spirit incarnat ca-n arta de coroand

El este inrdmat pe cintecul din strana
si-n iz de vesnicii in glasul de preot
in verbul lui inscris credinta face rod
la ritual strabun cu taina el ne cheama

Invie in el sens ce poate-a fost uitat
cu trecerea de timp in fumul lui pe sat
Cu ochii 11 mingii si-1 pipai catifeaua

in care s-a depus adincul inteles

din clipe de-absolut in care se-ntretes
semnalele de sus de cind rdsare steaua

Bucuresti, 9, 12 XII 09
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Skies of Churches

New skies of churches still keep growing within me,

with olive branches clad in little and soft leaves,

with words and songs vibrating, a magic swarm that weaves
in spheric predications sense to entirety.

And magic miracles seem younger now to be,

and become grafts, engrafting the tree of who believes,
they are already blooming on its innocent leaves,

like dreams shone up in eyes of clerics ardently.

Head bent, I’'m in the midst of the church, in all this might
and from my native wax I’m now inspiring light.
Home, on High Hill, all urge me insistently to go,

souls of departed parents to meet there, once returned,

who, under the dead time, all into saints have turned,
and in the voice of candles to hear their murmur slow.

Bucharest, December the 10th, 09

Ceruri de biserici

In mine tot mai cresc noi ceruri de biserici
cu ramuri de maslin In frunze mici si moi
cu vorbe si cintéari vibrind in magic roi

cind sensuri se-mplinesc in predicatii sferici

Si tot mai tineri sint miracolii feerici

in pomul de credinti facindu-se altoi

ce infloresc deja pe inocente foi

cum visul stralucea In ochi adinci de clerici

In mijloc stau acum cu capul aplecat
lumina inspirind din ceara mea din sat
Ma cheama insistent la noi pe Dealu Mare
sd ma-ntilnesc aci cu suflet de parinti

pe care timpul mort i-a prefacut in sfinti
ce freamata usor sub glas de luminare

Bucuresti, 10 XII 09
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Eternity in Alert

I’m listening to light and sadness in the night,

with non-existing whispers in whiteness as they sway;
I lie in bed, ’neath instants’ too slowly flying *way,
that stick in turns on walls enshrouded to the sight.

I see it well my verbs are drunk under the flight

of visions black on drowsy surfaces that stay.

but softly conjugate on waves of stress and they
lengthen with calm or fall in accent that’s not right.

1 am the slave o’ertired with melodies so warm,
that from the corners of old madnesses a-swarm.
I’'m wondering why these, either, won’t fall to sleep, inert

they mix with otherworldly meaning, it appears,
that’s bound in retrospect to my posthumous years,
by which eternity has entered in alert.

Bucharest, December the 11th 09.
Anniversary

Vesnicia in alarma

In noapte tot ascult lumina si tristeti

cu albe legandri in soaptele absente

si stau In pat lungit sub clipele prea lente
ce se lipesc la rind pe nevazuti pereti

Prea bine seama-mi dau ca verbii-mi sint cam beti
de negre naluciri pe ape somnolente

Dar se conjugd lin pe valuri de accente

ce calme se lungesc ori cad in timpi nedrepti

Sint sclavul obosit de calde melodii
ce izvorasc din colt de foste nebunii
Ma mir de ce nu vor nici ele si adoarmi

se mesteca cu sens venit din alte lumi
retrospectiv legat de anii mei postumi
prin care vesnicia se afld in alarma

Bucuresti, 11 XII 09.
Aniversare
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A God’s Impulse

I frown to see duration ahead, as it does stand,
I’m trying to caress it, as I am drawing near,
just like at my beginnings, timidly and with fear,
fully aware my love for it could have no end.

Of dreamless prose I wanted to rid myself and bend
its hackneyed worthlessness under my pillow, here
and let my feeling flow in a free sweep and sheer

meanings of blooms to open, as dullness off I fend.

Duration understood and in her sweet caress
the moment made of velvet wept tears of happiness.
At dawn, this morning, oozing with heavy light was she,

that I into my verb did thoroughly embed,

like in the time when I a god-like impulse had
and time’s swift flow was full of melody to me.

Bucharest, December the 12th, 09

Impuls de zeu

Durata-n fatad-mi sta si o privesc cu freamat
m-apropii mult de ea si-ncerc sd o mingii
timid dar cu fior ca-n clipele dintii

stiind c-amorul meu putea sa n-aiba capat

De proza fara vis voiam ca sa mé lapad
balastuyl ei banal sa-I pun sub capatii

flux liber sd imi las la simtamint sa 1i

deschid un sens de flori departe de ce-i searbad

Dar ea m-a inteles si-n brate mult m-a strins
iar clipa de velur de fericire-a plins
Azi dimineata-n zori mustea de grea lumina

pe care 0 am prins in predicatul meu

ca-n vremea cind aveam impulsul ca de zeu
st curgerea de timp de cintec era plind

Bucuresti, 12 XII 09




Burnt Nest

Last night, again, a star attempted timidly

to unforseenly fall upon my bed of straw,

although the nest before was nothing but a glow

of blood in thrills, all striving one day to come to be.

I’d waited for the queen of clouds impatiently,

that she allay the trouble there in my mind and go
anointing it with all-heal, as does a calm bath glow,
and soothe its open wounds of unhealead meaning, see.

There was a shut-down vault above me then, and there
vibrated all the echo of my unsaid-yet prayer.

Then, out of it there fell a smell of dirge, a-warning.
Now on my page the letters are badly broken all,

ideas in my words to vampiric sucking fall.
And there, in nothing’s corner, so slow, a voice is mourning.

Bucharest, December the 13th 09
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Cuib ars

Azi noapte iar o stea timid a Incercat
sd-mi cadd necrezut pe patul meu de paie
dar cuibu-aci era nainte o vapaie

de singe frematind in prag de necreat

Regina dintre nori o am tot asteptat

necazul meu din gind pe loc sd mi-l inmoaie
sa-mi pund un balsam ca intr-o calma baie
deschiselor lui rani din sens nevindecat

Deasupra mea atunci o bolta sta inchisa
vibra dar cu ecou din ruga mea nezisa
Din ea cézu apoi miros de parastas

Pe foaia mea acum stau slovele rau rupte

ideile din verbi vampiric au fost supte
In coltul lui nimic se tinguie un glas

Bucuresti, 13 XII 09
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Pining for Pain

Your eyes all made of wheat with all its bluish taste

put syllables of warmth into my crib of dream;

I make a bunch of them in a desire extreme,

deep in the high-lit night, as hermits’ thoughts as chaste.

And songs light up beneath voices in stars, in haste,
I breed them and towards the paradise they teem,
which human in the apple forbidden now does seem,
euphoria bears in it deceitful seeds of waste.

And in the palimpsest for destinies I search,
take out to read the one in which my death does lurch.
Its dagger stabbed me through my veins and arteries

the clock its rusty needle has thrust now into me

time stopped it on the edge of myth and, ruthlessly
in nothingness the pining for pain did even cease.

Bucharest, December the 14th 09

Dorul de durere

Toti ochii tai de griu cu izul lui albastru
silabe calde-mi pun n leaganul de vis

din ele-mi fac buchet cu pofta si dichis

in noaptea de lumini ca gindul de sihastru

Iar cintece s-aprind sub vocile din astru
pe care le cultiv in sens de paradis

ce s-a umanizat In marul interzis
euforia fiind sdmintd de dezastru

Destinele la rind le caut in palimpsest

si-1 scot la bun citit pe cel ce-a fost funest
Pumnalu-i m-a lovit In vene si artere

si ceasul m-a impuns cu acul ruginit

iar timpul I-a oprit la margine de mit
neantul omorind chiar dorul de durere

Bucuresti, 14 XII 09
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The Window

Towards the world my window gives me the opening
and it would drain in it my fascinated eye,

my mind that splits it open feels that it has to try

to search a spring with waters that names are murmuring,

In semiosis, warm, the light is spluttering,

a genesis with wonders of meaning fed and I

am destined to partake in this feast that is so high,
but I a humble, white discourse of prayer bring.

The incense of soft flakes is falling now again,
I’m taken to the village of long ago, back when
my soul would blow the flowers that on the windows froze

and then the bell would chime, for them to take Uphill

the last of the departed in brimless shadows still,
eternities of branches to watch him softly doze.

Bucharest, December the 16th, 09

Fereastra

Fereastra mea imi da deschidere spre lume

si ochiul fascinat de ea ar fi sorbit
cu mintea mea-1 desfac si simt ca e menit
sd caute izvor cu murmure de nume

In semioza cald lumina face spume
genezad cu minuni de sens astfel hranit
Acest marit ospat imi este harazit

dar in discurs umil de albi rugiciune

Afard cade iar timiie de fulgi moi
ducindu-ma in sat cu anii fnapoi
cind sufletul sufla pe florile din geamuri

si clopotul suna sa ducd sus in Deal
pe ultimul plecat in umbre farda mal
sd doarma linistit sub vegnicii de ramuri

Bucuresti, 16 X1 09
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A Bunch of Eyes

Nothing but eyes you are, from head down to your toes
that watch from every angle ever so carefully;

mixed scents, like Tuculescu’s painting appear to me,
still they are velvety like eyes of tamest does.

Even your strands of hair attempts at questions pose,
their waves expecting answers of essence heavenly;
long lashes then fulfil the utmost prodigy

of a spring day in which optical concerts rose.

And in the lips of love, eyelids give forth the urge
entreating, of the call your face does make emerge.
Even your breasts look up and ardent wish they blend,

deep meanings in the sensuous game I thus can read

in the ocular centre there stays, caressed, the seed
the sight in all willpower does, as a focus, end.

Bucharest, December the 17th, 09

Buchet de ochi

Esti toata numai ochi din cap pind-n picioare
din fiecare unghi atent ei ma privesc
amestecat parfum ca-n actul fuculesc
dar sint catifelati ca cei de cdprioare

Chiar pletele emit cercari intrebatoare
cu valurile lor raspunsu-l vor ceresc
iar genele prelungi miracole-ntregesc
in opticul concert cu iz de primavara

In buzele de-amor pleoapele dau glas
chemarilor ce sint 1nscrise pe obraz
St sinii isi aprind privirile-n dorinte
un sens adinc iscind in senzualul joc

Saminta cu rasfit in ocular mijloc
incheie ca focar vederea din vointe

Bucuresti, 17 XII 09
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The Bank of the Sonnet

Language and life embed all there’s most complex and
the deepest structures held in what’s existing; all

the universe around in signs they can make fall,

in clear equivalence or into shades that blend.

As to some new discourse in words or texts to send,

of soul and thought it can new consonances call,

ank look for magic hidden within the word’s deep soul,
too beautiful a dowry thus to the light to lend.

But on the sonnet’s bank, when warm, it comes to sit,
upon the poet’s face it stops by wondering hit.
for on duration’s waves he can be borne with ease,

scents of metonymies he leaves behind and so
he’ll make of them new shots of melodies to grow,

out of the harp of mysteries that’s tuned with stars as keys.

Bucharest, December the 19th, 09

Malul de sonet

Viati si limbaj sint cele mai complexe
si mai adinci structuri din tot ce e fiind
intregul univers cu semne il cuprind
in clar echivalent ori zona de reflexe

Cit despre nou discurs pe vorbe ori pe texte
el scoate armonii din suflet si din gind

s1 cautd magii In inimi de cuvint

luminii oferind o prea frumoasa zestre

Dar cind s-asaza cald pe malul de sonet
s-opreste cu mirdri pe chipul de poet

ce e purtat usor pe valuri de durata
lasind in urma lui de iz metonimii

din care-or rasari puieti de melodii
in harfa de mister cu stele acordata

Bucuresti, 19 XII 09
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Moments’ Flight

That/who T am, I don’t know, yet, where I come from, do,

I come from that quaint village where lights at crossroads show;
even today my craving entreats me there to go,

though somehow I’'m considered a stranger through and through.

Wherever I should go on paths of sighs and rue,

I still find out from voices of ghosts that murmur slow
many of these are paths on which they’d lay me low,
in laughter or in pain that concomitant grew.

Now I’'m suspended on the moments in white flight,
that wish to carry me in thoughts of wings so light.

And 1f there were a moral, I’d be a book, since I

have been reduced to words, so few of which were writ.

and all forbidden impulses would be here in it;
while as a heavy, dusty, forgotten tome I’ll lie.

Bucharest, December the 20th, 09
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Zbor de clipe

Nu stiu cé/cine sint dar stiu de unde vin
din satul cu lumini ivite la riscruce

st astdzi dorul meu acolo ma conduce
chiar dacd pe-undeva sint socotit striin

Dar incotro ma duc pe drumul cu suspin
mai_aflu uneori din glasuri de néluce

cd multe sint carari pe care m-ar tot duce
aproape simultan cu risete ori chin

Acum sint suspendat de zborul alb de clipe
ce vor a ma purta pe gindul de aripe
Morala dac-ar fi eu carte-am sa ma fac

la vorbe doar redus putine fiind scrise

Aci ar cuvinta impulsuri interzise
ca tom greu prafuit uitat eu am sa zac

Bucuresti, 20 X 09
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Night in Daytime

The word is gleaming warm, held in a song of gaze,
lips open as in charms appearing drowsily,

in a red murmur when desire came to be

to bring new meaning out that deep in nature stays.

With prayers in return, the roses now I praise,

there, in your blood, on waves of abyss dancing free;

in the smile’s meaning they now bloom up suddenly,
"neath the new sign that our fulfulment’s arts now raise,

The figure of haphazard I now in you disdain
and lock it in a fiery spot, its fruit to gain.
Our noon is now submitted to yonder drives you see,

to bear nocturnal fruit beneath the day’s sun’s sign;
now when the unhinged rays from both of us will shine,
and the full predicate will be amazed in glee.

Bucharest, December the 20th, 09

Noaptea zilei

Luceste verbul cald In cintecul privirii
iar buze se deschid ca-n farmecul din vis
in murmur rogu cind dorinta s-a inscris
sa iasd sensul nou din loc adinc al firii

Cu-ntoarse rugaciuni iti laud trandafirii
din singele jucind pe unde de abis

ce Infloresc subit in sensul din suris
sub semnul inedit al artei implinirii

Eu cifra de hazard in tine o desfid

1ar ca sa prindd rod in colt de foc o-nchid
Amiaza noastrd acum supusé-i la pornire
de-a naste fruct nocturn sub soarele de zi

cind razele din noi nebune-or risari
iar predicatul plin ferice-o sa se mire

Bucuresti, 20 XII 09
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The Door of Time

For a long while I stood humbly in front of it,

or near its fastened latch I hurriedly passed by,

feeling my tiny creature was then devoid thereby

of the thread that could give me good grounds on which to sit.

Of late, the door told me , try, if you want, a bit”.

I shyly opened it and saw with no deny

all countless years, a somewhat grey dust, came down to lie
on things and upon thoughts by the gods’ image lit.

Another, more remote one, had ,ta-ta-taa” on, and
turned quickly on its hinges under my warmed-up hand.
A flux of sound took me over the waves that pour

of meaning only, with some hues of destiny.

