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Contemporary Literature Press is publishing today the
first Bloodaxe anthology that has been translated into
Romanian. The book includes four very well-known
contemporary British poets. These poets came to Bucharest
for the Masterclass “Lidia Vianu’s Students Translate”.
They stylised English versions of Romanian poems which
the students of the MA Programme for the Translation of
the Contemporary Literary Text (Bucharest University)
had previously translated.

For the first time in the modern world, poets
published by such an important poetry publishing house
as Bloodaxe Books, together with Neil Astley, its founder
and director, taught their skill to graduate students of the
tirst Romanian University. It was a unique experience. This
book is just a way of thanking Neil and his poets for this
magic moment.

Contemporary Literature Press publicd prima mini-
antologie Bloodaxe din Romania. Ea cuprinde patru poeti
britanici importanti ai momentului. Acesti poeti au venit la
Bucuresti in cadrul Masterclass-ului , Lidia Vianu’s Students
Translate”. Ei au stilizat poeme romanesti traduse in limba
engleza de studentii Masteratului pentru Traducerea Textului
Literar Contemporan, Universitatea din Bucuresti.

A fost pentru prima oard in lume ca poeti publicati de o
editura britanica de poezie de importanta editurii Bloodaxe
Books, impreund cu Neil Astley, fondatorul si directorul ei, au
lucrat cot la cot cu masteranzii celei mai bune Universitati din
Romania. A fost o experientd unica, pentru care, prin acest
volum, multumim lui Neil si poetilor lui.
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This is a welcome-book, dedicated to the Bloodaxe
poets who guided the steps of MTTLC graduates in 2019, in the
Masterclass ,, Lidia Vianu’s Students Translate”. It is also a
small token of gratitude to the extraordinary Bloodaxe Books,
for all the things that a young Romanian translator can only
learn from a native English writer. In short, it is a sign of
literary friendship between English and Romanian.

Volumul acesta este un semn de bun venit Editurii
Bloodaxe Books, care a ghidat in anul 2019 pasii
participantilor la Masterclass-ul ,Lidia Vianu's Students
Translate”. El exprima recunostinta traducdtorilor romani in
devenire pentru tot ceea ce numai un scriitor englez ii poate
invata. Este, de fapt, un simbol al prieteniei literare dintre

limbile engleza si romana.
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Lidia Vianu

Bloodaxe Books in Bucharest

Before 1990, going to a bookshop or a library in
England was an impossible dream for the common
philologist of a country behind the iron curtain. After 1990,
being published by an English publishing house was even
more unlikely. Then Bloodaxe took my translation of Marin
Sorescu’s The Bridge (with Adam Sorkin). The book got a
prize from London Poetry Society. Shortly after, an
American composer produced an opera based on that book.
Habent sua fata libelli. Authors and translators, too... Was
meeting Bloodaxe Books an accident? Well deserved for the
poet Sorescu, but a happy accident all the same —for the
translators.

For many years now, I have pondered on the fate of

Bloodaxe Books la Bucuresti

Inainte de anul 1990, era greu de imaginat ci cei din
spatele cortinei de fier ar putea sa punad piciorul intr-o librarie
ori biblioteca din Anglia. Dupd 1990, ideea de a fi publicat de
o editurd englezeascd parea cel putin nastrugnica. $i totusi,
intr-o buna zi, traducerea ultimei cdrti a lui Marin Sorescu,
Puntea, a apdrut la Bloodaxe. Cartea a fost premiatd de
London Poetry Society, dupd care un compozitor american a
scris o operd bazata pe acel volum. Habent sua fata libelli. La fel
ca volumele, au si autorii si traducatorii soarta lor... Sa fi fost
intalnirea cu Bloodaxe Books un simplu accident? O
intAmplare binemeritatd pentru Sorescu, iar, pentru
traducatori, un accident fericit.

De catva timp incoace, mad tot duce gandul la acei—
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those —writers? translators? mediators? —who, learning
English at an early age, possibly teaching it later on, find
themselves inhabiting English and sometimes writing in it.
Joyce’s Finnegans Wake might be the beginning of an
explanation for this. Having worked for ten years on A
Manual for the Advanced Study of James Joyce’s Finnegans
Wake in 130 wvolumes—as the apprentice of C. George
Sandulescu, a Joycean who is famous all over the world —, I
feel  am beginning to understand the fate of mother tongues
before and after the Tower of Babel. Escaping that tower is
unlikely at this point, and yet, for those who believe in
Joyce, it is not impossible. The English language seems to be
the way.

Here we are, translating Bloodaxe poets into
Romanian. My graduate students do that in their
dissertations this year. As for myself —well, I have
translated poetry all my life. Meeting Neil Astley, who is
Bloodaxe Books in flesh and blood, meeting the poets
published by one of the best poetry publishing houses in
England, we arrive, in 2019, at one more, in a long line of
unlikely happy accidents.

But the story does not stop here. Every year several

Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu

scriitori? traducatori? mediatori? —care invatd de mici
engleza, ajung uneori s-o predea altora, si, in mintea lor,
traiesc, ba chiar scriu in limba engleza. James Joyce a scris o
ultimd carte in care indirect explica acest fenomen. Zece ani
am muncit la A Manual for the Advanced Study of James Joyce’s
Finnegans Wake in 130 volumes, sub indrumarea constanta a
lui C. George Sandulescu, unul dintre putinii Joyceeni
remarcabili din lume. Tocmai aceasta experienta mi-a deschis
ochii sa inteleg soarta limbajului dinainte si de dupa Turnul
Babel. Nu se poate evada din limba materna, si totusi, pentru
cei ce cred in James Joyce, se deschide o cale. Calea aceea pare
sd fie limba engleza.

Traduc in limba roméand in acest volum patru poeti
publicati de Bloodaxe. Cei 40 de masteranzi ai anului 2
MTTLC (Masteratul pentru Traducerea Textului Literar
Contemporan) traduc si ei alti 40 de poeti Bloodaxe in
disertatiile lor din acest an. Intalnirea cu Neil Astley,
fondatorul editurii, intalnirea cu poetii publicati de una dintre
cele mai bune edituri de poezie din Anglia—toate acestea
sunt accidente fericite si care nu pareau posibile in anii trecuti.

Povestea nu se incheie aici. Aproape in fiecare an,
cativa dintre studentii mei vin cu céate o carte de poezie pe care
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students come to me with a book of poetry which they wrote
in English. Come to think of it, in our world, there must be
billions of students of English, young and old, writing in the
language of Shakespeare. Will the English language resist
these crusaders? Should it?

Writing in a language that is not one’s mother tongue
is a dangerous Fata Morgana. But, then, poets and those
who translate them are all dreamers. Just a few decades of
recent history, and here we are, from the impossible dream
of reading English books in an English library, to English
poets and young Romanian translators (some of them
writing poems in English as well), working side by side.

The Masterclass “Lidia Vianu’s Students Translate”
brings, in nuce, an answer to all the questions concerning
non-English translators and writers using English as their
“target” language. The answer is, E pur si muove... The
power of English as lingua franca all over this globe has its
risks.

The answer might be found in Eliot’s East Coker: “So
here I am, in the middle way, having had twenty years— /
Twenty years largely wasted, the years of ['entre deux
querres— / Trying to use words, and every attempt / Is a

au scris-o in engleza. Existd, probabil, in lume, miliarde de
oameni care studiaza ori au studiat engleza, si care scriu in
limba lui Shakespeare. Armate de cruciati se indreaptd catre
zidurile britanice. Oare care va fi soarta lor?

Scrisul in alta limba decat propria limbad materna este
un miraj primejdios. E drept, poetii, ca si traducatorii lor, sunt
visatori prin vocatie. Doar trei decenii de istorie recenta ne-au
trecut ca vantul si ca gandul din imposibilul vis de a citi intr-
o biblioteca engleza drept in sala James Joyce din Pitar Mos,
unde tineri traducatori romani (unii si autori de poeme in
limba englezd) lucreaza cot la cot cu poeti britanici veniti ca
sd-i invete ceva, in acest Masterclass intitulat “Lidia Vianu’s
Students Translate”. Va fi, in esentd, vorba despre conditia
traducatorilor si autorilor care scriu in englezd, cu toate ca
limba lor materna este alta. Ei sunt priviti cu fireasca
neincredere, dar, cum zicea Galileo, E pur si muove... Limba
engleza pldteste un pret pentru puterea ei prezentd de lingua
franca pe glob.

Gasim in East Coker, de T.S. Eliot, o formulare
lamuritoare, pentru cine are urechi sa auda: “So here I am, in
the middle way, having had twenty years— / Twenty years
largely wasted, the years of I'entre deux guerres— / Trying to
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wholly new start, and a different kind of failure...” The
Modernist Joseph Conrad, who was actually Polish, but
wrote in English, and is now considered a remarkable
English stylist, uses the noun Victory.

Eliot chooses to say “a new beginning”, another kind
of “raid on the inarticulate”. Whatever the name, the
attempt to inhabit English while living in Romania, or any
other country of the globe for that matter, “by any other
name would smell as sweet”. No wonder then, that we are
all looking forward to meeting Bloodaxe Books and poets,
who come all the way from the country of Shakespeare, to
Bucharest, of all the places in the world.

23 April 2019, Bucharest

use words, and every attempt / Is a wholly new start, and a
different kind of failure...” Un alt Modernist, Joseph Conrad,
polonez care a scris in engleza si este astdzi considerat unul
dintre cei mai buni stilisti, avea un alt cuvant: Victory.

