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Language Says 

 

 Limba spune  

   

Language says: before Language  

there stands a language. Language is tainted traces 

from over there. 

Language says: Listen, now. 

You listen: There has been 

 an echo. 

 

Take silence and try to be silent. 

Take words and try to speak. 

Beyond language, Language is a wound 

from which the world flows and flows.  

Language says: Is, Is not, Is, 

Is not. Language says: I. 

Language says: Letõs speak you, 

letõs feel you, come say 

you have said. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Limba spune: ´nainte de limbń 

stń o limbń. Limba ñ urme 

contaminate de dincolo. 

Limba spune: ascultń acum. 

AsculŤi: s-a auzit  

ecou. 

 

Ia tńcerea ĺi ´ncearcń sń taci. 

Ia cuvintele ĺi-ncearcń sń vorbeĺti; 

dincolo de limbń, limba este o ranń 

din care lumea curge neîncetat. 

Limba spune: Este, Nu este, Este, 

Nu este. Limba spune: Eu. 

Limba spune: hai sń te vorbim pe tine 

sń te simἪim; haide, spune 

cń ai spus.  
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A Glass of Beer 

  

Un pahar cu bere 

 

   

The perfect murder has no reasons, he said,  

the perfect murder needs only a perfect object,  

as it was in Auschwitz.  

Not the crematoria, of course, but as it was  

afterwards, outside working hours.  

And he fell silent  

looking at the froth on the beer  

and taking a sip. 

 

The perfect murder is love, he said. 

The perfect murder doesnõt require anything 

perfect  

except giving 

as much as you can. 

Even the memory of gripping the throat  

is eternal. Even the howls that rocked my hand,  

even the piss that fell like grace on cold flesh,  

 Crima perfectń nu are motiv, zise el, 

crima perfectń cere doar obiectul perfect, 

cum a fost la Auschwitz.  

Nu crematoriile, sigur, dar cum era  

dupń aceea, în afara orelelor  de muncń. 

Ĺi el a tńcut 

privind spuma din paharul cu bere,  

sorbind. 

 

Crima perfectń este iubire, zise el. 

Crima perfectń nu cere perfecŤiune 

doar sń dai 

c©t poŤi tu de mult. 

Strânsul beregatei, chiar, este o amintire  

eternń. Ĺi urletele care-mi legńnau m©na, 

Ἠi urina  cńz©nd ca o binecuv©ntare pe carnea rece 

p©nń Ἠi tocul cismei deĺteaptń o eternitate, 
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even the heel of the boot awakens another 

eternity,  

even the silence, 

he said, looking at the froth.  

 

True, a decent job 

frees a lot, but 

a perfect murder doesnõt lose  

a drop,  

like the lips of a child, he explained,  

like sand and froth,  

like you  

listening,  

sipping and listening.  

 

 

p©nń ĺi tńcerea, 

zise el, cu ochii la spumń.  

 

 

 

Adevńrat, o muncń cinstitń 

elibereazń mult, dar 

crima perfectń nu pierde 

niciun strop, 

ca buzele pruncului, explicń el, 

ca nisipul ĺi spuma,  

ca tine 

cum asculŤi 

sorbi ĺi asculŤi.  
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I Look Through the Monkeys' Eyes  

 

 Eu vńd prin ochii maimuŤelor 

 

   

I look through the monkeysõ eyes 

as they play with my skull in the treetops.  

Iõm lifted with the eagle as he flies  

because my entrails are in his; 

in the belly of the earth  

I crawl with worms  

who ate my eyes out of their sockets;  

I am green, I grow in the grass  

that my rotting flesh makes rich.  

 

O my body  

How you have grown!  

 

 

 Eu vńd prin ochii maimuŤelor, 

cu hârca mea se joacń ele sus ´n copaci.  

ċmpreunń cu vulturul mń ´nalŤ,  

în mńruntaiele lui sunt mńruntaiele mele; 

prin burta pńm©ntului 

mń t©rńsc deodatń cu viermii 

ei mi-au mâncat ochii din orbite;  

verde sunt eu, cresc ´mpreunń cu iarba 

pe care-o ´ngraĺń carnea mea putrezind. 

 

O trup al meu  

cât de mult ai crescut! 
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Epitaph  

 

 Epitaf  

 

   

Turn off the road, you in your wandering,  

sit down with the mulberry trees and the vines.  

Between water and shade and the whiteness of 

stone  

Here I lie, a young man and a king. 

 

My face is cool marble. My hands, my feet. 

Iõm wearing ferns, and fallen leaves. 

I, too, havenõt gone far, 

I, too, was once alive. 

 

Turn off the road, you in your wandering,  

crush the berries against my eyes. 

 

 

 Trecńtorule, pńrńseĺte cńrarea o clipń 

vino -n hńŤiĺ, ´n rugi, printre c©rceii de viŤń. 

Între apń ĺi arbori ĺi piatra cea albń. 

Eu aici odihnesc, un rege copil.  

 

 

FaŤa mea rece de marmurń, m©inile, tńlpile. 

Ferigi ĺi frunze cńzute mń-mbracń. 

Nu alergam nici eu prea departe. 

C©ndva ĺi eu am fost viu. 

 

Hei, trecńtorule, lasń-Ťi o clipń cńrarea   

ĺi zdrobeĺte pe ochii mei  zmeure coapte.  
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The Barbarians (Round Two)   Barbarii (Runda a doua)  

 

   

It was not in vain that we awaited the barbarians,  

it was not in vain that we gathered in the city square.  

It was not in vain that our great ones put on their official 

robes 

and rehearsed their speeches for the event. 

It was not in vain that we smashed our temples  

and erected new ones to their gods; 

as proper we burnt our books  

that have nothing in them for people like that.  

As the prophesy foretold, the barbarians came 

and took the keys to the city from the kingõs hand. 

But when they came they wore the garments of the land, 

and their customs were the customs of the state; 

and when they commanded us in our own tongue  

we no longer knew when  

the barbarians had come to us. 

 

 Nu ´n zadar am aĺteptat barbarii, 

nu în zadar ne-am adunat ´n piaŤa cetńŤii. 

Nu ´n zadar ĺi-au vopsit mai marii noĺtri robele 

nu ´n zadar ĺi-au pregatit discursurile dinainte.  

Nu în zadar am distrus templele noastre  

ĺi-am ´nńlŤat altele pentru zeii lor;  

am ars, dupń cuviinŤń, cńrŤile  

în care nimic nu era scris pentru oameni ca ei. 

Aĺa cum spunea profeŤia, barbarii au venit, 

au luat din m©na regelui cheia cetńŤii. 

Dar cum au venit s-au ´mbrńcat ´n veĺmintele 

locului,  

obiceele lor au fost ale acestei Ťńri; 

apoi au rostit poruncile ´n limba noastrń 

ĺi atunci noi n-am mai ĺtiut  

venirea barbarilor oare c©nd sń fi fost. 
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Archer  

 

 Arcaĺul 

   

My skin is quicker than wind,  

my arrow quicker than my feet,  

I strip off all my clothes  

my words, my faceñ  

on and oné. Over the sky  

the hawk diving in wind  

is still too heavy. 

On and on my life  

is 

not my life.  

Between depth and height 

in windless silence 

I 

leap 

my arrow between my teeth.  

 

 Pielea mea e mai iute ca vântul, 

sńgeata mai iute dec©t paĺii, 

´mi lepńd hainele 

cuvintele , faŤa ñ 

mereué Sus pe cer 

vulturul se av©ntń 

el e ´ncń prea greu. 

Mereu viaŤa mea nu 

este 

viaŤa mea. 

ċntre ad©nc ĺi ´nalt 

´n tńcerea nemiĺcńtoare 

eu 

mń av©nt  

cu sńgeata ´ntre dinἪi. 
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The Orpheus Prayer  

 

 Rugńciune orfic ń 

   

Death and yet more death, sand and more sand  

We have stood in the square hungry to be  

 

and, like mountain shadows,  

covered the city with pictures of a waking sleep.  

 

Was she there or wasnõt she?   

A stranger in my body, able and yet unable, I tried the air:  

 

òHow many more years will we walk these dead sands?ó   

The mountain is glimpsed like a vision or a mirage.   

 

Sands move on underfoot like a memory with no beginning,  

and each place is every place. 

 

Does the way go up or down ? Are you here, behind my gaze?     

Is my gaze there, ahead of me? Where have we come from? 

 

 Moarte ĺi iar moarte, nisip ĺi mai mult nisip,  

Noi am stat în piaŤń însetaἪi de a fi,  

 

ca umbrele muntelui  

am aἨternut peste oraἨ imagini somnambule . 

 

Era ea acolo oare sau nu era? 

Strńin ´n propriul corp, zdravńn Ἠi nu, am încercat aerul: 

 

ăC©Ťi ani mai avem de cutreierat nisipurile moarte?ó 

Muntele miraj,  viziune  ´nĺelńtoare. 

 

Nisipurile se miĺcń sub noi ca memoria fńrń ´nceput ĺi fiecare 

loc acelaĺi. 

 

Calea e în sus ori în jos? Eĺti aici, ´ndńrńtul privirii mele ? 

Privirea -i acolo, mi-a luat-o înainte? Noi de unde-am venit?  
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Alone, the two of us have crossed vast marshes  

on the slowly melting faces of the drowned.  

 

For years weõve been immortal. 

In the attic, in Amsterdam, we saw terr ible sorrow in the 

window.  

 

How much longer shall we walk  

between death and death, sand and sand? 

 

A new past give us, a new death give us. 

Give us this day the life of the day.   

 

       

Singuri, am traversat amândoi întinsele mlaἨtini  

pe feŤele ´necaŤilor care ´ncet se dizolvau.  

 

Ani lungi am fost nemuritori.  

Prin geamul podului  în Amsterd am, noi am vńzut cumplitń 

durere. 

 

Cât mai avem de mers  

´ntre moarte ĺi moarte, nisip ĺi nisip? 

 

Dń-ne nouń astńzi un nou trecut, dń-ne o nouń moarte. 

ViaŤa de azi dń-ne-o nouń astńzi. 
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Drink, Heart   Bea, inimń 

   

Drink, heart, from the heart of the wine;  

empty a glass from is to is not. 

Come, heart, say from where  

this painful arrow was fired into you;  

who with bow -and-arrow craft  

chased you into trap and net 

to capture you, chain you  

to my eyes like a slave.  

 

Drink, heart, from the heart of the wine:  

empty a glass from is to is not 

and lightly take turns in the dance of shackles. 

What dark longingõs subdued you, wild thing,  

so that head-lowered, chastened,  

you chase your own shadow?  

 

Empty a glass of nothingness;  

drink, heart, turn into wine:  

 Bea, inimń, din inima vinului;  

goleĺte paharul dintre a fi ĺi nu. 

Spune, inimń, de unde-a venit  

sńgeata ce te-a lovit dureroasń; 

cine la arc ĺi sńgeatń pricepńtor  

te-a prins pe tine-n capcanń, ´n plasń 

cine te-a legat ĺi te-a ´nlńnŤuit 

de ochii mei în sclavie.  

 

Bea, inimń, tu, din inima vinului:  

goleĺte paharul de la a fi la nu, 

schimbń locul ´n dansul cńtuĺelor. 

Ce sete ´ntunecatń te-a înrobit , sńlbńticiune,  

încât, pedepsit,  apleci capul  

ĺi v©nezi propria ta umbrń ?  