But whereas thus I float, I bow submissively
to shadows of ideas upon an absent shore.

Bucharest, December 21th 09
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Usa timpului

O lunga vreme-am stat umil in fata ei

ori am trecut grabit pe lingd-nchizatura
simtind ca sint lipsit in mica mea fapturd
de firul ce putea sd-mi dea un bun temei

Recent mi-a usa spus Incearca daca vrei
Timid o am deschis vazind cum far’ masura
toti anii s-au depus in pulbere cam surd

pe lucruri si pe gind cu iz de dumnezei

Pe-o alta mai in fund scria ta-ta-ta-taa

ea s-a deschis usor la caldd mina mea

Un flux sonor m-a luat purtindu-ma pe valuri
iscate doar din sens cu tonuri de destin

Dar tot plutind asa smerit eu ma inchin
la umbre de idet de pe absente maluri

Bucuresti, 21 XII 09

69




70

The Taste of Undeath

More secretly 1 feel pure murmur heavenly,

upon my bed of thought, as moments it does fall,

as "neath the vault it happened for the first time of all,
then, when the earth was given hard worldly status, see.

I see them in my furrow now grow, vigorously,

red blooms of meaning which keep count upon my whole
impulse of fruit within spring’s body, that I, sole,

with words, as is a madman, untress frantically.

The perfume of the day we melt in a long strain,
that tends in juicy hours its plentiful to gain.
The warm iambi dance in the breasts’ thrill and bring

fate’s buds into a deep mirage where they are sunk,

while on the taste of undeath we were still getting drunk,
and thought that all the little gods we are mastering.

Bucharest, December the 21st, 09

Gustul de nemoarte

Mai tainic simt acum un murmur pur ceresc
pe patul meu de gind drept clipe el coboara
asa cum se-ntimpla sub boltd-ntiia oara
pamintului sa-1 dea un greu statut lumesc

Si astézi eu le vad in brazda mea cum cresc
ca rogii flori de sens prin care Tmi masoard
impulsul meu de fruct in trup de primavara
pe care ca nebun cu verb o despletesc

Topim parfum de zi In zbatere prelunga
ce tinde-n ceas mustos totala sa ajunga
Danseazi iambii calzi in freamatul din sini

ca-ntr-un adinc miraj cu germenii de soarte
pe cind ne imbéatam cu gustul de nemoarte
iar peste zeii mici noi ne credeam stapini

Bucuresti, 21 XII 09
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The Ascent of the Flakes

The snow that’s falling now, back to the sky does pour,
with all its sea of flakes, and thus a creed soars high
that’s warmly oozing out of my white being; I

am much elated by the carols at my door.

Like in my shepherd’s words, the smell’s green as before,
as when the lambs cavorted, the likely to deny

and soar in spirit to where lands of favour lie,

to honour the new sailor above, on heaven’s shore.

From here up to the vaults a state of meanings, bound,
allows the song of creeds within it to resound.
There is an echo in my little discourse knit,

which bears duration’s murmur embedded in it, keen,

a spirit of concerto as there has never been,
hoping that on the magic picture it will be writ.

Bucharest, December the 22nd, 09

inﬁlgarea fulgilor

Zapada de acum se-ntoarce sus pe cer

cu marea ei de fulgi *nal{ind astfel credinta
ce izvoraste cald din alba mea fiinta
insufletitd mult cu cintecul de ler

Miroase inca crud ca verbul meu de-oier
cind mieii se jucau sarind peste putintd
s-atingd intru duh tarimul cu priinta

spre a cinsti-n tarii pe noul cordbier

De-aici pina in bolti e-o stare de-ntelesuri
in care se aud cintirile de crezuri
In micul meu discurs se simte un ecou

ce este impregnat cu susur de duratd

in spirit de concert cum n-a fost niciodata
sperind sa fie-nscris pe magicul tablou

Bucuresti, 22 XII 09
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Seeds in the Metaphor

My little lamb sent me down to the city’s core,

her instinct told her that soon, very soon, there might
something on our poor earth from heavens’ brink alight,
a chain of overturnings that have been dreamed before.

When I reach there, I see everything’s true and, more,

in straws of meaning, warm, the saint word comes to light,
this world that’s full of sins illuminating bright,

and freeing any man of all the chains he bore.

I brought it as a gift my fragment of discourse,
with its undisclosed meaning born in my sheepfold coarse.
In my amphora precious I slowly let it pour,

while on the strings of sense, rhetoric, it vibrated,

full of good-will, but more discreet than it was fated,
to root it, then, I put seeds in the metaphor.

Bucharest, December the 24th, 09

Saminta-n metafora

Mioara mea mi-a zis sd merg chiar in cetate
instinctul 11 spunea ca foarte in curind

ceva s-o Intimpla pe bietul nost’ pamint

un sir de rasturndri care-au mai fost visate

Acolo cind ajung vad cé-s adevarate

pe paie de cald sens se naste verbul sfint
in lumea cu pécat lumind aducind

sa scape orice om de lanturi ferecate

Eu i-am adus ca dar fragmentul de discurs
iscat din stina mea cu tilcul nepatruns
frumos l-am asezat In scumpa mea amfora

retoric el vibra pe corzi de inteles

si totusi prea discret chiar daca-n gind ales
ca sa-ncoltesc-am pus siminta-n metafora

Bucuresti, 24 XII 09
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Christmas

As on a holiday duration gets dilated,

the linear race aspiring to gain some volume, thus
what’s posthumous the present delight ignores and does
into the brimless mind bring images elated.

In golden smiles, the moments are prey, lengthily baited
wide to the thirst of living, letting the ashes pass,

for all is spinning on its axis with no fuss.

I’m witnessing all this, not very elevated.

The gift breaks off in me, too much resorted to

in this vertical world that T am struggling through.

Yet, in a quiet whisper I’'m singing still, inside,

last night it left me with the charm of dreams to rest
written in tiny figures in this lyrical nest,

that in its timeless murmur I may my waters tide.

Christmas, 2009, somewhere

Craciun

In zi de sirbitoare durata se dilata

iar cursa lineard aspira la volum

prezenta desfatare nu stie ce-i postum

in mintea fard margini tablouri se arata

In zimbete de aur minutele sint prada
largi poftei de traire uitinda si de scrum
céci totul se Invirte pe axul lui acum

Eu sint aci ca martor dar fard de parada
Se rupe-n mine harul caci prea solicitat

in lumea verticala In care ma tot zbat

Dar cint pe dinduntru ca in discretul susur
ce mi-a lasat azi noapte miracolul oniric
inscris cu mici figuri in cuibul &sta liric
sperind intru varsare In vesnicul sdu murmur

Créciun 2009, undeva
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The Fall of the Word

I’m feeling now, inside myself, the word is falling,
craving to float upon the depth of waves and so
become part of the choir of darknesses and go
flickering shade upon traces of pain, appalling.

Conceits of power in them have sedimented, rolling

like streaks of ash remaining where former lights did glow
games of discourse in charmed gardens used to show,
where now even illusion’s drops have long stopped calling.

2

I’m but the shreds of meaning lost in synecdoche,
or, in the dust on books, I'm some metonymy.
Some echo will ber lost in some rare utterance,

when folks lacking the mood to swallow sonnets find

suspicious anything that’s in the poet’s mind
and fatten chewing slowly on their own ignorance.

Bucharest, December the 26th, 09

Caderea verbului

Acum In mine simt cum verbul e-n cidere
cu dor de a pluti pe unda-n adincimi
sa intre ca partas in cor de-ntunecimi
cu umbre pilpiind pe urme de durere

in ele s-au depus orgolii de putere

ca dire de cenusi din fostele lumini

cu jocul de discurs in farmec de gradini
in care au pierit si stropii de parere

Ma vad ca sens uitat in sinecdoci ca parti
ori ca metonimii in praful de pe carti
S-o ratici ecou in rara vreo vorbire

cind lumii fara chef sa-nghitd un sonet

1 s-0 parea suspect tot gindul de poet
si se va Ingrasa de propria nestire

Bucuresti, 26 XII 09
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The Silences in Verse

Again the night is flowing down from the heights of sky,
streams split apart in forests of shadows dark and deep
leaves fall from them that tremble on waves in gentle sweep
and swallow up the moments while stars are lapsing by.

Secluded in a corner, the source of worlds does lie,
willing to breed some states with connotations steep.
But suddenly the kiss in bloom does through it sweep,
its seeds of dawn all claiming it deeper and more nigh.

The light, then, from the mirror will dawn on us along,
Attempting to enclose us into its shining song
the plaits of thought yet other new tears will wet; the seed

falling from joys too full of meaning that we learn.
Upon red lips the silence of verses, then, will burn
and on the blood of passions relentlessly they’ll feed,

Bucharest, December the 27th, 09

Tacerile din versuri

Si curge noaptea iar din Inaltimi de cer
suvoaie se desfac in codru-adinc de umbre
din ele frunze cad ce freamitd in unde

s clipele Tnghit cu stele care pier

Obirsia de lumi aci intr-un ungher
ar vrea sa nasca stiri cu conotatii sumbre
Sarutul inflorit deodata o péatrunde
semintele-i de zori tot mai profund il cer

Lumina mai apoi rasare din oglinda

si-n cintec stralucind incearca sa ne prinda
cind pletele de gind se moaie in noi lacrimi
ce cad din bucurii prea pline de-ntelesuri

Pe buze rosii ard tacerile din versuri
si se hrinesc avid cu singele din patimi

Bucuresti, 27 XII 09
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Heading for Nothingness

Descending in myself in my weak hour, I’'m

trying to find old shadows of things I have lived through
which not as some projections ’neath rays of nature grew,
but as faint streaks of meaning upon the floating time.

Instead of memories, a thinking void does rhyme,
producing non-discourse in ragged yarns I drew,
but even cruel nothing is an illusion, too,

of spirit disappearing under a wordless shrine.

I’m made again to surface after this plunge so feared,
even my non-appearance, to say the least, is weird,
but still endowed with power to nothingness to bring

its very self and all around it standing by.

Non-verbs that bred void swarms in all directions fly
my writing will be absolute zero, everything.

0,0,0

Nimicnicire

In ceas slabit incerc in mine si cobor
dorind a regési vechi umbre de traire
ce nu sint proiectdri sub razele din fire
ci dire de-nteles pe timpul plutitor

In loc de amintiri neantul ginditor
praduce nondiscurs in zdrentuite fire
dar si nimicul crud e doar o amagire
de spirit disparut In necuvintitor

Acest temut plonjon m-aduce iar afard
iar nefigura mea e cel putin bizard
dar are noi puteri de a nimicnici

chiar toata sinea ei i tot ce-o inconjoara
Neverbii inmultiti in roiuri vide zboara
ca zero absolut tot scrisul meu va fi

0,0,0
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Flakes from the Stars

I’m looking for my years that in the snowfall stray,

mixed up with flakes that fell from stars and they all seem
in the worst moments to have turned to frozen steam,
evaporating in my existence day by day.

I uselessly keep chasing some hint of smell that may
preserve some chunks of time, some image, ring, a seam
not even throats of little birdies did they trim.

Still, the white blanket smiled at me from where it lay.

With my mind’s fingers stirring inquisitively round,
word traces sparsely scattered and scantily I found.
To patch them into discourse I can no longer bear

not even chunks of stories will stay back from the past

and thus the slightest echo of tidings will be lost
telling a verse is part of a whole out there, somewhere.

Bucharest, December the 29th, 09

Fulgi din stele

imi caut anii mei ce-s rataciti prin nea
amestecati fiind cu fulgi cazuti din stele
ca aburi inghetati in clipele mai rele

ce s-au evaporat In existenta mea

Adulmec peste tot dar fara a afla
fragmentele de timp secvente ori inele
nu apareau macar sub cioc de pasarele
Si totusi albul strat spre mine suridea

Am réscolit apoi cu degete de minte
si am gasit arar vagi urme de cuvinte
Sa injghebez discurs din ele nu mai pot

trecutul nu va fi nici cioburi de poveste

va fi murit astfel orice ecou de veste
cd undeva un vers e-o parte dintr-un tot

Bucuresti, 29 XII 09
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Deserted by Time

Near me a river’s flowing in equal rhythm, slow

and takes my moments with it and carries them downstream;
the willow in my thought falls to the shade extreme

and leaves emit no signals where there’s no wind to blow.

And sitting on the riverbank time deserts me, though
there is no sign of mourning within these bounds. I seem
to be made up of rooms all emptied to the brim,

where neither myth nor symbol is staying or will grow.

When, suddenly, behold, I felt duration greening
and putting down its roots in my unfinished being,
eager as she might be to taste of the unbound.
Already I can feel her bloom in the velvet dawn,

her fruit, like breasts she carries, while pacing on and on,
and leaves me there, forgotten in the murmuring ground.

Bucharest, December the 29th, 09
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Parasit de timp

Aldturi curge-un riu cu ritmu-i linigtit
si clipele Imi ia ducindu-le la vale

iar salcia din gind In umbri se privale
s frunze fard vint semnale nu emit

Stind asezat pe mal de timp sint parasit
dar Tn acest hotar nu este semn de jale
camrile din eu sint uimitor de goale

in ele nu mai stau nici simbol si nici mit

Cind colo ce sa vezi durata inverzita
is1 puse radacini in fliinta-mi netriita
setoasd cum e ea de iz In vesnicii

In zorii de velur o simt cé si-nfloreste

cu fructele ca sini nainte tot piseste
lasindu-ma uitat sub murmurinde glii

Bucuresti, 29 XII 09
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The Stove

I’'m by the bedroom stove and I’m baptized with fire,
light from the hearth is on my face, caressingly,

in the new alphabet it whispers, teaching me

to read new words of luck and omen in its pyre.

It says a moment long awaited-for is nigher,

a new name of great beauty that I should gain and be
for a new life be branded unprecedentedly,

that should flow in its mill-race incessantly and higher.

So, standing at the mess, like a good child, I seek
to hear the skies above bend down to me and speak
in flames of words that now have all around me grown.

I thus feel I’m reborn, my forehead branded new,

and this will help me cross the bridge when time is due,
towards a fertile land that’s all with logos sown.

Bucharest, December the 30th, 09

Soba

La sobd-n dormitor sint botezat cu foc
lumina din cuptor ma mingiie pe fata
cu noul alfabet soptindd ma invata

sa pot citi astfel cuvinte de noroc

Venit-a zice ea un asteptat soroc

alt nume sa imi dea de mare frumusata
si care va marca o ineditd viata

cu sensul ei curgind la nesfirsit pe scoc

La slujba de acum ca un copil cuminte
sint gata sd ascult cum ceru-o sa cuvinte
cu flacard de verb in care sint scildat

Asa simt cd renasc cu semnul pus pe frunte

cu care am sa pot a trece peste punte
spre un tarim fertil cu logos seménat

Bucuresti, 30 XII 09
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The Mirror

When I gaze in the mirror, I'm seeing only thee,
as my own double, such as I created you

in sleepless nights as you appeared in ghostly hue,
as I accutely felt you rising out of me,

stealing my face and knowing that is how it should be.
So then my self I smoothly left, with no ado,

or maybe you’d believed I had but borrowed you,
wishing that lights become all of the interest due.