Ne vom intoarce totusi la Eliot, care vorbeste despre
»un nou inceput”’, un alt fel de cruciadd “impotriva
nerostirii”. Indiferent cum o denumim, necesitatea de a se
muta in limba engleza a celor care traiesc in Roménia ori in
alta tara de pe glob, ,by any other name would smell as
sweet”. Iatd, asadar, doar unul dintre motivele pentru care
asteptdm cu nerdbdare sosirea la Bucuresti a celor sase
reprezentanti ai Bloodaxe Books acum, in anul de gratie 2019.

23 aprilie 2019, Bucuresti
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Imtiaz Dharker

Born in Pakistan, she grew up in Glasgow, eloped to
India where she worked as a documentary filmmaker and is
now based in London. Her main themes are drawn from a life
of transitions: childhood, exile, journeying, home,
displacement, religious strife and terror, and latterly, grief.
Awarded the Queen’s Gold Medal for Poetry, 2014, she is also
an accomplished artist, and all her collections are illustrated
with her drawings, which form an integral part of her books.
She has presented or figured in many BBC radio
programmes.

10

Nascutd in Pakistan, a crescut la Glasgow, de unde a fugit
cu un bdrbat in India, unde a lucrat ca producdtoare de filme
documentare. In prezent locuieste la Londra. Temele ei se leaga
de numeroase treceri existentiale: copildrie, exil, calatorii, ideea
de acasa si pdrdsirea spatiului familiar, conflict si teroare
religioasa, iar, in ultima vreme, suferinta sufleteascd. I s-a
decernat Medalia de Aur pentru Poezie a Reginei in anul 2014.
Este in egald masurd si pictor: si-a ilustrat toate volumele cu
desene proprii, care sunt parte integranta din mesajul cartilor ei.
A prezentat si a luat parte la numeroase emisiuni BBC.
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W.N. (Bill) Herbert

Has been involved in numerous translation projects,
including poets from Bulgaria, Russia, Somalia, China and the
Netherlands. He is Professor of Poetry and Creative Writing at
Newrcastle University. He co-edited Strong Words: modern poets
on modern poetry (2000) with Matthew Hollis, and Jade Ladder:
Contemporary Chinese Poetry (2012) with Yang Lian. His own
poetry is written both in standard English and Dundonian
Scots.

Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu

11

A participat la numeroase proiecte de traducere a
poeziei din Bulgaria, Rusia, Somalia, China si Olanda. Este
Profesor de Poezie si Creative Writing la Newecastle
University. A co-editat impreuna cu Matthew Hollis Strong
Words: modern poets on modern poetry (2000), iar cu Yang Lian
Jade Ladder: Contemporary Chinese Poetry (2012). Versurile lui
Herbert sunt scrise in ,standard English”, dar si in scotiana
vorbitd in Dundee.
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George Szirtes

Has translated many poets and prose writers from
Hungarian and has worked on many kinds of collaborative
projects. Born in Hungary, he came to Britain with his family as
an eight-year-old refugee, and some of his most significant
work, notably the sequence Metro, relates to his family’s
experiences of war, occupation and the Holocaust. Among
others, he was awarded the T.S. Eliot prize (2005).

12

A tradus multd poezie si proza maghiara si a colaborat
la mai multe tipuri de proiecte. Ndscut in Ungaria, s-a refugiat
impreund cu familia in Anglia pe cand avea opt ani. Volumul
remarcabil Metro, care se numara printre cartile lui cele mai
apreciate, vorbeste tocmai despre familia lui in timpul
rdzboiului, al ocupatiei si Holocaustului. Pe langa multe alte
distinctii, i s-a decernat premiul T.S. Eliot in anul 2005.
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Mark Waldron

A late starter, published two collections with Salt before
moving to Bloodaxe with his third collection, Meanwhile, Trees.
His fourth collection, Sweet, like Rinky-Dink, was published by
Bloodaxe in 2019. His surreal poetry has much in common with
Romanian poets like Sorescu and Dinescu. Like his poetry, his
performances are highly unusual (for a British poet) and
idiosyncratic, funny, strange and disturbing at the same time:
he doesn’t read but speaks the poems as he walks around the
stage.

Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu

13

S-a apucat tarziu de scris. A publicat doud volume la
Salt, dupd care a scos la Bloodaxe un al treilea, Meanwhile,
Trees. Al patrulea volum i-a apdrut la Bloodaxe in 2019 (Sweet,
like Rinky-Dink). Poezia lui suprarealistd are multe in comun
cu poetii roméani Sorescu si Dinescu. Ca si poemele, lecturile
lui publice sunt cu totul neobisnuite (pentru poetii britanici),
idiosincratice, amuzante, bizare si tulburatoare. Waldron nu
citeste poemele: pare sd vorbeascd, pur si simplu, in timp ce
se miscd pe scend.
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Pamela Robertson-Pearce

Pamela Robertson-Pearce is an artist, filmmaker and
translator. Her films include IMAGO: Meret Oppenheim (1996),
on the artist who made the fur-lined teacup, and Gifted
Beauty (2000), about Surrealist women artists including
Leonora Carrington and Remedios Varo.IMAGO: Meret
Oppenheim won several awards, including the Swiss Film
Board’s Prize for Outstanding Quality. She co-edited the
anthology Soul Food (2007) with Neil Astley, and worked with
him filming poets for the DVD-books In Person: 30 Poets (2008)
and In Person: World Poets (2017). She has filmed over 100 other
poets and her poetry films were released on DVD with
Bloodaxe titles by John Agard, Jean ‘Binta’ Breeze, Samuel
Menashe and Benjamin Zephaniah. She has translated the

Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu

14

Pamela Robertson-Pearce este pictor, producdtor de
film si traducator. Printre filmele ei se numara IMAGO: Meret
Oppenheim (1996), artist plastic, cea care a imaginat ceasca de
ceai captusitd cu blana, si Gifted Beauty (2000), despre pictorite
suprarealiste, printre care Leonora Carrington si Remedios
Varo. Pentru IMAGO: Meret Oppenheim, i s-au decernat mai
multe premii, unul dintre ele fiind ,Swiss Film Board’s Prize
for Outstanding Quality”. A editat Soul Food (2007) impreund
cu Neil Astley, si tot cu el a colaborat la In Person: 30
Poets (2008) siIn Person: World Poets (2017), volume DVD
pentru care a filmat poetii inclusi. A mai filmat, in afara de
acestia, peste 100 de poeti, iar filmele ei legate de poezie au
facut parte din volume de John Agard, Jean ‘Binta” Breeze,
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15
work of several Swedish poets, including Ann Jaderlund, Samuel Menashe si Benjamin Zephaniah. A tradus cativa
Magnus-William Olsson, Katarina Frostenson and Eva-Stina poeti suedezi, printre care se numdrd si Ann Jaderlund,
Byggmastar. Magnus-William Olsson, Katarina Frostenson, Eva-Stina
Byggmiaistar.
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Neil Astley

Neil Astley is editor of Bloodaxe Books, which he
founded in 1978. His books include novels, poetry collections
and anthologies, most notably the Bloodaxe Staying
Alive trilogy: Staying Alive (2002), Being Alive (2004) and Being
Human (2011); and three collaborations with Pamela Robertson-
Pearce, Soul Food: nourishing poems for starved minds (2008), and
the DVD-books In Person: 30 Poets (2008) and In Person: World
Poets (2017). He has published two novels, The End of My
Tether (2002), which was shortlisted for the Whitbread First
Novel Award, and The Sheep Who Changed the World (2005). He
has edited over a thousand books for Bloodaxe over four
decades.

Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu

16

Neil Astley a fondat Bloodaxe Books in anul 1978, si
este redactorul sef al editurii. A scris romane, a editat culegeri
si antologii de poezie, mai cunoscute fiind trilogia Bloodaxe:
Staying Alive (2002), Being Alive (2004) si Being Human (2011).
A realizat impreunda cu Pamela Robertson-Pearce trei
volume: Soul Food: nourishing poems for starved minds (2008), si
volumele DVD In Person: 30 Poets (2008) si In Person: World
Poets (2017). A publicat doud romane: The End of My
Tether (2002) si The Sheep Who Changed the World (2005). Primul
a fost nominalizat pentru , Whitbread First Novel Award”.
De-a lungul a patru decenii, a editat peste o mie de carti
pentru Bloodaxe.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest, 2019



- Vi,
.\a\a fa%

0

Zansia®

Blessing

The Door

Scaffolding

Face

Stitched

Announcing the departure...

They’ll say, ‘She must be from another country’
Made, Unmade
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Imtiaz Dharker

Binecuvantare

Usa

Schelarie

Chipul

Cusuta

Anuntarea plecdrii...

Vor spune, , Precis ca vine dintr-o alta tara”
Facut, desfacut

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest, 2019

p-18
p- 20
p-21
p-22
p- 24
p- 26
p- 28
p- 32

17



- Vi,
.\é\a fa%

0

Zansia®

Blessing

The skin cracks like a pod.
There never is enough water.

Imagine the drip of it,
the small splash, echo
in a tin mug,

the voice of a kindly god.