 

Goleĺte paharul nimicului;  

bea, inimń ĺi fń-te vin:  
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what the eyeõs lit upon  

in endless longing 

 

will cover it like the water  

in a heart with no shore. 

 

 

ceea ce Ťi-a aprins ochii  

de setea fńrń margini 

 

ca apa va acoperi 

inima dezmńrginitń. 
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Vivamus Atque Amemus  

 

 Vivamus atque amemus  

   

Letõs love before nightfall, live, love! ñ 

Give the whole day for one moment,  

give and not miss it, die in a kiss 

for a thousand eternities! 

 

Come drunkenness, cover us both 

with one blanket of forgetfulness;  

a thousand kisses to you, and few coppers  

to old Charon ñ 

 

You who come out of formlessness, the turn of your neck  

is so beautiful it hurts. Unveil your face!  

Iõm ripped-off skin, Iõm flesh in your flesh, 

you see me ñ and are gone.  

 

 

 Sń trńim, sń iubim, p©nń c©nd noaptea ne-o prinde!  

ziua ´ntreagń s-o dńm pe o clipń 

s-o dńm, fńrń pńrere de rńu, sń murim 

pentru eternitńἪi o mie! 

 

Vino beŤie, cuprinde-ne pe amândoi 

într -unul  vńlul uitńrii; 

o mie de sńrutńri pentru tine ñ ĺi-un bńnuŤ 

pentru Charon ñ 

 

Tu ce rńsari din lumea informń, curbura gâtului  

Ἢi-e dureros de frumoasń. Aratń-te la chip. 

Mi -a fost smulsń pielea, sunt carne din carnea ta, 

Mń vezi ñ ĺi te faci nevńzutń. 
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Here 

 

 Iatń 

   

Here is my testimony:  

about fifty, father to an eight -year-old (you donõt see that), 

making words into poetry, loved, hated (donõt see that), 

actually  

a kind of wild creature, here:  

soul cuts, rebellion, lips ñ too sensitive, all eyes (as you see)  

and actually what a mirror betrays is no deeper  

than what it doesnõt. What a mirror mirrors    

is a two-dimensional Being-card,  

framing the appearance of the Wanted.   

One portrait glancing into a moment from the crowd of the 

soul; 

and the soul? 

What can I show you about it which you donõt already know?   

Hereõs the wheat-stalk which grew out of nothingness  

here the knife  

that cut it from the One.  

 

 Iatń mńrturia mea: 

´n jur de cincizeci de ani, tatńl unui copil de ĺase ani (asta nu se 

vede), 

transformń cuvintele ´n poezie, iubit, ur©t (ceea ce nu se vede), în 

fond  

un fel de fńpturń sńlbaticń, iatń: 

crestńturi ´n suflet, revoltń, gurń ñprea sensibilń, numai ochi 

(cum se vede)  

ĺi de fapt ce trńdeazń oglinda nu este mai profund  

dec©t ceea ce nu aratń. Oglinda reflectń doar 

o cartelń-FiinŤń ´n douń dimensiuni, 

´nrńmeazń aparenŤa Urmńritului .  

Un portret  contemplând un moment din desimea sufletului;  

Ἠi sufletul? 

Ce-ar mai fi de spus despre el Ἠi tu sń un Ἠtii? 

Iatń aici tulpina de gr©u rńsńritń din nimic, 

iatń cuŤitul  

care a retezat-o din Unul.  
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Sunset 

 

 Apus de soare 

 

   

In this vulnerable, resting, sunset light  

the eye is thickened with shadow, deepened by absence.       

Things hang in space, ground down by being seen, 

transparent ñ 

and the mode they exist in now  

is their mode of fading away.  

 

The creating eye has weakened;   

and the world that streamed ñ is almost already all sea; 

whoeverõs in front of me, behind me, at my side ñ  

is me, but isnõt here. 

And itõs already late.  And the dayõs over. 

And we were left here, alone. 

 

On the banks of the world  

there we sat down, imploring our souls ñ 

There we weep, eyeless,     

when our gaze sinks into the great sea 

 ċn lumina vulnerabilń, odihnitoare a apusului  

ochiul e ´ngroĺat de umbrń, ad©ncit de absenŤń.       

Lucruri leviteazń ´n spaŤiu, mńcinate de faptul de a fi vńzute, 

transparente ñ 

modul lor de a fi  ´n clipa de faŤń  

este modul lor de a se pierde.  

 

Ochiul creator a slńbit; 

lumea care a curs ñacum e aproape toatń în mare;    

cine ´n faŤa mea, ´n spatele meu, alńturi de mine ñ 

este eu, dar nu e aici. 

Ĺi s-a fńcut târziu.  Ziua s-a sfârἨit . 

Am rńmas aici, singuri.  

 

Pe Ťńrmul lumii 

acolo am ĺezut, implor©ndu-ne sufletele ñ   

Acolo pl©ngem, fńrń de ochi, 

c©nd privirea ni se afundń ´n marea vastń   
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and we suddenly remember  

who we have been. 

ĺi deodatń ne-aducem aminte 

cine am fost.  

 

 

 



Amir Or  

Letõs speak you. Sń te vorbim pe tine. 

Parallel Texts. 

24  
 

 

 

 



Amir Or  

Letõs speak you. Sń te vorbim pe tine. 

Parallel Texts. 

25 
 

 

 

The Temptation  

 

 Ispita  

 

   

This was the temptation: 

to rub the I against the you, 

our thought against its images. 

To feel. 

 

We were there before, you remember, 

without mother or father, without navel,  

marked only by the first cut.  

Free of weight, measurement, destruction  

we wandered inside each other, dreamt worlds,  

lived.  

But the stakes were too low, 

 

the risk ñ only a game. 

Desire was action,  

instantly complete.   

And thatõs the way (remember?) we got here too:  

by a single desire,  

 Asta era ispita: 

de-a atinge eu asupra lui tu, 

gândul nostru  de imaginile sale. 

De a simŤi. 

 

Fusesem dinainte acolo, Ťi-aduci aminte, 

fńrń mama ĺi tata, fńrń buric, 

´nsemnaŤi numai de cea dint©i tńieturń. 

Liberi de greutate, mńsurń, distrugere  

cńlńtoream unul ´n celńlalt, visam lumi,   

trńiam. 

Dar miza era prea joasń, 

 

riscul ñ un simplu joc.  

DorinŤa era acŤiune,  

sńv©rĺitń pe loc.  

În felul acesta (´Ťi aminteĺti?) am ĺi ajuns aici:  

printr -o dorinŤń, una  
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by a glance. 

 

And now weõre here, in the viscous air,  

rubbing this in, with effort ñ  

every single sensation, every meeting. 

Our suns rise and set,  

our worlds get old,  

but here:  

suddenly we find  

a new wrinkle in our soul,  

and this ñ is for real.  Itõs real.  Finally 

we can lose, destroy,  

finally we are alive.   

For a moment 

we can even die. 

 

ĺi o privire. 

 

Iar acum ne aflńm aici, ´n aerul v©scos,  

forŤ©nd aceste lucruri ´n noi, cu efort ñ  

fiecare senzaŤie ´n parte, fiecare ´nt©lnire. 

Sorii ne rńsar ĺi apun,  

lumile noastre ´mbńtr©nesc,  

´nsń aici:  

gńsim deodatń 

un nou rid în suflet,  

ĺi asta ñ e de-adevńrat. E adevńrat.  ċn sf©rĺit 

putem pierde ĺi distruge,  

´n sf©rĺit suntem vii.   

Pentru o clipń 

suntem chiar în stare de a muri.  
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El Amor Brujo  El amor brujo  
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Circus 

 

 Circ  

   

I bought a girl and a whip.  

Itõs a set, they said, like a bear and a chain, 

like poker and a card up the sleeve. 

She knows how to put on a performance, they said, 

sheõll repay the investment big time. 

 

A girl and a whip is enough, she said, 

a whip is enough for a girl,  

itõs a set, she said, and went down on all fours, 

like a flute and snake, like me and you, 

like the whip and the whip in the heart.  

 

 

 Am cumpńrat o fatń Ἠi un bici.  

Fac un set, ziceau, ca ursul pe lanἪ, 

Ca la poker, plus cartea din m©necń. 

Fata Ἠtie sń joace, spuneau, 

E tare, face toἪi banii . 

 

O fatń Ἠi-un bici îἪi ajung, zise ea, 

e suficient un bici la o fatń, 

vin în set, zise Ἠi se lńsń în patru labe, 

ca un Ἠarpe cu fluierul, sau tu Ἠi eu, 

ca biciul Ἠi biciul de la mine din inimń. 
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Here 

 

 Aici  

   

What,  

what shall I do with you?  

My gipsy, my fix, my oyster, sea ñ  

only a few spiritual members  

gather in front of you, speechless: 

my eyes, lips, loins, handsé 

ñ And the heart, my love, where is the heart? 

Here and here, and there, my love,  

in every place 

that your lips touch.  

 

 

 Ce,  

ce sń fac eu cu tine? 

Ἡiganca mea, doza, stridia, marea mea ñ  

doar confraἪi i spirituali  

se adunń, fńrń cuv©nt, dinainte-Ἢi: 

ochii, gura, trunchiul, m©inileé 

ñ ἧi ini ma, iubirea mea, inima unde e? 

Aici Ἠi aici Ἠi acolo, iubirea mea,   

în tot locul  

unde atingi tu cu buzele.  
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How  

 

 Cum 

   

How to say this?  Youõre too close to bear, 

You are fruit bursting in the heart,  

You are the name the dumb mouth bears 

Like sea in the earthõs palm. 

I touch, and envy my touching hand;  

Touching, I yearn to touch.  

 

Terror of this motionless moment:  

You are here inside here inside here. 

Here the soul-fire burns, burns.  

The heart unconsumed. 

 

                                     

 

 Cum sń spun?  Eĺti prea aproape sń te pot ´ndura, 

eĺti fructul ce-mi explodeazń ´n inimń,   

eĺti numele pe care-l poartń gura mutń 

ca marea în palma cńuἨ a pńm©ntului.  

Ating ĺi-mi gelozesc mâna care atinge; 

atingând, însetez a atinge. 

 

Teroare de clipa aceasta nemiĺcńtoare:  

eĺti aici ´nlńuntru aici ´nlńuntru aici.  

Sufletul -flacńrń arde, arde.   

Inima rńm©ne ´ntreagń. 
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Moon  

 

 Luna 

 

   

The animal between my legs howls 

to the animal between your legs. 

 

The moon between my teeth howls 

to the moon in your heart.  

 

The animal in my heart smells you always.  

 

 

 Animalul dintre picioarele mele urlń 

la animalul dintre picioarele tale.  

 

Luna dintre din Ἢii mei url ń  

la luna din inima ta.  

 

Animalul din  inima mea îἪi adulmecń ne´ncetat 

mirosul.  
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Damned   Blestematń 

 

   

Love, you are black like her scorching eye,                     

gape like the throat of night.   

      

Damned, you touch the maddened heart   

that turns to flesh        

to teeth. 

 

You bind me to your shadow like a dog,  

to burning skin,  

to this smell in the dark.    

Damned, you whistle up the howl in the chest    

and turn as if to go;     

turn her back on me, 

her arse, shoulders, nape, 

her long black hair. 