I gave you seed to bear late fruit and when it’s done
to raise that human being as the most gentle son,
who’ll have your lovely features imprinted on his face.

And mirroring himself, he’ll see the two of us,

the miracle of being a graft enjoying thus,
all through his life he’ll be exulting in that grace.

Bucharest, December the 30th, 09

Oglinda

"N-oglinda cind ma uit eu te zdresc pe tine
ca pe un dublu-al meu asa.cum te-am creat
in noptile far’ vis dar tare fantasmat

cind eu simteam acut cd te ivesti din mine

furindu-mi al meu chip stiind c-asa e bine
De sinea mea atunci ugor m-am lepadat
ori poate tu credeai ca te-am imprumutat
dobinda eu dorind sa fie in lumine

S&mintd eu ti-am dat ca s rodesti tirziu
si fiinta s& o cresti ca pe-un cuminte fiu
dar care va avea frumoasa ta figura

Cind el s-0 oglindi vedea-va pe noi doi

si va gusta deplin miracol de altoi
pe care-l va tréi deasupra de masura

Bucuresti, 30 XII 09
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Tilling with Time

There came into the world, *neath the triumphant night,

a colt, a cub of time, so long awaited for;

although he was still shaking, sky-high they made him soar,
and those who gazed at him were struck by glory’s might;

but he within himself was shyly floating light.

And I myself was meekly recoiling in my core,
knowing the time for tilling will soon be ripe and, more,
dead with fatigue, the horse will then, at eveningtide,

carry upon his back all of the lowered sky,

the magic in the field, where rummaged meanings lie.
Then we shall go to search for the sacred moments’ spring,
that with its magic song we should allay our thirst

and which will make the words out of the seeds to burst.
So that, on the thought’s shoulder, there should come forth a wing.

Bucharest, January the 1st, 10
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Cu timpul la arat

In lume a venit sub noaptea triumfala

un minz ca pui de timp cu mult prea asteptat
dest se clatina spre bolta fu-naltat

1ar cei care-1 priveau erau loviti de fala

dar el 1n sinea lui plutea doar cu sfiala
Eu Tnsumi stam umil in mine agezat
stiind ¢ Tn curind voi merge la arat
iar calul pe-nserat ca frint de oboseala

in spate va purta tot cerul coborit

pe vraja din ogor cu sensul rascolit
Apoi vom cduta izvorul sfint de clipe
ca sd ne addpam cu magicul lui cint

prin care verb va da semintei din pamint
Pe umerii de gind ne-or creste noi aripe

Bucuresti, 1110
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Absolute Zero

I keep on searching, but can’t find you any more;

for long you’ve disappeared and so the world is bare
this kind of illness is the lot it has to share;

a space devoid of landmarks where I find nothing more.

That this would come to happen to me, I knew before;
of my own being, even, no longer I’m aware,

this very moment is unconsciously unfair,

since all the human pact to pieces it did tear.

You are not in discourse; words are eluding me;
behind each sign astray a lie and fraud I see.
The void must have a voice that I can hear no more

I’m hovering around it, but it will melt away

and nothingness from its own memory does stray,
for both of them to zero absolute do soar.

Bucharest, January the 1st, 10

Zero absolut

Te caut peste tot dar nu te mai gésesc
ai disparut de mult si lumea este goala
ea suferd cumplit de o astfel de boala
in spatiul far’ reper nimic nu nimeresc

Stiam de la-nceput c-asa o s-o pétesc
nici de fiinta mea nu am vreo socoteald
iar clipa de acum incongtient ma-ngala
céci ea a rupt deja tot pactul omenesc

Nu esti nici in discurs lipsit fiind de cuvinte
vreun semn mai ratacit vad bine cd ma minte
Neantul are glas dar nu il mai aud

ma-nvirt in jurul lui dar Insusi se topeste

de amintirea lui nimicul se fereste
Aspira amindoi la zero absolut

Bucuresti, 1110
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The Bookcase

I am a bookcase and with wide shelves I'm endowed,
volumes of thoughts and feelings I’m harbouring within,
endearingly caressing the ones that are more thin,

while of the thicker ones I'm feeling very proud.

I’d like some crisp, new pages, to old ones, though, I vowed
my love, as they are shredded by time, on prints so keen
believing they hold signs of timelessnesses in,

sewing together logos in them with pathos loud.

So when someone approaches I tremble with vibration,
that on my hidden paths he’ll have no hesitation.
And on my upper shelf the sonnets I have set.

By righteous setting we resemble you and me:

the radiance of meaning we savour constantly,
sharing at times with others the drunkenness of that.

Bucharest, January the 2nd, 10

Biblioteca

Bibliotecd sint cu rafturi generoase
volume gézduiesc de ginduri si simtiri

le mingii cu mult drag pe cele ce-s subtiri
si mindra tare sint de cele ce-s mai groase

Mi-ar place foile noi ador pe cele roase

de timp cu apetit gelos pe tipariri

ce cred fundamental ci-s semn de nemuriri
caci logosul zacind cu patosul se coase

Cind vine cite-un om cuprinsd-s de vibrari
cd va parcurge-usor ascunsele-mi carari
In rindul meu de sus am adunat sonete
Prin bune asezari noi ne asemanam

de sensul luminat mereu ne bucurim
din el mai daruim la altii s& se-mbete

Bucuresti, 2110
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Writing

To Solomon Marcus

With steps composed, upon duration’s crest I pace;
And, at my left, tales bearing the scent of past I see;
I’ve often been afraid of them so childishly,

for fear some dragon might emerge with its fierce face.

Down in the vale a river with stormy waves does race
taking with it events whose meaning’s still to me,
which throw the seed to bear beginnings new and be
the outbust of the hour swelling and moist with grace.

Then, at my right, I’'m held in the state of poetry
as my Bohemian times are now brought back to me.
There’s nothing here but poem most pure, and no more fact.

I sink in its warm touch and with no hesitation

I’m throwing far away all yesterday’s narration
and get fulfilled performing again my writer’s act.

Bucharest, January the 2nd, 10

Seriitura

Lui Solomon Marcus

Cu pasii rari tot merg pe creastd de durati
in stinga vad povesti cu izul de trecut

de ele ca un prunc adesea m-am temut

sé nu rasard-un zmeu cu fata fiorata

In vale curge-un riu cu apa volburata
si-mi duce intimpliri cu tilc acuma mut
samintd aruncind sa nascd inceput

ce va tisni cumva din ora addpati

In dreapta mé cuprind in starea de poem
ca-n vremea cind eram pe undeva boem
Aci secvente nu-s ci poezie puri

In ea ma las sa cad cu calde mingfieri

departe sd arunc naratia cu ieri
si s& ma Implinesc n act de scriitur

Bucuresti, 2110
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Violin Light

By violin light to surface out of the night I’m brought;
it gives me a sonata at times in clothes of dawn,

that in that unwalled, open, soft spot which is my own
thrills my entire feeling on tiny waves of thought.

Out of my present winter a young spring is re-wrought,
reversed old ages sprout up, new shots in me are sown,
in tempos quick I'm craving to pull the bow alone;
new impetuses rounding in fleeting moments caught.

In my closed eyes there comes to life a universe

that’s sparkled, as they pass, by long outbursts of verse.

There, at the alley’s end, a poem, moist, does loom,

full of piano rhythms in its prolonged sound,
bringing the sun above my green space newly found,
and meanings that in my belated world now bloom.

Bucharest, January the 3rd, 10

Lumina de vioara

Ma scoate de prin nopti lumina de vioard
cite-o sonatd-mi da in strai de dimineti

in locul desfacut far-urme de pereti

pe valuri mici de gind simtirea mi-o-nfioara

Din iarna de acum imi face primdvara
in mige muguri fac inverse batrineti

cu poftd de arcus In timpii indrazneti
ce Intregesc avint sub clipele ce zboari

In ochii mei inchisi se iscd-un univers
ce este strabatut de jeturi lungi de vers
La capat de parcurs musteste-o poezie
cu ritmuri de pian in sunet prelungit

ce soare imi aduc pe spatiul Inverzit
st sensuri infloresc in lumea mea tirzie

Bucuresti, 3110
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The Reflexive Poem

By the reflexive sonnet I’'m brought back to the world,
or brutally or candidly in myself am cast;

for better exploration I’'m sitting tight, steadfast,

in connotated states, better or worse, I’m hurled.

And naming them is hard, I feel, as they occurred,
for they are yet unheard-of, their hard intent is vast,
they even are suspended under the sun gone past,
with meanings vague or auras of miracles unfurled.

And to this quest I'm often complying with no fight,
efforts are sweet to make when they bring up a light.
But when a text is ended, another creature shows,

it makes the context new perfume and colour gain,
which metaphysically to flower scents pertain.
And in the new horizon a total verb there grows.

Poemul reflexiv

Sonetul reflexiv ma scoate iar in lume
ori candid ori brutal In mine-s aruncat
spre a ma explora sint bine agezat

in conotate stdri mai rele ori mai bune

Simt multe greutati in a le da un nume
céci inedite sint 1n rostul complicat

st suspendate chiar sub soare scapatat
cu sensul foarte vag ori aurd de minune

In aste céutari adesea ma complac
eforturile-s dulci cind o lumina fac
Dar cind se-ncheie-un text o alta fiinta apare

ea iscd 1n context parfumuri i culori
ce metafizic tin de-esentele de flori
In orizontul nou un verb total rasare

Bucharest, January the 4th, 10 Bucuresti, 4 1 10
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The State of Meaning Starea de sens

The shell of words I peel away from meaning, so

that pure it should remain, without a language trace
without the slightest message come from the human race,
and even free of tiny mind waves that it should go.

Tot sensul 1l dezghioc de coaja de cuvinte
ca sa ramina pur far-urma de limbaj

$i nici mécar un rest de omenesc mesaj

si chiar eliberat de valuri mici de minte

With no before, it comes unsegmented in a row,

and with no after, nor with some present charge to face,
so well it is preserved of the world’s pitching, base,
that neither plain adherence nor oaths around it grow.

Nu este segmentat nu are Inainte

si nici un napoi nici un prezent bagaj

e bine prezervat de-al lumii riu tangaj
de simple aderari si chiar de juriminte

It’s but a state, no more, that I can feel afloat
say, as a ghost, in both my soul and in my thought.
In different strata, it is lying all about;

O stare este doar pe care-o simt plutind
sa zicem ca un duh In suflet si in gind
In lume-i peste tot in straturi diferite

here I can find myself, if I become like it,
like a lamb’s concept that I should integrate and fit,
from structuring with words set free that I come out.

aci md regasesc dar devenind ca el
spre a ma integra ca un concept de miel
iesind din structurari cu verbe dezrobite

Bucharest, January the 5th, 10 Bucuresti, 51 10
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The Treasure

The treasure is a volume with tens of coins of gold,

of syllables that gather in a laborious art,

but 'neath the song of scythes they’re lying in some part,
along with chiselled figures, like gems, together rolled.

The answer to the song that the earth’s depths do hold,

that words in noble aura are trying to impart,

their golden tinkling striving out in the world to start,

is witness prized by kingdoms that are most high and bold.

Seldom, at midnights, flames most tiny start to race,

of the reborn semantics telling at vivid pace.

If, piously, to read, you’re stepping on that ground,
to find the subtle balance of games with words and pass

to seek the coins of meaning hid’ under the green grass.
Heavenly readers for them some day will sure be found.

Bucharest, St. John’s Feast, 10

Comoara

Comoara-i un volum de galbeni zeci de mii
silabe ce s-adun’ cu artd migiloasa

dar zac pe undeva sub cintecul de coasi

cu strinse la un loc figuri bijuterii

Acela-1 un raspuns la cintul de sub glii

ce varbele 1l zic In aurd aleasd

de clinchet auriu ce-n lume-ar vrea si iasd
ca martor pretuit de-nalte-mparatii

Arar la miez de nopti mici flacéri se arata
spunind in ritm alert semantica-nviata
Pe-acolo daci treci cucernic sa citesti

subtilul dialog al jocului cu verbe
si multele monezi de sens sub iarba verde
Cindva le vor gési noi cititori ceresti

Bucuresti, Sfintul Ton, 10
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Trio

The trio sonnet has, when normally performed,

its words at the piano, sense on the violin,

as discourse interrupted and flux that thrills you in,
on its natural axis in a perfect concord.

Affection, disposition it takes in figures’ chord,

on the connoted stratum, like evening marvels’ din,
on waves of zephyr ebbing, then slowly flowing in,
upon the river curling that rustles narrow-shored.

In all there is an echo, vibrating deep on strings
of a warm cello, making scent fall on music’s wings
its treble modulating in the stars’ hum, adrift.

By rules of deep-toiled codes does everything abide;
that sing in matrices with the elated stride.
The poem’s coming, thus, from heavens, as a gift.

Bucharest, January the 8th, 10

Trio

Sonetul trio e interpretat normal

cu vorbe la pian gi sensul la vioara

ca discontin discurs si flux ce infioard
intr-un perfect acord pe axul natural

El duce in figuri afecte si moral

pe stratul conotat ca in minuni de seara
cu valuri de zefir ce urci si coboari

pe riul unduit cu freamatul in mal

In toate-1 un ecou vibrind profund pe coarde
de cald violoncel ntr-un parfum ce cade

cu grave modulari din murmurul stelar

Dar totul are legi din cod adinc lucrat

ce cintd in matrici cu sporul avintat
Poemul vine-astfel din ceruri ca un dar

Bucuresti, 8110

109




The Screen

I’'m but a tiny screen, where lords in “ordes appear,
‘eaded by the big one who ’eads the country; I
can’t ’elp receiving ’em or any shame deny,

but im an’ all ’is mates are nought but ’erdsmen mere.

Ay, also wenches come, just like “em, with no fear,
to show they “ave cool bodies, jim-dandy passing by.
But in their minds I find them moronic dimwits, ay,
An’ to a mate I say there’s nought to ask for, here.

To me, like to a sibyl they oft will come, and go
without the merest inkling that everything’s a show.
An’ even those who watch see no tomfoolery,

their goggles as they goggle as if they were on stuff,
an’ there’s no way to save “em; I pray to God enough,
that this here reign o’mine a short occurrence be.

Ecranul

Eu sint un mic ecran pe care-apar boieri

cu al mai mare-n cap ce este sef de tara

eu il primesc n-am cum s scap de vreo ocard
dar el g-alti ca el nu sint decit oieri

Mai vin binenteles la fel ca et muieri

s-arate cd au trup misto din cale-afard

Dar mintea cam la tot Tmi pare prea usoarad
s-amicului 1i zic nu ai ce sa le cert

Ei vin la mine des ca la un bun oracol

si sama nu 1s dau cé totu-i un spectacol
Chiar dia da privesc nu vad cé-i pacéleala
sa uitd cam holbat cdzut parca in drog

si n-ai cum sa-i salvezi la dumnezdu ma rog
domnia mea sa fie-o scurta socoteald

Bucharest, January the 8th, 10 Bucuresti, 8 110
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Postmodern Postmodern

Poemul tranzitiv deschis e ca o scoicd
ce ride copios in clipa de consum

cu ochii ei holbati priveste ce-1 In jur

uitind de adincimi in care se crescuse

The poem transitive is open like a shell,

that copiously laughs, when one upon it feeds;

with goggled eyes it stares at what’s around and heeds
no more attention to the depths where it did swell.