Something, the sudden rush

of fortune. The municipal pipe bursts,
silver crashes to the ground

and the flow has found

a roar of tongues. From the huts,

a congregation: every man woman
child for streets around

butts in, with pots,

brass, copper, aluminium,

plastic buckets,

frantic hands,

Four Bloodaxe Poets / Patru poeti Bloodaxe
Parallel Texts. Editie bilingva
Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu

Binecuvantare

Crapa pielea ca o pastaie.
Prea putind, mereu prea putind apa.

Picurarea,
ecoul stropului minuscul
alunecat intr-o cana de tinichea,

ca o voce de zeu indurdtor.

Si dintr-odata, noroc

neasteptat. Se sparge teava municipald,
argint risipit in tarand,

curgerea se prelinge pe limbi,

iar limbile strigd. De prin colibe,

o congregatie: de la strazi depdrtare
barbati, femei, copii,

invalmasiti, cu oale

de arama, alamd, aluminiu,

cu galeti de plastic,

maini frenetice,
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and naked children

screaming in the liquid sun,

their highlights polished to perfection,
flashing light,

as the blessing sings

over their small bones.

Four Bloodaxe Poets / Patru poeti Bloodaxe
Parallel Texts. Editie bilingva
Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu

copii in pielea goald
tipd in suvoiul de soare,
forme perfecte, poleite,
luciri intermitente,
cantec binecuvantat

peste oasele lor plapande.

[from Postcards from God, 1989]
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The Door

The child screams
at the door of the world.

For a moment, blood runs slow.

Events are waiting for her,
jostling at the gate.

What will she have to show
for this life, waiting to be lived?

I wish I did not have to know.

_ava Vig
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Usa

Tipa pruncul
in pragul lumii.
Timp de o clipd, sangele a incetinit.

O asteaptd atatea intamplari
ingramdadindu-se la poarta.

Ce va fisa fie al el
in viata aceasta care va sa fie traity?

Cred c3 ar fi mai bine sa nu aflu.

[from Postcards from God, 1989]
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Scaffolding Schelarie

If I were a house

shored up like this

with ancient scaffolding

the threat of bars for windows,
damp roof and door of tin,

would you take the time

to walk into my face,

to move from room to room
and find the quiet space
where I begin?

Would you be tempted
to come in?

De-as fi eu o casa

oblojita

cu scheléarie veche de cdnd lumea,
cu gratii in loc de geamuri,

cu acoperis jilav si usd de tinichea,

ti-ai gdsi oare vreme

sa intri,

sd ma strabati odaie cu odaie
ca sa afli locul de liniste

de unde incep?

Ti-ai dori, oare,
sd pasesti induntrul meu?

21

[from Postcards from God, 1989]
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Face Chipul
In the most unexpected places In cele mai neasteptate locuri, urias,
my own face looms up at me. imi sare-n fatd chipul meu.
In a procession on the street, Pe drum, intr-un convoi,
a jovial elephant head shouts out, un cap vesel de elefant imi strigd,
‘Hey, don’t you know me? ,Hei, tu, nu ma mai stii?
Why are you pretending you can’t see? De ce te prefaci ca nu ma vezi?
I am you. You are me.’ Sunt tu. Esti eu. Printre vii.”
On the wall of a mosque, my name Pe un zid de moschee, iar,
confronts me, vad numele meu,
blazed in a passionate calligraphy. crestat cu litere patimase.
From the dashboard of a taxi, a plastic doll Pe bordul unui taxi, o papusa de plastic
opens my mouth and speaks. vorbeste prin gura mea, pe care o deschide.
In a shop, squashed between Intr-o pravilie, inghesuit intre
detergents and boiled sweets, detergenti si dropsuri,
my face is painted an unlikely blue vad chipul meu, colorat bizar cu albastru
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My captive eyes smile out at me.

I am a flame, a shining light.
I am crowned with thorns.

Every day, in ways that startle me,

I am reborn.

Four Bloodaxe Poets / Patru poeti Bloodaxe
Parallel Texts. Editie bilingva
Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu

si incununat cu flori.

Ochii mei, prizonieri, imi surad.

Sunt flacard, sunt lumind orbitoare.

Am cunund de spini.

Zi de zi, in feluri ce ma uluiesc,

renasc: iar si iar.

[from Postcards from God, 1989]
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Stitched

Someone stitched on my head and hands
but they used some foreign stuff

that pointed out the parts

where I'd been mended.

And so my mouth spoke Punjabi
while my brain heard Scots.

My ears followed German

and my tongue did French.

It seems they were about to put me out
in a garbage bag, I looked so odd.

But I survived,
and they got used to the way I was.
Sometimes they act as if

I'm one of them.

I'm not always sure I did the right thing.
Maybe it’s time to do dangerous somersaults,

Four Bloodaxe Poets / Patru poeti Bloodaxe
Parallel Texts. Editie bilingva
Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu

Cusuta

Mi-a cusut cineva capul si bratele,

dar a folosit un fir diferit, de alta culoare,
care arata exact partile

ce fuseserd reparate.

Asa se face cd gura vorbea Punjabi
in vreme ce creierul recepta scotiana.
Urechile intelegeau germana

pe cand limba vorbea franceza.

Au vrut, pare-se, sa md arunce

intr-un sac de gunoi, cd prea eram bizara.

Am supravietuit, totusi,

si s-au obisuit cu mine asa cum eram.
Uneori chiar se poartd de parca

as fi de-a lor.

Nu sunt prea sigura ca am ales bine.
Poate ar fi vremea sd fac tumbe periculoase,
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to jump and dance and run. sd fac salturi, sd dansez, s-o rup la fuga.
Maybe it’s time, again, to come undone. Poate ar fi vremea, iar, sa ma desfac in bucati.

[from I Speak for The Devil, 2001]
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Announcing the departure...

There’s safety in a ticket:
the option of setting off.
In my mind my bags

are always packed,
zipped and labelled,
locked and tagged.

But every plane or train I catch

just brings me back

into this waiting space.

Glasgow, Baroda, Sialkot, Rome.
The names are roads of possibilities
that turn into lanes

with the undertow of home.

Every new city, every street

I get to pulls the ground away
from underneath my feet.

I think my body is asking

26

Anuntarea plecarii...

Un bilet te face sa te simti in siguranta:
poti alege sa pleci.

In mintea mea, valizele

sunt vesnic facute,

cu fermoarele trase, gata inregistrate,
incuiate si cu eticheta pusa.

Dar in orice avion ori tren m-as urca,
ma trezesc inapoi

in acest loc al asteptarii.

Glasgow, Baroda, Sialkot, Roma.
Numele sunt cdi spre un taram posibil,
iar cdile se preling in alei

si se trag ca-ntr-un vartej spre casa.
Fiecare oras nou, fiecare strada

pe care pdsesc imi trage pamantul

de sub talpi.

Poate trupul meu cautd
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to be in some promised place.

I think my body is begging
for another face.

Yesterday I put my name
inside a parcel, and sent it off
by courier, marked ‘Urgent’
to some address

unknown.
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locul fagaduintei.
Poate trupul meu tanjeste
dupa un alt chip.

Ieri mi-am pus numele
intr-un colet si I-am expediat

prin curier, cu mentiunea , Urgent”,

catre o adresd
necunoscuta.

[from I Speak for The Devil, 2001]
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They’ll say, ‘She must be from another country’ Vor spune, ,Precis ca vine dintr-o alta tara”

When I can’t comprehend
why they’re burning books
or closing borders,

when they can’t bear to look
at god’s own nakedness,
when they ban the film

and gut the seats to stop the play
and I ask why

they just smile and say,

‘She must be

from another country.’

When I speak on the phone
and the vowel sounds are off
when the consonants are hard
and they should be soft,
they’ll catch on at once

they’ll pin it down

they’ll explain it right away

Atunci cand nu pricep

de ce ard ei cdrtile

ori zidesc hotarele,

atunci cand ei nu pot indura sa vada

goliciunea Domnului,

atunci cand interzic filmul

si sfasie scaunele ca sd impiedice sd se joace piesa,
iar eu intreb de ce,

ei toti zambesc si zic,

,Precis cad vine

dintr-o alta tard.”

Atunci cand vorbesc la telefon
si vocalele ma tradeaza,

iar consoanele sunt prea aspre
desi ar trebui sd fie abia soptite,
isi dau seama pe data,

stiu exact motivul,

au pe loc explicatia
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to their own satisfaction,
they’ll cluck their tongues
and say,

‘She must be

from another country.’

When my mouth goes up
instead of down,

when I wear a tablecloth
to go to town,

when they suspect I'm black

or hear I'm gay

they won't be surprised,
they’ll purse their lips
and say,

‘She must be

from another country.’

When I eat up the olives
and spit out the pits
when I yawn at the opera
in the tragic bits

cea mai potrivita,
pufnesc dezaprobator
si zic,

,Precis ca vine

dintr-o alta tard.”

Atunci cand colturile gurii imi urca
in loc sa coboare,

atunci cand ies in oras

infdsurata in fata de masa,

atunci cand banuiesc ca sunt neagra
ori aud cd sunt gay,

nu se mira,

doar stramba din buze

si zic,

,Precis cad vine

dintr-o altd tard.”

Atunci cdnd mananc toate maslinele
si scuip samburii,

atunci cand casc la opera

la o scend tragicd,
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when I pee in the vineyard

as if it were Bombay,
flaunting my bare ass
covering my face

laughing through my hands
they’ll turn away,

shake their heads quite sadly,
‘She doesn’t know any better,’
they’ll say,

‘She must be

from another country.’