 

 

 Iubire, neagrń eἨti ca ochiul ei pârjolitor , 

cńscatń precum g©tlejul nopἪii .       

 

Blestematń, atingi inima nebunń   

ce se transformń ´n trup       

în dinἪi. 

 

De umbra ta mń legi ca pe un c©ine, 

de pielea arzând, 

de mireasma din întuneric.    

Blestematń, fluieri la urletul din pieptul meu    

Ἠi dai sń pleci;     

adu-mi -o înapoi, 

fundul, umerii, grumazul,  

pńrul ei lung Ἠi negru. 
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Old Song   Cântec vechi 

 

   

Even the lightest separation has sorrow in it.  

What we saw and were has passed,  

fallen from our eyes and gone 

piling one more autumn on our chests. 

 

Even the lightest separation has sorrow in it  

but when two lovers go their own way  

the heart burns unconsumed, uprooted but not rootless, 

too heavy to bear. 

 

Even if we shared the shadow of a tree on the road, 

these lives of ours have passed like shadows; 

or if we shared happiness in a view of sunset 

our sun has set with it  

   into a dark sea. 

 

Twilight envelops all, the wind stops breathing;  

but, beyond darkening light,  

 Ĺi cea mai micń despńrŤire poartń ´n ea tristeŤe.  

Ce-am vńzut noi ĺi am fost a trecut,  

plecat de la ochii noĺtri ĺi dus  

´ngrńmńdindu-ne pe piept ´ncń o toamnń.  

 

Ĺi cea mai micń despńrŤire are ´n ea tristeŤe 

c©nd iubiŤii pleacń pe drumul lui fiecare  

inima arde fńrń sń se consume, dezrńdńcinatń  

ĺi nu fńrń de rńdńcini, prea grea sń o poŤi ´ndura. 

 

Ĺi de-am sta ´mpreunń ´n drum la umbra copacului,  

ca umbrele au trecut vieŤile noastre; 

ĺi de-am trńi ´mpreunń fericirea unui apus de soare  

cu el ĺi soarele nostru a apus 

   ´n marea ´ntunecatń. 

 

Crepusculul ´nvńluie tot, v©ntul ´ĺi Ťine respirarea;  

dincolo de lumina ce se ´ntunecń, 
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when theyõve circled their own sky, our eyes 

will open again under lids of fog:  

 

spiritõs still blowing through the forest,  

the shadowõs still in the foliage, 

and in the sunset that doesnõt end 

weõll separate for an infinity of love.  

 

dupń ce s-au rotit pe cerul lor, ochii  

iar ni se vor deschide sub pleoape de ceaŤń: 

 

adierea calmń a spiritului ´n pńdure,  

imaginea nemiĺcatń a umbrei din frunziĺ, 

în apusul care nu se mai sf©rĺeĺte  

ne vom despńrŤi pentru o infinitate de iubire.  
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Correction   CorecŤie 

 

   

for the sin of being spoiled with words and mistaking the call 

of Love;  

for turning away from myself like shadow from body, face 

from heart;  

for the sin of ôWhat will they say?õ; for self denial; for pride; 

for the sin of having followed the spell of praise under the 

stage lights; 

for my ear that has abandoned listening,  

for the utterance of the mouth which I  have spoken, yet my 

soul has not; 

for sin Iõve committed  against my own body with the rod and 

no kindness, beating       

       my breast;                  

for calling Yours my own;  

for having  sinned before You by anxiety and vain fear,  

for having fed the fire of doubt from the log of the tree of 

plenty;  

for having been dilatory in growing;  

 pentru pńcatul de a fi rńsfńŤatul cuvintelor, de-a fi greĺit 

chemarea Iubirii;  

pentru faptul cń m-am întors de la mine ca umbra de la corp, 

faŤa de la inimń; 

pentru pńcatul lui ôCe-o sń spunń lumea?õ; pentru renunŤarea 

la sine; pentru mândrie;  

pentru pńcatul de-a fi urmat hipnoza laudei în luminile 

scenei; 

pentru urechea mea care a renunŤat sń asculte, 

pentru ceea ce gura mea a rostit dar sufletul nu;  

pentru pńcatul comis ´mpotriva propriului trup cu nuiaua ĺi 

fńrń bunńtate, lovindu -mi       

      pieptul ;             

pentru a spune cń e al meu c©nd este al Tńu;  

pentru cń Ἡi-am greἨit cu neliniἨte Ἠi zadarnicń fricń, 

pentru cń am hrńnit flacńra ´ndoielii din buἨteanul de pom al 

abundenἪei; 

pentru cń am crescut la ´nt©mplare; 
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for having shut my door and having neither heard nor seen nor  

 

 let happiness enter me 

when beholding Your being.  

 

 

pentru cń am ´nchis uĺa mea ĺi n-am auzit n-am vńzut  

 

n-am lńsat fericirea sń intre 

atunci c©nd priveam fiinŤa Ta. 
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POEM POEM 

 

For you 

I shall awake the harp at dawn 

 

 

Pentru tine 

Voi trezi harfa în zori 
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1. A seed sown in sand waits years for rain.   1. Semńnatń ´n Ťńr©nń sńm©nŤa aĺteaptń ploaia ani întregi . 

 

   

This poem will be a poem of another century, not different 

from ours.    

This poem will be safely hidden under heaps of words until,   

 

among the last grains in the hourglass,   

like a ship in a bottle, it gets seen. This poem    

 

that will speak of innocence.  And ordinary people,  

who seem thrown up by the course of events, like lateñ

coming gods, 

 

will listen to it for no reason that wasnõt there before, 

raising their backs like snakes  

 

out of the junk, and there wonõt be anywhere else 

to hurry from, and it wonõt have an end 

 

different from its beginning.  It wonõt be rich 

 Acest poem va fi poemul altui secol, asemńnńtor cu al nostru. 

Acest poem va sta ascuns într -un munte de cuvinte p©nń c©nd 

 

 

printre ultimele fire ale clepsidrei  

ca un vapor într -o sticlń, va fi vńzut. Poemul 

 

va mńrturisi despre inocenŤń. Ĺi oameni obiĺnuiŤi 

ce se trezesc aruncaŤi ´n cursul evenimentelor, ca niĺte zei t©rzii, 

 

 

îl vor asculta, din aceleaĺi motive precum odinioarń, 

´nńlŤ©ndu-ĺi spinarea asemenea ĺerpilor 

 

din gunoi ; ĺi nu va exista un alt loc 

de la care sń te grńbeĺti Ἠi un va avea un alt sfârἨit    

 

decât i-a fost începutul. Nu va fi bogat  
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and wonõt be poor.  Wonõt bother anymore to keep promises 

 

or carry out what it says          

and wonõt understate or puff itself from here to there. 

 

This poem, if it speaks to you, woman, wonõt call you  

muse-babe, and wonõt sleep with you like its fathers did; 

 

or if to you, man, wonõt kneel or kill, wonõt apply make-up  

and wonõt take off its words and flesh, as it has not has not ñ 

  

what? Maybe now Iõll summon it, the bad poem   

of the century: here, sick with health  itõs barely walking 

 

drags its legs in the sticky current of contemporary thought  

or gets stopped to show its papers and have its trivia counted  

 

on an abacus.  The inventory:  flowers and staples, 

corpses (yes, no worry), tall glasses. After staples ñ  

 

also butterflies and many footprints and other hooks and 

ĺi nu va fi sńrac. Nu se va mai strńdui sń-ĺi Ťinń promisiunile 

 

ori sń ducń la bun sf´rĺit ceea ce spune 

el nu se va micĺora nu se va preamńri de aici acolo. 

 

Acest poem, dacń-Ťi vorbeĺte Ťie, femeie, nu te va numi  

baby-muzń ĺi n-are sń se culce cu tine cum fńceau taἪii lui ; 

 

pentru tine, bńrbate, nu-ngenuncheazń, nu ucide, nu se fardeazń 

nu se despoaie de cuvinte ĺi de carne, aĺa cum n-a nu a ñ 

 

ce? Acum poate voi convoca poemul prost  

al secolului: iatń-l, bolnav de sńnńtate, abia merge 

 

se târâie prin curentul lipicios al gândirii contemp orane 

sau e oprit, i se cer actele Ἠi i se numńrń fleacurile  

 

cu abacul. Inventarul: flori ĺi clame de birou, 

hoituri (da, nu te -ngrijora), pahare ´nalte. Dupń clame ñ 

 

fluturi ĺi urme de paĺi o mulŤime, c©rlige ĺi rafturi 
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shelves 

for the arguments of scholarly criticism, and also just to fool 

around, teeth 

 

against teeth, with the chaotic smiles of a chameleon that 

doesnõt know  

its colors long since turned into a parable.  Or in 

incomprehensible tranquility  

 

to try someone elseõs luck in games of to and fro     

that have no goal other than, letõs say,  

 

a bit of fun the length of a line.  Spread orange on the blue 

of evening sky: now, plaster on a little cloud.  Climb   

 

on, look down: sea of sea, sand of sand.     

Or fingers.  Ten jointed worms  

 

move with inexplicable charm.  Now they encircle  

a sphere whose curve is faulty, wonderful, fleshy, 

furthermore  

pentru argumentele criticii acade mice, apoi, din amuzament, 

dinte  

 

 

pentru dinte , zâmbetele haotice ale cameleonului care nu-ĺi mai 

ĺtie 

culorile  devenit demult  parabolń. Sau ´n ne´nŤeleasń liniĺte 

 

 

´ncercńm norocul altcuiva la jocuri dus-întors 

care nu au alt scop dec©t, sń zicem 

 

un pic de distracŤie cât Ἢine versul. Întinde orange pe  albastrul  

cerului  înserat: lipeἨte-acum un noriĺor. Urcń 

 

mai departe, priveĺte în vale: marea de mare, nisip de nisip. 

Ori degetele. Zece viermi articulaŤi 

 

miĺc©ndu-se cu inexplicabil farmec. Acum ele cuprind  

sfera de o rotunjime imperf ectń, superbń, cńrnoasń, mai departe 
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you  can say a word (itõs a fruit, itõs called  

a peach). And these words  their taste is full of the taste  

 

of being, of a tone that accompanies the sight with wonder 

and not with a thought -slamming din.  And this is the poem:  

 

it sings, letõs say, to the tar that stuck to your  foot at the 

beach,  

to plastic bottles, to its own words.  All it sees    

 

is black on white, transparent or grainy.  

It is no less naked than you.  Also no more.  Only through 

this exactness 

 

that has no measure except the curves of a bitchõs body,    

a pot of cyclamen or a hair on a bath rail.  

 

Creatures here donõt want to know.  Creatures 

there,  wanting only that, are, for now, the possibility   

 

of becoming  creatures here, of becoming this antiquity 

poŤi rosti un cuv©nt (e un fruct, ´i zice 

piersicń). Ĺi aceste cuvinte   gustul lor e plin de gustul  

 

fiinŤei, al tonului ce ´nsoŤeĺte vederea cu mirare 

ĺi nu cu zgomotul ce loveἨte gândul. Acesta e poemul: 

 

el c©ntń, sń spunem, la pńcura ce Ἢi s-a prins de talpń pe plajń, 

la sticlele de plastic, la propriile sale cuvinte. Tot ce vede 

 

 

e negru pe alb, transparent ori granulat. 