A dogma is the daily life to it; it can tell

quite well and everywhere the object it perceives,
elementarily and with no past, it leads

its life, throwing away composed ideas as well.

Cotidianul e in seama et o dogma
si vede peste tot obiectul perceput
cu simt elementar 1 fard de trecut
chiar aruncind la cos ideile compuse

We know it is a poet, in the implicit playing,
and that in every thing there is some poetry,
that stays away from language sophisticated, saying

Noi stim cd ea-i poet ce joacd-n implicit
cé-n orice lucru e un strat de poezie
ferita de limbaj ades sofisticat

no more then does the everyday plough that birds are hailing,
and that the peasant’s arm’s poetically straining
and metaphor becomes a sort of heresy.

ca plugu-obignuit de pasari doar cintat
iar bratul de tdran poetic e-ncordat
metafora fiind un fel de erezie

Bucharest, January the 9th and 10th, 10 Bucuresti, 9-10 1 10

112




Vault of Meaning

So then the earth became most fair a monastery
the obstacle of myth its precincts breaking up,
beneath the sliding range of sight it did not stop
regaining thus its nature a spheroid to be.

The church asked for no human to build in, equally,

its vault of meaning with the skies was rounded up,

from stars and suns its light it suddenly did crop

and from the smoke of incense thought’s scent came instantly.

The monks are acts of discourse up to the last and thus
into the brimless world they silently did pass.

Among them is the poet, with humbleness he hides,
and practising religions but in metonymies

out of a silent language of written harmonies,
that must have once been spoken upon the magic tides.

Bucharest, January the 11th, 10
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Bolta de sens

Pamintul se facu o dalbd minastire
incinta ei spargind obstacolul de mit
sub orizont glisant ea nu s-a mai oprit
si-a reintrat astfel in sferoida fire

Biserica la fel scapat-a de zidire
iar_bolta ei de sens cu cerul s-a unit
din astri si din sori lumina a primit
si-n al tamiiei fum parfumul de gindire

Calugarii ei toti sint acte de discurs
si-n lumea far’ sfirsit asa ei au patruns
iar printre ei umil poetul se ascunde
religii practicind doar prin metonimit

dintr-un tacut limbaj de scrise armonii
ce fi-va gldsuit pe magicele unde

Bucuresti, 11110
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Poetic Sleep

An overbrimming soul lies down on paper, sound
asleep inside the letters of dream that he did jot;
in words that all keep quiet the impetus is shut
and of calligraphy no trace can there be found.

Eventually the echo of song dies out around

the text of sleep in it the underego’s got,

and in it lies the impulse abyssal that has shot
forth and induced the figures to poetry all bound.

It may wake up sometime and maybe in a place
where someone finds himself right in the midst of grace.
But it will never be that first state anymore

intoxicated on the drug of alchemy,

drawing the perfume from the game of lunacy
and yet, maybe from it a poem new will soar.

Bucharest, January the 12th, 10

Somnul poetic

Un suflet debordant se culcd pe hirtie
si doarme linistit in litere de vis
in vorbe care tac elanul e inchis
iar urme nu se vad de vreo caligrafie

Se stinge in sfirgit ecou de melodie
in textul dintru somn subeul este scris
si-n el s-a asezat impulsul din abis
cel care a indus figuri de poezie

Ea poate s-o trezi cindva si intr-un loc
cind cineva o fi la mijloc de noroc
Dar nu va fi nicicind aceeasi prima stare

ce se va fi-mbaétat cu drog de alchimii

care-au extras parfum din joc de nebunii
Dar poate cé oricum un nou poem rasare

Bucuresti, 12110
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Time

Eyes closed, I watch the time as it is passing by,
as it does part on paths so endless, afterwards.
I’m trying to tune in with its parametres

and its cold sense attracts me in it with no deny.

Accompanied by luck, once in its nature, I

on hills and vales am taken, as its good will occurs;
new feelings surge in fluxes of thoughts, as on it goes,
at speed light or as slowly as moments treading by

in swift expansions taking its progress to and fro,
in quicker gait or at slow pace as it does go,
And I myself do slowly to pure duration turn

and leave the matter lie at sunsets, so inert
or be revived at dawn, craving for life, alert.
But I have long forgotten how life is when you bur.

Timpul

Cu ochii mei Inchigi ma uit la timp cum trece
si se desparte-apoi pe nesfirsite cii

Incerc si m-acordez cu parametrii si

cum ma atrage simt in sensul lui prea rece

Intrind 1n firea lui norocul ma petrece
ducindu-ma cum vrea pe dealuri si pe vai
cu sentimente noi in fluxuri de idei
viteze de lumini ori clipd care merge

prin dese dilatédri nainte ori napoi
cu pas accelerat ori ritmul mai greoi
Eu Insumi ma prefac Intr-o durata purd

materia lasind si zaci-n asfintit
ori sa-si revind iar prin dor de rasarit
Eu am uitat de mult de viatd prin caldura

Bucharest, January the 12th, 10 Bucuresti, 12110
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Clouds and Language

Grey clouds are lowering a tow-like language, where
words tangle up among each-other, darkness-ridden,
under the gloomy thoughts, the sun itself goes hidden,
and in the biting cold, the phrases, break and tear.

Beneath the sky there spreads and ever-thicker layer

of lead-grey thoughts that through the curtains have now passed
the verb is shut behind thick bars, where it is cast,

a hideous discourse will now its torment bear.

It none-the-less might happen that troubles go away

and light with its full aura might then come back to stay.
But it will find my body and soul a void frame, mere,
not hearing from the world the echoes I enjoyed

and things will even be for me of names devoid.
I’ll pay my last coin going across the last frontier.

Bucharest, January the 13th and 15th, 10
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Nori si limbaj

Se lasd norii suri ca un limbaj ciltos
in care se-ncilcesc cuvintele-ntre ele
si soarele-i ascuns sub gindurile grele
iar frazele se rup sub frigul cel coltos

Sub cer se-ntinde-un strat din ce in ce mai gros
de ginduri cenusii trecute prin perdele

1ar verbul std inchis in spate de zibrele

si fi-va chinuit intr-un discurs hidos

Se poate intimpla necazul ca si treaca
lumina revenind cu aura intreagi
Ea Tnsa m-o gési cu trup si suflet gol

si n-oi mai auzi ecouri de prin lume

iar lucrurile-or fi lipsite chiar de nume
La vama voi plati cu ultimul obol

Bucuresti, 13-15110
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Memory Corner

Into a memory corner I’'m shrinking more and more,

I quietly stay here and hear the time draw near,
throwing small shreds of light with every passing year,
upon traces of thoughts, deeds, feelings that I bore.

So I rejoin the bridge of things I'd felt before,

in fates, the moon would make seeds riot and appear

in tresses wild the urges as songs fulfilled I’d hear,

that we, in warm translations, would live through, to our core.

I now make love to moments that never will return
and kiss their lips, while arching into a constant burn.
In legendary upsurge I hold them tight and I

can feel we’re velvetily embodied on the waves

of blood arising, where the dreaming penetrates,
yet, in our bodies all durations break and die.

Bucharest, January the 17th, 10
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Colt de amintiri

Ma vad tot mai retras in colt de amintiri
aci ch_nAinte stau si-aud cum timpul vine
cu anii inapoi gi-arunca mici lumine
pe urmele de gind de fapte si simtiri

Si astfel ma intorc pe puntea de trairi
cind luna rascolea seminte in destine

iar pletele cintau chemarile depline
pe care le traiam in calde talmaciri

Eu ma iubesc acum cu clipele absente
pe buze le sarut cu arcuiri ardente

Cu legendar avint in brate eu le string
s1 simt ca ne-ncarnam catifelat pe unde

de singe rasarit in care vis patrunde
dar 1n al nostru trup duratele se fring

Bucuresti, 17110
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Happy Nothingness

Here in the world, I'm to the cage of words confined,
at first they lost their voice, then calcinated, dying,
upon a doubtful bed, supine, now I am lying,

and contemplate within myself the muted mind.

The reel of nothingness some discourse will still bind.

I don’t talk to myself, my tongue is tumefying

out of a sense excess, that unexpressed is dying

and time has stopped and ceased now onwards to unwind.

What’s going on outside I can no longer know;
the earth is devastated, maybe the sky also.
Impassible I am to any language sound,

nothingness is my friend and often smiles at me

and then I feel my heart is pounding merrily,
nothingness might be happy such shelter to have found.

Bucharest, January the 17th, 10

Nimicul fericit

in lume stau inchis in cusca de cuvinte

ce glasul si-au pierdut si-apoi s-au calcinat
acuma sint lungit pe-un indoielnic pat

si-n mine tot privesc la amutita minte

in hora de discurs neantul se mai prinde
Cu mine nu vorbesc céci limba s-a umflat
dintr-un exces de sens ce n-a fost exprimat
iar timpul s-a oprit nu merge Inainte

Afard ce-o mai fi n-am cum sa mai o stiu
pamintul ca si cerul o fi cumva pustiu

Eu stau cam nemigcat la umbre de limbaj
nimicul mi-e amic gi-adesea imi zimbeste

si-atuncea eu resimt cum inima i creste
si poate-i fericit de un asa sélas

Bucuresti, 17110
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Flakes of concepts

I snow into myself with flakes of concepts that
in songs with flowers settle, ever so soft and still
and I am now vibrating with all my hidden thrill
layers of feelings which in secret waves are set.

To unfair laws submitted I got and T still get,
ordained in psychic prisons to stay against my will.
Long violins had helped me escape from this ordeal

while strings of thought supported me, though uncertain yet.

Now inner snows are warming me up and they can make

my word be still alert, my logos still awake.
Large waves of meanings can a harmony deploy

And verses clearly ooze, like waves of springs, alert.
Yet, sometimes, there, I feel my wing does badly hurt;
there sometimes comes a snow drift to darken any joy.

Fulgi de concepte

In mine tnsumi ning cu fulgii de concepte
ce se asaza lin in cintece cu flori

si-mi ddruie vibrari ascungii met fiori

in straturi de simtiri cu unduiri secrete

Am fost gi sint supus la legile nedrepte

prin care-am fost damnat la psihice-nchisori
Din ele-am evadat pe lungile viori

iar corzile de gind ma sustineau incerte

Acuma ma-ncélzesc launtrice zapezi
ce verbii-mi intretin sa fie-n logos trezi
In valuri largi de sens se-ntinde-o armonie

si versul curge clar in sipot de izvoare
Dar uneori 1n el aripa rdu ma doare
din cind 1n c¢ind rasar troiene-n bucurie

Bucharest, January the 18th, 10 Bucuresti, 18110
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The Ceiling

I’m not a piece of sky, I'm but a ceiling sheer.

Although to a great height my surface does not rise,

and am endowed with rather a pretty modest size,

I've watched my folks and moved them through life, year after year.
The ritual I give them as novels might appear,

with deeds more intimate or other ones more wise,

with characters anonymous, or others, great in size,
with lofty happenings, or others, daily, mere.

Now they are there and smile, their coffee as they sip,
and rising steam awakens my feelings the most deep.
Thren I descend to them in joy, with the delight

with which with mortals living down there I often blend
and the unsaid-yet meaning is happy to descend.

It’s singing an ascension in my place in the height.

2

Bucharest, January the 19th, 10
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Tavanul

Nu sint fragment de cer ci un banal tavan
Desi sint ridicat la mica inaltime

si beneficiez de-o modicd marime

ma uit la-ai mei si-i misc de-o viatd an de an
Le-ofer un ritual cu izul de roman

cu fapte mai cuminti ori altele intime

cu personaje mari ori fiinte anonime

cu nalte intimplari ori trai cotidian
Acuma ei zimbesc si gusta din cafea

iar aburi urcatori trezesc simtirea mea
Cobor atunci la ei cu bund desfétare

in care ma unesc cu muritori de jos

iar ineditul sens e tare bucuros

Prin locul meu de sus tot cintd o-naltare

Bucuresti, 19110
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Even in Memories Lost

I turn back to myself, like storks turn to their nest,
that the duration has suspended long indeed.

Out of my place of thought, somebody stole the seed
and night has fallen on ideas’ field to rest.

I’d penetrate into myself, my grounds to test,
but I cannot, because the door was locked in speed,
and now it’s guarded well, so that I may take heed,

strong verbs with lions’ mouths stand guard with iron breast.

So that I’'m doomed forever outside that I should stay,
while my inside is slowly going to fade away,
that I should roam the world, without a purpose seen,

like a lost word, that has no meaning any more
on gloomy, darkened trails which never harvests bore,
even in memories lost, as if I’d never been.

Bucharest, January the 19th, 10
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Pierdut si-n amintiri

Mi-ntorc la mine iar ca barza-n cuibul ei
ce-a fost mult suspendat deasupra de durata
Din locul meu de gind sdéminta-a fost furata
si noaptea s-a ldsat pe cimpul de idei

In mine patrunzind as ciuta temei

dar nu mai pot intra céci usa fu-ncuiatd
si vdad acum ca e prea bine aparata

de niste verbe tari cu gurile de lei

Sint agadar sortit ca s ramin pe-afara
interiorul meu urmind incet sd piarad
sa ratacesc golit in lume fard rost

ca un cuvint pierdut lipsit de intelesuri

pe sumbrele cardri far’ urme de culesuri
sd pier si-n amintiri ca i cind n-as fi fost

Bucuresti, 19110
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The Locks of Speech

Ever more oft with shadows a dialogue I pick

at night, but in the daytime as well, confused with me.
And in the lack of light, my soul distressed, I see

I lose the flux of motion, like the bed-ridden sick.

Some soft replies now grow in a canopy thick,
where we became all shreds and tatters, I and she,
the wounded logos seemed to’ve died out utterly,
and someone, as a hostage, the tired verb did pick.

And still, in the warm darkness, we love each-other on,
even with masochism, for there’s no trace of sun.
Speech made us lie in dark, black locks as we did fall

into the flowering silence that echoed us, intense,
while our minds were sleeping, deserted by the sense,
and, bending in caresses, the bell would softly toll.

Bucharest, January the 20th, 10

Pletele vorbirii

Ma regasesc mereu cu umbre-n dialog

in noapte dar si-n zi de mine ravasit

In lipsa de lumini cu suflet necéjit

pierd fluxul de migcari ca bolnavi stind pe loc

Un rind de replici moi s-adund in polog
in care ea si eu ne-am bine zdrentuit
iar logosul ranit parea cd a murit

si verbul obosit a fost luat zalog

Si totusi ne iubim n calda-ntunecare
ba chiar cu mazohism ca nu e semn de soare
Vorbirea ne culca in plete negre lungi

cu care ne-nginau tacerile-nflorite

si mintile dormeau de sensuri parasite
iar clopotul suna in mingiioase dungi

Bucuresti, 201 10




134

The Sleep of the Idea

On nothing’s bed is the idea lying and,
it’s sleeping quietly, as if among four planks,

exempt of ambling on the twisted rows and ranks,

or even tolerating a long inconstant friend.