Maybe there is a country
where all of us live,

all of us freaks

who aren’t able to give

our loyalty to pompous fools,
to crooks and thugs

who wear the uniform

that gives them the right

to wave a flag,

puff out their chests,

Four Bloodaxe Poets / Patru poeti Bloodaxe

Parallel Texts. Editie bilingva

Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu

atunci cand fac pipi in podgorie
ca si cum as fi la Bombay,
etalandu-mi fundul gol,

si-mi acopadr rasul
acoperindu-mi fata cu mainile,
toti se intorc sa nu ma vadsg,
clatina grav din cap

si zic,

»~Asa au invatat-o.

Precis cd vine

dintr-o alta tard.”

Existd, poate, o tard

unde traim noi,

ciudatii,

care nu putem fi

credinciosi natardilor,
escrocilor si acelor

cutitari imbracati in uniforma
care le da dreptul

sd fluture steagul,

sd se umfle-n pene,
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put their feet on our necks,
and break their own rules.

But from where we are

it doesn’t look like a country,
it's more like the cracks

that grow between borders
behind their backs.

That’s where I live.

And I'll be happy to say,

‘I never learned your customs.
I don’t remember your language
or know your ways.

I must be

from another country.’

[from I Speak for The Devil, 2001]

Four Bloodaxe Poets / Patru poeti Bloodaxe
Parallel Texts. Editie bilingva
Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu

sd ne calce in picioare,
si sd-si incalce propriile legi.

Doar ca, vazuta din locul unde ne aflam noi,
nu arata deloc a tard,

mai degrabd seamdnad cu falii

ce se adancesc intre granite

acolo, in urma lor.

Aici locuiesc eu.

Si tot ce vreau este sd pot spune,

,Nu va stiu obiceiurile.

Nu mi-aduc aminte limba pe care o vorbiti,
si nu va inteleg purtarea.

Precis ca eu vin

dintr-o alta tard.”
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Made, Unmade

Light falls from the sky
like a fresh sheet on a bed
you will not sleep in.

o Via,
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Facut, desfacut

Coboara lumina din cer
ca un cearsaf proaspat spalat pe un pat

in care tu nu vei dormi.

[from Luck is The Hook, 2018]
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W. N. Herbert

A Difficult Horse

The Doll’s Tale

Czech Cartoon Poem

Spring Hits Leningradskiy Prospekt

Petrovich’s Handy Phrases for the Visiting Writer

Un cal dificil

Povestea papusii

Poem ceh: desen animat

E primavara pe Leningradskiy Prospekt

Expresii uzuale pentru scriitori care viziteaza alta

tard: dupd o idee de Petrovici
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A Difficult Horse

The horse is staring out to sea
from a sloping field not far
out of Aberdeen. I watch it from
the train to Dundee.

It is stationary, staring for

the minute I have it in view.
It is a small brown horse,
possibly even a pony.

The sea is calm. The horse
looks like an old fisherman,
possibly even an old fish.

It’s difficult to imagine it ever
moving. It’s difficult to know
what it is thinking.

It is a difficult horse.

[From Cabaret McGonagall, 1996]
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Un cal dificil

Calul priveste marea

din cdmpul de pe deal, dincolo de
Aberdeen, nu prea departe. Eu privesc calul
din trenul de Dundee.

Std nemiscat cu ochii in gol

in clipa cand trec eu prin dreptul lui.
E un cal mic si cafeniu,

pare un ponei, nu sunt sigur.

Marea e calma. Calul seamdnad

cu un pescar batran,

ba nu, cu un peste batran.

Nu mi-I pot inchipui altfel decat
nemiscat. Mi-e greu sa spun

la ce anume se gandeste el.

Da, e un cal dificil.
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The Doll’s Tale Povestea papusii
Your mind is entering the half-told story Ti se strecoara gandurile inauntrul povestii
as your daughter falls asleep, doar pe jumadtate spuse in clipa cAnd adoarme fetita ta,
and watching as the doll drops from her hand si vezi cum i cade papusa din mana
into the brimming lake of the drowned volcano, drept in lacul din gura vulcanului ce std sd se reverse,
falling to the boiling stones below. cade si se izbeste de stanca arzanda dinduntru.
It looks as though you could reach in for it Ti se pare ca poti s-o apuci,
and soak your rolled-up sleeve above the elbow, poti sd-ti uzi maneca suflecatd pana peste cot,
like retrieving a hairbrush from a too-hot bath. ca si cum ai scoate peria de par dintr-o cada clocotita.
But that would be to spill everything: Dar atunci ai face apa sd dea pe dinafara:
to flood the village where the small girl sleeps, ar inunda satul unde doarme fetita,
to make a little lake of the depression where ar umple ca un lac adédncitura in care
the doll should lie beside her on the pillow; doarme langa ea pe pernd papusa;
to carry everything —cup, plate, cart and chair — ar lua la vale tot —cand, farfurie, carut, scaun—
and everyone — the mother who thinks she is awake, si pe toatd lumea — mama, care crede ca e treaza,
though she is only dreaming this anxiety; desi nelinistea aceasta este de fapt visul ei;
the father snoring, his head awash with other women; tatdl, care sfordie, cu mintea inundata de alte femei;
the grandparent in the open coffin bunicul in cosciugul desfacut
and the girl herself —all carried off without si fetita insdsi — toate luate la vale fara
waking or breaking anything. sd trezeasca pe nimeni, fard a sparge nimic.
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Because you do not know where everything ends up Pentru cd habar nu ai unde duc toate acestea,
you end the story there, staring into pui capat aici povestii, cu ochii atintiti la
the pupil of the lake and seeing pupila lacului si abia zdrind
the small figure of the doll still lying there silueta minusculd a pdpusii care inca zace acolo
as though she were yourself staring back, de parca tu insuti te-ai privi de acolo, si nu o papusd,
as though that was the price ca si cum acesta ar fi pretul platit
for not waking up your child, not yet, pentru ca nu ti-ai trezit din somn copilul, nu inc4,
to the flood that breaks and batters all before it. sd vadd revdrsarea care distruge si sfarama totul in cale.

[From The Laurelude, 1998]
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Czech Cartoon Poem Poem ceh: desen animat
Everything is drawn Linii lungi desenate
in long browny cu pasteluri
pastel crayon lines cafenii
which swirl and un- se-nvartejesc si se des-
knot before fac pe dinaintea
our swiftly moving eye privirilor noastre grabite
into a field of folk peste un cAmp cu oameni
buried in neat rows ingropati pana la mijloc
up to their waists. in siruri ordonate.
Their arms are buried too Bratele lor sunt si ele ingropate
and their long hair is tied iar parul lung le e legat
into a topknot. intr-un mot.
Males face females, but Fata-n fatd, masculi si femele,
everyone watches the sun toti privesc soarele
move slowly down. care apune lent.
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A current of deep red
washes over them, then blue,
then they close their eyes.

We enter the nearest
man’s head: flickering,
a cottage interior.

Children tumble before
a fire, a woman cooks
broth. Looking

into the pot
we see bobbing lumps
we recognise as

the man’s head, smiling
and roughly-chopped.

We're thrown out as

he screams silently,

Four Bloodaxe Poets / Patru poeti Bloodaxe
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Un suvoi purpuriu
curge peste ei, apoi vine albastrul,
dupa care li se inchid ochii.

Patrundem in mintea omului
care e cel mai aproape de noi: palpaie in ea
interiorul unei case de tara.

Copiii fac salturi dinaintea
focului, o femeie fierbe
supa. Dacd ne uitdm

in oala

plutesc bucadti ciopartite
7 7

pe care le recunoastem:

parti din capul barbatului, zambetul lui,
retezat cu cruzime.

Suntem zvérlijci afard in vreme ce

acesta strigd mut, cu ochii
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staring at the face tintd la chipul
of the woman opposite. femeii din fata lui.
We enter her head: Patrundem in mintea ei:
there are a number gdsim un numar
of tumours. de tumori.
These are shaped like Au forma de
swedes, like grand gulii, de piane
pianos, and like fish. majestuoase, de pesti.
They are swelling rapidly, Se umfld cu repeziciune,
and only one si doar una singura
will dominate. va lua totul in stapanire.
A tuna fish wins, leaving Castigdtorul este un peste ton, care
desiccated turnips, lasd in urmad gulii deshidratate,
withered keyboards. claviaturi inerte.
It seems to be dawn: E ca in zori:
a yellow head appears, se iveste un cap galben,
then yellow shoulders. apoi umeri galbeni.
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A yellow giant strides Un urias de culoare galbena trece campul
across the field. cu pasi uriasi.
The folk clatter Tuturor le clantane
their brown teeth. dintii stricati.
He pulls up the men El trage afara barbatii
and throws them in a heap. si 1i azvarle intr-o gramada.
They have no legs, Nu au picioare,
just a mass of white au doar multime de raddcini
and tangled roots. albe si incalcite.
Tears roll from Din capul barbatului
the man’s head ale cdrui vise le-am urmarit
whose dreams we saw: tasnesc lacrimi:
each one contains in fiecare lacrimd gasim
a naked child who runs, un copilas gol care, ud leoarcd,
dripping, to the woman. alearga catre femeie.
She opens her mouth Ea deschide gura
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and they jump in.
Through her eyes we see

them swimming from
a large fish
with gaping jaws.

o Via,
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[From The Laurelude, 1998]

iar ei sar Thauntru.