Nu -i mai puŤin nud dec©t tine. Ĺi nici mai mult. Doar prin aceastń 

exactitate 

 

mńsuratń numai de rotunjimile unui corp de cńἪea, 

de vasul cu ciclame sau firul de pńr pe fr©nghia din baie. 

 

FiinŤele de aici nu vor sń ĺtie. FiinŤele 

de colo, vrând doar asta, sunt deocamdatń doar posibili tatea 

 

de a deveni fiinŤe de aici, de a fi acest obiect de anticariat 
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that has nothing to say other than me, me, without limit  

 

without you.  A dog lies on a step in the afternoon    

sun and does not distinguish itself from the flies.  

 

care alta nu are de spus decât eu, eu, fńrń limitń 

 

fńrń tine. Un c©ine stń pe treaptń ´n soarele  

dupń-amiezii  Ἠi nu se diferenἪiazń de muἨte.  
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2. Rain.  Heõs torn out from himself. 

 

 2. Ploaia. El e smuls din sine . 

   

You bite, swallow, actually crack line after line    

in front of this screen, spit the spaces as if theyõre 

 

a Hungarian sound track.  And itõs OK by me, because itõs OK 

by you: to live between walls, to be covered by them and move 

 

into a fetal rhythm: eat and drink, fill up a petrol tank,    

order groceries, read poems, sleep.  Faster:           

 

a filmed commercial, video clips,   

a microwave, peep booths at a porno movie.  Faster:  

 

capsules, transfusion, electrodes.  Faster: 

donõt be born.  You are not and you donõt have an existence 

now 

 

outside this poem.  It doesnõt begin and doesnõt end 

in a page, a line or a comma.  This full stop is a point           

 Muĺti, ´nghiŤi, de fapt spargi vers dupń vers 

aici ´n faŤa ecranului, scuipi spaŤiile de parc-ar fi  

 

o bandń sonorń maghiarń. Este OK pentru mine dacń-i OK 

pentru tine: sń trńieĺti ´ntre ziduri, acoperit de ele, sń te miĺti 

 

´n ritm foetal: mńn©nci, bei, umpli rezervorul cu benzinń, 

comanzi alimente, citeĺti poeme, dormi. Mai repede: 

 

o reclamń filmatń, videoclipuri, cuptorul  

cu microunde, cabine la cinematograful porno. Mai repede: 

 

capsule, transfuzie, electrozi. Mai repede: 

sń nu te naĺti. Nu eĺti, acum nu exiĺti  

 

 

´n afara acestui poem. El nu ´ncepe ĺi nu se sf©rĺeĺte 

într -o paginń, un vers, o virgulń. Acest punct 
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that floats in infinite space just because you distance your gaze 

from it.  

Look, there are clouds on it, orange on the blue evening sky,   

 

sea of sea, sand of sand, and people walking,  

sitting, l ying, swimming or making love. Choose for yourself  

 

a place and time. Where are you? Now youõve found a way  

into a point of  view. Perhaps youõd like to be born? In this here, 

 

now is called by a number:       twenty second  

of the first, one thousand nine hundred and ninety -five, 

 

twelve thirty, in the afternoon, Sunday.  And good that you 

came.   

Tomorrow Iõll write the poem youõll live in.  Here: this home* 

 

ñ solely yours. And its location, size, colors and furniture  

ñ your  perspective also its windows, which face  

 

a home or homes on the outskirts of the poem, in its centre or 

pluteĺte ´n spaŤiu infinit doar pentru cń-Ťi ´ndepńrtezi privirea  

de el. 

Vezi, deasupra lui sunt nori, orange pe albastrul cerului seara, 

 

Mare de mare, nisip de nisip, oameni care merg, 

stau, ´noatń sau fac dragoste. Alege-Ťi 

 

loc ĺi timp. Unde eĺti? Acum Ťi-ai gńsit calea 

într -un punct de vedere. Poate vrei sń te naĺti? ċn acest aici, 

 

acum este numit printr -un numńr: douńzeci ĺi doi 

a-nt©ia, o mie nouń sute nouńzeci ĺi cinci, 

 

doisprezece treizeci p.m., duminicń. Ai venit, ce bine. 

Mâine scriu poemul în care vei locui . Iatń: casa aceasta* 

 

 

ñ doar a ta. PoziŤia ei, dimensiunile, culoarea, mobila 

ñ perspectiva ta, ca Ἠi ferestrele îndreptate  

 

spre casa ori casele de la periferia poemului, în centru ori 
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above it:  

see its trees pass by, its inhabitants, cafes, and flying saucers, 

 

cavalry, elephants, parchments from which the sea has just 

withdrawn,  

they all flicker between there -is and there-isnõt, between a gaze 

and its focus,  

   

between being and me, between òthisó and its names, (me, 

me and more me:  a pot of cyclamen, a hair  

 

on a bath rail etc.).  So go out and see: this poem, given over  

to meaningless murmurs, it and I have nothing  

 

but what is between here and I am.  (This is not an end-line, 

here ñ 

I wrote another one.)  Now ñ 

 

* the word òhomeó or òhouseó in Hebrew also means òstanzaó in a poem. 

deasupra: 

vezi pomii trecând, locuitorii, cafenelele, farfuriile zburńtoare 

 

cavaleria, elefanŤii, papirusurile de pe care marea abia s-a 

retras, 

toate p©lp©ie ´ntre existń ĺi nu-existń, ´ntre privire ĺi Ťinta 

privirii,  

 

´ntre fiinŤń ĺi eu, ´ntre ăaceastaó ĺi numele sale (eu,  

eu ĺi tot eu: vasul cu ciclame, firul de pńr 

 

pe frânghia din baie etc.). Tu ieĺi sń vezi: acest poem dedat la 

murmure fńrń ´nŤeles, el Ἠi eu nu avem  

 

dec©t ce se aflń ´ntre aici ĺi eu sunt. (nu e acesta ultimul vers, 

iatń ñ 

am mai scris unul.) Acum ñ 

 

*cuvântul ăcasńó, ori ăacasńó, are în ebraicń ĺi sensul de strofń. 
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3. His inside gropes at things, turns outward.  

 

 3. Interiorul lui b©jb©ie dupń lucruri, se ´ntoarce ´n afarń. 

 

   

Come sit down, see: houses return to their places 

slowly.  The frost lights up the windowpane.  One more  day. 

 

Come sit down.  Coffee or tea?  Sugar, milk? Thatõs how it is: 

hard boiled egg or sunny side up.  Yogurt or sour cream.  Jam 

or honey. 

 

This life, impossible with it  

and impossible without: morning or evening, man or woman,  

 

cold or hot ñ come sit down.  What else is new? The sea and 

the sand  

sink into each other, and thereõs no lifesaver, and no one who 

interrupts,  

 

and I look at you holding flotsam and jetsam            

and there isnõt even a ship, and the  situation is undefined 

 Vino, ĺezi, priveĺte: casele-ncet revin  

la locul lor. Gerul ilumineazń ferestrele. ċncń o zi. 

 

Vino, stai. Cafea ori ceai?  Zahńr, lapte? Aĺa stau lucrurile:  

ou fiert tare  sau douń ochiuri. Iaurt ori sm©nt©nń. Gem sau 

miere. 

 

ViaŤa, imposibil cu ea 

ĺi imposibil fńrń: dimineaŤń ori searń, bńrbat ori femeie, 

 

rece sau cald ñ vino ĺi stai jos. Ce mai e nou? Marea ĺi nisipul 

se cufundń una ´n cealaltń, nu existń colac de salvare, nimeni 

nu întrerupe  

 

 

ĺi mń uit la tine Ἢinând resturi naufragiate   

ĺi nici mńcar nu e vreun vapor, situaŤia e nedefinitń 
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and both of us are cut into the same sentence and carry it 

further,  

each for himself.  Come sit down, 

 

say: one or many.  Slavery or freedom.  Me 

or you.  Love or.  How could you know.  Fear.  

 

Only in forgetfulness, when we donõt have a shore 

or footprints, and thereõs a sound to the words    and there isnõt, 

 

and they donõt mark the pictures but what gaped  

between them and is gone and never existed.  Come sit down. 

 

Tomato, cucumber, spring onion, cream cheese, 

slices of kummel bread, margarine, salt. 

 

Even if you say: wait, youõre dreaming ñ even if I check   

on my place and actions, what will change?   

 

In fact Iõm sitting in front of the computer now.  In fact 

Iõm doing all this ñ from the beginning, everything.  In fact  

amândoi suntem dńltuiŤi ´n aceeaĺi frazń ĺi o ducem mai 

departe, 

fiecare pentru sine. Vino, ia loc, 

 

spune: unul sau mulŤi. Sclavie ori libertate. Eu 

sau tu. Dragoste sau. Cum sń ĺtii. Fricń. 

 

Doar ´n uitare, c©nd nu avem un Ťńrm 

nici urmele paĺilor, iar cuvintele au un sunet al lor    ĺi nu au, 

 

iar ele nu definesc imagini, ci spaŤiul ce se cascń 

între ele ĺi piere ĺi niciodatń n-a fost. Vino ĺi ia loc. 

 

Roĺie, castravete, ceapń timpurie, br©nzń topitń, 

felii de p©ine de secarń, margarinń, sare. 

 

Chiar dacń spui: ia stai, visezi ñ chiar dacń-mi verific  

locul Ἠi faptele, ce se va schimba? 

 

De fapt acum stau ´n faŤa computerului. De fapt 

fac toate acestea ñ de la început, totul. De fapt  



Amir Or  

Letõs speak you. Sń te vorbim pe tine. 

Parallel Texts. 

53 
 

 

 

 

youõre sitting in front of a page now, youõre hungry to touché             

as I am.  In fact at this very moment you touch 

 

from inside out, devour the world that doesnõt stop 

spilling out from you: orange on the blue of morning sky, frost  

 

burning on the windowpane, cup of tea ñ whatever 

you chose and came into being.  So just this way,  

 

choose now, too: me for example 

one breakfast, one more day.  Here. 

 

 

tu stai ´n faŤa unei pagini acum, ´nsetezi sń atingi... 

ca ĺi mine. De fapt ´n chiar aceastń clipń tu atingi 

 

dinlńuntru ´n afarń, devorezi lumea care ne´ncetat 

se revarsń din  tine: orange pe albastrul cerului diminea Ἢa, ger 

 

care arde ferestrele, ceaĺca de ceai ñ tot ceea ce 

tu ai ales ĺi a luat fiinŤń. ċn acest fel 

 

alege ĺi acum: pe mine de exemplu 

micul dejun, ´ncń o zi. Aici. 
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4. Tendril gropes / coils / on groping tendril.   4. Liana cautń / se ´ncolńceĺte / pe lianń cńutńtoare. 

   

Already too late to go back and dangerous to stop  

what we spoke and so existed, actions like these.  

 

Help yourself. A glass of liqueur, a cigarette, a TV  

or any alibi you want (if you donõt mind, Iõll  

 

continue to write: inside of a thigh, texture of lips, one palm  

gathering a handful of a convex reality, a nipple in its middle).  

True,   

 

this poem repeats what is impossible to repeat  

and, as from a door in a desert, itõs impossible to leave  

 

without meeting it outside.  Look:  roads and pavements  

air and seaports, communication satellites.  Look:  outer 

 

space from òhereó; in a poem like this thatõs  

a question of relationships like anything else  

and not only that, every òthereó is already here. Window 

 Prea t©rziu sń te mai ´ntorci, primejdios sń te opreĺti 

ceea ce am vorbit ĺi astfel a existat, fapte de genul ństa. 