Forgetting that it’s colder outside than one could stand,
the place under the rolling of bales of wind now whangs,
and that the world according to thoughts requires thanks,
even if it’s but abstract advantage, in the end.

Now at its head I’m standing and thinking woebegone

willing to give it hope as soul that it lives on.

I make the buds of meaning all blossom up and blend
into a charmed sonata that’s playing around me,

on the deep strings of magical lutes and then can see
the verb that’s sighing, as it comes to intense end.

Bucharest, January the 20th, 10

Somnul ideii

Ideea s-a culcat pe patul de nimic

si doarme linistit ca intre patru scinduri
ferita de-a umbla pe rasucite rinduri

si chiar de-a suporta un inconstant amic

Ea a uitat deja c-afara-i tare frig

cd locu-i rascolit in ghemele de vinturi

cé lumea tot mai vrea rasplata dupa ginduri
chiar dacé ea n-o fi decit abstract cistig

La capul ei acum eu stau mai mult si cuget
sperantd vrind sd-i dau ca va trai ca suflet
Sa se deschida fac toti mugurii de sens

ce cintd-n jurul meu o magica sonatd

pe corzile adinci de lautd fermecata
cu verbul suspinind intr-un final intens

Bucuresti, 201 10
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Wings of Dream

I know I am aslant and in the night want light,
my soul and feelings now to bring again to peace,

and good successions might the bleakest thoughts appease,

scents from the garden should into my bed alight.

The pain I’m feeling should be easier in might,

at least with some illusions I should my fancy tease,
that, with a flap of wings, the angel goes at ease
and passes on, allaying my yearning in its flight.

I doze on shards of nothing, in nothingness I grope,
just like a wounded greyhound that’s lost upon a slope
that’s leading to a river that murmurs without cease.

I am descending with it, letting me go and rest,
the very sunset verb will come to my arrest,
in love with all the water it’s grinding, as it is.

Bucharest, January the 21st, 10
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Aripi de vis

Eu stiu ci sint piezis cd-n noapte vreau lumina
s-ageze pace iar in suflet si-n simtiri

si bune ingirari in negrele gindiri

si sa-mi ajungd-n pat miresme de gradina

Durerea ce o simt si fie-un pic mai lind
mécar s3 pot avea un fel de amagiri
ci Ingerul ar vrea sa treacd-n filfiiri
cu aripi ca de vis ce dorul imi alind

Eu insd dormitez pe cioburi de neant
ca un ranit ogar pierdut pe un versant
ce duce la un riu cu murmur de durata
Cu el cobor si eu lasindu-ma tot dus

sd fiu chiar inhdtat de verbul din apus
indragostit cum e de apa mdcinata

Bucuresti, 21 110
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The Paper

I’m nothing but a fragment out of the whole world’s white,

I am an A five format and on a desk I lie,
there is a pen for contrast that’s lying, too, nearby,
left by the forebears as a nucleus of rite.

I wonder why some people with anguishes still fight,
before me; neither chasm nor burial vault am I,

but giving myself over, presenting all with my
discretion utter as a ray of the moon’s light.

Both joy and utter sorrow upon me I can keep,
and even tears upon my cheek in sorrow sweep.

But mostly I drink up the rays of thoughts that show,

vibrations that into iconic marvels break,

I send word to the writers that new wreaths they should make,

of gems alive, eternal, set up on every row.

Bucharest, February the 2nd, 10
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Hirtia

Nu sint decit fragment din albul tot al lumii
format sint de A cinci si stau pe un birou
alaturi In contrast se afla un stilou

nucleu de ritual ce mi-au ldsat strabunii

Eu ma intreb de ce angoasa o simt unii
in fata mea cdci nu-s genune nici cavou
ci ma ofer la toti ca un frumos cadou

si mult discretd sint precum lumina lunii

Pe mine eu primesc placeri dar §i necaz

si la durere tin chiar lacrimi pe obraz

Dar mai cu seama sorb din razele de ginduri
vibratii ce se fac iconice minuni

La scriptori le transmit sa facd noi cununi
cu nestemate vii traind etern pe rinduri

Bucuresti, 2 11 10
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Nature

I know I'm made of nothing but forests’ whisper sheer,
I’m bringing in me all the pureness of its song
cravings for azure, hidden, do live with it along.

And yet, thieves came and chopped down much of the woods to steal.

Now in my being blades of axes I can feel,

beneath my pen I sense their impact far too strong.
But should a verse come by, I careful watch along,
trees and blackberry bushes start growing at their will.

Beeches and firs and limes their perfumes shed on me
all bringing down the song of the divinity.
Upon my white, the song of rare birds starts to pour,

Ideas of flowers blossom from me and come to bloom,
My inner sky’s a symphony where colours loom,
so that what’s written on me will not die any more.

Bucharest, February the 2nd, 10
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Natura

Ca sint facuta stiu din fognet de padure
in mine am adus tot cintecul ei pur

in care sta ascuns si dorul de azur

Dar hotii au taiat mult codru ca sa-1 fure

In fiinta mea eu simt tdisul de secure

si sub condei traiesc impactul ei prea dur
Dar cind e rost de-un vers ma uit atent in jur
si vad cum cresc copaci si tufe mari de mure

Ma-mbatd cu parfum si fagi si brazi si tei
cu totii ei aduc un verb de dumnezei

si cintd pe-al meu alb un cor de pésari rare
Din mine-acum rasar ideile de flori

iar cerul meu intern concert e de culori
si astfel ce e scris pe mine nu mai moare

Bucuresti, 2 11 10
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The Writing

I don’t know about others, but sonnets are my gift,
for all my cups are opened, like royal flowers bright,
by needles sucking thrills resounding in the night,
and in the morning, back, their pretty locks they lift.

I’m with poetic discourse about to go adrift,

and T am happy under all of its treasure’s might,
from sunset until dawn it keeps me in delight,

the harmonies of song through perfect laws that sift.

Now the semantic poem has taken root in me,
and so as to fulfill it, I urge it magically.
My blank page now I make all of its substance bear,

and by the world we’ll be then widely known and seen

miraculously as the perfect pair we’ve been,
while the grave sense, as locket, around my neck I’ll wear.

Bucharest, February the 3rd, 10

Scriitura

Nu stiu cum altii sint dar eu primesc sonete
céci cupele-mi deschid precum regale flori
acele care sug din noapte largi fiori

iar dimineata-si string frumoasele lor plete

Poeticul discurs e gata si ma-mbete

st fericitd sint sub ale lui comori

ce ma desfatd lung de seara pind-n zori
in armonii de cint cu legile perfecte

In mine a-ncoltit semanticul poem
st spre-a se implini eu magic 1l indemn
Substantd eu 1i dau prin pagina mea albi

si amindoi vom fi in lume cunoscuti

in cuplu fard gres mirabil perceputi
1ar sensul grav 1l port la gitul meu ca salbi

Bucuresti, 3 11 10




The Adventure

When I can catch a sonnet, I grab it and, like mad,

1 run with it, berserk, upon the paths of dream,

so as to find the whisper in the horizon’s stream,
which then into some string aslant we should embed.

And now a higher tension in both of us has bred,

the pen bestowed it on us on warm impulses’ brim,
with daring language close to doom, as it might seem,
with tears that to the bow there in the gap are wed.

Isotopies keep crossing among the wounds and ring

among the tropes and figures beautiful hailstorms bring.

And even my iambus submits to accent’s mould,

gathering syllables in groups and, without cease,
giving a godly glitter “neath mythic ictuses,
turning to heavenly music, like in the talents old.

Bucharest, February the 3rd, 10

Aventura

Sonetul ¢ind 1l prind pornesc cu el nebuna
si razna o ludm pe-onirice carari

ca sa gdsim soptind izvoarele de zari

pe care le-om plasa pe o traznita strund

Noi ducem tensiuni sporite Tmpreuna
condeiul ni le-a dat In calde avintéri

cu indrizneli de verb aproape de pierzari
in lacrimi care cad pe-arcusul din lacund

Se incrucesc mereu in rani izotopii
si iscd prin figuri frumoase vijelii
Chiar iambicul meu ritm supus e la accente

silabe adunind in grupuri mici §i mari

ce dau sclipiri de zei sub ictusi legendari
in muzice ceresti ca-n vechile talente
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Reading Lectura

To Alexandra Cunita Alexandrei Cunitd

Sint ndcdjitd rdu cd lumea. nu citeste
cel tineri mai de loc de jocuri sint furati
pe céi de internet bolnavi ei sint plecat’i
poeticul discurs grozav ii plictiseste ,

I’m very much upset that folks no longer read;

and of the younger ones there’s almost none, as they
are sickened by the web and, playing there, they stray,
and the poetic discourse bores them to death indeed.

Exceptia de vis la mine se opreste

in brate ea ma ia sub ochii luminati

si se deschide drept la stimulii curati

1i pune-n al ei gind §i generos zimbeste

There’s one dream-like exception, whose path does to me lead,
she stops and holds me and her eyes will brightened stay,

as to clean stimuli she opens right away,

setting them in her mind with smiles of bounty, freed.

Ea merge-imperial in adincimi de text
si il supune clar la un semantic test
Descoperi astfel un joc de verbe pure

Then royally she goes down to the depths of text,
and, clearly, she submits it to a semantic test.
A game of verbs most pure she does discover so,

In suflet cautind mirifice chemiri
stirneste not sclipiri ca in lactee ziri
sa mergem la un loc in cintece azure

for wondrous calls while looking, that in the soul array,
new glitters she stirs up, so, on the Milky Way
towards a place of azure songs that we should go.

Bucharest, February the 4th and 5th, 10 Bucuresti, 4-5 I1 10
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The Terrace

I am a terrace made of concrete, covered in
a beautiful mosaic, inviting to repose

of arms and thoughts, within the garden’s breath so close,

while in a lengthened present the meaning instants spin.

Here every gesture is more slow, since, from within,
under my gentle light, more velvety it grows;

the book I open to the page where peace does doze,
in perfumed charm that to old parchments is akin.

There is a sky above, arbours of vine, as well,

through which the Holy Spirit is breathing down His spell.

Nearby, coming from time itself there flows a stream,

and it would like to take me down on its long path and
into the valley full of tears make me descend,
and then to make me turn into soft leaves of dream.

Bucharest, February the 5th, 10

Terasa

Eu o terasa sint facutd din ciment

cu mindru mozaic ce trage la hodina
de brate si gindiri in aer de gradina
sub clipele de sens 1n prelungit prezent

Aicea orice gest se face tot mai lent

céci eu 1l velurez cu blinda mea lumina

iar cartea o deschid la pagina senind

cu farmec parfumat ca-n vechiul pergament

Deasupra mea e-un cer si bolta mea de vie
prin care sfintul duh cu vraja lui adie
Alaturi curge lin izvor iscat din timp

si-ar vrea el s ma ia pe lunga lui cérare

sd ma coboare jos in ldcrimata vale
ca-n frunze moi de vis la urma sia mé schimb

Bucuresti, 511 10
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The Terrace and the House

I am a little raised and having around me

lilac, plum-trees and roses and, to my north’s the sight
of the house like a song with face of loving bright,

on which a new god’s name is written down to see.

Here coffee’s drunk that’s tasting of the Divinity,

sitting in rocking-chairs, while thoughts are cradling tight.
Amazement I can see upon His face that, light,

the steam makes Him return to the green sky from me.

Here, quickly, from my grass, perfumes of sonnets sprout
which are at once translated in notes I jot about.
In the ideas’ shade, moments are revery,

2

allowing the warm rhythm so softly to unreel,
and passing through the ivy they’re giving it a thrill,
the verb within the poem has opened happily.

Bucharest, February the 6th, 10

Terasa si casa

Eu sint ceva mai sus §i am 1n jurul meu
liliac pruni trandafiri si-ofer la nord privire
spre casa ca de cint cu fata de wubire

pe care std Inscris un nume nou de zeu

Aici se bea cafea cu iz de dumnezeu
sezind in balansoar ca-n leagén de gindire
Pe chipul Lui se vad Insemne de uimire
cd aburii-l Intorc spre verde cerul sdu

In iarba mea rasar parfumuri de sonete
ce se traduc pe loc In Tnsemnari discrete
La umbra de idei si clipele-s un vis

in care ritmul cald Incet se desfasoara

In iederd trecind pe ea o infioard
iar verbul din poem ferice s-a deschis

Bucuresti, 6 11 10




The Terrace and the Table

I was set up to hold a table upon me,

with a rejuvenated old table-tennis game;

and to have fun the children immediately came,
with all their will to play, cavorting merrily.

But now that all of them have grown up healthily,
they left me all, to answer other horizons’ claim.

I’m talking to the time grown stock-still, all the same,
but that one cares for no one at all, as I can see.

Believing in good fortune, right in my midst, a grill,
hopes that his folks will come, to light a fire, still.

The scent of roasted weenies brings him to elevation,

But I stand here, forgotten even by trees and see

how even gypsy neighbours have turned their backs on me.

In all this desert I am marred in my duration.

Bucharest, February the 6th, 10
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Terasa si masa

Amenajatd-am fost spre a se pune-o masd
cu jocul de ping-pong acum intinerit

iar pentru-a se distra copiii au venit

cu pofta lor de joc zglobie s1 voioasa

Dar dupa ce-au crescut cu vina sandtoasad
minati spre alte zari ei toti m-au pardsit

De vorba totusi stau cu timpu-incremenit
dar cdruia cum vad de nimeni nu-1 mai pasd

In mijloc un gratar mai crede in noroc

sd vind iar ai sdi s-aprindd cite-un foc
Mireasma de mici fripti il urcd nsa-n slava
ci eu ramin pe loc uitata si de pomi

iar spatele-mi intorc chiar gi vecinii romi
Intr-un asa pustiu durata mi-e bolnava

Bucuresti, 6 I 10
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The Terrace and the Scythe Terasa si coasa

Raised to good elevation, with patience here I sit

the song of clover growing from me does now resound,
even a four-leaved blade Helen one day has found,

and in an old book pressed it and is still keeping it.

Eu md gisesc aici la bund iniltime

din mine a crescut un cintec de trifoi
Elena-a nimerit un fir cu patru foi
de-atunci si pin-acum in carte veche-I tine

Now the whole bed’s in bloom and of a tallness fit

for mowing, all along with new thoughts that are bound
to memories of the woods of lore, extending round,
when hours were so long and all by sunshine lit.

Tot stratul a-nflorit si are 0 mirime
ce-1 gata de cosit cu gindurile noi
grefate pe-amintiri din marele zivoi
cind ceasurile lungi de soare erau pline

I love the mower and the sweet scythe in his hand,
whoever else might come, to nobody I'll bend.
And once the grass is dried, the frenzied scents now grown

Cosasul 1l iubesc cu dulce coasa lui
§i citi or mai veni n-am sd ma dau nicicui
Cind iarba s-a uscat miresmele nebune

with waves of meaning, large, came up to dazzle me
and summer filled me with its charmed verb, suddenly,
and time, fallen in love, a miracle has sown.

in valuri largi de sens delung m-au ametit
$1 vara m-a umplut cu verbul ei vrijit
lar timpu-ndragostit mi-a semanat minune

Bucharest, February the 7th, 10 Bucuresti, 7 11 10
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Terrace in Light

Well, as to me, I'm sitting upon the peak of light,
whoever comes here basks in the sky’s perfume, sheer,
and an unheard-of song of shepherd he can hear,

when the sun meets the moon as queen up in the height.