Prin ochii ei 1i vedem

pe ei cum ies inotand dintr-un
peste urias
cu falcile desfacute.
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Spring Hits Leningradskiy Prospekt

Alyosha’s tall with lifeless hair

and a parallel scar to his nose groove,
he’s very young with a grimy white car.
There’s no kerb between the pave-

ment and the road. Men shake hands till
he bumps against their barrier,

police stop you once you're through.
The sun’s so sudden it all looks filthy.

He starts becoming “Alex” as

he drives too fast in and out of lanes

and smoking to remember English names
and scorching down Leningradskiy prospekt.

There’s jam at the Garden Ring

because they’ve half-built an eight-lane bridge
and the road is full of people bringing
everything out to their dachas

Four Bloodaxe Poets / Patru poeti Bloodaxe
Parallel Texts. Editie bilingva
Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu
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E primavara pe Leningradskiy Prospekt

Aliosa e inalt, are pdrul tocit

o cicatrice paraleld cu santul dintre nas si buza,
e foarte tandr si are o mdsind albd jegoasa.

Nu existd bordura intre tro-

tuar si drum. Oamenii se tin de mana unul de altul
pana ce se izbeste el de ei ca de o bariera,

iar, odata ce ai trecut de ea, te opreste politia.
Soarele e atat de zgarcit incat totul in jur pare slinos.
Se preface in , Alex” in vreme ce

trece in vitezd de pe o banda pe alta

si fumeaza ca sd se poatd gandi la numele englezesti
pe cand goneste pe Leningradskiy prospekt.

E un ambuteiaj la Sadovoye Koltso

pentru cd au construit doar pe jumadtate un pod cu opt benzi
iar drumul e plin de oameni care-si transporta

avutul la tard, la dasha
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including the fridge. A guy in a Merc
chunders down the mud

of the central reservation. The verges
till with heat-smitten Ladas.

Alex doesn’t know what looks worse,

the pseudo-classical Stalinist blocks

or Khrushchev’s pseudo-useful ones. Winters
cramp you in like springs in clocks.

Pre-revolution stuff is custard,

powder-blue; true Russian’s thick-

walled, low with white edgings. Then we pass
a factory called Bolshevik,

which makes bars of chocolate.
Two women walk in front of it

eating great bread haloes
called boboliy or bublik.

He tells me to sniff its scented air —

Four Bloodaxe Poets / Patru poeti Bloodaxe
Parallel Texts. Editie bilingva
Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu

chiar si frigiderul. Un individ in Mercedes
vomeaza in noroiul

dintre benzile de circulatie. Pe margini

e plin de masini Lada oprite sa se raceasca.

Alex nu stie ce e mai hidos,
blocurile staliniste in stil pseudo-clasic

43

ori acelea ale lui Hrusciov, pseudo-confortabile. Treci

prin ierni inghesuit cum stau arcurile in ceasuri.

Inainte de revolutie erau la moda culoarea cremei de vanilie,
culoarea bleu deschis; rusesc cu adevarat e zidul gros, jos, cu
muchii albe. Trecem apoi pe langa

fabrica Bolsevic,

unde se face ciocolata.

Douad femei trec prin fata fabricii

infulecand covrigi uriasi de forma unei aure de sfant
care se cheama boboliy sau bublik.

Mad indeamnad sd miros aroma painii —
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I only get dry petrol, beautiful,
but the right wind will sweeten a neighbourhood:
he likes to see this smell.

Four Bloodaxe Poets / Patru poeti Bloodaxe

Parallel Texts. Editie bilingva
Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu

nu miros decat benzind, splendid,

dar vantul prielnic va parfuma cartierul:

lui acel parfum {i place sa-1 vada.

[From The Big Bumper Book of Troy, 2002]
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Petrovich’s Handy Phrases for the Visiting Writer

(to be translated into the nearest mother tongue)

Thank you for greeting me my brother/sister.
You are a great poet. I have never
heard of you before this moment.

This powerful local liquor
looks like a sick person’s urine.

Thank you for your introduction, which
focussed almost exclusively on your own work.
It is indeed a pity you are not reading tonight.

I appear to have poured soup
into this tape recorder.

Please speak more quickly: either
you were beginning to become intelligible
or I am about to black out.

Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu

45
Expresii uzuale pentru orice scriitor care viziteaza o tara

strdina: dupa o idee de Petrovici
(a se traduce in cea mai apropiatd limbd materni)

Multumesc, fratele meu / sora mea, ca m-ai intaimpinat.
Esti un mare poet. N-am

auzit de tine pana acum.

Bdutura asta tare de pe aici

seamdana cu urina unui bolnav.

Multmesc ca m-ai prezentat, chiar daca
ai vorbit numai despre cartile tale si atat.
Mare pdcat cd astd seard nu esti tu cel care citeste.

Cred ca am turnat supa
in magnetofonul dsta.

Te rog vorbeste mai repede: ori
incepeai sa devii inteligibil,
ori sunt eu pe punctul de a lesina.
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It is 5.30 in the morning;:
the horror! the horror!

Please stop the vehicle, I wish to emit
pressurised vomit and excreta by the roadside,
hopefully from the correct orifices.

I can assure you my publisher will be eager
to spit upon your manuscript.

Thank you for an instructive tour.
The bones in my feet are dissolving.
Please don’t let me roll weakly into the forest.

Note and honest disclaimer: Petrovich is a Moscow satirist who owns a
restaurant as hospitable as my hosts on this trip, the British Council.
No blame can be attached to them for the experiences, many of them
fictional, some of them taking place in other countries, described in
this poem.

[From The Big Bumper Book of Troy, 2002]

46
E ora 5:30 dimineata:

the horror! the horror!”

Te rog opreste vehiculul, as vrea sa elimin
la marginea drumului voma si excretii presante,

in speranta cd imi voi folosi corect orificiile.

Te asigur ca editorul meu va fi fericit
sd scuipe pe manuscrisul tau.

Multumesc pentru acest tur foarte instructiv.
Mi se dizolvad oasele picioarelor.
Te rog nu ma ldsa sd ma topesc rostogolit in padure.

Noti si dezmintire: Petrovici, scriitor satiric din Moscova, este patronul
unui restaurant la fel de primitor ca si gazda cdldtoriei mele—
Consiliul Britanic. Ei nu poartd nicio vind pentru experientele
descrise in acest poem: ele sunt fie imaginare, fie s-au intamplat intr-

altd tara.

*Scurt citat din Joseph Conrad, Inima intunericului: ,Ce oroare! ce oroare!”
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My father carries me across a field Ma trece tata campul in brate
My father carries me across a field. Ma trece tata cimpul in brate.
It’s night and there are trenches filled with snow. E noapte si santurile sunt inzapezite.

Thick mud. We're careful to remain concealed

From something frightening I don’t yet know.
And then I walk and there is space between
The four of us. We go where we have to go.

Did I dream it all, this ghostly scene,
The hundred-acre wood where the owl blinked
And the ass spoke? Where I am cosy and clean

In bed, but we are floating, our arms linked
Over the landscape? My father moves ahead
Of me, like some strange, almost extinct

Species, and I follow him in dread
Across the field towards my own extinction.
Spirits everywhere are drifting over blasted

Noroi addnc. Ne ascundem cu grija

De ceva inspdimantdtor ce incd nu mi-e mie cunoscut.
Apoi merg pe jos si lasam loc gol intre
Noi patru. Mergem unde trebuie sa ne ducem.

Am visat oare aceastd scend ireald,
Padurea de o sutd de acri, unde bufnita clipea
Iar mégarul vorbea? Unde sunt in patul meu

Curat si comod, dar plutim cu totii, cu bratele impletite,
Deasupra? Tata merge inaintea
Mea, ca o specie stranie, aproape

Dispadrutd, si cu spaima trec campul
In urma lui, citre moarte.
Plutesc duhuri peste gropile
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Terrain. The winter cold makes no distinction Din camp. E la fel de inghetata iarna
Between them and us. My father looks round Si pentru noi si pentru ele. Tata se uita-mprejur,
And smiles then turns away. We have no function Zambeste si pleacd iar. In locul acesta
In this place but keep moving, without sound, Noi trebuie doar sd inaintdm neauziti,
Lost figures who leave only a blank page Siluete pierdute ce nu lasd urme
Behind them, and the dark and frozen ground in pamantul innoptat, inghetat,
They pass across as they might cross a stage. Pe care se trece dincolo ca pe o scena.

[From New & Collected Poems (2008)]
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Wedding Photographer with Wedding, Budapest

These are the courtyards of the ordinary.

These are the floors of the tenement;

the floor of the woman who trails then, of the plain
wings of windows, the silent courtesy

of iron railings, of the intensely white event

of a wedding dress that will never be worn again.

Below them the vortex of the yard in which tears

gather like rain in buckets along with other encumbrances.
The woman dreams a city. The bride makes the bed.

The groom strokes the bride’s hair. Nothing appears

to be missing. Nothing vanishes. Light dances

all by itself as if the building were untenanted.

[From New & Collected Poems (2008)]

Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu
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Fotograf de meserie, la nunta, Budapesta

O curte obisnuitd, ca atatea altele.

Etajele casei, iatd-le;

etajul la care paseste femeia,

obloanele simple, grilajul de fier

decent si mut, intAmplarea de un alb orbitor, asemeni
rochiei de nuntd pe care femeia o singurd datd o va purta.