 

Serveĺte-te. Un pahar de liqueur, o Ťigarń, televizorul 

sau orice alibi vrei  (dacń nu te superi, eu voi 

 

continua sń scriu: ´n interiorul coapsei, textura buzelor, palma 

adun©nd un pumn de realitate convexń, cu sf©rcul la mijloc). 

Adevńrat  

 

poemul repetń ceea ce e imposibil de repetat 

ĺi din el, ca printr -o poartń ´n pustiu, un poἪi pleca 

 

fńrń a-l ´nt©lni afarń. Priveĺte: drumuri, pavaje 

aer, porturi la mare, sateliŤi de comunicaŤie. Priveĺte: spaŤiul 

 

cosmic de ăaició; ´ntr-un poem ca acesta e o 

chestiune de relaŤii, ca în orice altceva 

ĺi nu numai faptul cń fiecare ăacoloó este deja aici. Fereastra 
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gapes towards window and memories ñ  

 

devour the whole room: sea shore, palm trees, her boyish 

body 

is stooped over the notebook, her head inclined and her hair, 

black, smooth, falls 

 

and covers the universe.  Lips, inside of a thigh, breasts 

that are budding now, a Japanese nose, buttocks.  

  

The one who said and was this order ñ has no fear, or at least  

has forgetfulness, while each moment his gaze buds    on what 

he sees. 

 

Iõll write it now:  Iõll let it disappear word by word  

and not be so much; and each line will begin and end 

 

like a fly landing  in a room of mirrors.  Once more:  

sea of sea, sand of sand.  Look and create them,  

 

hold them for a moment between wandering boundaries,   

se cascń spre fereastrń ĺi amintirile ñ 

 

devoreazń ´ntreaga odaie: Ťńrmul mńrii, palmierii, silueta ei 

bńieŤeascń 

aplecatń deasupra caietului, capul ´nclinat ĺi pńrul ei negru, 

neted ´n cńdere 

 

acoperń universul. Buzele, ´n interiorul coapselor, s©nii 

care înmuguresc acum, nasul japonez, pulpele. 

 

Cel ce-a rostit ĺi a fost porunca ñ n-are fricń; sau cel puŤin 

are uitare, pe c©nd privirea sa ´n fiece clipń ´nmugureĺte   asupra 

celor vńzute. 

 

Acum scriu asta: voi lńsa asta cuvânt cu cuvânt sń disparń 

sń nu fie at©t de mult; ĺi fiecare vers va ´ncepe ĺi va sf©rĺi 

 

ca o g©zń ´n sala oglinzilor. ċncń o datń: 

mare de mare, nisip de nisip. Priveĺte ĺi creeazń-le, 

 

Ťine-le o clipń ´ntre cńlńtoarele frontiere 
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fix them in letters like an orderly cry  

 

to say what there isnõt, wasnõt, wonõt be,  

and donõt bother more than that.  Now let go.  And again ñ 

 

fixeazń-le ´n litere ca pe un strigńt ordonat  

 

spunând ceea ce nu e, nu a fost, nu va fi 

ĺi nu-Ťi mai face griji . RenunἪń acum. Ĺi iar ñ 
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5. When he knows heõs crawling, the slough occurs on its own. 

 

 5. Când el ĺtie cń se t©rńĺte, mlaĺtina vine de la sine. 

 

   

Hold a world.  A cigarette, a glass, lips,  

the weight of your limbs on the chairõs wooden seat, my face, 

your face,  

 

autumn leaves on the pavement, a lunch bag, a warm smell 

and hands that cover you up before the dayõs turned off. 

 

Now for a moment: donõt hold.  Let go.  Let them expand 

and furnish whatõs inside you, without being so much of a 

world,  

 

without placing green on the leaves or     

on the remembered palm tree at the sea shore (near 

  

that boyish body, stooping over a notebook).  

Let the leaves mingle with the pavement, to rest there,  

 

be not òleavesó at all, not òa cigaretteó, òa glassó, 

 ţine o lume. O Ťigarń, paharul, buzele 

greutatea corpului tńu pe scaunul de lemn, faŤa mea, faŤa ta, 

 

 

frunzele toamnei pe ciment, punga cu prânzul, un miros cald  

ĺi m©ini care te acoperń ´nainte ca ziua sń se stingń. 

 

Acum pentru o clipń: nu mai str©nge. Dń drumul. Lasń-le sń se 

desfńἨoare  

sń ´mpodobeascń ce e ´n tine, fńrń a fi neapńrat o lume, 

 

fńrń a pune verde pe frunze sau 

în amintirea palmierului, la malul mńrii (l©ngń 

 

silueta bńieŤeascń, aplecatń deasupra caietului). 

Lasń frunzele sń se amestece în pavaj, sń se odihneascń 

 

sń nu mai fie ăfrunzeó, nici ăŤigńrió, nici ăpaharó 
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òlipsó.  Expand in you like excitement,  

 

like sea on a shore.  Once theyõre like this, inside you,  

turn them off and on again.  Turn off, turn on,  

 

off-on, and again.  Now 

do the same thing with the world in which you are òyouó, 

 

a thing among things.  Watch it sailing in the expanse  

of a body, turn -off-turn -on-turn -off and see 

 

what youõre made of.  All this is just       

the allegory in the story.  Weõll continue flickering and in a 

binary rhythm    

 

will continue to say nothing to anyone who asks ñ    

I, you, etc.  And, why not, letõs make a new allegory: 

 

here, we created this outside world.  This orange    

on the blue; the òinsultó, the òhopeó, what          

 

sau ăbuzeó. În tine excitant rńsfirń-te  

 

ca marea la Ťńrm. Ĺi c©nd au ajuns astfel ´n tine 

tu sń le stingi, sń le aprinzi din nou. Sń le stingi, sń le aprinzi 

 

iar ĺi iar. Acum 

fń asta cu lumea ´n care tu eĺti ătuó, 

 

un lucru printre lucruri. Urmńreĺte asta navig©nd ´n spaŤiul 

corpului tńu, aprinde-ĺi-stinge, priveĺte 

 

din ce eἨti alcńtuit. Toate astea sunt doar 

alegoria din poveste. Vom continua sń pâlpâim  Ἠi în ritm  binar 

 

 

vom continua sń nu spunem nimic oricui ´ntreabń ñ 

eu, tu etc. Ĺi de ce nu, sń creńm o nouń alegorie: 

 

iatń, am creat aceastń lume exterioarń. Acest orange 

pe albastru; ăinsulaó, ăsperanŤaó, ceea ce 

 



Amir Or  

Letõs speak you. Sń te vorbim pe tine. 

Parallel Texts. 

61 
 

 

 

quivers between us, between there-is and there-isnõt, between 

this and that.  Letõs call it. 

 

tremurń ´ntre noi, ´ntre ceea ce este ĺi nu este, între 

aceasta ĺi aceea. Sń chemńm acest lucru.  
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6. Hand over hand.  (What broke out ñ touches.) 

 

 6. M©nń pe m©nń. (Ce s-a întâmplat ñ atingeri .) 

 

   

You say: to be penetrated, to penetrate. Sea-sand, sand-sea 

verging on the very centre.  Words fall between us   

 

like something broken.  Listen, I love you.  

But you, having it only your way, exist, exist, exist.  

 

You are not being paid for this and still,   

Mr. and Mrs. Other, you stroll along the street as if   

 

youõre only a name and have no navel.  I 

act like you, repeat the movements  

 

which you repeat.  Tell me, reflection ñ   

I throw another stone at you ñ is anyone more actual than me?   

 

I say sand-sea, sea-sand.  Like something    

broken: a multiplication of faces, legs and hands        like 

something      

 Tu spui : a fi pńtruns, a pńtrunde. Nisip-mare, mare-nisip,  

aproape de miez. Cuvintele cad între noi  

 

ca un obiect spart. Ascultń, eu te iubesc. 

Dar tu , dupń voia ta doar, exiĺti, exiĺti, exiĺti.  

 

Nimeni nu te plńteĺte pentru asta, totuĺi 

D-l ĺi D-na Celńlalt, te plimbi pe stradń, de parcń 

 

ai fi un simplu nume ĺi n-ai avea buric. Eu 

procedez ca ĺi tine, repet miĺcńrile 

 

pe care tu le repeŤi. Spune-mi, reflexie ñ 

mai arunc o piatrń ´n tine ñ e careva mai real decât mine? 

 

Spun mare-nisip, nisip -mare. Ca un  lucru 

spart: o multiplicare de feŤe, picioare Ἠi mâini ,       ca un lucru 
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thatõs there.  So: enough.  Come back to me.  Iõll let you go     

as often as you like. 

 

Now thereõs no longer a difference between us, except this 

poem  

where some sort of a world lives.  Another possibility,  

 

not really different: here, you donõt leave at all.   

You donõt stop coming for a moment.  I open 

 

a mirror and turn its pages in front of whatõs already 

written. Itõs what you are: sadness in front of the blue evening 

sky, 

 

anger, insult, longing sucking the blue from your chest  

or happiness that suddenly spills in front of the blue     of that 

evening sky;  

 

itõs a voice which accompanies what, looking, 

I see now or donõt see. And I see you:  

 

care existń. Destul. Întoarce-te la mine. Te las sń pleci 

de câte ori vrei tu. 

 

Între noi nu mai e nicio diferenŤń, ´n afarń de-acest poem 

unde trńieἨte un fel de lume. Mai e o posibilitate, 

 

 

care nu diferń de fapt: tu, iatń, nu pleci deloc.  

nu renunἪi sń vii un moment. Eu deschid 

 

o oglindń ĺi-i întorc paginile dinaintea celor deja  

scrise. Asta eἨti: tristeŤea dinaintea cerului albastru al serii, 

 

 

furia, insulta, nostalgia care-Ἢi sorb albastrul din piept,  

sau fericirea care se varsń deodatń ´n faŤa albastrului unui cer 

înserat, 

 

e vocea care-nsoŤeĺte ceea ce, privind,  

eu vńd ´n clipa asta sau nu vńd. ἧi te vńd pe tine: 
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world by world, now by now, o ne 

and yet another one.  In this poem that stumbles from page  

 

to page you watch and flicker between letter and letter    

and vanish ñ present in every one of these apparently silent 

centimeters ñ 

 

and donõt stop coming, and not really coming.  So enough, 

please,  

donõt hide everywhere, talk to me, all of you at once.   

 

lume dupń lume, acum dupń acum, unul 

ĺi ´ncń unul. ċn acest poem care se-mpiedicń foaie 

 

dupń foaie, tu priveĺti ĺi p©lp©i ´ntre literń dupń literń 

Ἠi dispari ñ existând în fiecare din centimetrii ce par tńcuἪi ñ 

 

 

nu înceta de-a veni  ĺi a nu veni cu-adevńrat. Destul, te rog, 

nu te mai ascunde pretutindeni, vorbeĺte-mi , din toatń fiinἪa ta, 

dintr -odatń. 
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7. Whatõs touching has a face. 

 

 7. Ce atinge are o faŤń. 

 

   

Here I sit, on a bench in the park, and bask in the sun. 

And next to me, as itõs a park, an old lady is sitting.  The body 

 

only asks to return to the beginning, to the first performance  

that youõve already seen over and over    in lesser versions.                         