Beyond me there’s a spring with crystal voice and bright,

that whispers on that moments will never disappear,
but slip alive into the source of ether, near,
where a new name its meaning brings fully to the sight

A little more downhill, two nut trees stand embraced
to show that time and logos in brotherhood are braced.

A young ash tree is rising towards the vault, with qualm,

to see uphill, in Cornu, a sanctuary blessed
and feel that in the service he’s a most welcome guest.
Duration is a swallow beneath a secret psalm.

Terasid luminoasa

Cit despre mine stau in virful de lumind
iar cine vine-aci e in parfum de cer
si-ascultd inedit un cintec grav de-oier
cind soarele se ia cu luna ca regind

Sub mine un izvor cu voce cristalind

tot zice in poem ci clipele nu pier

ci se strecoard vii In sursa de eter

in care-un nume nou tot sensul si-1 declina

Spre poale mai n jos doi nuci imbratisati
aratd ci si timp si logos sint ca frati
Un frasin tinerel spre boltd se ridica

si vadi-n Cornu sus un preasfintit silas
la slujba de-acolo se simte ca partas
Sub taina dintr-un psalm durata-i rindunica

Bucharest, February the 7th, 10 Bucuresti, 7 I 10
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Space without Time

Then, suddenly it stopped its linear course to steer,
the present was no more a source of landmarks and
the calling came no longer power to him to lend,
the axle of the future was blocked by the fronteer.

Out of the ragged field no minutes do appear,
for, vertical, the plough made it to silence bend;
and yet he felt no trace of pain for him to stand
and in the window, then, the ray in vain did peer.

For lack of time, the space now terribly does grind,
with no orientation, iself it cannot find,
in hosts of useless things the substance molten lies.

Only the meaning, lost on traces of the tides,
behind the language traces like to a thief now hides,
and flickers slowly, merely, in there, before it dies.

Spatiu fara timp

Deodata s-a oprit din cursul linear
prezentul n-a mai fost o sursd de repere
chemarea l-a uitat ca sa-i mai dea putere
iar axul viitor blocat fu de hotar

Din cimpul zdrentuit minute nu rasar

caci plugul vertical 1-a rupt sub grea tacere
si totusi n-a simtit nici urma de durere

iar raza de la geam luci dar in zadar

Lipsit de timp acum tot spatiul rdu scrigneste
si far-orientari pe el nu se géseste
in lucruri fard rost substanta s-a topit

Doar sensul rétécit prin urmele de unde
in umbre de limbaj ca hotul se ascunde
si pilplie firav pin’ nu va fi murit
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The Radio

A radio I am, turn everything to speech,

and to a state of eardrum I’'m bringing down the world,
I’m searching for good harbour from all the storms unfurled
and to remove the slavery out of the gaze of each.
Perfume I throw away, illusion hard to reach

and I suppress the taste of tricky wines, as heard,

I take away the touch of fingers lithe, a word

of mine is able man to break with nature teach.

My discourse with a song at all times 1 amend

and my sonorous upsurge to listeners I lend.

The pal who lies in bed, eyes shut, is listening
guessing what life’s about in all this universe,

then capturing it, pure, closed in a sense of verse,

as marvels in a poem exult, while gathering.

Bucharest, February the 8th, 10
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Radioul

Un radio eu sint din toate fac vorbire

si lumea o reduc la stare de timpan

aci eu vreau s-ajung ca la un bun liman
si tuturor sé scot sclavia din privire
Parfumul il arunc ca-i simpla amagire
si gustul il suprim din vinul ndzdravan
la degete le iau atinsul diafan

pe om 1l liberez de Tncurcata fire
Discursu-1 alternez mereu cu cite-un cint
la cei ce-aud le dau sonorul meu avint
Amicul std in pat cu ochii-nchisi ascultd
in sinea lui ghicind viata-n univers

si 0 capteaza pur in sensul vreunui vers
minunile-n poem s-adund si exultd

Bucuresti, 8 11 10
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The Snow Zapada

Although it’s pretty late, this winter hard does fall

just like a deluge, bringing the sky down to the ground,
the wind in waves of snow is struggling all around,

a storm that wants me that my youth I should recall;

Desi e cam tirziu aceastd iarnd grea
survine ca potop si cerul st si cada
sub el se zbate vint in valuri de zipada
furtund ce se vrea ca-n tineretea mea

back then, against the clouds would fight my candid soul.
Now I’m submitted and I do not show the mound

of snow inside, on brinks of waterfalls; a sound

I do not say of how I miss the curtain’s fall.

cind sufletul candid cu norii se bitea
Acuma stau supus si nu las si se vadi
troianu-interior pe margini de cascadi
$1 md abtin s& zic tot dorul de perdea

There is a steeply growing hail of bleak thoughts in me,
from which I find no issue, simply or royally.
It’s the dilemma of to be or not to be.

Un viscol de gindiri in mine se-nteteste
cdci nu pot sa rezolv nici simplu nici regeste
dilema din cel verb a fi sau a nu fi

But soft, fat flakes are blurring it down, as they are teeming
whereas the flute asleep under the stars is dreaming
that the old logos will survive, eventually.

Dar fulgii moi si grasi pe el il estompeazi
iar flautul adormit sub stele mai viseazi
ca logosul batrin va inci vietui

Bucharest, February the 9th, 10 Bucuresti, 9 II 10
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Past Feelings

From time to time past feeelings are coming back to me,
but all in shreds and fragments as stains of colour lie,
they take the moments with them and bring them all to fly
to areas of nothing full of dead memory.

Icons I put together consistent seem to be,

in scenes that are reborn in inner sun, from high,
and in its ray a flower is blooming, to me nigh,
and then its perfume dies in waves illusory.

Whichever they might be, they hardly stand together
to give the faint illusion that fate has become better.
They wash away like traces in water near the shore.

The waves will take away the sand of what we’ve been
and they will lock the fossils of seconds deep within
and meanings still vibrating in rests of flutes of lore.

Trecutele trairi

Din cind in cind revin trecutele trairi

dar mult prea fragmentat ca pete de culoare
ce clipele le iau cu ele ca sa zboare

spre zone de nimic cu moarte amintiri

Mai consistente sint iconice-intregiri

in scene ce renasc sub un launtric soare
in raza lui simtind cd se deschide-o floare
parfumul ei pierind in val de amagiri

Oricare ele-ar fi cu greu se mai aduni
luzia sd dea ca soarta e mai bund
Chiar urmele se sterg ca-n apa de la mal

Nisipul din ce-am fost va fi luat de unde
ce vor acoperi fosile de secunde
si de vibrari de sens din resturi de caval

Bucharest, February the 9th, 10 Bucuresti, 9 11 10
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Temple

Out of the state of sense that a Greek temple bears,

my sonnet comes together through shells of valences,
on lines of harmonies I write down cadences,

thus making a full balance in all the shape it wears.
And in its perfect framing the structures strive, in layers,
in order to make up deep correspondences,

that make the space resound in pure reverences,

whose echo, humble scriptor, ’'m picking up with ease.
Like in a prayer, a new meaning starts to gather,

when all the gods under the Christ now stand together.
The colonades resound all arching with vibration,

as in their happy hearts the syllables they drink.
Duration has become gold moments in a link

and changes course upon the axis of elation.

Bucharest, February the 12th, 10

Templu

Din starea de-nteles plutind in templu grec
sonetul 1l incheg prin straturi de valente
pe linii de-armonii Tnscriu la rind cadénge
si-nfaptuiesc astfel un echilibru-ntreg

In cadrul lui perfect structurile se-ntrec
in gestul de-a lega adinci corespondente
ce spatiu-l fac sonor in pure reverente

iar eu umil scriptor ecoul il culeg

Se nagte un nou sens ca intr-o rugaciune
cind zeii sub Cristos incearcd s& s-adune
Coloanele raspund la arcul de vibrari
silabe absorbind cu inimi fericite

Durata e un sir de clipe aurite

si-si schimba al ei curs pe axul de-naltari

Bucuresti, 12 11 10
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Place of Nothingness Locul de nimic

Ma-nvirt in jurul meu ca s gésesc un semn
cd cerul m-a marcat cu o sortitd raza

o fi cumva un punct in care scinteiazi

si pentru mine-ar fi un luminos indemn

Around myself I’m spinning, trying to find a sign

that a predestined ray the sky bestowed on me,

even if it’s a point in which it gleams, you see, '
*twould be an urge enlightened that this quaint soul of mine

sa pot a mai spera intr-un parcurs mai demn
spre locul de nimic in care se asazi

sub timp un muritor crezind ci mai viseazi
sa vind cineva la crucea lui de lemn

could find its progress on a more dignified line

towards the place of nothingness, where,. eventually,
mortals lie down *neath time, still dreaming that the.re be
someone to come to see their wooden cross and shrine.

A spot upon my face the light has brou_ght about,
but in the moment after, it faded and died out.
Its spring was dried as quickly, under the drout that burned

Pe-o patd In obraz lumina s-a oprit
dar intr-o clipa ea aci a si murit
Izvorul i-a secat sub seceta lasata

in zonele de sus cu flori rau pirjolite
mireasma lor de ars semnale Tmi trimite
cd lectia de-a trdi nu fuse invitatd

the flowers up the hill, all ravaged by the heat,
and in their burnt-up scent a signal I can read
that says life’s lesson still has not yet been well-learned.

Bucharest, February the 14th, 10 Bucuresti, 14 11 10
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Never

Upon the trail of time now backwards do I go,

under my backward steps the present is my past,

it seems I’d want to reach back to the start, at last,
which flees into the distances bleak that darkened grow.

I’m at my forebears sleeping in Dealu-Mare, so

using a silent language, 1 talk to them, while, cast

in its known place, the road as a ball of thread slept fast.
Then, to the old fronteers again I started slow.

The road then disappeared and I was left alone.
my body all suspended, with no voice of its own.
Then from below, somewhere, there came duration’s ash

and, taken by the wind, it fully covered me,
and crushed away my yearning to fly immediately,
and then the adverb never was planted in my flesh.

Bucharest, February the 14th, 10
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Niciodata

Eu merg tot inapoi pe-a timpului cérare
sub pasii mei inversi prezentul mi-e trecut
se pare cd ag vrea s-ajung la inceput

ce fuge indarit in neagra depdrtare

Acum sint la stramosi ce dorm in Dealu Mare
de vorba stau cu ei intr-un limbaj tacut

iar drumul ghem era n locul lui stiut

Apoi iar am purces spre vechile hotare

Dar cale-a disparut si singur am ramas
cu trupul suspendat si chiar lipsit de glas
Mai jos pe undeva cenusa de durata
Juatd de un vint pe mine s-a depus

si dorul de-a zbura pe loc mi I-a rapus
si-n carne mi-a patruns adverbul niciodatd

Bucuresti, 13 11 10
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The Bed

At first, “neath nights of time, I search feverishly,

for I get rid of happenings that alienate,

with music I’'m recceived, at an andante rate,

when I lie down, the moments smouldering seem to be.

I quiet down far better, if horizontally

and any tension, and any gland excess will wait

to be relaxed, while slipping down on the slopes, where date
all that beneath the world is lying quietly.

So that, I and myself are on the moments’ pillow,

moments that turn to flakes with thoughts of wings, that billow.
And lack of light makes all the threats in me to stop;

And when I close my eyes, a new world’s born, that’s tame,
made of transparent things that wear no worthless name,
and, from my being, then, lilies’ ideas come up.

Shrovetide, 10
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Patul

La Inceput sub nopti de timp ma scotocesc
céci scap de intimpléari ce sint alienante

cu muzicd-s primit in ritmul de andante
si-n pat cind ma asez minutele s-opresc

In plan orizontal usor ma linistesc

si orice tensiuni ori vreun exces de glande
se lasd relaxat alunecind pe pante

spre locul de-ntilniri a tot ce-1 sublumesc
Cu mine insumi stau pe perna mea de clipe
ce-n fulgi s-au transformat cu ginduri de aripe
De toate sint ferit prin lipsa de lumini

cind ochii 1i inchid se naste-o noud lume
cu lucruri stravezii si far’ balast de nume
din fiinta mea résar ideile de crini

Lisata secului *10
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Wide

Lat

I’m stretching out at leisure, because the bed is wide,

it’s almost two by two, which in our country’s rare,

but that I've seen abroad more often. As a square

it would appear to one with geometric sight.

But it expands at once for me from side to side,

it gives me spaces large, so with no bound or care

my being travels through them on wings it seems to bear:
not that some real dimensions under my steps would hide.
But as right there I lie, ’'m but a state, that’s all

and waiting that, again, a mortal star should fall.

Under its arch I’m going apart, or so it seems

and, passing into sleep, I soften down, becoming

a helpless prey to the unfailing scythe that’s coming

and I grow reconciled with all, within my dreams.

Ma-ntind cum eu doresc caci patul este lat
aproape dot pe doi cam rar la noi in tard
dar mult mai intilnit la altii in afar ’
geometric el ar {i In forma de patrat

Dar laturi se deschid in mod nemasurat
largi spatii ele-mi dau ca fara de hotara

cu fiinta le parcurg si pare cé ea zboara

nu calc dimensiuni in sens adevérat

Da-n locul meu culcat eu sint o simpla stare
si-astept sd cada iar o steaud muritoare
Sub’naltd curba ei eu simt ca ma desfac

s1 ca in somn trecind tot trupul mi se lasd
d}‘?pt pl:adé fard gres la nelipsita coasa

st in oniric strat cu toate ma Tmpac

Bucharest, Valentine’s Day, 10 i
ucharest, Valentine's Day, Bucuresti, Sf. Valentin
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Dreamed

As horizontally down in my bed I lie,

I feel ’m softly sinking deep down with it while drawn
by the sub-ego of the inner feelings known,

which, none-the-less, the layer of libido defy.

I dreamed last night within a context not so high,
that Blaga wrote a host of sonnets of his own,
hid’ in a sorry cube, with no ruggedness shown,
[ untriumphantly removed them through its eye.

Deep meanings can be found in here, come from adverse
old traumatisms grown in either life or verse.
Bound to so many voices, myself I’'m dream, intense,

as in a messed-up movie with topsy-turvy sights,

that burst out from the wounds in pages to the heights,
as nests of figures that carry their open sense.