Jos in curte, vartej in care curg lacrimile

ca ploaia in galeti, de-a valma cu alte lucruri.
Femeia se viseaza la oras. Mireasa face patul.
Ginerele mangaie parul miresei. Nu pare

Sa lipseascd nimic. Totul va ramane. Lumina alearga

de una singurd, ca si cum n-ar locui nimeni acolo.
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Secret

And so she remained young forever.
All the best words gradually fell
Into perfect order and sang. Over

And over again her breasts would fill
With milk, her face smooth out, her eyes
Sharpen, her heart revive to baffle

The doctors. She’d rise at sunrise
With supple limbs, breakfast on air
And float about the house on sighs

Of wind, then out through the front door
Where she was lovely as the birds
That sang as she passed. She was more

Of everything. She was words
And air in appropriate patterns, as time
Continued, in its usual way, to move forwards,

Four Bloodaxe Poets / Patru poeti Bloodaxe
Parallel Texts. Editie bilingva
Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu

Taina

Asa se face cd a ramas vesnic tandra.
Cuvintele neasemuite s-au

Imbinat maiastru si au cantat. I se

Umplea pieptul cu lapte
La nesfarsit, i intinerea chipul, i se

Ascutea vdzul, inima reincepea sa-i batd, spre uimirea

Doctorilor. Se destepta la rasarit,
Sprintend, se hranea cu vazduh
Si plutea prin casa pe fosnet

De vant, aluneca afara
Incéntdtoare ca pasdrile
Care cantau cand o vedeau. Era mereu

Mai mult. Era doar vorbe
Si aer, forme perfecte, iar vremea luneca inainte,
Se scurgea ca de obicei
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As if time itself were simply a game Timpul era un joc
You could play then drop like a ball Te jucai si apoi te rostogoleai ca o minge
In a playground, turn around and come home. In parc, te rasuceai pe cilcaie si te duceai acas.

[From New & Collected Poems (2008)]
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Smoke

I have been examining

the souls of animals,

the way they chuff and poo,
and gaze with melancholy eyes
at saucer and lightbulb

as if something inside them were burning;
from which I conclude

that animals have souls

they emit and cannot see

but leave behind like vapour trails

that mingle with the one that trails behind me
like a useful tail and helps

me keep my balance,

climb trees and things like that

maintaining my essentially vaporous nature.

[From New & Collected Poems (2008)]

Four Bloodaxe Poets / Patru poeti Bloodaxe
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Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu

Fum

Am cercetat

sufletul animalelor,

de ce pufnesc ele, cum isi fac treburile,
cum se uita melancolic

la mancare, la bec

de parca le arde ceva pe dinduntru;
si am dedus

ca animalele nu vad sufletul

care iese din ele odata cu respiratia
si lasa dara de abur in urma,

iar dara aceea se topeste in dara pe care o las eu
ca o coada fara de care
nu mi-as putea tine echilibrul,

nu m-as mai putea cdtara in copac si multe altele,

si asa pdstreaza animalele fiinta mea de abur.
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Clouds

The clouds are drawing out of the station
at infinite leisure.

Two men on scaffolding make miniature
architecture.

The sunlight places its hands

on my face

like a small child. Its hands are all
tenderness, grace,

as if wanting to discover

the true form

of the figure it holds and explores
while it is still warm.

Four Bloodaxe Poets / Patru poeti Bloodaxe
Parallel Texts. Editie bilingva
Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu

Nori

Norii pleacd din gara
Nespus de agale.
Doi insi pe schele fac
Machete.

Soarele imi ia fata

Tn maini

cu un gest de copil. Mainile sunt

tandre si usoare,

parca ar vrea sa afle
forma exacta

a chipului pe care il pipaie
catd vreme mai e cald.

[From New & Collected Poems (2008)]

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest, 2019

54



o Via,

Four Bloodaxe Poets / Patru poeti Bloodaxe
g Parallel Texts. Editie bilingva

Zansia®

Lilac in the Rain

The lilac spreads as if the weight of air
were something it had to accommodate.
Its frailest branches are laden with bloom
so the flowers point downward in the rain.

Last night there was thunder and the skylight pane
snapped and popped echoing through the room
along with the thunder in crisp, separate
hammer taps and all the flowers were bare

to the elements, beaten down but still rich

in their range of pinks, dowsed in shades
of fragility, in the dark, under flashes of light
while we slept and woke and slept again till now

it is difficult to understand just how
the rules of sleep work or how the lilac might
survive such beatings or how dreams fade
into objects so we can’t tell which is which.
[From New & Collected Poems (2008)]

Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu
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Liliac in ploaie

Liliacul se intinde, se ldteste de parca ar trebui

sd ducd in spinare povara vazduhului.
Crengile, pana si cele mai plapande, sunt incdrcate cu flori
iar florile coboara capul in ploaie.

Azi noapte a tunat, iar geamul din acoperis
s-a zbatut si a vuit in odaie
odatd cu tunetul, bubuituri
clare, una dupa alta, in vreme ce florile se zbdteau

in vant si ploaie, lafaindu-se
in toate nuantele lor de roz, scildate in
fragilitate, in beznd, la lumina fulgerelor,

pe cand noi am dormit si ne-am tot trezit pana adineauri

e greu de priceput care

sunt legile somnului ori cum supravietuieste
liliacul zbaterii ori cum se topesc visele
in lucruri de nu mai stim care-i una si care-i alta.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest, 2019



- Vi,
.\(\\a fa%

0

Four Bloodaxe Poets / Patru poeti Bloodaxe
Parallel Texts. Editie bilingva

Zansiak® Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu

Pearl Grey

Holding the egg was like trying to balance

light at the tip of your fingernail. It rose

almost weightless, a bubble born of chance

and sky at the point where creation froze

to one brief statement now about to crack.

There was a pair of earrings once, two pearls

in golden corollae gently peeled back

round hard glassy mist, nestling above curls

of hair. She might have been my mother, or

any other woman of a certain time

that now seems gone (though who can be that certain?)
There were clouds and scent of rain outside the door.
It was spring or summer, you could hear the chime
of ice-cream vans, the rustling of the curtain.

All time was concentrated in that egg

and life was delicate. Birds bustled in hedges,
slurring languages. One pecked at a clothes-peg,
another tugged at a worm at the edges

Gri perla

Cu oul in ménad parca tineam lumina cu varful unghiei
sd nu cadd. Se inalta de parcd n-avea
greutate, o buld ndscutd din hazard

si cer, in punctul unde viata incremeneste
intr-o formuld care e cat pe ce sa piara.

A fost odata o pereche de cercei, doud perle
incercuite cu aur care acoperea

aburul rotunjit, dur si sticlos, ascuns de
bucle. Poate ca era mama ori

alta femeie de candva,

dintr-o vreme apusa (sau nu?).

Era innorat si afard mirosea a ploaie.

Era primdvara ori vard, se auzea zumzetul

maginilor cu inghetatd, fosnetul perdelei.

Oul acela era timpul insusi

iar viata era plapanda. Zburatdceau pdsdri prin tufe,
bolborosind ceva neclar. Una ciugulea un carlig de rufe,
alta tragea de un vierme, si toate erau undeva in coltul
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of vision. Time was simply the product

of flight and language. It was saying this
quietly to itself while waiting to self-destruct.
Light stood in a cup, too petrified to kiss

the draining-board. Everything stopped in fear.

My mother sat in the kitchen. I was elsewhere.
The ice-cream van was chiming. It was grey
outside, I remember. There, below her ear
hung the pendant or maybe it was hair.

The egg was slightly rocking on the tray.

Four Bloodaxe Poets / Patru poeti Bloodaxe
Parallel Texts. Editie bilingva
Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu

57
ochiului. Timpul era doar un amestec

de fuga si cuvinte. Asa isi spunea timpul

siesi in soaptd pe cand astepta sd se autodistruga.
Lumina era in cand, prea teapdna ca sd atinga
uscdtorul chiuvetei. Totul incremenise de frica.
Mama sedea in bucatarie. Eu nu eram acolo.
Auzeam masina cu inghetata. fmi amintesc,
afara era innorat. De ureche

ii atarna cercelul, ori era doar o bucla.

Oul se legana incet pe tava.

[From New & Collected Poems (2008)]
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The Child as Metaphor

The child pushed out the boat of his small voice
To see how far it would go. It floated free
Of him, drifting between blocks of ice.

Endangered voice on an indifferent sea
Turning its vast grey back: how would he sound
At the pole where so many had died already?

Under the ice fish screamed at newly drowned
Babies. Whales clicked their tongues and boomed
Disapproval. Creatures with teeth unbound

Their powers and terrifying voices loomed
Like buildings. It seemed the world was against him,
That any child’s voice as small as his was doomed

Because there at the arctic all chances are slim
And everything, even love, freezes and disappears
Or snaps in two as the long night draws in.

58

Copilul metafora

Ca pe o barca isi impinse copilul glasul mic
Sa vada pand unde ajunge. Dus de

[VEVEPN

sloiuri de gheatd, glasul il lasa in urma.

Era in primejdie glasul pe marea strdina
Ce-i intorcea spatele urias, cenusiu: oare cum va rasuna

La pol, unde si-au gasit atatia sfarsitul?