 

Then ñ you remember ñ the light made us cry, and the world 

was the centre,  

like an underground terminus.  Afterwards there were only  

 

faltering explanations, poems maddened by a repetitive 

yearning, 

misunderstood apologies, and letters 

 

that didnõt solve a thing.  People tired quickly, and rushed to 

those  

who already believed in their existence.  Like you and me    

 

 Ĺed pe o bancń ´n parc, iatń, mń însoresc. 

L©ngń mine, ca ´n parc, stń o bńtr©nń doamnń. Corpul  

 

nu cere dec©t sń revinń la ´ncepuri, la primul spectacol, 

pe care l-ai vńzut iar ĺi iar în versiuni mai slabe. 

 

Apoi ñ Ťi-aduci aminte ñ plângeam din cauza luminii , lumea 

era centrul, 

asemenea unui cap de linie de metrou. Dupń aceea au fost doar 

 

explicaŤiile ezitante, poeme ´nnebunite de o sete repetitivń, 

scuze greĺit ´nŤelese Ἠi scrisori 

 

 

care n-au rezolvat nimic. Oamenii au obosit repede ĺi s-au 

grńbit spre cei care 

credeau dinainte ´n propria existenŤń. Ca tine, ca mine 
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they believed in habit without thinking about it, wore it  

like a snakeõs skin every morning.  I asked how they were,  

 

 

shook their hands (òHello!ó), we looked at one another 

from above or below       in the same pain.  More or less the 

same thing 

 

was written in books, though in them time was different, full of 

teeth   

biting the back of this time, which in that world wore the world.  

 

There were things without time at all: a checked dress in the 

wind,  

skin under fingers or sunlight, a wound that healed up and 

disappeared, 

 

purple briarwood buttons, an electric wire   

cutting the window in two, the fluttering of a curtain in the 

morning  

or a hiding place among tall grass ñ 

credeau ´n obiĺnuinŤń fńrń sń se mai g©ndeascń, o purtau 

ca pe o piele de ĺarpe, ´n fiecare dimineaŤń. Îi întrebam ce mai 

fac, 

 

le strângeam mâinile (ăsalutó), ne priveam unii pe alŤii 

de sus ori de jos în aceeaĺi durere. CńrŤile scriau mai mult 

sau mai puἪin  

 

acelaĺi lucru, deĺi acolo timpul era diferit , plin de dinŤi, 

muĺc©nd din timpul de-aici, care poartń lumea în lumea aceea. 

 

 

Mai erau ĺi lucrurile fńrń de timp: rochia în carouri  bńtutń de 

vânt, 

pielea sub degete ori soare, o ranń care s-a vindecat, a dispńrut, 

 

 

roĺii nasturii de mńceĺ, un fir electric 

tńind fereastra ´n douń, fluturarea unei perdele dimineaŤa, 

 

ori ascunzńtoarea în ierburi  înalte ñ 
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these taught me something everyone knows.  You can 

 

simply ignore it, pulling a face: òHow are you?ó,   

òSonofabitch!ó òI deem tható etc.;      but time exists       

 

by being chased:  along an unweeded path      the house turns  

into a back yard, into balding grass and a bra on a line,  

 

and déjà vu fills up what can be seen with hallucinations  

that were earlier called a dream.  The way out of the house  

 

passes through scrap-heaps of images of existence, and out of 

them 

the countless arms of those begging for faces stretch                

 

toward you with a thinning howl: see me, see me and believe in 

me,     

Iõm your son that you loved, take me to you, take ñ    

 

and be redeemed.  I cry with them out of stupidity, cry  

and donõt look back, donõt look back.  At night  

lucruri din care am ´nvńἪat ce Ἠtie toatń lumea. Tu poŤi 

 

ignora asta, cu grimasa: ăce mai faci ?ó, 

ăticńlosule!ó, ăeu cred cńó etc.;  dar timpul existń 

 

când îl vânezi. pe poteca neplivitń   casa devine 

curtea din spate, iarba chealń ĺi sutienul pe fr©nghie, 

 

déjà-vu umple vizibilul  cu halucinaŤii, 

pe care-nainte le numeam vise. Ieĺirea din casń 

 

trece prin deἨeurile grńmezi cu imagini ale existenŤei, iar din 

aceasta 

nenumńrate braŤele celor care cerĺesc un chip 

 

se-ntind cńtre tine cu un Ťipńt tot mai subŤire: priveĺte-mń, 

priveĺte-mń ĺi crede-mń, 

sunt fiul tńu pe care l-ai iubit, ia -mń la tine, ia-mń ñ 

 

ĺi fii m©ntuit. Eu pl©ng cu ei din prostie, pl©ng 

ĺi nu mń uit ´napoi, nu mń uit ´napoi. Noaptea  
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they greet your other faces:   hungrier.  You shut  

the dictionary in which òlifeó is only plural,* open a book, 

 

a fridge, a bottle, a T.V.  But despite everything   

theyõre here ñ they come out the freezer like a genie from a 

bottle     

 

and hop into the screen.  You shut your eyes and let go.  Let 

them do to you.  

And already the stage lights up, a curtain rising fold by fold  (or 

rather        

 

veil after veil), a forest of eyes, sounds and your -body in front of 

you  

appears from nowhere, rolls out from inside the stomach 

leaving you no I 

 

beyond itself.  You go down stone stairs to the river,  

strip naked, still dancing.  Two brownish youths  

splash water on a buffalo      until it gives in and goes under.  A 

 

ei salutń celelalte feŤe ale tale Ἠi mai înfometaἪi. Închizi  

dicŤionarul ´n care ăviaŤaó e doar la plural, * deschizi cartea,  

 

frigiderul, sticla, televizorul. În ciuda a orice  

ei sunt aici ñ ies din refrigerator ca spiritul din sticlń 

 

 

ĺi sar pe ecran. ċnchizi ochii, laĺi lucrurile sń se-nt©mple. Sń Ťi-o 

facń. 

Scena se ĺi lumineazń, cortina se ridicń fald cu fald (sau mai 

degrabń 

 

vńl dupń vńl), o pńdure de ochi, sunete  ĺi corpul-tńu ´n faŤa ta 

apar de niciunde, se rostogolesc din  burtń, nu-Ťi mai lasń niciun 

eu 

 

 

dincolo de sine. Cobori la r©u pe treptele de piatrń, 

te dezbraci, dans©nd. Doi bńieŤi tuciurii  

stropesc un bivol p©nń cedeazń ĺi se scufundń. Un uliu 
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hawk dives  

into a reflection of a banyan tree, inside the net laid, it seems, 

 

by a fisherman; outside      the alarm of a parked car goes up 

and down.  

 

You extricate yourself from the blanket; s till full of eyes you 

gather your body  

 

and drag your feet to the shower like a recurring dream.  Good 

morning,  

I say, and take you out slowly slowly  

 

from the mirror to the towel, that brings you back further  

into this body, and dresses you with a face.  You 

 

begin to use a palate, a tongue, a throat, lips, and extricate from 

there 

a hoarse sound       that tests the air:     òI ñó 

 

* òlifeó in Hebrew is plural, òlifeó and òlivesó are distinguished only by 

context.  

plonjeazń  

în reflexia unui smochin, în plasa ´ntinsń, cum se pare, 

 

de un pescar; afarń    alarma unei maĺini parcate suie ĺi 

coboarń. 

 

Te desfaci din pńturń; plin de ochi  Ἠi acum, ´Ťi aduni corpul  

 

 

Ἠi-Ἢi târâi  picioarele p©nń la duĺ, ca un vis repetat. Bunń 

dimineaŤa, 

zic ĺi te trag ´ncet încet afarń 

 

din oglindń la prosop, ceea ce te readuce mai mult  

´n acest trup ĺi-Ἢi ´mbracń o faŤń. ċncepi 

 

sń foloseĺti un cer al gurii, o limbń, un gât, buze Ἠi de acolo 

desprinzi un sunet rńguĺit  care testeazń aerul: ăeuñó 

 

 

*cuvântul ăviaŤńó ´n limba ebraicń existń doar la plural, distincἪia apare 

doar în context. 
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8. A face weaned from being a mouth.  

 

 8. FaŤa care a ´ncetat de a fi gurń. 

   

What have I to do with this poem: now, when my gaze lingers  

one more moment after or between the words, when they 

havenõt   

 

yet separated from the world and only desire stands  

between the beginning and the end, between whatõs inside       

 

and what isnõt?  Since this poem has no subject, just like you or 

me, 

 

since this poem has no subject, but only a predicate, 

and all the rest is still no more present 

 

than  the blotch of light after you look at the sun, only 

movement    

is the subject here; the poem rests upon it.  And all the other 

things  

 

 Ce am eu de-a face cu poemul acesta: când privirea mea acum 

întârzie 

un moment dupń sau ´ntre cuvinte, ele fiind ´ncń 

 

nedezlipite  de lume ĺi numai dorinŤa stń 

între-nceput ĺi sf©rĺit, ´ntre ceea ce e ´nńuntru  

 

ĺi ceea ce nu e? De vreme ce poemul nu are subiect, la fel ca 

tine ĺi ca mine, 

 

de vreme ce poemul nu are subiect, ci doar predicat 

iar restul oricum nu e mai prezent 

 

dec©t pata de luminń dupń ce te uiἪi în soare, miĺcarea este aici 

subiectul exclusiv ; pe el se sprijinń poemul. Toate celelalte 

lucruri  
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are drawn, it seems, from impressions of space; indicated, it 

appears,             

by the flight of movement: from here itõs a tree, from here 

onwards 

 

the scent of a tree, from here      the roots stop being earth.  Up 

to here   

a leaf (a divided green surface, its margins dented, flawed 

 

by a brown stain or two); now another line ñ itõs the petiole ñ 

and soon: a branch.  Inside thereõs water, and outside thereõs 

water 

 

whose names are òlakeó or òrainó.  Outside thereõs light, itõs 

called òdayó;    

inside itõs something else, which concerns photosynthesis, and 

behind ñ 

 

òshadowó.  And this is wonderful, because one can say, òHere 

is an oakó, 

òHere is my neighbor, Michelleó, and even more: 

sunt extrase, probabil, din impresiile de spaŤiu; ce par a fi fost 

indicate 

prin fuga de miἨcare: de aici e un pom, de aici mai departe 

 

 

mireasma pomului, de aici       rńdńcinile nu mai sunt pńm©nt. 

P©nń aici 

e frunzń (o suprafaŤń divizatń, verde, cu margini dinŤate, atinsń  

 

de vreo douń pete cafenii), acum alt contur ñ este peŤiolul 

ĺi cur©nd: o ramurń. ċnlńuntru e apń, afarń tot apń este 

 

 

îi zice ălacó sau ăploaieó. Afarń e luminń, se numeἨte zi; 

´nńuntru e altceva, legat de fotosintezń, iar ´n urmń ñ 

 

 

 

 ăumbrńó. Asta-i minunat, fiindcń poŤi spune: ăIatń un stejaró, 

 

ăIat-o pe vecina Michelleó ĺi chiar mai mult:  
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òHi, I missed youó, òGo to hell!ó, òWhere 

were you all this time?ó; but a tree doesnõt  

 

grow or wither      except the way the world does:  

itõs even registered as òtreeó in the world inventory.     

           

So letõs keep distance as distance: the hand thatõs between you 

and me 

is the memory and the forgetfulness       of the One who has no 

outside.   