Bucharest, February the 15th, 10

Visat

In patul meu cind stau in plan orizontal
cu el simt cd ma las incet in adincime
atras fiind de subeu tréirilor intime

ce totusi depasesc un strat libidinal

Azi noapte am visat intr-un context banal
cd Blaga ar fi scris sonete o multime
ascunse intr-un cub mizer dar far-asprime
pe gaurd le-am scos cu gest netriumfal

Se regésesc aci profunde intelesuri

din traumatisme vechi din viata si din versuri
Legat de-atitea voci eu insumi sint un vis

ca Intr-un film ratat cu-ntoarsele imagini

ce rabufnesc vadit in ranile din pagini
drept cuiburi de figuri cu sensul lor deschis

Bucuresti, 15 I1I 10
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Gone

Since little and till now I’ve ceaseless felt the call,
in ordinary moments and then in those of pain
that I should let the mystery of fall in me engrain,

beneath the white of mornings or bleakness of nightfall.

Tts land lay far away, “neath the horizon’s pall,
and I was really prone the mystery to gain,

for easily the lack of might on me would reign,
risking to be a new guest in the dusks that fall.

I have been gone for long out of my bed and so,
the vowels in the voices sound ever more so slow.
But faithfully my bedstead upon my steps will dash

And, crossing the fronteer in perfect quiet, we
will wait till the light source no longer we can see,
and then we’ll be embalmed by rainbows made of ash.

Bucharest, February the 15th, 10

Plecat

De mic si pin-acum am tot simtit chemari
in clipele de rind §i-n cele cu durere

ca prada si ma las la taina de cddere

sub albe dimineti ori negre nserari

Tarimul ei era pe dincolo de zari

si gata eu eram sd intru in mistere
cici ajungeam ugor la capiat de putere
cu riscul de a fi nou oaspe la-nnoptéri

Eu sint deja plecat din patul meu de ceasuri
tot mai incete sint vocalele din glasuri

Dar mi urmeazi-apoi fidel culcusul meu
vom trece de hotar in liniste deplind

Cind se va istovi si sursa de lumind
ne vor inmiresma cenusi de curcubeu

Bucuresti, 15 1I 10
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The Alley

I walk uphill with ease, on both sides apple trees,

make the soft grass into a carpet, long, of dreams,
as the first Edens were, or so to me it seems,

as in a row of gentle, soft springs that never cease.

I feel my hair full of rejuvenescences,

and when the wind is blowing, with me there open streams
of images that speak, even unwritten, steams

that softly murmur under the soft caress of breeze.

Under the gentle steps violins play to me,
regular rhythms raising, as in a liturgy.
A generous soul with sunshine I am attracting thus,

to clearly drink out of my source of light so high,

here every impetus declines under the sky
the thirst of absolute will then the threshold pass.

Bucharest, February the 16th, 10
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Aleea

La deal eu urc usor in stinga-n dreapta meri
din iarba moale fac covor prelung de vise
precum eu cred c-a fost in prime paradise
un sir neintrerupt de blinde primaveri

In plete simt cum cresc continui invieri

iar c¢ind adie-un vint cu mine sint deschise
imagini ce griiesc in versuri chiar nescrise
ce murmurd incet sub calde minglieri

Cind pasii calcd lin viori s-aud cum cintd
si ritmul regulat ca-n liturghii cuvinta
Un suflet generos cu soare 1l atrag

sd se adape clar in sursa-mi de lumina

aci orice avint sub ceruri se declind
iar setea de-absolut va trece peste prag

Bucuresti, 16 IT 10
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Epic Epopee

I was a part of all that happened at that time,

in a brave carpenter’s home that lay down below

his wife and children had at times a little row,

as shades I see them now, that from dark moments climb.

Partasa eu am fost la cele intimplate

in casa de mai jos a unui brav timplar
nevastd si copii se mai certau arar

ca umbre-i vad acum sub clipe-ntunecate

But then I go to sheepflocks forgotten under rime

by both the hill and spring, that vainly suffer slow
and to the suns of lore, that still a-rising go,

up on the peak of Cornu and with the same rays shine.

Dar mai in urmi merg la turmele uitate
de deal si de izvor ce suferd-n zadar

la sorii de demult ce incd mai risar

la Cornu sus in virf cu raze neschimbate

Then in some sonnet I re-find myself and, next
in superalphabet I’'m reading its quaint text,
epics of mind and feeling it’s saying and it reads

Acum ma regasesc 1n cite un sonet
st textul i-1 citesc 1n superalfabet
ce zice epopei de minte si senzatii

of legends and of heroes revived now in my dreams,
who’re all inventing figures that overflow in streams,
and overbrimming spaces, they’re fuelling with deeds.

in care retrdiesc legende si eroi
cu totii nascocind figurile-n suvoi
iar faptele astfel alimenteaza spatii

Bucharest, February the 16th, 10 Bucuresti, 16 I1 10
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Woman

Transformed to a young woman I felt myself last night,
her eyes moistened by dew, her lips of flowers made;
and as my wistful steps among the trees did wade,
drunk with myself I was, with my path-scented might.

I even took as dowry ideas’ songs from height,

the very ones that made semantic thrills invade

the deep vibrations of the fruitful sprouts; their shade
with firebugs of meaning shone from its sparkle bright.

The miracle of breasts then with both palms I held,
and they were then the masters of all the vault rebelled.
And to its depth my being was by the moon entranced

which to its high-born son made love away from time,

black-stranded prince who stood ’neath the immortal lime,
and made the blood inflamed in agelong passion dance.

Bucharest, February the 17th, 10

Femeie

Azi noapte m-am facut o tinarad femeie

cu ochi de roud uzi si buzele de flori

lar printre pomi mergeam cu pagii ginditori
cu mine ma-mbatam in izul meu de-alee

Ba chiar m-am inzestrat cu cintec de idee
cel care Tmi dadea semanticii fiori
profundelor vibrari de germeni roditori
cu licurici de sens n buna lui scinteie

In palme imi tineam minunea mea din sini
iar ei erau atunci pe firmament stapini
Fiinta mea era vrajiti-adinc de luna

si se iubea prelung cu-naltul ei fecior

cu negre plete print sub tei nemuritor
un singe-aprins jucind In patima strabund

Bucuresti, 17 11 10
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Elysian Fields

Beneath Work Street I am descending deep and I

keep sadly walking the Elysian Fields down there,

traces of pains appearing row after row I bear,

I easily retrieve them in darkness with my eye.

I see Tonut’s shade, the pupil from nearby,

who lit the house with eyes that only songs did bear;

they were shut down by gas; the father, in his care,

wept and then went away under black roots to lie.

And Nelu, the most handsome of men and the most skilled
by a ruthless disease of the liver, too, was killed.

And even smart Florin had had his turn one day,

he lost his senses and then died in agony

in his small house of gypsies who mourned him ceaselessly.
And there are far more others and they all come my way.

Bucharest, February the 17th, 10
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Cimpuri Elizee

Sub strada Muncii-n jos cobor in adincimi
si tristd eu tot merg pe Elizee cimpuri

cu urme de dureri ce-apar in rinduri rinduri
le regésesc ugor chiar prin intunecimi

Vad umbra lui Tonut elevul din vecini

ce casa lumina cu ochii ca de cinturi

ei s-ay inchis sub gaz iar tatdl in framinturi
a plins si-apoi s-a dus sub negre radacini
Dar Nelu cel frumos si talentat barbat

a fost rapus si el de boala la ficat

Chiar rindul i-a venit desteptului Florin

ce mintea si-a pierdut si a murit in chinuri
in casa lui de romi cu tragice suspinuri

Iar altii-s mult mai multi 1 calea mi-o atin

Bucuresti, 17 11 10
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Coffee

I am a coffee cup of pocelain pure and clear,

of Francophonic Sevres; the gist of light in me,
although imported is no stranger, for, you see,

I drink it in profoundly and deeper year by year.

I wish that I were set in a square corner; here,

indoors or in the garden, I’d shine unendingly,
whether I’m full or empty, vibrating equally,

whether I’'m drunk up quickly or gram by gram, with fear.
I like it and it’s normal that warm in hand I go,

when from the people’s fingers caresses on me flow.

I filter in myself crumbs of the universe,

that into connotations most subtly I transform,

the scents held in the graces I make consumed in form
and tacitly sometimes the marvel of a verse.

Bucharest, February the 19th, 10

Cafea

Sint ceagcé de cafea din purul portelan
de Sévres francofon cu izul de lumind
desi e de import nu mi-e deloc straind

ci o asimilez profund si an de an

In colt dreptunghiular vreau fundul s& 1l am
sd strilucesc mereu in casd gi-n gradind
si sd vibrez la fel de-s goald ori sint plina
bautd de o fi rapid ori gram cu gram

Imi place gi-i normal in mina sa fiu calda
cind degete de om In mingfieri mé scalda
In mine eu filtrez farimi de univers

pe care le transform subtil in conotatii

sd se consume fac miresmele din gratii

si uneori tacit minunea dintr-un vers

Bucuresti, 19 II 10
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Drink Up

I wish they percolated me in a copper pot,

where in the froth’s fine rhythm I slowly seethe and blend
of sugar brown a tad they should give me in the end,

lest I turn into syrup that’s no good and tastes not.

For those who’re chosen, then, this further wish I've got:
that I be poured into the cup of cobalt and,

with all the protocol to which the highborn bend,

under bowed heads, they should let me be steaming, hot.
But still as ritual, soft lips should at me sip,

so that on their white faces I see my meanings deep.

A stream of harmonies in senses I should wake,

soothe down the mind and conscience in torment and then, high,
raise new gods from the souls on wings up to the sky,
while in the senses juicy joys come to an outbreak.

Bucharest, February the 19th, 10
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Bea

Eu mult doresc sé fiu facuta la ibric

aci sa clocotesc 1n ritmul fin de spumi

iar zahdr brun sd-mi dea putin ca si nu mi
prefacd In sirop ce bun nu-i de nimic
Apoi In mod normal la cei alesi le zic
cd-n ceasca de cobalt ag vrea ei sd ma puni
cu-naltul protocol péstrat de lumea buna
sub capul aplecat eu aburi si ridic

Dar tot in ritual moi buze sd md soarba

si sensul meu sd-1 vid pe fata lor cea alba
In gura sa trezesc izvor de armonit

s1 linisti sa aduc 1n framintatul cuget

pe aripi sa inalt not dumnezei din suflet

in simturi eu sa isc mustoase bucurii

Bucuresti, 1911 10
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He Was Inspiring

While sitting in the armchair, he catches all my scent
and just a sip he tastes, to see if I am strong.

Quick to my magic state I’'m bringing him along,
anointing him with states to dreams semantic bent.

Then deep into his body I reach, where I am meant
to open up his waves into bitter-sweet song,

I bring into his senses delights so warm and long,
That to his childhood state he instantly feels sent.

So I, myself, creations of every kind can rear,
my savour gives to all of them the model clear.
It’s architecture, first, that stands by me right now,

then the raw poem that artfully comes together,

while in their common meaning the fate has come to gather
and artists are united all by a sacred vow.

Bucharest, February the 20th, 10
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Inspira

El in fotoliu stind m-adulmeca prelung
si gusta doar un pic sd vada daca-s tare
Eu iute 1l transpun in magica mea stare
si cu tréiri de vis semantic am sd-l ung

Adinc in trupul lui eu repede ajung

si undele-i desfac in cinturi dulci-amare
in simturi it aduc o caldd desfatare

ce-1 poartd Tnapoi in vremea lui de prunc

Asa eu Tnsdmi isc creatii de tot felul
savoarea mea le da la toate clar modelul
Arhitectura e cu haru-mi in prim rind

apoi poemul crud montat cu-aceeasi arta

iar sensul lor cumun e datdtor de soarta
de creatori uniti in sacru legdmint

Bucuresti, 20 11 10
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The Miracle

Out of what one can drink, in miracles I’'m rich;
they’re flowing out of me, but can reverted be,

the dregs down on my bottom can show one easily
the future paths and folks good, evil, which is which.

Loves as among mad people I easily bewitch,

that go afresh to worlds that shine out distantly,

where rarely miracles show accidentally,

new meanings bearing on new wreaths occurring each.

Thousands of words in me constantly churn and churn,
from which a thousand learnings I carefully discern,
so that I bear a logos with bloomed verbs, instantly.

Their root will by my sap be nurtured and be wet,

a world that is re-born will be in raw light set,
and kids in early age will then true prophets be.

Bucharest, February the 20th, 10

Minunea

Din cele ce se beau bogatd-s in minuni
din mine ele ies dar si invers se poate
in zatul meu din fund usor e sa s-arate
cérart de viitor cu oameni rai ori buni

Din mine izvorasc ubiri ca-ntre nebuni
ce proaspete se duc In lumi indepartate
pe unde uneori miracolul s-abate
cu sensurile noi purtate de cununi

In mine se topesc cu miile cuvinte
din care eu aleg profunde-nvataminte
sd isc un logos nou cu flori in predicati

Tar radacina lor licoarea mea o udi

o lume rendscind se lumineaza cruda
copii de mici vor fi profeti adevarati

Bucuresti, 20 11 10
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Sonnet

I was named sonnet; in the term I take delight,

my calling used to be, in a straight space to say

the meaning deep that there, beyond the word does stay,
but which is fated by a canon to abide.

Therefore it’s drawing out, in joys the heart does hide,
the nuclei in feelings and in beliefs hid’way,

it vests them in the blooms of song, as pure as day,
which then, by writing turn to waves of perfume light.

Hierarchies of poems make me their topmost, and
as fruit of greatest zeal, it’s there that I will stand.
A sense of hidden prayer in all my text is breathing,,

that quaintest books do carry far in the world and wide.
In the most stunning places you’ll find that they can hide,
But there will rise, tomorrow, a sun that is decreasing.

Sonet

Am fost numit sonet si termenul imi place
menirea mea era sd spun in cadru strimt
profundul inteles ce trece de cuvint

dar care cu canon sortit e sd se-mpace

De-aceea cu chemari din inima el trage
nuclee de simtiri dar i de crezamint

si le imbracé-apoi in florile de cint

ce-n unde de parfum cu scrisul le desface

Pe sciri de poezii eu sint suprem nivel
si-acolo ma agez ca fruct de mare zel
Miroase-n textul meu un sens de rugiciune

ce-n lume-i raspindit prin desuete cérti
Ascunse ele stau prin uimitoare parti
dar miine-i rasarit de soare ce apune

Bucharest, February the 21st, 10 Bucuresti, 21 IT 10
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Pairs

A balance is my structure, in its entirety,

which is all made up of most sappy harmonies,
all written in a wreath of grave-toned melodies,
clearly articulated in purest parity.

My verse contains two parts, marked by caesura, see,
a break in thought and in syllables’ cadencies.
Quartrains articulate and modulate at ease,

in long rows of iambi that count enchantedly.

And in my tercets rows of pairs will come up still,
to most distinguished ears imparting all their thrill.
First there’s a distich, as a nice belt that is moulded,

and then a new quatrain, as a gods’ crown I blend,

of feelings and ideas the concert thus to end,
that in mysterious scent, profoundly has unfolded.