Sub gheata racneau pestii la pruncii proaspat
Inecati. Balenele plescaiau si isi strigau
Dezaprobarea. Vietdti cu colti se

Dezlantuiau si, asemeni unor clddiri, se desluseau
Voci inspdimantdtoare. Lumea pdrea sa-i stea impotrivd,
Glasul firav de copil era sortit pieirii,

Acolo, in regiunea arcticd, e greu de supravietuit,
Toate, chiar si iubirea, ingheata si pier,
Ori se frang in doud cand se lasa noaptea cea lunga.
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So she listened to the deep-voiced child. Her ears
Were muffed against the cold but there, and there!

Asculta ea, asadar, la copilul cu glasul adanc.

Era frig, urechile ei erau acoperite, si totusi!

She heard him and she leaned down with her spears i1 auzi si se aplecs, tinandu-si sulitele

Poised over the water. Mothers, the air
Is dangerous at the north pole. The metaphor
That is your son is crying out. Beware.

[From New & Collected Poems (2008)]

La suprafata apei. Mame, pluteste primejdia
In vazduh la polul nord. Striga
Fiul vostru, copilul metafora. Feriti-va!
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Madhouse Ospiciu

The point about the madhouse is that it’s virile.

The point about the madhouse is that it sticks by its beliefs.

The point about the madhouse is that sanity is bourgeois.

The point about the madhouse is that no one is acting.

The point about the madhouse is that no one gets in by simply
being nice.

The point about the madhouse is that it liberates the spirit.

The point about the madhouse is that you can think just what you
like there.

The point about the madhouse is that anyone can enter.

There’s nothing special about the madhouse, people come and go
all the time.

There’s nothing threatening about the madhouse, we are all of us
dying.

There’s nothing terminal about the madhouse: you go along for
the ride.

There’s nothing sad about the madhouse: weeping and gnashing
of teeth, that’s nothing.

There’s nothing mad about the madhouse, it is sanity by default.

E de stiut ca ospiciul are barbatie.

E de stiut cd ospiciul are convingeri si le respecta.

E de stiut cd ospiciul ne aratd ca a fi zdravan la minte e
burghez.

E de stiut cd ospiciul nu tolereaza nicidecum prefacatoria.

E de stiut cd ospiciul nu acceptd pe nimeni doar fiindca e
simpatic.

E de stiut cd ospiciul garanteaza libertatea spiritului.

E de stiut cd ospiciul te lasd sd crezi absolut tot ce vrei.

E de stiut cd ospiciul isi deschide usile pentru toatd lumea.
Ospiciul e un loc ca oricare altul, oamenii vin si pleaca.
Ospiciul nu sperie pe nimeni, toti murim odata si-odata.
Ospiciul nu e fatal: mergi acolo de dragul de a merge.
Ospiciul nu are nimic trist in el: cat despre lacrimi si scrasnet
din dinti, nu-i mare lucru.

Ospiciul nu are de-a face cu nebunia, el e normalitatea ca
regula.

Suntem de reguld intregi la minte, suntem intentionat nebuni,
dar nebunii sunt de ldudat.
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We are sane by default, we are mad by design, but the mad are
more admirable.

Admirable is the ape, the bulbul, the mitochondria, the swelling
of the larynx,

Admirable the orchid, the garlic, the fire inside the shut book,
Admirable the cry of the tortured, the lost voice of the
nightingale, the laughter

In everything ostensibly sane but tending towards madness
Such as sunlight, the slow rain, each pendulous drop, the wide
road,

The brimming eye, shadows, picnics, public conveyances,
thunder.

Nature is a madness with a method and all the madder for that.
Culture is a madness everyone inherits.

Science is a madness in love with numbers, the perfect amour fou.
Health is a madness that shifts from minute to minute, gesundheit!
Money is madness that fills your pockets and leaves a silver
slugtrail in the garden.

The point about the madhouse is not to describe it.

The point about the madhouse is not to change it.

The point about the madhouse is to live there,

To accustom yourself to its immaculate manners,

Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu

61
E de laudat maimuta, pasarea bulbul, mitocondria, inflamatia

laringelui,

E de laudat orhideea, usturoiul, pasiunea inchisd-ntre
copertile cartii,

E de laudat urletul schingiuitilor, vocea mutd a privighetoarei,
rasul

Din tot ce aparent e normal dar tinde spre nebunie

Cum ar fi soarele, ploaia molcoma, picurii grei, drumul mare,
Ochiul inldcrimat, umbrele, picnicurile, transportul in comun,
tunetul.

Natura e nebunie cu talc, ceea ce o face si mai nebuna.
Cultura e nebunia pe care toti o mostenim.

Stiinta e o nebunie pasionatd de cifre, ceea ce numim amour
fou.

Sandtatea e o nebunie care se schimbd de la o clipd la alta,
gesundheit!

Banii sunt o nebunie ce-ti umple buzunarele si lasa dara
lipicioasd in gradina.

E de stiut cd ospiciul nu trebuie descris.

E de stiu cd ospiciul nu trebuie modificat.

E de stiut cd in ospiciu se locuieste,

Trebuie sd te deprinzi cu manierele lui ireprosabile,
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To dwell in the house of the Lord for ever Sa ramai pentru totdeauna in Casa Domnului Dumnezeu
With the prophet, the poet, the dwarf, the scholar, the fire. Cu profetul, poetul, piticul, invatatul si focul.

[From The Burning of the Books, 2009]
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So I hid my song

All My Poems Are Advertisements for Me
So I was at home doing the washing up
The Shoes of a Clown

The Common Quail
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Mark Waldron

Asa cd mi-am pitit cantul

Toata poezia mea imi face reclamd mie tnsumi
$i cum stdteam eu acasd si spalam vasele
Pantofi de clovn

Prepelita
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So I hid my song

in a disused shed. No wait, that’s not right, first I hid
my song in a tin,

and then the tin I hid in a sock, and the sock in a shoebox,
and the shoebox in a hatbox, and the hatbox
in the box that the breadbin came in.

So I concealed the box among a rummage of others

of hundreds of sizes and sounds-when-you-shook-them,
in that shed was all above-mentioned.

And I'd begun to walk away when I turned and I saw
that the shed was all lit with the sun,

and I resolved there and then that I must squirrel the shed
under the ground in a dilapidated field

64
Asa ca mi-am pitit cantul

intr-un sopron pardsit. Adicd nu—mai intai mi-am pitit
cantul intr-o cutie de conserve,

iar apoi am ascuns cutia intr-o sosetd, iar soseta intr-o cutie de
pantofi,
iar cutia de pantofi intr-o cutie de paldrii, iar cutia de paldrii

induntrul cutiei in care fusese impachetata cutia pentru péaine.

Asadar, am ascuns cutia printre alte cutii vechi

de o sutd de marimi si de sunete-la-scuturat,
si toate erau ingramadite in acel sopron.

Tocmai plecasem de acolo si m-am intors

si am vazut ca sopronul era in plin soare,

si m-am hotdrat pe datd, neapdrat, sa ascund sopronul
sub pamant, intr-un cAmp paraginit
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where dirt grew and ephemera lay scattered about
like butter.

And once I’d buried the shed then I hid the whole field
in the blue-red mountains,

sliding it into a slot that I'd made beneath trees and foxes
and ants.

And then those mountains I shoved, like that, upside down
in the sopping wet bed of the sea,

and the sea I secreted beneath a particular sky, and the sky
under space,

and space I buried beneath that pernickety edge of nothing.
And now it’s still not safe.

[From Meanwhile, Trees, 2016]

Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu

65
inecat in noroi si obiecte de unica folosinta,

ca mancarea 1n unt.

Odata ingropat acolo sopronul, am pitit cAmpul cu totul
in muntii albastri rosietici,

lasandu-1 s-o ia la vale printr-o deschizatura facuta de mine
pe dedesubtul copacilor si vulpilor si furnicilor.

lar muntii i-am varat, uite-asa, cu varful infipt in fundul marii,

acoperiti cu apd.

si marea am tainuit-o sub un cer doar de mine stiut, si am dus
cerul sub spatiu,

apoi spatiul l-am ingropat sub nesfarsirea fard sens a
nimicniciei.

Si nici médcar acolo nu este in siguranta.
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All My Poems Are Advertisements for Me

When I was young there was nothing exactly stupid
about the world. In fact, in the good old days

there was the thump and the tug of it, the way it heaved itself
like a stone, yanked so to speak in glory,

the way it fell up, crushed up, and then crushed up again,
getting newer and newer, louder and sweeter,

the way it watched its own face fall between its fingers
as though its face were a handful of gold coins.

I think I might have known the whole drag of everything
going upwards, a tide that pulled me with it.

Actually, I know I did. (You were part of all this by the way.)
And the sky, well, where to begin?

The sky was so adult, not imbecilic or thin or so-so or girlish.

66

Toata poezia mea imi face reclama mie insumi

Pe cand eram eu tandr, lumea avea
un sens. In vremurile de odinioars,

trageai ce trageai, ce-i drept, dar lumea se urnea
ca stanca, tasnea victorioasa,

se rostogolea, se facea farame iar si iar,

mereu mai noud, mai puternicd, mai proaspata,

si isi privea propriul chip alunecandu-i printre degete
ca si cum ar fi fost chipul acela un pumn de bani, toti de aur.

Cred ca am trait si eu truda
urcursului, m-a invaluit vraja marii cind inghite uscatul.

Am trdit-o, neindoielnic. (Erai cu mine, cred ca stii.)
Iar cerul —cum as putea sd-1 descriu?

Era un cer matur, deloc imbecil, deloc fragil, deloc nesigur,
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Did I outgrow it? fard aere de fetiscana.