 

ăSalut, mi -a fost dor de tineó, sau ălua-te-ar naiba!ó ăUnde ai 

fost at©ta timp?ó dar niciun pom 

 

nu creĺte Ἠi se vestejeĺte    altfel dec©t lumea: 

dealtfel e înregistrat ca ăpomó ´n inventarul lumii. 

 

Atunci sń pństrńm distanŤa ca distanŤń: m©na dintre mine ĺi tine 

e amintirea ĺi uitarea Celui care nu are exterior. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Amir Or  

Letõs speak you. Sń te vorbim pe tine. 

Parallel Texts. 

76 
 

 

 

 



Amir Or  

Letõs speak you. Sń te vorbim pe tine. 

Parallel Texts. 

77 
 

 

 

9. The mouth that suckled is the mouth that nurses with a 

howl.  

 

 9. Gura care a supt e gura care se hrńneĺte url ând. 

 

   

No matter where you look itõs here.  òThis poemó is returning 

home 

from everywhere to everywhere, and no -whereõs free of it ñ 

 

crossing landmasses by way of stormy water, climbing air into a 

never-ending sky,   

forgetting  how your face looks, till suddenly it emerges like 

memory  

 

from whatõs seen.  You sit inside, early early in the morning,  

and canõt help seeing: 

 

out of the fog, a fig tree grows in the old cistern   

and the grass is tall and moist, still delineated, still green to the 

touch. 

 

And yet, what could I say to a tree    when its bark touches my 

 Oriunde priveĺti, acolo este. ăAcest poemó se ´ntoarce acasń 

de pretutindeni la pretutindeni, nu existń loc unde sń fie liber 

de asta ñ 

 

traversând mase de uscat pe ape furtunoase, urc©nd ´n vńzduh 

spre cerul nesf©rĺit 

uit©nd cum arńἪi la faἪŁ, p©nń c©nd brusc rńsare precum 

memoria 

 

din ceea ce se vede. Tu stai ´nńuntru, dis-de-dimineaŤń, 

ĺi nu poŤi sń nu priveἨti : 

 

prin ceaŤń, ´n vechiul ĺanŤ de apń creĺte un smochin  

iarba e-naltń ĺi umedń, are contur ´ncń, e ´ncń verde la pipńit. 

 

 

Ĺi totuĺi, ce pot eu spune pomului  când scoarŤa lui îmi 
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cheek  

and it has no visible beginning?  All this conversation  

 

 is  a single word without names,  faded, continuous, remaining:       

 where do you end and where, renewing again and again,  

 

do you begin?  Where does it happen, where did it happen  

and why does it hurt, and what is it that hurts, and what,  

 

after all, brought us back our faces?            

Sheep ripped and chewed above the cistern.  Light examined 

palms of leaves.  Time    

 

was far off again.  And again, òThis poem . . .ó   Nothing,   

nothing.         

 

atinge obrazul  

ĺi nu are vizibil  un ´nceput. Toatń conversaŤia asta 

 

e un cuvânt fńrń nume, palid, continuu, remanent: 

unde sf©rĺeĺti ĺi unde, înnoit iar Ἠi iar  

 

începi? Unde se-nt©mplń, unde s-a întâmplat, 

de ce doare ĺi ce anume doare ĺi ce, 

 

p©nń la urmń ne-a adus feŤele ´napoi?  

Oile au rupt ĺi au pńscut deasupra cisternei. Lumina a cercetat 

palmele frunzelor. Timpul  

 

a fost iar departe. Ĺi iar, ăPoemul acestaé ó Nimi c, nimic. 
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10. In water he is a sea anemone. A carnivore extending the 

arms of a flower.  

 

 10. ċn apń el este o anemonń de mare. ċntinde carnivor braἪe 

de floare. 

 

   

And yet here we are, equipped with everything.  Feet,  

back, biceps, eye, ear, nose, tongue and skin. Weõre here:  

 

faces and interiors, neighbors, cities and nations.  Weõre here, 

breathing, living.  And what does one learn from this?  

 

Some say life is continuing in the face of the alternative;   

some say ñ conquest; some stretch an equals sign  

 

between life and its absence; and some say that life 

was given us to serve those       whose lives  

 

are not a life.  I say: you. 

And this is easily explained: once again night envelops  

 

what can be seen.  At home lamps are lit.  And in the light 

thereõs no glance   

 Ĺi totuĺi iatń-ne, echipaŤi cu tot ce ne trebuie. Picioare, 

spate, biceps, ochi, nas, limbń ĺi piele. Suntem aici: 

 

figuri ĺi interioare, vecini, oraĺe, naŤiuni. Suntem aici 

respirńm, trńim. Ce e de-nvńŤat din asta? 

 

Unii spun cń viaŤa e a continua ´n faŤa alternativei 

unii spun ñ cucerire; unii întind semnul egal  

 

´ntre viaŤń ĺi absenŤa ei; unii spun cń viaŤa 

ne-a fost datń ´n serviciul celor  ale cńror  

 

vieŤi nu sunt o viaŤń. Eu spun: tu. 

Ĺi asta se explicń uĺor: noaptea ´nvńluie din nou 

 

Ceea ce nu se poate vedea. Acasń lńmpile ard. În luminń altń 

privire  un existń 
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except the one from the mirror, nothing except what sees me 

 

seeing it; and it brings not release but longing, not death   

but life.  And I take from this gaze the warm and the cold ñ 

night envelops  

                                                                                                                       

everythingñ   

 

and I long for the one who sees me through touching,   

and I donõt remember a thing.  Only this. 

 

decât cea din oglindń, doar ceea ce mń vede pe mine 

 

vńz©nd-o; Ἠi ea nu aduce eliberare ci dorinἪń, nu moarte 

ci viaŤń. Eu iau din  privirea  asta cald ĺi frig ñ noaptea ´nvńluie  

 

 

totul ñ 

 

iar eu ´nsetez dupń cineva care mń vede pipńind 

Ἠi eu nimic nu -mi aduc aminte. Doar atât. 
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11. On the abrasive, glassy sand, he understands.  

 

 11. Pe nisipul abraziv, sticlos, el ´nŤelege. 

 

   

Snake, you say.  I say serpent. 

And then you say that snakes were always also a symbol for 

medicine, 

 

wisdom, and longevity.  Snake and not serpent, you and not a 

biting reptile,  

fly above the main street, land gracefully on a cherry tree 

 

and sing and sing, like a nightingale to its mate, beautiful from  

so much self:  

the phone bursts out like howls at the end of an alley  

 

the fax throws up other peopleõs souls  

the computer is in save and thereõs no lifesaver: 

 

it begins again,  only begins.  

It already was. 

 

 Ĺarpe, zici tu. Eu spun nńp©rcń. 

Tu spui cń ĺerpii au fost dintotdeauna  ĺi simbolul medicinei, 

 

 

´nŤelepciunii, longevitńŤii. Ĺerpi, nu nńp©rci, tu ĺi nu reptila 

muĺcńtoare, 

tu zbori desupra strńzii principale, te-aĺezi graŤios ´n cireĺ 

 

ĺi c©nŤi, c©nŤi, privighetoare chem©ndu-ĺi perechea, frumoasń 

de-atâta eu: 

telefonul izbucneĺte ca un strigńt la capńtul aleii 

 

faxul revarsń sufletele altor oameni 

computerul e pus pe SAVE, salveazń, c©nd salvare nu e: 

 

începe din nou, doar începe. 

A ĺi fost. 
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This is not the poem that is the poem, as this is the poem thatõs 

not dedicated to you;  

 

I rest this poem on any face I choose, 

 

Iõm not waiting for a reply, not waiting for you to be 

in front of my pointing finger in òrealityó ñ Hello to you, 

reality! ñ 

  

thatõs like a girl mounting any imagination     like a rider on a 

horse 

galloping on the òmerely-imageó which no place is free of 

 

and no matter where one gallops it comes and comes with one.   

Itõs clear enough when oneõs wandering from awareness of 

this   

 

to awareness of that, and a little less clear 

when we agree so much about images that are here between us 

 

 

Acesta nu e poemul care-i însuѽi poemul, fiindcń nu e poemul 

dedicat Ťie; 

 

aĺez acest poem pe ce faŤń vreau, 

 

nu aĺtept rńspuns, nu mń aĺtept  ca tu sń fii 

´n ărealitateó acolo unde arńt eu cu degetul ñ Salut, realitate!ñ 

 

 

ca o fatń ce urcń deasupra imaginaŤiei precum cńlńreŤul pe cal, 

galop©nd pe ăimaginea purńó de care nu scapń niciun loc  

 

 

ĺi oriunde ai alerga tot vine, vine cu tine. 

E limpede c©nd treci de la conĺtiinŤa acestui lucru 

 

 

la conĺtiinŤa celuilalt ĺi ceva mai puŤin clar 

când suntem întru totul de acord   privind imaginile de -aici 

dintre noi  
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and images-that-are-there.  Say, is òawakeningó 

one thing?  (Is falling arriving?)  This poem,  

 

like the world, like a recurring dream, isnõt coming and wonõt 

arrive  

at òworldó from dream, day from night,  

 

nor the other way around.  The poem says its place is 

òtwilightó,   

and itõs already inside it, without needing 

 

either sun or sunset.  A picture of consciousness emerges 

like a nestling from an egg of warm possibility:  there is what 

thrills  

 

and so exists; the picture of consciousness hatches, this is how 

what -is exists. 

Iõm only describing what I saw or heard ñ   

 

picture by picture, as if thereõs a line-up for being; white stains  

of a flock of seagulls on the sea, sand dunes          

ĺi imaginile-de-acolo. Spune, e ătrezireaó  

un lucru? (E cńderea sosire?) Acest poem, 

 

ca ĺi lumea, ca un vis repetat, nu vine ĺi nu va sosi 

la acea ălumeó din vis, ziua din noapte 

 

 

ĺi nici invers. Poemul spune cń locul lui e ´n ăcrepusculó, 

´nlńuntrul cńruia se Ἠi aflń, nu-i mai trebuie  

 

 

nici soare, nici apus. Tabloul conĺtiinŤei rńsare 

ca puiul din calda putere a oului : acolo-i ceea ce impresioneazń 

 

 

ĺi astfel existń; imaginea conĺtiinŤei face pui, astfel existń ceea-

ce-este 

eu nu fac dec©t sń descriu ce-am vńzut ĺi auzit ñ 

  

Imagine dupń imagine, de parcń ar sta la coadń sń existe; petele 

albe 
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grooved by water which  toppled from above.    

And this is a daily act, of which forks and what they impale   

 

are made, and I am too.  Say, and Iõll be.   

 

Going around the room without seeing, with out remembering  

a thing,  

 

and looking for an ashtray.  All this is written.  Now you. 

Whatõs the difference now between the poem and you?    

 

un stol de pescńruἨi pe mare, dune de nisip 

 

brńzdate de apa rostogolindu-se din înalt. 

Acesta e un fapt zilnic, din care-s fńcute furcile Ἠi ceea ce 

 

ele strńpung, din care sunt Ἠi eu. Spune Ἠi voi fi.  

 

Umblu prin camerń fńrń sń vńd, nimic nu-mi aduc aminte,  

 

 

caut o scrumierń. Toate sunt scrise. Acum tu. 

Acum ce diferenἪń e între poem Ἠi tine? 
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12. Heõs coming. 