Bucharest, February the 21st, 10

Perechi

Eu echilibru sint in toatd-a mea structuri
in care se cuprind mustoase armonii
inscrise In buchet de grave melodii
articulate clar in paritate pura

In vers sint doua parti marcate de cezura
ca pauzd in gind si in silabe vii
Catrenele Tmi sint articulari mladii

pe sirul lung de iambi cu magicd misuri

Siin tertete sint tot rinduri in perechi
ce voluptate dau distinselor urechi
Intii e un distih drept briu frumos pe haini

apoi tot un catren coroani ca de zei

ce-ncheie un concert de simturi si idei
desfasurat profund intr-un parfum de taini

Bucuresti, 2111 10
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Sense

You can predict the sonnet, within its boundary tense
although it seems redundant, its nodal points when weighed.
Still, there appear new channels, under today’s quill laid,

to stir up thoughts and feelings and the sensible sense.

These cumulate in acts subvisible and hence

they feed great tensions that are overreal and wade,
rooted in dreams and songs of sorrow, to invade

the warm wave in the minds, under its drawbridge tense.

All the discourse is placed within the Holy Ghost
it humbly fills the sky with tiny waves, a host.
The poem thus unfolds in full transcendency,

and with the murmur that its human beat does stir,

it hopes to make the timeless in human flesh occur,
and thus to give flesh to the wondrous cadency.

Bucharest, February the 22nd, 10

200

o
!
7

Sens

In cadrul lui prea strins sonetu-i previzibil
si pare redundant in punctele nodale

Sub pana de acum sint insd noi canale
de-a rascoli simtiri idei i sens sensibil

Acestea prin cumul in actul subvizibil
hrinesc mari tensiuni ce sint suprareale

cu raddcini in vis si cintece de jale

pe valul cald din minti sub podul lui mobil

Discursul e total plasat in sfintul duh

prin care-aduce-umil mici unde in vazduh
Poemul merge-astfel in plind transcendentd
cu murmurul iscat de ritmul lut uman

sperind in nemuriri 1n trupul pdmintean
in care s-o-ncarna mirabila cadentd

Bucuresti, 22 11 10
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Wake

In the long row of years, the peril may occur

that the exhausted quill lie gently down and sleep,
leaving behind it discourse in desolation’s sweep,
turning to nothingness all the vague echo’s stir.

I, as a sonnet, words in nuce, though, prefer

to stay on, on the new dawn an open eye to keep,
watch a new pencil in the world as it does leap,

under its point of meaning, leaves blazing as they were.

Behold, he’s here; to him I’ll now my secret show,
that he might think his gift did God on him bestow.
Him, who is fast asleep, I’ll make him dream of me

and even if he should not wake up from his sleep,

my image clinging to him and close to him will keep
with letters in the naught he’ll work eternally.

Bucharest, February the 22nd, 10

Veghe

In lungul sir de ani e riscul sa se culce
si si adoarma lin condeiul obosit

in urma lui lasind discursul pustiit

iar vagului ecou sd 1 se pund cruce

Eu ca sonet ramin cu verbul meu in nuce
s pot astfel veghea spre noul rasarit

un alt creion si vad 1n lume revenit

sub virful lui de sens o foaie sa straluce

Dar iati-1 c-a sosit si-i dau secretul meu
si creadd c-are har chiar de la dumnezeu
Pe cel ce doarme-adinc il fac sa ma viseze
dar poate ci nicicind el nu se va trezi

icoana mea si-atunci tot nu-l1 va parasi
cu slove in nimic va merge sa lucreze

Bucuresti, 22 11 10
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Rose

I am a rose that’s planted and from a sonnet grow,

in the new soil of time that’s moist with spring and still
the plough of symbol on a hill of thought does till,

that many suns for sprouting into the ground it sow.

Upon the field that faces the village, light does show
and I can feel the buds that shoot out at their will,
like maiden breasts, too full of saps that overspill,
like hours of the dawn, hardly awakened, go.

I'm in the garden corner a hope of discourse stilled,
for only with my group of people it’s fulfilled.
I’m a good neighbour to the grass, the trees, the blooms.

To the subskyly vaults meaning we bring along,

and give a new birth to its clear and limpid song,
into the world I pour perfume of thrills that looms.

Bucharest, February the 24th, 10
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Trandafir

Eu sint un trandafir intr-un sonet plantat

in solul nou de timp cu must de priméavara
cind plugul de simbol un deal de gind tot ard
si pund in pamint multi sori la seménat

Lumina-a rasérit pe cimpul dinspre sat

iar eu_bobocii-i simt ¢d vor sa iasd-afard
de sevi fiind prea plini ca sinii de fectoard
ca orele din zori ce-abia s-au desteptat

Sperantd-s de discurs in coltul de gradind

ce numai cu-al meu grup ea poate fi deplind
Un bun vecin eu sint cu iarba pomi si flori
Prin noi se-nalta sens spre bolta subcereasca

si cintecul ei clar 11 face s renasca
in lume eu aduc parfumuri de fiori

Bucuresti, 24 11 10
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Bloomings

The month of May engenders semantic bloomings and
symphonic petals shine on everything that grows,

that by their very nature can bring up royal shows
where thoughts in colours and secluded loves will blend.

I’m a dark violet hue, that secret meetings send

from ray mixing with soil on paths where no one goes,
paths of attraction deep in carnal words that knows
the secret target where its praises it should send.

Scents in my cup make one spasmodically high,
for gods’ marvellous gift has brought them there to lie.
When fingers touch me, I vibrate uncannily,

the stalk, wishing for tiny blood sparks will then awake,

but here the impetus most sensuous does break.
Therefore, sometimes, at night, I’'m dreaming savagely.

Bucharest, February the 24th, 10

Infloriri

Lanseazd luna mai semantice-nfloriri
si peste tot lucesc simfonice petale
ce fac prin firea lor spectacole regale
de ginduri in culori §i tainice iubiri

Eu sint un mov inchis iscat de intilniri
de raza si cu sol pe neumblata cale
de-atractii din adinc a verbelor carnale
in numele ascuns al unor preamariri

Mireasma-n cupa mea spasmodic te imbata
aceasta fiind de zei mirific Incarcata
Cind degete m-ating eu inedit vibrez

tulpina Tnsa vrea mici scinteieri de singe

avintul senzual aci pe loc se fringe
De-aceea uneori salbatic eu visez

Bucuresti, 24 11 10
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Senses

Some say that I am lovely just as an ornament,
and others as a symbol of love are seeing me,
they say I'd much increase states of felicity,
with a euphoric rhythm to any sentiment.

Through every sense I enter, becoming permanent
in beings, through their sight, or smell, or equally,
in song, in taste or in the thrill of touch can be,
and all into a fervent concerto sediment.

I make love to the body that’s fully wrought of light
and thus the love sublime will bear the fruit to sight.
From us to the high spirit in skies the rays are brought

and in its garden we are planting meanings new,

that from the roots of verses we are discerning through.
Here never fade away the petals rich of thought.

Bucharest, February the 25th, 10

Simtiri

Spun unii ¢i eu sint frumos ca ornament
iar altii cd as fi un simbol al iubirit

cd as spori pregnant chiar starea fericirii
un euforic ritm la orice sentiment

Cu fiecare simt eu intru permanent

in fiintd ori prin vaz ori darul mirosirii
prin cintec ori prin gust, fiorul pipdirii
si toate la un loc intr-un concert fervent

Eu insi fac amor cu trupul de lumind
si-asa se face rod din dragoste sublima

Din noi se raze duc spre spiritul din cer

si in gradina lui sddim noi Intelesuri

pe care le-am desprins din radacini de versuri

Petalele de gind aci nicicind nu pier

Bucuresti, 25 1 10
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Namings

Before I became time, I was a likelihood.

the word then clearly said that I should be idea,
straying the grotto "neath the path as shadow mere,
and without any purpose ahead of me that stood.

Then a vibrating name came to my nook and would
love me at once, believing a woman that I'd be

he said his intuition told him I want a key.

A voice post factum fated that our new names should

be now: ,,You are a he-rose and a she-rose is she
and then by symbiosis ever so warm there be
a bloom that’s blooming like fresh rainbows on its rod

and you should be charmed petals to the new world and give

under arched vaults the song of perfume that you weave,
to my elation as a ghost from supragod.”

Bucharest, February the 26th, 10
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Numiri

Nainte de-a fi timp posibila am fost
Cuvintul clar a zis ca eu sé fiu idee
ca umbra ratdcind prin grotd sub alee
si fard a dori sd nimeresc un rost

Un nume ce vibra veni n adapost

si m-a iubit pe loc crezind ci sint femeie
zicea c-a intuit speranta mea de cheie

O voce a decis sd ne boteze post

factum Tu trandafir iar ea s fie roza
si se iveasci-apoi prin caldd simbiozd
o floare cu lumini de fraged curcubeu

si lumii noi si-i fiti minune de corola

iar cint sa parfumati sub arcuri de cupold
spre bucuria mea ca duh din suprazeu

Bucuresti, 26 11 10
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The Table

I’m a great table made of oak planks, as it were,
my legs are like a bear’s and a thick pane also,
with such dimensions it might seem that I am low,
but I was carved by a most skilful carpenter.

Some traces even of the precious gift occur

of chip axe and of jack plane that did too happy show
so beautiful a thing to make with what they know,

that they should not bring shame on the proud forrester

who cut the wood so many and many years ago
and sorry that its life this way he’s letting go.
The chairs around me also are crafted very nice

as we stand all together, like in a group we’re caught,

the tablemates are waiting, their hunger in their throat,
the wolf-like hunger taking them straight to paradise.

Bucharest, February the 26th, 10
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Masa

O mare masi sint facutd din stejar
picioare ca de urs si o tablie groasa
cu-asa dimensiuni se pare ca sint joasd
cioplitd eu am fost d’un iscusit timplar

Chiar urme se mai vad din pretuitul dar

de barda si rindea ce-au fost prea bucuroasa
din dibicia lor produs frumos s iasé

sa nu-l aducd-n ris pe mindrul padurar

ce lemnul a taiat cu multt multi ani Tn urma
dar cu pareri de rau ca viata lui o curma
Cu scaune-n jurul meu lucrate tot cu artd
noi toate la un loc formam masiv un grup

mesenii asteptind cu foamea lor In trup
aceea ca de lup si care-n rai 11 poartd

Bucuresti, 26 11 10
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Shady

I’'m feeling a long rustle of leaves inside of me,

that’s made by a grave spirit, rummaging them so light,
bringing to life my great corolla full of might,

calling the hidden powers to life, thus, suddenly.

The clearings all resounded with songs of yearning, see,
and all the downhill valley resounded clear and bright,
branches of violins brought ballads to the height,

in better days or worse I’m with them constantly.

The body of my thought old shadows does now gather,
so that, in the strong scents they put their print together.
Secrets of treasures lie there deep inside of me

sometimes choice persons can their rich vibrations feel,

when into dialogue they come over a meal
and this receives an accent of immortality.

Bucharest, February the 27nd, 10
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Umbroasa

In mine-aud mereu un fosnet lung de frunze
iscat de-un spirit grav ce-usor le rascolea
insufletind astfel corola mare-a mea
chemind la noi simtiri puterile ascunse

De cintece de dor poieni erau patrunse
st valga mai in jos melodic rdsuna

din ramuri de viori balada se-nélta

cu ele eu vibrez in buna zi ori rea

In corpul meu de gind vechi umbre se aduna
ca in miresme tari pecetea sd Isi pund
In mine zac adinc secrete de comori

le simt din ¢ind 1n cind persoanele alese

ce-n dialog se prind cu sensul pur din mese
acestea cdpatind accenti nemuritori

Bucuresti, 27 II 10
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The Beautiful One

A thrilled young lad and a fresh maid were sitting in
my shadow and were grazing their cattle and then all
the blooms around into the deepest love did fall,

and all the summer maddened in germs of idyll’s spin.

Profound but also fragile their call would slowly win
and in the fiery bodies vibrations sang their call,
their burning bloods would blend in them and roll,
and moments wrote down love, a new page to begin.

Years passed along and they’re still sitting on my brink,
out of their champagne glass their utter love they drink.
There is a candle still that’s shining on their face,

and, still, they seem so sad in their prolonged caress,

the Eden of erelong has gone into distress,
and time carries its burden at a much slower pace.

Bucharest, February the 27th, 10

Frumoasa

Un frematind baiat si-o frageda copila
stateau la umbra mea gi vitele pasteau
iar florile in jur se tot Tnamorau

si vara-nnebunea in germen de idila

Chemarea lor era profunda dar fragila
in trupuri ca de foc vibrarile cintau

si singii lor apringi In el se conjugau
iar clipele scriau amor pe-o noua fild

Trecut-au ani si-acum la coltul meu ei stau
din cupa de champagne iubirea lor si-o beau
O luminare-aci pe fata lor straluce

sl totusi parcé-s trigti In minglieri prelungi

caci a murit de mult edenul de atunci
iar timpul obosit povara greu isi duce

Bucuresti, 27 11 10
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The Phrase

He laid out sheets on me and now I see him write,

in a perfect concord with all my being, for

we’re destined by the same bright star that high does soar,
to put into our discourse the substance full of might.

He writes a sonnet, since this has been craft and plight
for twenty years to him, speech yearning in his core,
with thoughts and feelings, and the craving to sing more,
destinies, pains in songs that purely come to height.

There are decades since fate has simply just obeyed
and has absorbed all that there had remained unsaid.
But, look the pencil broke, right from the path of rays

that struck too hard the wish of being and then, see,

trying within the logos new sense to bring to be,
forever in the timeless unended stays the phrase.

Bucharest, February the 28th, 10
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Fraza

Pe mine foi a-ntins si-1 vdd acum ci scrie
intr-un acord perfect cu toata fiinta mea
cici sintem hardziti de-aceeasi mindra stea
si punem in discurs substantd mereu vie

El face un sonet cdci asta-i meserie

de doudzeci de ani cu dor de-a cuvinta
cu ginduri si simtiri dar si de a cinta
destine si dureri in purd melodie

Decenii sint de cind durata s-a supus
la actul de-a sorbi tot ce era de spus

Dar iata ca s-a frint condeiul dinspre raza
ce a lovit prea dur dorinta de a fi

in logos incercind noi sensuri a spori
Ramine-n vesnicie neincheiata fraza

Bucuresti, 28 II 10
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University

A palace I’'m here, University,

within me, many brilliant minds do teach
and many problems the debate will reach,
with pathos and with full authority.

Youngsters eager to learn will come to me,
some are courageous, others hardened, each,
into the tie of their good parents, which

are left to their quaint houses, distantly.

I don’t know how I should help one of these,
for, in his corner, he is not at ease
to enter all of the bureaucracy.

So then a secret door I open wide

and tresses loose will easily decide
they’d kissed for aye and for eternity.

Bucharest, March the 2nd, 10

Universitate

Palat aici eu sint Universitate

in cadrul meu predau mult luminate minti
si se dezbat adinc problemele fierbinti

cu patos necesar §i autoritate

La mine tineri vin ca sa nvete carte
sint unii curajosi dar altii prea cuminti
ce inci sint legati de bunii lor parinti
l&sati la casa lor pe undeva departe

Pe unul din acestia nu stiu cum sa-1 ajut
ci-1 viid in colf retras i nu prea priceput
sa intre 1n hétig de rea birocratie
Atuncea i deschid o usa pe din dos

iar niste plete lungi zbucnira dragastos
cei doi s-au sarutat cu izul de vecie

Bucuresti, 2 III 10
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