Cand l-am l3sat in urm3, oare?
Did I drink it, shoot it, find a way round it? L-am sorbit, am tras in el cu pusca, I-am ocolit pur si simplu?
Did I get inside it and drive off in it? M-am urcat in el si am gonit ca-ntr-o masind, oare?
Forgive me, but on my way to work this morning, Sa-mi fie cu iertare, insd, pe cdnd mergeam la lucru azi in zori,
even though the sun was on fire and the trees were up, cu toate cd ardea-flacdra soarele, iar varfurile copacilor erau la

locul lor,
I was in the apocalypse. Death is not what you think it is. eram la sfarsitul lumii. Moartea nu este ce credeti voi cd este.

It’s actually what I think it is.

Moartea este ce cred eu.

[From Meanwhile, Trees, 2016]
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So I was at home doing the washing up

and I thought, perhaps I'm using

too much washing up liquid. I actually

like to use a lot of washing up liquid
because I think it makes the work easier,
well that’s the impression I get anyway,

but I have had the feeling that some

people think I use too much. I definitely
had the impression that my parents thought
I was using too much washing up liquid
when I was over at their house last week
and helping out after lunch. And then
today I thought, you know what, I can use
as much damn washing up liquid as I like
in my own damn house and no one can
stop me. I could squirt the whole of this
bottle straight down the drain if I felt like it,
and if my wife said what the heck are you
doing, I could just smile at her and carry on.
In fact no one could stop me if I sold

Four Bloodaxe Poets / Patru poeti Bloodaxe
Parallel Texts. Editie bilingva
Translated into Romanian by Lidia Vianu

Si cum stateam eu acasa si spalam vasele

m-am gandit cd poate folosesc

prea mult detergent. De fapt

chiar pun o groaza de detergent

fiindcd mi se pare cd e mai usor asa,

poate doar mi se pare, bineinteles,

dar am avut sentimentul ca unora

li se pare cd pun prea mult. Am avut
impresia certd cd parintilor mei li s-a parut
cd pun prea mult detergent

sdptamana trecutd, cind eram la ei

si fi ajutam sa curete dupd masa de pranz. Dar azi

mi-am zis, ei na, la urma urmei la mine acasa
pot sd pun cat detergent am eu chef

cd nu poate nimeni sa-mi zicd mie ce sd fac
la mine acasa. Daca am chef, pot sd vars

o sticld intreaga pe scurgere in jos,

iar dacd nevasta-mea ar tipa, ce dracu’ faci

acolo, as putea sa zambesc si sa fac exact ce vreau eu.
N-ar avea nimeni ce sa-mi faca nici daca as vinde
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the damn house and everything in it toatd casa cu tot ce e in ea
and spent all the money I got from si ag cumpdra detergent de toti banii
the sale on washing up liquid. I could obtinuti din vanzarea ei. As putea
have it delivered in tankers if I could get comanda sd-mi vind in rezervoare daca
the parking permits. I'm appalled that as putea obtine autorizatii de parcare. Ma ingrozeste ideea
I could actually do that and no one could ca as putea face exact asa si nimeni nu m-ar putea
have me arrested because after all it's my aresta, fiindca la urma urmei sunt
damn money. How the hell is that kind banii mei, fir'ar sa fie. Cum dracu’ se poate
of thing allowed to happen? Someone really intampla asa ceva? Cineva trebuie sa
needs to have the authority to intervene poatd sd intervind si sd ma
and protect me from myself. apere de mine insumi.

[From Meanwhile, Trees, 2016]
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The Shoes of a Clown

Oh, how I'd love to own a pair of those

long-toed clown shoes. I think I would find myself so engaging
in them. I'd put them on, sit down upon a chair, reach out my
legs

in front of me, and happily behold my oddly-shod feet. I'd
stand

and slap their long lengths on the ground to generate a
flapping sound,

a flapping sound like a crack. Like a Crack! Crack! And then I'd
hurry

up to see you, I would hurry backwards up the stairs to show
you

my two new shoes, and you’d turn round and apprehend my
self

emerging up from them, a genie drifting from its polished
lamp,

a plant sucking at its just watered ground.

[From Meanwhile, Trees, 2016]

70
Pantofi de clovn

Aoleu, ce mi-ar pldcea sa am o pereche de

pantofi de clovn cu bot foarte lung. Cred ca as fi
fermecdtor cu ei in picioare. I-as incilta, m-as aseza pe
scaun, mi-as intinde

picioarele, si mi-as contempla cu incantare incaltdrile
bizare. M-as scula in picioare,

i-as plesni de pamant ca o bataie de aripi,

cu zgomot de tunet. Poc! Poc! Si as da fuga sus

sd te vad, as zbughi-o de-a-ndéaratelea in sus pe scdri ca s
vezi si tu

pantofii mei cei noi, iar tu te-ai intoarce si ai inhata eul
meu

exact cand acesta se inaltd din ei, ca un duh urcand din
lampa scanteietoare,

ca o plantd care soarbe apa din pamantul proaspat udat in
care se afla.
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The Common Quail

I heard this great story the other day.

At least I'm pretty sure it was a great story,

and I think I heard it the other day.
Actually, I'm almost certain it was great

because I remember thinking, wow,
now that is a great story, and also

I'm pretty sure it was the other day
because I remember it was raining

and it was certainly raining the other day.

You know what, I really want to say

the story had a quail in it, but then
I also really don’t want to say it had

a quail in it. Those feathers that a quail
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Prepelita

Am auzit de curand o poveste extraordinara.
Cel putin asa zic eu, cd era extraordinarad,

si, cred ca nu ma insel, am auzit-o de curand.

Sincer vorbind, sunt aproape sigur cd era extraordinara

pentru ca tin minte cd mi-am zis, tii,

ce poveste cu adevadrat extraordinara, iar pe de altd parte,

nu am nicio indoialéd ca era de curand

pentru cd mi-amintesc cd ploua

si chiar a plouat de curand.
Ceea ce vreau eu sd spun, de fapt, este

cd era o poveste cu o prepelitd, dar, daca ma gandesc bine,
nu cred cd vreau sd spun nimic despre

prepelita. Penele prepelitei,
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has, that brown and beige plumage looks

so right in the context of the lingering
atmosphere of the story, but also viewed

another way it just seems so wrong with
its One Two-Three call, and that kind of

roundish shape quails have —I don’t know,
I just can’t be sure either way. You know

that thing when you say to your friends
in the pub how you read a fascinating

article about our education system in
the West, and why it’s so totally fucked,

and they go like, “Wow, what did the article
say?” and you realise you can’t remember

a single thing it said, except the residue of
that feeling of revelation you experienced

Four Bloodaxe Poets / Patru poeti Bloodaxe
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penajul ei cafeniu cu bej, se potrivesc

de minune in atmosfera lenesa

a povestii, insd, privite din alt punct de

vedere, nu se potrivesc deloc cu
chemarea puilor, Un Doi-Trei, iar rotujimea

prepelitelor —nu stiu ce sa zic,
dar nu pot fi sigur de nimic. E ca atunci

cand le zici amicilor la cArciuma
ca ai citit un articol fascinant

despre sistemul de invatamant din Vest,
si cum se face ca scoala s-a dus dracului,

iar ei te-ntreabad, ,,Nu zau, si ce zicea

articolul dla?” si iti dai seama cd nu-ti mai amintesti
7 7

absolut nimic in afard de sentimentul
vag cd atunci cand l-ai citit a fost ca o revelatie
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when you read it is still with you, and maybe care te urmadreste incd, dar probabil
it’s that that’s the important thing. cd tocmai asta conteaza si nu altceva.

[From Meanwhile, Trees, 2016]
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The Masterclass of literary translation “Lidia Vianu’s Students Translate” took place in Bucharest, between 13-17 May 2019.

It was organised by Lidia Vianu, for the benefit of the graduate students enrolled in the MA Programme for the Translation
of the Contemporary Literary Text.

The four poets included in this volume stylised the students’ translations from Romanian literature.

For their dissertation, 40 Romanian graduates translated one Bloodaxe poet each.

The partners of the academic and literary project “Lidia Vianu’s Students Translate” were the University of Bucharest, The
Romanian Cultural Institute, The National Museum for Romanian Literature, the Ministry of Culture, the British Council,
Contemporary Literature Press, and Headsome Communication.

Masterclass-ul de Traducere Literara , Lidia Vianu’s Students Translate” s-a desfasurat la Bucuresti, intre 13-17 mai 2019.

A fost organizat de Lidia Vianu, pentru a veni in ajutorul studentilor Masteratului pentru Traducerea Textului Literar
Contemporan (Universitatea din Bucuresti, Facultatea de Limbi si Literaturi Strdine).

Cei patru poeti inclusi in volum au stilizat traducerile studentilor din limba roména in limba engleza.

Anul acesta, 40 de masteranzi din anul 2 MTTLC au tradus in limba roména cate un poet dintre cei publicati de Bloodaxe.

Partenerii proiectului universitar , Lidia Vianu’s Students Translate”au fost Universitatea din Bucuresti, Institutul Cultural
Romaéan, Muzeul National al Literaturii Romane, Ministerul Culturii si Identitdtii Nationale, British Council, Editura online a
Universitatii din Bucuresti — Contemporary Literature Press, si Headsome Commnunication.

Proiect cultural finantat de Ministerul Culturii si Identitatii Nationale.
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Contemporary Literature Press

Bucharest University

The Online Literature Publishing House
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