 

 12. El vine . 

   

Will you come?  Will I be happy to meet you?  Will the door  

be the gate?  Will three fires still greet your face   

 

and will their names still be explicit?  Heart -fire,   

head-fire, fire between-the-legs.  Is your face   

 

firewood to their flames now, is your face   

immortal as they are?  Will these òeternal firesó stay alight?   

 

Arenõt butterflies consumed? Do fires burn like this,   

like breath, like the stomach fire  

 

that consumes bread? Will I see you when you sit in front of 

me? 

My beloved, my lover, my question mark!  From horizon to 

horizon  

 

an over-there occupies  my stomach.  Where does this path 

 Ai sń vii? Mń voi bucura sń te ´nt©lnesc? Va fi uĺa 

o poartń? Vor mai saluta cele trei focuri faŤa ta 

 

vor mai fi numele lor explicite? Inimń-foc, 

creĺtet-foc, focul dintre picioare. Este faŤa ta 

 

lemnul acum pentru aceste v©lvńtńi, e faŤa ta 

nemuritoare ca ele? Rńm©n oare aprinse ăeternele focurió? 

 

Fluturii nu se vor mistui? AἨa ard focurile , 

ca o respirare, ca flacńra din p©ntec 

 

aceea care mistuie p©inea? Am sń te vńd c©nd vei sta în faἪa 

mea? 

Draga mea, iubita mea, semnul meu de întrebare! Din orizont 

în orizont  

 

acel dincolo ´mi ocupń mie tot trunchiul. Unde începe poteca  
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start  

that has no direction?  Where does this string end   

 

which is all end?  And who goes that way, even when I donõt? 

Except for two arches and a dent between them, except for a 

slope  

 

into a collarbone, what kind of sign is this  

that breaks from the chest a long call: òCome!ó ñ òDonõt 

come!ó ?  

 

And another line goes up from the poem    to touch the image, 

but you arenõt there either.  We donõt know each other.  For 

now 

 

we donõt have contempt for happiness.  And whatõs 

happiness?  A calm sacrificial fire 

on which our faces are laid, and warmth that brims over     

 

from the cavities of our stomach, our chest.  For now you only 

remember 

asta 

fńrń direcŤie? Unde sf©rĺeĺte firul 

 

care-i sf©rĺitul a toate? Ĺi cine merge acolo, când eu nu merg? 

Afarń de cele douń arcuri ĺi crestńtura dntre ele, afarń de panta 

 

 

spre claviculń, ce semn e acesta 

care smulge din piept un strigńt lung: ăVino!ó ñ ăNu veni!ó ? 

 

 

Un alt vers urcń din poem sń atingń imaginea ñ  

Dar tu nici acolo nu eĺti. Nu ne cunoaĺtem unul pe altul . 

Deocamdatń 

 

nu dispreŤuim fericirea. Ĺi ce este fericirea? Un foc sacrificial 

calm 

´n care stau feŤele noastre, cńldura ce se revarsń peste  

 

vńgńunile stomacului, pieptului nostru. Pe moment ´Ťi aduci 

numai aminte   
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that òoutside the darkness is freezingó.  But afterwards ñ 

 

itõs hot.  Smoke rises and something burns, and if we continue 

ñ weõll be consumed. 

Instead of this, at a distance, we sweat 

 

and not from excitement.  We wave a newspaper, a letter, 

create a breeze and open a window to inhale 

 

the cold night air.  And itõs already late.  Someone  

has to return home, and behind òCome!ó, òDonõt come!ó, 

again, 

 

we understand:  come whenever you donõt come.  Tomorrow 

itõll be possible              

to see pain in the sand where returning footprints were 

printed.  

 

Instead of all this I shut the door and open the wall,  

and on my door I write:  Donõt come from here, always come 

from there. 

cń ăafarń ´ntunericul ´ngheaŤńó. Dar apoi ñ 

 

e cald. Se ridicń fumul, arde ceva ĺi dacń mergem ´nainte ñ 

vom fi mistuiŤi. 

ċn schimb, la distanŤń, transpirńm 

 

ĺi nu de emoŤie. Fluturńm un ziar, o scrisoare, 

facem curent, deschidem fereastra sń respirńm 

 

aerul rece al nopŤii. S-a fńcut târziu. Cineva  

trebuie sń se ´ntoarcń acasń ĺi din urmń ăVino!ó, ăNu veni!ó, 

din nou,  

 

´nŤelegem: vino atunci c©nd nu vii. M©ine vei fi poate în stare 

sń vezi 

durerea în nisipul unde s-au întipńrit urmele paĺilor la 

întoarcere. 

 

În loc de toate acestea eu inchid  uĺa, deschid zidul,  

scriu pe uἨń: Nu veni de aici, întotdeauna sń vii din cealaltń 

parte. 
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13. Far from himself, he sees his self.  

 

 13. Departe de el ´nsuĺi, el îἨi vede sinele. 

 

   

And when you come, remember this, remember how we got 

here:  

live Alpha -Betas remained miles behind             

 

on a slalom track of here and gone, flickered for another     

moment, vanished from the mirror.  What the Alfa -Romeo had 

to say 

 

was swallowed before we heard it: only this ability, to shatter,  

kept us from falling upwards, apart; after it       

 

 

a skyõs thud. We were riding time; could have overtaken   

a thousand more crashes, waited for the flickering blue to 

approach from behind,  

 

getting out that moment before  the license is asked for:  What 

did you want?  

 C©nd ai sń vii, adu-Ťi aminte, adu-Ťi aminte cum am ajuns 

noi aici: 

Alpha -Betele vii au rńmas kilometri ´n urmń 

 

pe p©rtia de slalom ´ntre aici ĺi ce s-a dus, pâlpâind spre alt 

moment, dispńrut din oglindń. Tot ce-a avut Alfa -Romeo de 

spus  

 

s-a ´nghiŤit p©nń sń auzim noi: doar capacitatea de 

cutremurare 

ne-a oprit de la cńderea ´n sus, despńrἪiἪi; dupń aceea 

 

bufnitura cerului. Alergam cńlare pe timp; puteam depńĺi 

´ncń vreo mie de accidente, puteam aĺtepta albastrul 

p©lp©itor sń se-apropie din urmń, 

 

scńp©nd în momentul di nainte sń ne cearń permisul : Tu ce 

voiai ? 
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What did you intend?  What were you thinking?  You could 

have got killed.  

 

This can also be asked about a woman or a poem     

or a look.  But nothing will satisfy,  

 

nothing, other than complete exteriority, if thereõs such a thing.   

And whatõs so alluring about this there, if not the here  

 

thatõs  been placed in such doubt that it exists more than ever ñ    

and still not enough.  When you come here remember this, 

 

sit in front of me and fall straight into your own  eyes; and fall 

deep, 

far, so thereõs room 

 

for me to fall too.  Itõs always possible to stop at the side of the 

road:  

words, excuses, plugs, gasket ñ 

 

to call this òmisunderstandingó ñ and blink beside the 

Care Ἢi-era intenŤia? Ce gândeai? Puteai sń mori. 

 

 

ċntrebarea asta poŤi s-o pui despre o femeie, un poem, 

Sau o privire. Dar nimic nu va satisface,  

 

nimic în afarń de absoluta exterioritate, dacń aĺa ceva existń. 

Ĺi ce e-at©t de seducńtor ´n acolo, dacń nu acest aici 

 

pus la aἨa ´ndoialń, ´nc©t existń mai mult ca oricând ñ 

ĺi totuĺi nu destul. C©nd vii aminteĺte-Ťi asta, 

 

stai ´n faŤa mea ĺi cazi drept în ochii tńi, drept; ad©nc sń cazi, 

departe, ca sń fie loc 

 

 

ĺi pentru mine sń cad. Te poŤi oric©nd opri la marginea 

drumului:  

cuvinte, scuze, prize, garnituri ñ 

 

poἪi numi  asta ăne´nŤelegereó ñ ĺi semnalizezi pe l©ngń 
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carriage-way 

at any blotch   seen out the corner of the eye:  take me.  

 

ĺosea 

la orice patń vńzutń cu coada ochiului: ia-mń. 
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14. A seed sown in sand waits.  

 

 14. Sńm©nŤa plantatń-n Ťńr©nń aĺteaptń. 

   

Itõs very easy to betray me with me.  Try, Iõll even forgive it. 

ñ You donõt.  Now itõs necessary to court you for hours, 

 

to leave flowers on the desk, notes  

on the dining table, to invite you for a  fish supper, 

 

to water you with gin and tonic (long).  

You walk around for days with wide eyes   

 

or play wit h a ball or a teddy-bear as if theyõre the only things 

in the world.  All this as the newspapers are full of horrible  

 

reports.  Someone shot himself in the head on a live broadcast 

and the same thing also happened last week on Dynasty.   

 

The memory works like a tired fisherman; crocodiles, sharks  

and even sardines fight over the bait                               

 

 E foarte uĺor sń mń-nĺeli cu mine ´nsumi. ċncearcń, te iert . 

ñ Tu nu o faci. Acum trebuie sń-Ťi fac curte ore întregi, 

 

sń-Ťi las flori pe birou, bilete 

pe masa de sufragerie, sń te invit la o searń cu peĺte, 

 

sń te ud cu gin ĺi tonic (mare). 

Umbli de zile -ntregi cu ochii cńscaŤi 

 

sau te joci cu o minge sau un urs pluĺat parcń-ar fi  singurele  

lucruri  pe lume. Toate astea când ziarele sunt pline de Ἠtiri  

 

oribile . Unul s-a-mpuĺcat ´n cap ´n emisiune, ´n direct 

acelaĺi lucru s-a ´nt©mplat sńptńm©na trecuta la Dynasty.   

 

Memoria lucreazń ca un pescar obosit; crocodili, rechini  

ĺi chiar sardele se bat pe momealń 
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as over the boards of a sinking ship.  All this  

while you sit in the living -room: what are you afraid of? I give  

you my hand  

 

and take you to the sea.  The seaõs stormy, just like 

twenty eight years ago when a stray shark bit  

 

a woman smelling of blood here.  You return   

to your teddy -bear-and-ball, and donõt stop not-looking at the 

sea. 

 

I take out a pencil and paper and draw you a poem: 

the seaõs stormy, your feet sink enveloped  

 

in wet sand, the smell of seaweed and salt, and miles of blue 

broken white strips.  Now you remember,  

 

even though it never happened like this.  You lift your gaze   

and remember everything.  

 

de parcń ar fi la bordul unui vas ce se scufundń. Totul  

în timp ce stai în sufragerie: Ἢie de ce-Ťi e teamń? ċŤi dau m©na 

 

 

ĺi te duc la mare. Pe mare e furtunń, la fel 

ca acum opt ani c©nd un rechin rńtńcit a muĺcat 

 

o femeie care mirosea a sânge. Tu te întorci  

la ursuleŤul de pluĺ, la minge Ἠi nu încetezi sń nu te uiἪi la 

mare. 

 

Eu scot creionul ĺi h©rtia ĺi-Ťi desenez un poem: 

marea în furtunń, picioarele tale se afundń ´nvelite 

 

´n nisip umed, miros de alge ĺi sare, mile ´ntregi de albastru 

dungi albe rupte. Acum ´Ťi aminteĺti, 

 

chiar dacń nu s-a ´nt©mplat aĺa niciodatń. ċŤi ridici privirea 

´Ťi aduci totul aminte. 
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